Faud Eric

The bees of Degath are big and black, they buzz low and sombre, they keep their honey in combs of wax
aswhite asdter candles. The honey isblack as night, thick as sin and sweet astreacle.

It iswell known the eight colours make up white. But there are also eight colours of blackness, for those
that have the seeing of them, and the hives of Death are among the black grassin the black orchard under
the black-blossomed, ancient boughs of treesthat will, eventually, produce applesthat... put it likethis...
probably won't be red.

The grass was short now. The scythe that had done the work |eaned againgt the gnarled bole of a pear
tree. Now Degth wasinspecting his bees, gently lifting the combsin his skeletd fingers.

A few beesbuzzed around him. Like al beekeepers, Death wore avell. It wasn't that he had anything to
gting, but sometimes a bee would get insde his skull and buzz around and give him a headache.

Asheheld acomb up to the grey light of hislittle world between the redlities there was the faintest of
tremors. A hum went up from the hive, alesf floated down. A wisp of wind blew for amoment through
the orchard, and that was the most uncanny thing, because the air in the land of Degath isadwayswarm
and till.

Death fancied that he heard, very briefly, the sound of running feet and avoice saying, no, avoice
thinking oshitoshitoshit, I’'m gonnadiel’m gonnadie |’ m gonna DIE!

Desath isamost the oldest creature in the universe, with habits and modes of thought that morta man
cannot begin to understand, but because he was also a good beekeeper he carefully replaced the comb
initsrack and put thelid on the hive before reacting.

He strode back through the dark garden to his cottage, removed his veil, carefully didodged afew bees
who had got lost in the depths of his cranium, and retired to his study.

Ashe sat down at his desk there was another gust of wind, which rattled the hour-glasses on the shelves
and made the big pendulum clock in the hdl pause briefly initsinterminable task of dicing timeinto
managegble bits.

Death sighed, and focused his gaze.

There is nowhere Death will not go, no matter how distant and dangerous. In fact the more dangerousiit
is, themorelikely heisto be there already.

Now he stared through the mists of time and space.

OH, hesaid. IT'SHIM.

It was a hot afternoon in the late summer in Ankh-Morpork, normaly the most thriving, bustling and
above all the most crowded city on the Disc. Now the spears of the sun had achieved what innumerable
invaders, severd civil wars and the curfew law had never achieved. It had pacified the place.



Dogs lay panting in the scalding shade. Theriver Ankh, which never what you might cal sparkled, oozed
between its banks asif the heat had sucked al the spirit out of it. The streets were empty, oven-brick
hot.

No enemies had ever taken Ankh-Morpork. Well, technically they had, quite often; the city welcomed
free-gpending barbarian invaders, but somehow the puzzled raiders dways found, after afew days, that
they didn’t own their own horses any more, and within acouple of monthsthey were just another
minority group with its own graffiti and food shops.

But the heat had besieged the city and triumphed over thewadlls. It lay over the trembling streetslike a
shroud. Under the blowlamp of the sun assassinswere too tired to kill. It turned thieves honest. Inthe
ivy-covered fastness of the Unseen University, premier college of wizardry, the inmates dozed with their
pointy hats over their faces. Even bluebottles were too exhausted to bang against windowpanes. The city
Sedtd d, awaiting the sunset and the brief, hot, velvet surcease of the night.

Only the librarian was cool. He was al'so swinging and hanging out.

Thiswas because he' d rigged up afew ropes and ringsin one of the sub-basements of the Unseen
Universty library - the one where they kept the, um, eroticl books. In vats of crushed ice. And hewas
dreamily dangling in the chilly vapour above them.

All books of magic have alife of their own. Some of the redlly energetic ones can’'t smply be chained
the bookshelves; they have to be nailed shut or kept between stedl plates. Or, in the case of the volumes
on tantric sex magic for the serious connoisseur, kept under very cold water to stop them bursting into
flames and scorching their severely plain covers.

The Librarian swung gently back and forth above the seething vats, dozing peacefully.

Then the footsteps came out of nowhere, raced across the floor with anoise that scraped the raw
surface of the soul, and disappeared through the wall. There was afaint, distant scream that sounded like
ogodsogodsogods, thisis|T, I’'m gonna DIE.

The Librarian woke up, lost his grip, and flopped into the few inches of tepid water that was all that
stood between The Joy of Tantric Sex with Illustrations for the Advanced Student, by A Lady, and
spontaneous combustion.

And it would have gone badly for him if the Librarian had been ahuman being. Fortunately, he was
currently an orang-utan. With so much raw magic doshing around in the Library it would be surprising if
accidents did not happen sometimes, and one particularly impressive one had turned him into an ape. Not
many people get the chance to leave the human race while il dive, and he'd strenuoudy resisted dl
effortsto turn him back. Since hewasthe only librarian in the universe who could pick up bookswith his
feet the University hadn’t pressed the point.

It aso meant that hisidea of desirable fera e companionship now looked something like a sack of butter
thrown through aroll of old inner tubes, and o he was lucky to get away with only minor burns, a
headache, and some rather ambivalent fedings about cucumbers, which wore off by teatime.

Inthe Library above, the grimoires creaked and rustled their pages in astonishment asthe invisible runner
passed straight through the bookshelves and disappeared, or rather disappeared even more...

Ankh-Morpork gradudly awoke from its dumber. Something invisble and yelling at the top of itsvoice



was passing through every part of the city, dragging in itswake atrail of destruction. Wherever it went,
things changed.

A fortune-teller in the Street of Cunning Artificers heard the footsteps run across her bedroom floor and
found her crystd bl had turned into alittle glass sphere with a cottagein it, plus snowflakes.

In aquite corner of the Mended Drum tavern, where the adventuresses Herrena the Henna-Haired
Harridan, Red Scharron and Diome, Witch of the Night, were meseting for some girl talk and agame of
canadta, dl the drinksturned into small yellow eephants.

“It' sthem wizards up at the university,” said the barman, hastily replacing the glasses. “It oughtn’t to be
dlowed.”

Midnight dropped off the clock.

The Council of Wizardry rubbed their eyes and stared blearily at one another. They fdt it oughtn't to be
alowed too, especialy since they weren't the ones that were alowingit.

Findly the new Archchancellor, Ezrolith Churn, suppressed ayawn, sat up straight in hischair, and tried
to look suitably magigteria. He knew he wasn't really Archchancellor materiad. He hadn’t redly wanted
the job. He was ninety-eight, and had achieved thisworthwhile age by carefully not being any troubleto
anyone. He had hoped to spend histwilight years completing his seven-volume trestise on Some Little
Known Aspects of Kuian Rain-making Rituas, which were an ided subject for academic study in his
opinion sincethe rituas only ever worked in Ku, and that particular continent had dipped into the ocean
severd thousand years ago.2 Thetrouble was that in recent years the lifespan of Archchancellors seemed
to be abit on the short sSide, and the natural ambition of al wizardsfor the job had given way to a
curious, saf-effacing politeness. He'd come down one morning to find everyone cdling him *sir’. It had
taken him daysto find out why.

Hishead ached. Hefdt it was several weeks past his bedtime. But he had to say something.
“Gentlemen -* he began.

“Oook.”

“Sorry, and mo -*

“Oook.”

“1 mean apes, of course -*

“Oook.”

The Archchancellor opened and shut his mouth in silence for awhile, trying to re-route histrain of
thought. The Librarian was, ex officio, amember of the college council. No-one had been ableto find
any rule about orang-utans being barred, athough they had surreptitiousy looked very hard for one.

“It'sahaunting,” he ventured. “ Some sort of aghost, maybe. A bell, book and acandlejob.”

The Bursar sighed. “Wetried that, Archchancellor.”



The Archchancdlor leaned towards him.
“Eh?’ hesad.

“| said, wetried that, Archchancdllor,” said the Bursar loudly, directing hisvoice at the old man’sear.
“ After dinner, you remember? We used Humptemper’s Names of the Ants and rang Old Tom.”

“Did we, indeed. Worked, did it?’
“No, Archchancdlor.”
[13 B,]?l

“Anyway, we' ve never had trouble with ghosts before,” said the Senior Tutor. “Wizardsjust don’'t haunt
places.”

The Archchancellor groped for acrumb of comfort.

“Perhapsit’ sjust something naturd,” he said. “Possibly the rumblings of an underground spring. Earth
movements, perhaps. Something in the drains. They can make very funny noises, you know, when the
wind isintheright direction.”

He sat back and beamed.

The rest of the council exchanged glances.

“The drainsdon’'t sound like hurrying feet, Archchancellor,” said the Bursar wesrily.

“Unless someone left atap running,” said the Senior Tutor.

The Bursar scowled a him. He' d been in the tub when the invisible screaming thing had hurtled through
his room. It was not an experience he wanted to repest.

The Archchancdlor nodded at him.
“That' s sttled, then,” he said, and fell adeep.

The Bursar watched him in silence. Then he pulled the old man’ s hat off and tucked it gently under his
heed.

“Wdl?" he said wearily. “Has anyone got any suggestions?’

The Librarian put his hand up.

“Oook,” he said.

“Yes, well done, good boy,” said the Bursar, breezily. “ Anyone else?’
The orang-utan glared a him as the other wizards shook their heads.

“It' satremor in the texture of redlity,” said the Senior Tutor. “That' swhat itis.”



“What should we do about it, then?’

“Search me. Unlesswetried the old -*

“Oh, no,” said the Bursar. “Don’'t say it. Please. It' s far too dangerous -

Hiswords were chopped off by a scream that began at the far end of the room and dopplered along the
table, accompanied by the sound of many running feet. The wizards ducked in a scatter of overturned
chairs.

The candle flames were drawn into long thin tongues of octarine light before being snuffed out.

Then there was Slence, the specia kind that you get after aredly unpleasant noise.

And the Bursar said, “All right. | givein. Wewill try the Rite of AshkEnte.”

It isthe most seriousritud eight wizards can undertake. It summons Degth, who naturally knows
everything that isgoing on everywhere.

And of courseit is done with reluctance, because senior wizards are generaly very old and would prefer
not to do anything to draw Degth’ s attention in their direction.

It took placein the midnight in the University’s Great Hall, in awelter of incense, candlesticks, runic
inscriptions and magic circles, none of which was strictly necessary but made the wizardsfed better.
Magic flared, the chants were chanted, the invocations were truly invoked.

The wizards stared into the magic octogram, which remained empty. After awhile the circle of robed
figures began to mutter anongst themsalves.

“We mugt have done something wrong.”

“Oook.”

“MaybeHeisout.”

“Or busy...”

“Do you think we could give up and go back to bed?’

WHO ARE WE WAITING FOR, EXACTLY?

The Bursar turned dowly to the figure beside him. Y ou could awaystell awizard' srobe; it was
bedecked with sequins, sigils, fur and lace, and there was usualy a consderable amount of wizard indde
it. Thisrobe, however, was very black. The material looked as though it had been chosen for its
hard-wearing qualities. So did its owner. He looked as though if he wrote adiet book it would be a
bestdler.

Death was watching the octogram with an expression of polite interest.

“Er,” saidtheBursar. “Thefact is, infact, that, er, you should be on theinside.”



I’'M SO SORRY.
Death stalked in adignified way into the centre of the room and watched the Bursar expectantly.

| HOPE WE ARE NOT GOING TOHAVE ANY OF THIS“FOUL FIEND” BUSINESS AGAIN,
hesad.

“| trust we are not interrupting any important enterprise?’ said the Bursar.

TO SOMEBODY.

“Er. Er. Thereason, o fou - gr, that we have called you here, isfor the reason -*

IT ISRINCEWIND.

“What?”’

THE REASON YOU HAVE SUMMONED ME. THE ANSWER IS: IT ISRINCEWIND.
“But we haven't asked you the question yet!”

NEVERTHELESS THE ANSWER IS IT ISRINCEWIND.

“Look, what we want to know is, what is causing this outbresk of ... oh.”

Desgth pointedly picked invisible particles off the edge of his scythe.

The Archchancellor cupped agnarled hand over hisear.

“What' d he say? Who' sthefdlawith the ick?’

“It'sDesath, Sir. Y ou know.”

“Tdl himwedon't want any,” said the old wizard, waving his stick.

The Bursar sghed. “We summoned him, Archchancdllor.”

“Isit? What' d we go and do that for? Bloody silly thing to do.”

The Bursar gave Death an embarrassed grin. He was on the point of asking him to excuse the
Archchancellor on account of his age, but redlised that thiswould in the circumstances be a complete
waste of breath.

“Arewe taking about the wizard Rincewind? The one with the -* the Bursar gave a shudder - “horrible
Luggage on legs? But he got blown up when there was dl that business with the sourcerer, didn’t he?’

INTO THE DUNGEON DIMENSIONS. AND NOW HE ISTRYING TO GET BACK HOME.

“Can he do that?”’



THERE WOULD NEED TO BE AN UNUSUAL CONJUNCTION OF CIRCUMSTANCES.
REALITY WOULD NEED TO BE WEAKENED IN CERTAIN UNEXPECTED WAY'S.

“That isn't likely to happen, isit?’ said the Bursar anxioudy. People who have it on record that they
were vidting their aunt for two months are dways nervous about people turning up who may have
mistakenly thought that they weren't, and owing to sometrick of the light might have believed they had
seen them doing things that they couldn’t have been doing owing to being at their aunt’s.

IT WOULD BE A MILLION TO ONE CHANCE, said Death. EXACTLY A MILLION TO ONE
CHANCE.

“Oh,” said the Bursar, intensely relieved. “ Oh dear. What ashame.” He brightened up considerably. “ Of
course, there' sdl the noise. But, unfortunately, | expect he won't survivefor long.”

THIS COULD BE THE CASE, said Death blandly. | AM SURE, THOUGH, THAT YOU WOULD
NOT WISH ME TO MAKE A PRACTICE OF ISSUING DEFINITIVE STATEMENTSIN THIS

FELD.

“No! No, of coursenot,” said the Bursar hurriedly. “ Right. Well, many thanks. Poor chap. What a great
pity. Still can’t be helped. Perhaps we should be philosophica about these things.”

PERHAPS Y OU SHOULD.

“And we had better not keep you,” the Bursar added politely.

THANK YOU.

“Goodbye.”

BE SEEING YOU.

In fact the noise stopped just before breakfast. The Librarian was the only one unhappy about it.

Rincewind had been his assistant and hisfriend, and was a good man when it came to pedling a banana.
He had as0 been uniquely good at running away from things. He was not, the Librarian consdered, the

typeto be easily caught.

There had probably been an unusua conjunction of circumstances.
That was afar more likely explanation.

There had been an unusua conjunction of circumstances.

By exactly amillion to one chance there had been someone watching, studying, looking for the right tools
for aspecid job.

And herewas Rincewind.

It was amost too easy.



So Rincewind opened his eyes. There was a ceiling above him; if it was the floor, then hewasin trouble.

So far, so good.

He cautioudy fdt the surface hewas laying on. It was grainy, woody in fact, with the odd nail-hole. A
human sort of surface.

His ears picked up the crackle of afife and abubbling noise, source unknown.
Hisnose, feding that it was being left out of things, hastened to report awhiff of brimstone.

Right, so where did that leave him? Lying on arough wooden floor in afirdit room with something that
bubbled and gave off sulphurous smells. In hisunreal, dreamy state he felt quite pleased at this process of
deduction.

What else?

Oh, yes.

He opened his mouth and screamed and screamed and screamed.

Thismade him fed dightly better.

Helay there abit longer. Though the tumbled heap of his memories came the recollections of morningsin

bed when he was alittle boy, desperately subdividing the passing timeinto smaler and smdler unitsto
put off the terrible moment of getting up and having to face dl the problems of life such as, in this case,

who hewas, where he was, and why hewas.
“What are you?’ said avoice on the edge of his consciousness.
“| was coming to that,” muttered Rincewind.
The room oscillated into focus as he pushed himsdlf up on hiselbows.

“I warn you,” said the voice, which seemed to be coming from atable, “1 am protected by many
powerful amulets”

“Jolly good,” said Rincewind. “I wish | was”

Details began to ditil out of the blur. It was along, low room, one end of which was occupied by an
enormousfireplace. A bench al down onewall contained a selection of glassware apparently created by
adrunken glassblower with hiccups, and insde its byzantine coils coloured liquids seethed and bubbled.
A skeleton hung from ahook in arelaxed fashion. On a perch beside it someone had nailed a stuffed
bird. Whatever sinsit had committed in life, it hadn’t deserved whét the taxidermist had donetoit.

Rincewind' s gaze swept across the floor. It was obviousthat it was the only sweeping the floor had had
for sometime. Only around him had space been cleared among the debris of broken glassand
overturned retortsfor -

A magiccircle.



It looked an extremely thorough job. Whoever had chalked it was clearly aware that its purpose wasto
divide the universe into two hits, theindgde and the outside.

Rincewind was, of course, insde.
“Ah,” he said, feding afamiliar and dmost comforting sense of dread sweep over him.

“I adjure and conjure thee againgt dl aggressive acts, 0 demon of the pit,” said the voice from,
Rincewind now redlised, behind the table.

“Fine, fing,” said Rincewind quickly. “That’sdl right by me. Er. It isn’'t possible that there has been the
teeniest little mistake here, could there?’

“Avaurt!”

“Right!” said Rincewind. Helooked around him desperately. “How?’

“Don't you think you can lure me to my doom with thy lying tongue, o fiend of Shamharoth,” said the
table. “1 am learned in the ways of demons. Obey my every command or | will return thee unto the
boiling hell from which you came. Thou came, sorry. Thou came &, infact. And | redlly mean it.”
Thefigure stepped out. It was quite short, and most of it was hidden by avariety of charms, amulets and
talismanswhich, even if not effective againgt magic, would have protected it againg atolerably
determined sword thrust. It wore glasses and had a hat with long sidepieces that gaveit theair of a
short-sighted spanid.

It held asword in one shaking hand. It was so heavily etched with Sigilsthat it was beginning to bend.

“Boiling hdl, did you say?’ said Rincewind weskly.

“ Absolutely. Where the screams of anguish and the tortured torments -

“Yes, yes, you' ve made your point,” said Rincewind. “Only, you see, thethingis, in fact, that | annot a
demon. Soif you would just let me out?’

“I am not fooled by thy outer garb, demon,” said thefigure. In amore normal voice it added, “ Anyway,
demonsdwayslie. Well-known fact.”

“Itis?’ said Rincewind, clutching at this straw. “In that case, then - | am ademon.”
“Ahal Condemned out of your own mouth!”

“Look, | don't haveto put up with this,” said Rincewind. “1 don’t know who you are or what's
happening, but I’ m going to have adrink, dl right?’

He went to walk out of the circle, and went rigid with shock as sparks crackled up from the runic
inscriptions and earthed themselves dl over hisbody.

“Thou mays nt - thou maysn't - thou mays n't -“ The conjurer of demons gave up. “Look, you can’'t
step over thecircle until | release you, right? | mean, | don’t want to be unpleasant, it' sjust that if | let
you out of the circle you will be able to resume your true shape, and a pretty awful shapeitistoo, |



expect. Avaunt!” he added fedling that he wasn't keeping up the tone.
“All right. I'm avaunting. I'm avaunting,” said Rincewind, rubbing hiselbow. “But I’ m till not ademon.”

“How come you answered the conjuration, then? | suppose you just happened to be passing through the
paranatura dimensions, eh?’

“Something likethat, | think. It'sal abit blurred.”

“Pull the other one, it has got bellson.” The conjurer leaned his sword against alectern on which aheavy
book, dripping bookmarks, lay open. Then he did amad littlejig on thefloor.

“It sworked!” hesaid. “Heheh!” He caught sight of Rincewind' s horrified gaze and pulled himsdlf
together. He gave an embarrassed cough, and stepped up to the lectern.

“I redlly am not -* Rincewind began.

“I had thislist here somewhere,” said the figure. “Let’ s see, now. Oh, yes. | command you - thee, |
mean - to, ah, grant me three wishes. Y es. | want mastery of the kingdoms of the world, | want to meet
the most beautiful woman who has ever lived, and | wanto liveforever.” He gave Rincewind an
encouraging look.

“All that?” said Rincewind.
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“Oh, no problem,” said Rincewind sarcagticaly. “And then | get to havetherest of the day off, right?’

“And | want achest full of gold, too. Just to be going on with.”

“| can seeyou'vegot it dl thought out.”

“Yes Avaunt!”

“Right, right. Only -* Rincewind thought hurriedly, he' s quite mad, but mad with asword in hishands,
the only chance I’ ve got isto argue him out of it on hisown terms,” - only, d'you see, I'm not avery
superior kind of demon and I’ m afraid those sort of errands are abit out of my league, sorry. Y ou can
avaunt as much asyou like, but they’ rejust beyond me.”

Thelittle figure peered over the top of its glasses.

“l see” hesaid tedtily. “What could you manage then, do you think?’

“Wel, er -* said Rincewind, “I suppose | could go down to the shops and get a packet of mints, or
something.”

There was a pause.
“Youredly can't do dl thosethings?’

“Sorry. Look I'll tell youwhat. You just release me, and I'll be sure to pass the word around when | get



back to-“ Rincewind hesitated. Where the hell did demonslive, anyway?“Demon City,” hesad
hopefully.

“Y ou mean Pandemonium?’ said his captor suspicioudy.

“Yes, that'sright. That’ swhat | meant. I'll tell everyone, next timeyou'rein therea world be sure and
look up - what' s your name?’

“Thurdey. Eric Thurdey.”

“Right’

“Demonologist. Midden Lane, Pseudopalis. Next door to the tannery,” said Thurdey hopefully.
“Right you are. Don't you worry about it. Now, if you'll just let me out -*

Thurdey’sfacefél.

“You'resureyou redly can't doit?’ he said, and Rincewind couldn’t help noticing the edge of pleading
inhisvoice. “Evenasmall chest of gold would do. And, | mean, it needn’t be the most beautiful woman
inthewhole of history. Second most beautiful would do. Or third. Y ou pick any one out of, you know,
the top one hundr - thousand. Whatever you' ve got in stock, sort of thing.” By the end of the sentence

his voice twanged with longing.

Rincewind wanted to say: Look, what you should do is stop al this messing around with chemicalsin
dark rooms and have a shave, a haircut, a bath, make that two baths, buy yourself a new wardrobe and
get out of an evening and then - but he' d have to be honest, because even washed, shaved and soaked in

body splash Thurdey wasn't going to win any prizes - and then you could have your face dapped by any
woman of your choice.

| mean, it wouldn’t be much, but it would be body contact.

“Sorry,” hesaid again.

Thurdey sghed. “Thekettle' son,” he said. “Would you like a cup of tea?’
Rincewind stepped forward into a crackle of psychic energy.

“Ah,” said Thurdey uncertainly, asthe wizard sucked hisfingers, “I'll tell you what. I’ll put you under a
conjuration of duress.”

“There sno need, | assureyou.”

“No, it's best thisway. It means you can move around. | had it al ready anyway, in case you could go
and fetch, you know, her.”

“Fine” said Rincewind. Asthe demonologist mumbled words from the book he thought: Feet. Door.
Stairs. What agreat combination.

It occurred to him that there was something about the demonologist that was't quite usud, but he
couldn’t put hisfinger onit. He looked pretty much like the demonologists Rincewind had known back in



Ankh-Morpork, who were al bent and chemical-stained and had eyes with pupilslike pinheads from al
the chemica fumes. This one would havefitted in eadily. It was just that there was something odd.

“To behonest,” said Thurdey, industrioudy mopping away part of the circle, “you’ re my first demon.
It's never worked before. What isyour name?’

“Rincewind.”

Thurdey thought about this. “It doesn't ring abell,” he sad. “ There saRiinjswin in the Demonologie.
And aWinswin. But they’ ve got more wings than you. Y ou can step out now. | must say that'sa
first-class materialisation. No-one would think you were afiend, to look at you. Most demons, when
they want to look human, materidise in the shape of nobles, kings and princes. This moth-eaten-wizard
look isvery clever. Y ou could ve dmost fooled me. It'sashame you can't do any of those things.”

“I can’t seewhy you’'d want to live for ever,” said Rincewind, privately determining that the words
“moth-eaten” would be paid for, if ever he got the opportunity. “Being young again, | can understand
thet.”

“Huh. Being young' s not much fun,” said Thurdey, and then clapped his hand over his mouth.

Rincewind leaned forward.

About fifty years. That was what was missing.

“That'safadsebeard!” he said. “How old are you?’

“Eighty-seven!” squesked Thurdey.

“1 can see the hooks over your ears!”

“Seventy-eight, honest! Avaunt!”

“You'realittle boy!”

Eric pulled himsdlf up haughtily. “1’'m not!” he sngpped. “1’m nearly fourteen!”

“Ah-hal”

The boy waved the sword at Rincewind. “It doesn’t matter, anyway!” he shouted. “ Demonologists can
be any age, you're till my demon and you haveto do as| say!”

“Eric!” came avoice from somewhere bel ow them.
Eric sface went white.

“Yes, mother?” he shouted, his eyes fixed on Rincewind. His mouth shaped the words. don't say
anything, please.

“What'sdl that noise up there?’

“Nothing, mother!”



“Come down and wash your hands, dear, your breakfast’s ready!”

“Yes, mother.” Helooked sheepishly at Rincewind. “ That’s my mother,” he said.
“She' sgot agood pair of lungs, hasn't she,” said Rincewind.

“I'd, I'd better go, then,” said Eric. “You'll haveto stay up here, of course.”

It dawned on him that he was|osing a certain amount of credibility at this point. He waved the sword
again.

“Avaunt!” hesaid. “I command you not to |leave thisroom!”

“Right. Sure,” said Rincewind, eyeing the windows.

“Promise? Otherwise you'll be sent back to the Fit.”

“Oh, | don’t want that,” said Rincewind. “ Off you trot. Don’t worry about me.”

“I’'m going to leave the sword and stuff here,” said Eric, removing most of his accoutrementsto reved a
dim, dark-haired young man whose face would be alot better when his acne cleared up. “If you touch
them, terrible things will befal.”

“Wouldn't dream of it,” said Rincewind.

When he was | eft alone he wandered he wandered over to the lectern and looked at the book. Thetitle,
inimpressvely flickering red letters, was Mdlificarum Sumpta Diabolicite Occularis Singularum, the
Book of Ultimate Control. He knew about it. There was a copy in the Library somewhere, dthough
wizards never bothered withit.

Thismight seem odd, because if there is one thing awizard would trade his grandfather for, it is power.
But it wasn't dl that strange, because any wizard bright enough to survive for five minuteswas aso bright
enough to redisethat if there was any power in demonology, then it lay with the demons. Using it for
your own purposes would be like trying to beat mice to death with arattlesnake.

Even wizards thought demonol ogists were odd; they tended to be surreptitious, pale men who got up to
complicated things in darkened rooms and had damp, weak handshakes. It was't like good clean
magic. No sdf-respecting wizard would have any truck with the demonic regions, whose inhabitants
were as big a collection of ding-dong asyou’ d find outside alarge belfry.

Heinspected the skeleton closdly, just in case. It didn’'t seem inclined to make a contribution to the
gtuation.

“It belonged to hiswossname, grandfather,” said a cracked voice behind him
“Bit of an unusua bequest,” said Rincewind.

“Oh, not persondly. He got it in ashop somewhere. It's one of them wossname, articul ate wossnames.

“It'snot saying much right now,” said Rincewind, and then went very quiet and thoughtful.



“Er,” hesaid, without moving his head, “what, precisdly, an | talking to?’

“I'm awossname. Tip of my tongue. Beginswith aP.”

Rincewind turned around dowly.

“You'reaparrot?’ hesad.

“Thet'sit.”

Rincewind stared at the thing on the perch. It had one eye that glittered like aruby. Mogt of therest of it
was pink and purple skin, studded with the fag-ends of feathers, so that the net effect was of an
oven-ready hairbrush. It jiggled arthritically on its perch and then dowly logt its baance, until it was
hanging upside down.

“| thought you were stuffed,” said Rincewind.

“Upyours, wizard.”

Rincewind ignored it and crept over to the window. It was small, but gave out on to agently doping
roof. And out there was ared life, rea sky, real buildings. He reached out to open the shutters -

A crackling current coursed up hisarm and earthed itsdlf in his cerebellum.
He sat on the floor, sucking hisfingers.

“Hetoleyou,” said the parrot, swinging backwards and forwards upside down. “But you wouldn't
wossname. He sgot you by the wossnames.”

“But it should only work on demong!”

“Ah,” said the parrot, achieving enough momentum to swing upright again, whereupon it steadied itself
with the stubby remains of what had once been wings. “It’' sdl according, isn't it. If you comein the door
marked ‘wossnames' that means you get treated as awossname, right? Demon, | mean. Subject to all
the rules and wossnames. Tough onefor you.”

“But you know I'm awizard, don't you!”

The parrot gave asquawk. “I’ ve seen *em, mate. The real McWossname. Some of the oneswe' ve had
in here, they’ d make you choke on your millet. Great scaly fiery wossnames. Took weeksto get the soot
off thewalls,” it added, in an gpproving tone of voice. “That wasin his granddad’ sday, of course. The
kid hasn’t been any good at it. Up to now. Bright lad. | blame the wossnames, parents. New money, you
know. Wine business. Spoil him rotten, let him play with hiswossname s old stuff, * Oh, he' ssuch an
inteligent lad, nose dwaysin abook’,” the parrot mimicked. “ They never give him any of thethingsa
sengtive growing wossname redlly needs, if you wasto ask me.”

“What you mean love and guidance?’ said Rincewind.

| was thinking of abloody good wossname, thrashing,” said the parrot.



Rincewind clutched at his aching head. If thiswaswhat demons usualy had to go through, no wonder
they were dways so annoyed.

“Polly want abiscuit,” said the parrot vaguely, in much the same way as ahuman would say “Er” or “As
| was saying”, and went on, “His granddad was keen on it. That and his pigeons.”

“Pigeons,” said Rincewind

“Not that he was particularly successful. It was dl abit trid and wossname.”

“I thought you said grest big scaly -

“Oh, yes. But that wasn't what he was after. He was trying to conjure up asuccubus.” It should be
impossibleto leer when dl you' ve got isa beak, but the parrot managed it. “ That’ s afemae demon what
comes in the night and makes mad pass onate wossn -*

“I've heard of them,” said Rincewind. “Bloody dangerousthings.”

The parrot put its head on one side. “It never worked. All he ever got was aneuralger.”

“What' sthat?’

“It' sademon that comes and has a headache at you.”

Demons have existed on the Discworld for at least aslong as the gods, who in many waysthey closdy
resemble. The differenceis basicaly the same asthat between terrorists and freedom fighters.

Most of the demons occupy a spacious dimension closeto redlity, traditionally decorated in shades of
flame and maintained at roasting point. Thisisn't actualy necessary, but if there is one thing that your
averagedemonis, itisatraditiondist.

In the centre of theinferno, risng mgjesticaly from alake of lavasubgtitute and with unpardlded views
of the Eight Circles, liesthe city of Pandemonium.5 At the moment, it wasliving up to itsname.

Astfgl, the new King of the Demons, was furious. Not smply because the air-conditioning had broken
down again, not because he felt surrounded by idiots and plotters on every side, and not even because
no-one could pronounce his name properly yet, but also because he had just been given bad news. The
demon who had been chosen by lottery to deliver it cowered in front of histhrone withitstall between its
legs. It wasimmortaly afraid that something wonderful was soon to happentoit.

“Itdidwhat?’ said Adtfgl.

“It, er, it opened, o lord. The circlein Pseudopolis.”

“Ah. The clever boy. We have great hopes of him.”

“Er. Thenit closed again, lord.” The demon shut its eyes.

“And who went through?’



“Er.” The demon looked around at its colleagues, clustered at the far end of the mile-long throne room.
“| said, and who went through?’

“In point of fact, o lord -

vy g7’

“Wedon't know. Someone.”

“I gave orders, did | not, that when the boy succeeded the Duke Vassenego was to materiaise unto him,
and offer him forbidden pleasures and dark delightsto bend him to Our will?’

The King growled. The problem with being evil, he’ d been forced to admit, was that demons were not
greet innovatory thinkers and really needed the spice of human ingenuity. And he' d redlly been looking
forward to Eric Thurdey, whose brand of super-intelligent gormlessnesswas arare ddight. Hell heeded
horribly-bright, self-centred people like Eric. They were much better a being nasty than demons could
ever manage.

“Indeed, lord,” said the demon, “ And the duke has been awaiting the summons there for years, shunning
al other temptations, steadfastly and patiently studying the world of men -*

“So where was he?’

“Er. Cdl of supernaturd, lord,” the demon gabbled. “Hadn’t turned his back for two minutes when -*

“ And someone went through?’

“We retrying to find out -*

Lord Astfgl’ s patience, which in any case had the tensile strength of puity, snapped at this point. That
just about summed it up. He had the kind of subjects who used the words “find out” when they meant
“ascertain”. Damnation was too good for them.

“Get out,” hewhispered. “And | shal seetoit that you get acommendation for this-*

“O master, | plead -*

“Get out!”

The King stamped aong the glowing corridorsto his private gpartments.

His predecessors had favoured shaggy hind legs and hoofs. Lord Astfgl had rejected al that sort of thing
out of hand. He held that no-one would ever get taken serioudy by those stuck-up bastardsin
Dunmanifestin when their rear end kept ruminating al the time, and so he favoured ared silk cloak,
crimson tights, acowl with two rather sophigticated little horns on it, and atrident. The end kept dropping
off the trident but, hefdlt, it was the sort of get-up in which ademon king could be taken serioudly ...

In the coolness of his chambers - oh, by all the gods or, rather, not by al the gods, it had taken him ages
to get them up to some sort of civilised standard, his predecessors had been quite content just to lounge



around and tempt people, they had never heard of executive stress - he gently lifted the cover off the
Mirror of Souls and watched it flicker into life.

Its cool black surface was surrounded by an ornate frame, from which curls of greasy smoke constantly
unfolded and drifted.

Y our wish, magter?it said.

“ Show me the events around the Pseudopolis gate over thelast hour,” said the King, and settled down
to watch.

After awhile he went and looked up the name “Rincewind” in thefiling cabinet he had recently had
ingdled, in place of the distressingly-bound old ledgers that had been there; the system till needed
ironing out, though, because the bewildered demonsfiled everything under P for People.

Then he sat watching the flickering pictures and absent-mindedly playing with the stuff on his desk, to
soothe hisnerves.

He had any amount of desk things, notepads with magnets for paperclips, handy devicesfor holding
pens and those tiny jottersthat ways came in handy, incredibly funny statuettes with doganslike
“You'rethe Bossl”, and little chromium balls and spirds operated by asort of ersatz and short-lived
perpetua motion. No-one looking at that desk could have any doubt that they were, in cold fact, truly
damned.

“I see” said Lord Adtfgl, setting a selection of shiny balls swinging with onetap of ataon.

He couldn’t remember any demon caled Rincewind. On the other hand, there were millions of the
wretched things, swarming al over the place with no sense of order, and he hadn’t yet had timeto carry
out a proper census and retire the unnecessary ones. This one seemed to have afewer gppendages and
more vowesin his name than mogt. Buit it had to be ademon.

Vassenego was a proud old fool, one of the elder demons who smiled and despised him and
not-quite-obeyed him, just because the King’ d worded hard over the millenniato get humble beginnings
to where he wastoday. He wouldn't put it past the old devil to do thison purpose, just to spite him.

Wéll, he' d have to see about that later. Send him a memo or something. Too late to do anything about it
now. He d have to take a persond interest. Eric Thurdey was too good a prospect to pass up. Getting
Eric Thurdey would redly annoy the gods.

God! How he hated the gods! He hated the gods even more than he hated the old guard like
V assenego, even more than he hated humans. He d thrown alittle soirée e last week, he'd put alot of
thought into it, he wanted to show that he was prepared to |et bygones be bygones, work with them for a
new, better and more efficient universe. He' d called it a® Getting to know you!” party. There' d been
sausages on sticks and every thing, he' d done his best to makeit nice.

They hadn’t even bothered to answer the invitations. And he' d made a specid point of putting RSVP on
them.

“Demon?’

Eric peered around the door.



“What shape areyou?’ hesad.

“Pretty poor shape,” said Rincewind.

“I’ve brought you somefood. Y ou do eat, do you?’

Rincewind tried some. It was abowl of ceredl, nuts, and dried fruit. He didn’t have any quarrel with any
of that. It was just that somewhere in the preparation something had apparently done to these innocent
ingredientswhat it takesamillion gravitiesto do aneutron sar. If you died of eating this sort of thing they

wouldn’t have to bury you, they would just need to drop you somewhere where the ground was soft.

He managed to swallow it. It wasn't difficult. Thetrick would have been preventing it from heading
downwards.

“Lovely,” he choked. The parrot did a splendid impersonation of someone being sick.
“I’'vedecided to let you go,” said Eric. “It’ s pretty pointless kegping you, isn't it.”
“Absolutdly.”

“Y ou haven't any powersat dl?’

“Sorry. Dead failure”

“You don’t look too demonic, cometo think abouit it,” said Eric.

“They never do. Y ou can't trust them wossnames,” chortled the parrot. It lost its balance again. “Polly
want abiscuit,” it said, upside down.

Rincewind spun around. “Y ou stay out of this beaky!”
There was a sound behind them, like the universe clearing itsthroat. The chak marks of the magic circle
grew terribly bright for amoment, became fiery lines againgt the scuffed planks, and something dropped

out of theempty air and landed heavily on the floor.

It was alarge, metal-bound chest. It had fallen onits curved lid. After awhileit started to rock violently,
and then it extended hundreds of little pink legs and with considerable effort flipped itsalf over.

Findly it shuffled around until it was watching the pair of them. It was al the more disconcerting because
it was staring without having any eyesto do it with.

Eric moved first. He gragped the home-made magic sword, which flapped wildly.
“You areademon!” hesaid. “1 nearly believed you when you said you weren't!”
“Wheee!” said the parrot.

“It'sjust my luggage,” said Rincewind desperately. “It' sasort of ... well. it goes everywhere with me,
there' s nothing demonic about it... er.” He hesitated. “Not much, anyway,” hefinished lamdly.



“Avaurt!”
“Oh, not again.”

The boy looked at the open book. “My commands earlier resume,” he said firmly. “The most beautiful
woman who has ever lived, mastery of al the kingdoms of the world, and to live forever. Get on withiit.”

Rincewind stood frozen.

“WEell, goon,” said Eric. “Y ou' re supposed to disappear in apuff of smoke.”
“Ligten, do you think | can just sngp my fingers-*

Rincewind snapped hisfingers.

There was a puff of smoke.

Rincewind gave hisfingers along shocked stare, as one might regard a gun that has been hanging on the
wall for decades and has suddenly gone off and perforated the cat.

“They’ve hardly ever donethat before,” he said.

He looked down.

“Aargh,” hesaid, and closed hiseyes.

It was a better world in the darkness behind hiseyelids. If he tapped hisfoot he could persuade himsdlf
that he could fedl thefloor, he could know that he was redly standing in the room, and that the urgent
sgnadsfrom dl hisother senses, which weretelling him that he was suspended in the air some thousand

miles or so above the Disc, were just abad dream he' d wake up from. He hastily cancelled that thought.
If he was adeep he' d prefer to Stay that way. Y ou could fly in dreams. If he woke up, it was along way

tofal.

Perhaps | have died and | redlly am ademon, he thought.
It was an interesting point.

He opened hiseyesagain.

“Wow!” sad Eric, hiseyesgleaming. “Can | havedl of it?’

The boy was standing in the same position he had been in the room. So was the luggage. So, to
Rincewind’ s annoyance, was the parrot. It was perching in mid-air, looking speculatively at the cosmic
panorama below.

The Disc might almost have been designed to be seen from space; it hadn’t, Rincewind was damn sure,
been designed to be lived on. But he had to admit that it wasimpressive.

The sun was about to rise on the far rim and made aline of fire that glittered around half the



circumference. A long dow dawn wasjust beginning its sweep across the dark, massive landscape.

Beow, harshly lit in the arid vacuum of space, Great A’ Tuin the world turtle toiled under the weight of
Creation. On his- or her, the matter had never really been resolved - carapace the four giant e ephants
strained to support the Disc itsdlf.

There might have been more efficient waysto build aworld. Y ou might start with abal of molteniron
and then coat it with successive layers of rock, like an old-fashioned gobstopper. And you’ d have avery
efficient planet, but it wouldn't look so nice. Besides, things would drop off the bottom.

“Pretty good,” said the parrot. “ Polly want a continent.”

“It'sso big,” breathed Eric.

“Yes,” sad Rincewind flatly.

Hefdt that something more was expected of him.

“Don't break it,” he added.

He had a nagging doubt about dl this. If he wasfor the sake of argument ademon, and so many things
had happened to him recently he was prepared to concede that he might have died and not noticed it in
the confusion?, then he il didn’t quite see how the world was histo give avay. He was pretty sure that
it had ownerswho felt the same way.

Also, hewas sure that ademon had to get something in writing.

“I think that you haveto sgn for it,” he said. “In blood.”

“Whose?’' said Eric.

“Yours, | think,” said Rincewind. *“Or bird blood will do, a apinch.” He glared meaningfully &t the
parrot, which growled a him.

“Aren't | dlowedtotry it out first?’
“What?’
“Wel supposeit doesn’'t work?I’m not signing for it until I’ ve seen it work.”

Rincewind stared at the boy. Then helooked down at the broad panorama of the kingdoms of the
world. | wonder if | waslike him at his age? he thought. | wonder how | survived?

“It'stheworld,” he said patiently. “ Of courseit will bloody well work. I mean, look at it. Hurricanes,
continentd drift, rainfal cycle- it'sdl there. All ticking over like abloody watch. It'll last you alifetime, a
world likethat. Used carefully.”

Eric gave the world acritical examination. He wore the expression of someone who knowstheat al the
best giftsin life seem to require the psychic equivalent of two U2 batteries and the shopswon't be open
until after the holidays.



“Ther€ sgot to betribute,” he said flatly.

“Youwhat?

“Thekingsof theworld,” said Eric. “They’ ve got to pay metribute.”

“You'veredly been studying this, haven't you,” said Rincewind sarcadticaly. “ Just tribute? Y ou don’t
fancy the moon while we're up here? Thisweek’ s specid offer, one free satellite with every world
dominated?’

“Arethere any ussful mineras?’

“What?’

Eric gave asigh of long-suffering patience.

“Minerds” hesaid. “Ores. You know.”

Rincewind coloured. “I don’t think alad your age should be thinking of -*

“I mean metal and things. It'sno useto meif it'sjust aload of rock.”

Rincewind looked down. The Discworld’ stiny moonlet wasjust rising over the far edge, and shed a
pale radiance across the jigsaw pattern of land and sea.

“Oh, I don’t know. It looks quite nice,” he volunteered. “L ook, it's dark now. Perhaps everyone can
pay you tribute in the morning?’

“1 want some tribute now.”
“I thought you might.”

Rincewind gave hisfingers acareful examination. It wasn't asif he' d ever been particularly good at
Shgpping them.

He gaveit another try.
When he opened his eyes again he was standing up to hisanklesin mud.

Pre-eminent amongst Rincewind' stalentswas his skill in running away, which over the years he had
elevated to the status of agenuinely pure science; it didn’t matter if you were fleeing from or to, so long
asyou werefleaing. It wasflight donethat counted. | run, therefore | am; more correctly, | run, therefore
with any luck I'll ill be,

But hewas a0 skilled in languages and in practica geography. He could shout *help!” in fourteen
languages and scream for mercy in afurther twelve. He had passed through many of the countries on the
Disc, some of them at high speed, and during the long, lovely, boring hours when he' d worked in the
Library he' d whiled away thetime by reading up on al the exotic and faraway places he' d never visited.
He remembered that at the time he' d sighed with rdlief that he' d never haveto vidt them.

And, now, here hewas.



Jungle surrounded him. It wasn't nice, interesting, open jungle, such asleopard-skin-clad heroes might
swing through, but serious, real jungle, jungle that towered up like solid dabs of greenness, thorned and
barbed, jungle in which every representative of the vegetable kingdom had redlly rolled up its bark and
got down to the strenuous business of outgrowing al competitors. The soil was hardly soil at dl, but dead
plants on the way to composthood; water dripped from leaf to lesf, insects whined in the humid,
spore-laden air, and there was the terrible breathl ess silence made by the motors of photosynthesis
running flat out. Any yodelling hero who tried to swing through that 1ot might just aswell take his chances
with abean-dicer.

“How do you do that?” said Eric.
“It' sprobably aknack,” said Rincewind.
Eric subjected the wonders of Nature to acursory and disdainful glance.

“Thisdoesn't look like akingdom,” he complained. *Y ou said we could go to akingdom. Do you call
thisakingdom?’

“Thisis probably therain forests of Klatch,” said Rincewind. “ They’ re stuffed full of logt kingdoms.”

“Y ou mean mysterious ancient races of Amazonian princesses who subject al mae prisonersto strange
and exhaudting progenitetive rites?’ said Eric, his glasses beginning to fog.

“Haha,” said Rincewind stonily. “What an imagination the child has”
“Wossname, wossname, wossname!” shrieked the parrot.

“I’veread about them,” said Eric, peering into the greenery. “ Of course, | own those kingdoms aswell.”
He Stared a some private inner vison. “Gosh,” he said, hungrily.

“| should concentrate on thetributeif | wasyou,” said Rincewind, setting off down what was possibly a
path.

The brightly-coloured blooms on atree nearby turned to watch him go.

Inthejungles of centra Klatch there are, indeed, lost kingdoms of mysterious Amazonian princesses
who capture male explorersfor specificaly masculine duties. These are indeed rigorous and exhausting
and the luckless victims do not last long.

There are dso hidden plateaux where the reptilian monsters of abygone epoch romp and play, aswell
aseephants graveyards, lost diamond mines, and strange ruins decorated with hieroglyphs the very sight
of which can freeze the most vaiant heart. On any reasonable amp there’ s barely room for the trees.

The few explorerswho have passed on anumber of handy hints to those who follow after, such as: 1)
avoid if possible any hanging-down creepers with beady eyes and aforked tongue at one end; 2) don't
pick up any orange-and-black-stripped creepersthat are apparently lying across the path, twitching,
because there is often atiger on the other end; and 3) don’t go.

If I’'m ademon, Rincewind thought hazily, why is everything stinging me and trying to trip me up? | mean,
surely | can only be harmed by awooden dagger through my heart? Or do | mean garlic?



Eventudly the jungle opened out into avery wide, cleared areathat stretched all the way to adistant
blue range of volcanoes. Theland fell away below them to a patchwork of lakes and swampy fields, here
and there punctured by great stepped pyramids, each one crowned with athin plume of smoke curling
into the dawn air. The jungle track opened out into a narrow, but paved, road.

“Where sthisdemon?’ said Eric.

“It lookslike one of the Tezuman kingdoms,” said Rincewind. “They’re ruled over by the Great
Muzuma, | think.”

“She'san Amazonian princess, isshe?’

“Strangely enough, no. Y ou’ d be astonished how many kingdoms aren’t ruled by Amazonian princesses,
Eric”

“It looks pretty primitive, anyway. A bit Stone Age.”

“The Tezuman priests have asophisticated calendar and an advanced horology,” quoted Rincewind.
“Ah,” said Eric, “Good.”

“No,” said Rincewind patiently. “ It means time measurement.”

“Oh”

“You' d approve of them. They’ re superb mathematicians, apparently.”

“Huh,” said Eric, blinking solemnly. “ Shouldn'’t think they’ ve got alot to count in abackward civilisation
likethis”

Rincewind eyed the chariots that were heading rapidly towards them.
“I think they usudly count victims” he said.

The Tezuman Empirein thejungle valeys of centrd Klatch isknown for its organic market gardens, its
exquisite craftsmanship in obsidian, feathers and jade, and its mass human sacrificesin honour of
Quezovercoatl, the Feathered Boa, god of mass human sacrifices. Asthey said, you dways knew where
you stood with Quezovercoatl. It was generaly with alot of people on top of agreat stepped pyramid
with someone in an elegant feathered head-dress chipping an exquisite obsidian knife for your very own
persond use.

The Tezuman are renowned on the continent for being the most suicidaly gloomy, irritable and
pessmigtic people you could ever hope to met, for reasons that may soon be made clear. It wastrue
about the time measurement aswell. The Tezuman had realised long ago that everything was getting
worse and, having aterrible literal-mindedness, had devel oped acomplex system to keep track of how
much worse each succeeding day was.

Contrary to generd belief, the Tezumen did invent the whedl. They just had radicaly different ideas
about what you used it for.



It wasthefirgt chariot that Rincewind had ever seen that was pulled by [lamas. That wasn't what was
odd about it. What was odd about it was that it was being carried by people, two holding each side of
the axle and running after the animals, their sandalled feet flapping on the flagstones.

“Doyouthink it'sgot thetributein it?’ said Eric.

All the leading chariot seemed to contain, apart from the driver, was a squat, basically cube-shaped man
wearing a puma-skin outfit and afesther head-dress.

The runners panted to ahdt, and Rincewind saw that each man wore what would probably be
described as aprimitive sword, made by affixing shards of obsidian into awooden club. They looked to
him no less deadly than sophisticated, extremely civilised swords. In fact they looked worse,

“Wd|? sad Eric.

“Well what?’ said Rincewind.

“Tel himto give memy tribute.”

The fat man got down ponderoudy, marched over to Eric and, to Rincewind’ s extreme surprise,
groveled.

Rincewind felt something claw itsway up his back and onto his shoulder, where avoice like a sheet of
meta being tornin half said, “ That’ s better. Very wossname, comfy. If you try and knock me off, demon,
you can wossname your ear goodbye. What aturn up for the scrolls, eh? They seemed to be expecting
him”

“Why do you keep saying wossname?’ said Rincewind.

“Limited wossname. Doodah. Thingy. Y ou know. It'sgot wordsinit,” said the parrot.

“Dictionary?’ said Rincewind. They passengersin the other chariots had got out and were adso grovelling
to Eric, who was beaming like anidiot.

The parrot considered this.

“Yeah, probably,” it said. “I’ ve got towing it to you,” it went on. “I thought you were abit of a
wossname at the start, but you seem to be ddlivering the wossname.”

“Demon?’ sad Eric, airily.
113 Y%?’
“What are they saying? Can't you speak their language?’

“Er, no,” said Rincewind. “I can read it, though,” he called out, as Eric turned away. “If you could just
sort of make signsfor them to writeit down...”

It was around noon. In the jungle behind Rincewind creatures whooped and gibbered. Mosquitoesthe
sze of humming-birds whined around his head.



“Of course” hesad, for the tenth time, “ They’ ve never redlly got around to inventing paper.”

The stonemason stood bake, handed the latest blunted obsidian chisdl to his assistant, and gave
Rincewind and expectant look.

Rincewind stood back and examined therock criticaly.

“It'svery good,” hesaid. “I mean, it' savery good likeness. Y ou’ ve got his hairstyle and everything. Of
course, he'snot as, er, square asthat normally but, yes, very good. And here sthe chariot and there's
the step-pyramids. Y es. Wdll, it looks as though they want you to go to the city with them,” he said to
Eric.

“Tel themyes,” sad Ericfirmly.

Rincewind turned to the headman.

“Yes” hesad.

“ ¢JHunched-figure-in-tri pl e-feathered-headdress-over-three-dots] 7’

Rincewind sighed. Without saying aword, the sconemason put afresh stone chisdl into hisunresisting
fingers and manhandled anew dab of graniteinto postion.

One of the problems of being a Tezuman, apart from having agod like Quezovercoatl, isthat if you
unexpectedly need to order an extrapint of milk tomorrow you should have started writing the note last
month. Tezumen are the only people who beat themselves to death with their own suicide notes.

It was |ate afternoon by the time the chariot trotted into the dab city around the largest pyramid,
between lines of cheering Tezumen.

“Thisismorelikeit,” said Eric, gracioudy acknowledging the cheers. “They’re very pleased to see us.”

“Yes” said Rincewind, gloomily. “1 wonder why?’

“Wdll, because I’ m the new ruler, of course.”

“Hmm.” Rincewind glanced sidelong at the parrot, who had been unnaturaly silent for sometime and
was now cowering up againg hisear like an dderly spingter in agtrip club. 1t was having serious thoughts

about the exquidite feather headdresses.

“Wossname bagtards,” it croaked. “ Any wossname lays ahand on me and that wossname is minus one
finger, I'mtdling you.”

“There s something not right about this” said Rincewind.
“What' sthat?’
“Everything.”

“I’'mtelling you, one feather out of place-*



Rincewind wasn't used to people being pleased to see him. It was unnatural, and boded no good. These
people were not only cheering, they were throwing flowers and hats. The hats were made out of stone,
but the thought was there.

Rincewind thought they were rather odd hats. They didn’t have crowns. They were, in fact, mere discs
with holesinthemiddle.

The procession trotted up the wide avenues of the city to acluster of buildings at the foot of the pyramid,
where another group of dignitaries was waiting for them.

They werewearing lots of jewedllery. It was al basically the same. There are quite alot of usesto which
you can put a stone disc with aholein the middle, and the Tezumen had explored al but one of them.

Moreimportant, though, were the boxes and boxes of treasure stacked in front of them. They were
guffed with jewds.

Eric’seyeswidened.
“Thetribute!” hesaid.

Rincewind gave up. It wasredlly working. He didn't know why, but at last it was dl going Right. The
setting sun glinted off adozen fortunes. Of course, it belonged to Eric, presumably, but maybe there was
enough for himtoo...

“Naturdly,” he said weekly. “What el se did you expect?’

And there was feasting, and long speeches that Rincewind couldn’t understand but which were
punctuated with cheers and nods and bows in Eric’ s direction. And there were long recitals of Tezuman
musi ¢, which sounds like someone clearing a particularly difficult nogtril.

Rincewind left Eric Sitting proudly enthroned in the firelight and wandered disconsolately acrossto the
pyramid.

“I was enjoying the wossname,” said the parrot reproachfully.

“I can't settle down,” said Rincewind. “1’m sorry, but this sort of thing has never happened to me
before. All thejewe s and things. Everything going as expected. It' snot right.”

Helooked up the monstrous face of the steep pyramid, red and flickering in the firelight. Every huge
block was carved with abas-rdlief of Tezumen doing terribly inventive thingsto their enemies. It
suggested that the Tezumen, whatever sterling qualities they possessed, were not traditionally inclined to
welcome perfect strangers and hegp them with jewels. The overdl effect of the great heap of carvings
was very artidtic - it was just the detail s that were horrible.

Whileworking hisway dong thewall he came to a huge door, which artistically portrayed a group of
prisoners apparently being given acomplete medica check-up.

It opened into ashort, torch-lit tunne. Rincewind took afew stepsaong it, telling himsalf he could
aways hurry out again, and came out into alofty space which occupied most of the insde of the pyramid.

Therewere moretorchesdl around the walls, which illuminated everything quite well.



That wasn't redlly welcome because what they mainly illuminated was a giant-szed statue of
Quezovercoatl, the Feathered Boa.

If you had to be in aroom with that statue, you' d prefer it to be pitch black.

Or, then again, perhaps not. A better option would be to put the thing in a darkened room while you had
insomniaathousand miles away, trying to forget what it looked like.

It'sjust agtatue, Rincewind told himsdlf. It snot red. They’ vejust used their imagination, that’sal.
“What the wossnameisit?’ said the parrot.

“It'stheir god.”

“Get away?’

“No, redly. It's Quezovercoatl. Haf man, half chicken, haf jaguar, haf serpent, haf scorpion and half

The parrot’ s beak moved as it worked this out.
“That makes awossnametotd of three homicidal maniacs,” it said.
“About right, yes” said the datue.

“On the other hand,” said Rincewind ingtantly, “I do think it' sfrightfully important for people to have the
right to worship in their own specia way, and now | think we'll just be going, so just -

“Please don’t leave me here,” said the tatue. “ Please take me with you.”
“Could betricky, could betricky,” Rincewind said hurriedly, backing away. “It'snot me, you

understand, it’sjust that where | come from everyone hasthisracia prejudice agains thirty-foot-high

people with fangs and taons and necklaces of skullsdl over them. | just think you' Il have troublefitting
in”

The parrot tweaked hisear. “1t's coming from behind the statue, you stupid wossname,” it croaked.

It turned out to be coming from aholein thefloor. A pale face peered short-sightedly up at Rincewind
from the depths of apit. It was an elderly, good-natured face with afaintly worried expression.

“Hdlo?’ sad Rincewind.

“Y ou don't know what it meansto hear afriendly voice again,” said the face, breaking into agrin. “If
you could just sort of help me up...?’

“Sorry?’ said Rincewind. “Y ou're aprisoner, are you?’
“Alas, thisissn.”

“I don't know that | ought to go around rescuing prisonersjust likethat,” said Rincewind. “1 mean, you



might have done anything.”

“I am entirdly innocent of al crimes, | assureyou.”

“Ah, well, soyou say,” said Rincewind gravely. “Buit if the Tezumen have judged -*

“Wossname, wossname, wossname!” shrieked the parrot in his ear asit bounced up and down on his
shoulder. “Haven't you got the faintest? Where ve you been? He sa prisoner! A prisoner in atemple!

Y ou’ ve got to rescue prisonersin temples! That’swhat they’ re bloody therefor!”

“Noitisn't,” snapped Rincewind. “That’ sdl you know! He' s probably here to be sacrificed! 1sn't that
right?’ He looked at the prisoner for confirmation.

The face nodded. “Indeed, you are correct. Flayed aivein fact.”
“There!” said Rincewind to the parrot. “ See?'Y ou think you know everything! He sto beflayed dive.”
“Every inch of skin removed to the accompaniment of exquisite pain,” added the prisoner, helpfully.

Rincewind paused. He thought he knew the meaning of theword “exquidte’, and it didn’'t seemto
belong anywhere near “pain”.

“What, every bit?’ he said.
“Thisis gpparently the case.”
“Gosh. What wasit you did?’

The prisoner sghed. “You'd never believeme...” he said.

The Demon King let the mirror darken and drummed hisfingers on his desk for amoment. Then he
picked up a speaking tube and blew into it.

Eventudly adigant voicesaid: “Yes, guv?’

“Yesdr!” snapped theKing

The distant voice muttered something. “Yes, SIR?’ it added.
“Do we have a Quezovercoatl working here?’

“I'll see, guv.” The voice faded, came back. “Yes, guv.”
“IsheaDuke, Earl, Count or Baron?’ said the King.

“No, guv.”

“Wdl, what ishe?’



There was along silence at the other end.
“Wel?" said theKing
“He s no-one much, guv”

The King glared at the tube for sometime. Y ou try, he thought. Y ou make proper plans, you try to get
organised, you try to help people, and thisiswhat you get.

“Send him to seeme” hesaid.

Outside, the music rose to a crescendo and stopped. The fires crackled. >From the distant junglesa
thousand glowing eyes watched the proceedings.

The high priest stood up and made a speech. Eric beamed like a pumpkin. A long line of Tezumen
brought baskets of jewelswhich they scattered before him.

Then the high priest made a second speech. This one seemed to end in aquestion.

“Fine,” said Eric. “Jolly good. Keep it up.” He scratched his ear and ventured, “Y ou can al have ahdf
holiday.”

The high priest repeated the question again, in adightly impatient tone of voice.

“I’'mtheone, yes,” said Eric, just in case they were unclear. “ Y ou' ve got it exactly right.”

The high priest spoke again. Thistime therewas no dightly about it.

“Let’sjust run through thisagain, shal we?’ said the Demon King. He leaned back in histhrone.

“Y ou just happened to find the Tezumen one day and decided, | think | recall your words correctly, that
they were ‘abunch of Stone-Age no-hopers sitting around in aswamp being no trouble to anyone', am |
right? Whereupon you entered the mind of one of their high priests- | believe at the time they worshiped
asmdl stick - drove him insane and inspired the tribes to unite, terrorise their neighbours and bring forth
upon the continent a new nation dedicated to the proposition that all men should be taken to the top of
ceremonia pyramids and be chopped up with stone knives.” The King pulled his notestowards him. “Oh
yes, some of them were aso to beflayed dive,” he added.

Quezovercoat! shuffled hisfeet.

“Whereupon,” said the King, “they immediately engaged in a prolonged war with just about everyone
else, bringing death and destruction to thousands of moderately blameless people, ekcetra, ekcetra
Now, look, this sort of thing has got to stop.”

Quezovercoatl swayed back abit.

“It was only, you know, ahobby,” said theimp. “I thought, you know, it wastheright thing, sort of,
thing. Death and destruction and that.”

“Youdid, did you?' said the king. “ Thousands of more-or-lessinnocent people dying? Straight out of
our hands,” he snagpped hisfingers, “just like that. Straight off to their hgppy hunting ground or whatever.



That’ sthe trouble with you people. Y ou don't think of the Big Picture. | mean, look at the Tezumen.
Gloomy, unimaginative, obsessive... by now they could have invented awhole bureaucracy and taxation
system that could have turned the minds of the continent to dag. Instead of which, they'rejust abunch of
second-rate axe-murderers. What awaste.”

Quezovercoat! squirmed.

The King swivelled the throne back and forth abit.

“Now, | want you to go back down there and tell them you're sorry,” he said.

“Pardon?’

“Tell them you' ve changed your mind. Tell them that what you redlly wanted them to do was strive day
and night to improvethelot of their fellow men. It'll beawinner.”

“What?" said Quezovercodatl, looking extremely shifty. “Y ou want me to manifest mysdf?’
“They’ ve seen you dready, haven't they?| saw the Satue, it'sver lifdike.”

“Well, yes. I’ ve gppeared in dreams and that,” said the demon uncertainly.

“Right, then. Get onwithit.”

Quezovercoat! was clearly unhappy about something.

“Er,” hesad. *Youwant meto actualy materidise, sort of thing? | mean, actudly sort of turn up onthe
Soot?’

“Y&“

“Oh”

The prisoner dusted himsalf down and extended awrinkled hand to Rincewind.

“Many thanks. Ponce da Quirm,” he said.

“Pardon?’

“Ismy name.”

“On”

“It'saproud old name,” said da Quirm, searching Rincewind' s eyesfor any traces of mockery.
“Fing” said Rincewind blankly.

“We were searching for the Fountain of Y outh,” da Quirm went on



Rincewind looked him up and down.

“Any luck?’ hesad politely.

“Not sgnificantly, no.”

Rincewind peered back down into the pit.
“Yousadwe” hasad. “Where severyone ese?’
“They got religion.”

Rincewind looked up at the statue of Quezovercoatl. | took no imagination whatsoever to imagine what
kind.

“I think,” he said carefully, “that we had better go.”
“Tootrue,” said the old man. “And quickly, too. Before the Ruler of the World turnsup.”

Rincewind went cold. It starts, hethought. | knew it was al going to turn out badly, and thisiswhere it
darts. | must have an ingtinct for these things.

“How do you know about that?” he said.

“Oh, they’ ve got this prophecy, redly, it's more the entire history of the world, start to finish. It swritten
al over thispyramid,” said da Quirm, cheerfully. “My word, | wouldn't like to be the Ruler when he
arives. They’'ve got plans.”

Eric stood up.

“Now just you listento me,” he said. “I’m not going to stand for this sort of thing. I’m your ruler, you
know...”

Rincewind stared at the blocks nearest the statue. It had taken the Tezumen two storeys, twenty years
and ten thousand tons of granite to explain what they intended to do to the Ruler of the World, but the
result was, well, graphic. He would be lft in no doubt that they were annoyed. He might even go so far
as to deduce that they were quite vexed.

“But why do they give him al these jewelsto sart with?’ he said, pointing.

“Wél, heisthe Ruler,” said daQuirm. “He' s entitled to some respect, | suppose.”

Rincewind nodded. Therewasasort of justiceinit. If you were atribe who lived in aswamp in the
middle of adamp forest, didn’t have any metd, had been saddled with agod like Quezovercoatl, and
then found someone who said he wasin charge of the whole affair, you probably would want to spend
sometime explaining to him how incredibly disappointed in him you were. The Tezumen had never seen
any reason to be subtle in dedling with deities.

It was avery good likeness of Eric.

Hiseyefollowed the story on to the next wall.



Thisblock showed avery good likeness of Rincewind. He had a parrot on his shoulder.
“Hangon,” hesad. “That'sme!”

“Y ou should see what they’ re doing to you on the next block,” said the parrot smugly. “1t'll turn your
wossname.”

Rincewind looked at the block. His wossname revolved.

“WEll just leave very quietly,” hesaid firmly. “I mean, we won't stop to thank them for the medl. We
can dways send them aletter later. Y ou know, so’s not to be impolite.”

“Just amoment,” said da Quirm, as Rincewind dragged at hisarm, “I haven’t had achanceto read dl
the blocks yet. | want to see how the world' s going to end -*

“How it’'sgoing to end for everybody esel don't know,” said Rincewind grimly, dragging him down the
tunnd. “I know how it’sgoing to end for me.”

He stepped out in to the dawn light, which was fine. Where he went wrong was stepping into a
semi-circle of Tezumen. They had spears. They had exquisitely chipped obsidian spearheads, which, like
their swords, were nowhere near as sophisticated as ordinary, coarse, inferior steel weapons. Wasit
better to know that you were going to be skewered by delicate examples of genuine ethnic origin rather
than nasty forge-made items hammered out by people not in contact with the cycles of nature?

Probably not, Rincewind decided.

“I dwayssay,” said daQuirm, “that thereisagood side to everything.”

Rincewind, trussed to the next dab, turned his head with difficulty.

“Whereisit at the moment, precisely?’ he said.

Da Quirm squinted down across the swamps and the forest roof.

“Wadll. It safirst-class view from up here, to begin with.”

“Oh, good,” said Rincewind. “Y ou know, | never would have looked &t it like that. Y ou’ re absolutely
right. It' sthe kind of view you' Il remember for the rest of your life, | expect. | mean, it'snot asif it will be
any grest feat of recollection.”

“There’ sno need to be sarcadtic. | was only passing aremark.”

“I want my mum,” said Eric, from the middle dab.

“Chin up, lad,” said daQuirm. “At least you' re being sacrificed for something worthwhile. | just
suggested they tried using the whedls upright, so they’d roll. I'm afraid they’ re not very respongive to new

ideas around here. Still, nil desperandum. Where there slife there’ shope.”

Rincewind growled. If there was one thing he couldn’t stand, it was people who were fearlessin the face
of death. It seemed to dirike at something absolutdly fundamenta in him.



“Infact,” said daQuirm, “1 think -* Herolled from sde to Sde experimentdly, tugging at the vineswhich
were holding him down. “Yes, | think when they did these ropes up - yes, definitdly, they -

“What? What?' said Rincewind.

“Yes, definitely,” said daQuirm. “I’m absolutely sure about it. They did them up very tightly and
professiondly. Not an inch of givein them anywhere”

“Thank you,” said Rincewind.

Theflat top of the truncated pyramid wasin fact quite large, with plenty of room for statues, priests,
dabs, gutters, knife-chipping production lines and dl the other things the Tezumen needed for the bulk
disposa of religion. In front of Rincewind severa priests were busly chanting along list of complaints
about swamps, mosquitoes, lack of metd ore, vol canoes, the weather, the way obsidian never kept it's
edge, the trouble with having agod like Quezovercoatl, the way wheels never worked properly however
often you laid them flat and pushed them, and so on.

The prayers of most religions generdly praise and thank the godsinvolved, either out of genera piety or
in the hope that he or she will take the hint and start acting responsibly. The Tezumen, having taken along
hard look around their world and decided bluntly that things were just about as bad asthey were ever
going to get, had perfected the art of the plain-chant winge.

“Won't belong now,” said the parrot, from its perch atop a statue of one of the Tezumen's lesser gods.

It had got there by a complicated sequence of eventsthat had involved alot of squawking, acloud of
feathers and three Tezumen priests with badly swollen thumbs.

“Thehigh priest isjust performing awossname in honour of Quezovercoatl,” it went on,
conversationdly. “Y ou’ ve drawn quite acrowd.”

“I suppose you wouldn’t kind of hop down here and bite through these ropes, would you?’ said
Rincewind.

“Not achance.”
“Thought s0.”
“Sun’s coming up soon,” the parrot continued. Rincewind felt that it sounded unnecessarily cheerful.

“I’'m going to complain about this, demon,” moaned Eric. “ Y ou wait my mother finds out. My parents
have got influence, you know.”

“Oh, good,” said Rincewind weekly. “Why don't you tell the high priest that if he cuts your heart out
she'll be right down to the school tomorrow to complain.”

The Tezumen priests bowed towards the sun, and al eyesin the crowd below turned to the jungle.

Where something was happening. There was the sound of crackling undergrowth. Tropica birds erupted
through the trees, shrieking.



Rincewind, of course, could not seethis.

“Y ou never should have wanted to be ruler of theworld,” he said. “I mean, what did you expect? Y ou
can’'t expect people to be happy about seeing you. No-one ever iswhen the landlord turns up.”

“But they'regoing to kill me!”

“It'sjust their way of saying that, metaphoricaly, they’ re fed up with waiting for you to repaint the place
and seetothedrains”

Thewhole jungle wasin uproar now. Animals exploded out of the bushes asif running from afire. A few
heavy thumpsindicated that treeswerefalling over.

At last afrantic jaguar crashed through the undergrowth and loped down the causeway. The Luggage
was afew feet behind it.

It was covered with creepers, leaves and the feathers of various rare jungle fowls, some of which were
now even rarer. Thejaguar could have avoided it by zigging or zagging to elther Sde, but sheer idiot
terror prevented it. It made the mistake of turning its head to see what was behind.

Thiswasthe last mistake it ever made.

“Y ou know that box of yours?’ said the parrot.

“What about it?” said Rincewind.

“It' sheading thisway.”

The priests peered down at the running figure far below. The Luggage had a straightforward way of
desling with things between it and its intended destination: it ignored them.

It was at thismoment, againgt al hisingtincts, in great trepidation and, most unfortunately of al, in deep
ignorance of what was happening, that Quezovercoatl himsaf chose to materidise on top of the pyramid.

Severd of the priests noticed him. Theknivestdl from their fingers.
“Er,” squeaked the demon.
Other priests turned around.

“Right. Now, | want you dl to pay attention,” squeaked Quezovercoatl, cupping histiny hands around
his main mouth in an effort to be heard.

Thiswas very embarrassing. He d enjoyed being the Tezumen god, he' d been redly impressed by their
sngle-minded devotion to duty, he’' d been very gratified by the incredible lifelike statue in the pyramid,
and it redly hurt to have to reved that, in oneimportant particular, it wasincorrect.

Hewas six inches high.

“Now then,” he began, “thisisvery important -



Unfortunately, no-one ever found out why. At that moment the L uggage breasted the top of the pyramid,
itslegswhirring like propellers, and landed squarely on the dabs.

Therewas abrief, flat squeak.

It was afunny old world, said da Quirm. Y ou had to laugh, redlly. If you didn’t, you’ d go mad, wouldn’t
you? One minute strapped to adab and about to undergo exquisite torture, the next being given
breakfast, a change of clothes, ahot tub and afree lift out of the kingdom. It made you believe there was
agod. Of course the Tezumen knew there was agod, and that he was currently asmall and distressing
greasy patch on top of the pyramid. Which left them with abit of aproblem.

The Luggage squatted in the city’ smain plaza. The entire priesthood was sitting around it and watching it
caefully, in caseit did anything amusing or rdigious.

“Areyou going to leave it behind?’ said Eric.
“It'snot assmpleasthat,” said Rincewind. “It generdly catches up. Let’ sjust go away quickly.”
“But we'll take the tribute, won't we?’

“I think that could be an amazingly bad idea,” said Rincewind. “Let’sjust quietly go, whilethey’reina
good temper. The novelty will wear off soon, | expect.”

“And I’ ve got to get on with my search for the Fountain of Y outh,” said da Quirm.
“Ohyes” sad Rincewind.

“I’ve devoted my wholelifeto it, you know,” said the old man proudly.
Rincewind looked him up and down. “Redly?” he said.

“Oh, yes. Exclusvely. Ever since | wasaboy.”

Rincewind' s expression was one of acute puzzlement.

“Inthat case,” he began, in the manner of onetaking to achild, “wouldn't it have been better... you
know, more sensible... if you'd just got on with...”

“What?' said daQuirm.

“Oh, never mind,” said Rincewind. “I'll tell you what though,” he added, “I think, in order to prevent you
getting, you know, bored, we should present you with thiswonderful talking parrot.” He made a swift
grab, while keeping histhumbsfirmly out of harm’sway. “It'sajunglefowl,” hesaid. “Cruel to subject it
tocty life, in'tit?

“I was born in acage, you raving wossname!” screamed the parrot. Rincewind faced it, nose to beak.

“It'sthat or fricasseetime,” he said. The parrot opened its beak to bite his nose, saw his expression, and
thought better of it.

“Polly want abiscuit,” it managed, adding, sotto voce, “wossnamewossnamewossname.”



“A dear little bird of my very own,” said daQuirm. “I shdl look after it.”

“wossnamewossname.”

They reached thejungle. A few minuteslater the Luggage trotted after them.

It was noon in the kingdom of Tezuma

From insde the main pyramid came the sounds of avery large statue being dismantled.

The priests sat around thoughtfully. Occasiondly one of them stood up and made a short speech.

It was clear that points were being made. For example, how the economics of the kingdom depended
on abuoyant obsidian knifeindustry, how the endaved neighbouring kingdoms had cometo rely on the
smack of firm government, and incidentally on the hack, dash and disembowelling of firm government as
well, and on the terrible fate that awaited any people who didn’t have gods. Godless people might get up
to anything, they might turn againgt the fine old traditions of thrift and non-self-sacrifice that had made the
kingdom what it was today, they might start wondering why, if they didn’t have agod, they needed dll
these priests, anything.

The point waswell put by Mazuma, the high priest, when he said: *[ Squashed-figure-with-broken-nose,
jaguar claw, three feathers, stylised spiny antester].”

After awhile avote was taken.

By nightfall, the kingdom’ sleading stonemasons were & work on anew statue.

It was basically oblong, with lots of legs.

The Demon King drummed hisfingers on his desk. It wasn't that he was unhappy about the fate of
Quezovercoatl, who would now have to spend severd centuriesin one of the nether hellswhile he grew a
new corporea body. Serve him right, the ghastly littleimp. Nor wasit the broad trend of events on the
pyramid. After al, the whole point of the wish businesswasto seeto it that what the client got was
exactly what he asked for and exactly what he didn’t redlly warnt.

It wasjust that he didn’t fed in control of things.

Which was of courseridiculous. If the best came to the best he could aways materialise and sort things
out personadly. But he liked people to believe that al the bad things happening to them were just fate and
destiny. It was one of the few thingsthat cheered him up.

He turned back to the mirror. After awhile he had to adjust the tempora control.

One minute the breathless, humid jungles of Klatch, the next...

“| thought we were going back to my room,” Eric complained.

“| thought that, too,” said Rincewind, shouting to be heard over the rumbling.

“Snap your fingers again, demon.”



“Not on your life! There' splenty of placesworse than thig!”

“Butit'sall hot and dark.”

Rincewind had to concede that. It was aso shaking and noisy. When his eyes grew used to the
blackness he could make out afew spots of light here and there, whose dim radiance suggested that they

were insgde something like aboat. There was a definite fed of carpentry about everything, and a powerful
amell of wood shavingsand glue. If it was aboat, then it was having an awfully painful launching down a

dipway greased with rocks.

A jolt dung him heavily againgt a bulkhead.

“I must say,” complained Eric, “if thisiswhere the most beautiful woman lives| don’t think much of her
choice of boodwah. Y ou’ d think she' d put afew cushions or something around the place.”

“Boodwah?’ said Rincewind.
“She’ sbound to have one,” said Eric smugly. “I’ ve read about ‘em. Shereclinesonit.”

“Tell me” said Rincewind, “have you ever fdt the need to have a cold bath and abrisk run around the
playing fields?”

“ Na/a..n

“It could be worth atry.”

The rumbling stopped abruptly.

Therewas adistant clanging noise, such as might be made by apair of great big gates being shut.
Rincewind thought he heard some voi ces fading into the distance, and achuckle. It wasn't aparticularly
pleasant chuckle, it was more of asnigger, and it boded no good for someone. Rincewind had a pretty

good ideawho.

He' d stopped wondering how he’ d come to be here, wherever it was. Malign forces, that was probably
it. At least nothing particularly dreadful was happening to him right now. Probably it was only amatter of

time.
He groped around abit until his fingers encountered what turned out to be, following an ingpection by

the light of the nearest knot-hole, arope ladder. Further probing a one end of the hull, or whatever it
was, brought him in contact with asmal, round hatchway. It was bolted on theinside.

He crawled back to Eric.

“There sadoor,” he whispered.

“Where doesit go?’

“It sayswhereitis, | think,” said Rincewind.

“find out whereit leads to, demon!”



“Could beabad idea,” said Rincewind cautioudly.

“Get onwithit!”

Rincewind crawled gloomily to the hatch and grasped the bolt.
The hatch creaked open.

Down below - quite along way below - there were damp cobblestones, across which a breeze was
driving afew shards of morning mist. With alittle sgh, Rincewind unrolled the ladder.

Two minutes|ater they were standing in the gloom of what appeared to be alarge plaza. A few buildings
showed through the migt.

“Wherearewe?’ said Eric.
“Searchme.”

“You don't know?’

“Not aclue” said Rincewind.

Eric glared at the mist-shrouded architecture. “Fat chance of finding the most beautiful woman in the
worldinadump likethis,” he said.

It occurred to Rincewind to see what they had just climbed out of. He looked up.
Above them - along way above them - and supported on four massive legs, which ran down to ahuge
whedled platform, there was undoubtedly a huge wooden horse. More correctly, the rear of ahuge

wooden horse.

The builder could have put the exit hatch in amore dignified place, but for humorous reasons of hisown
had apparently decided not to.

“Er,” said Rincewind.
Someone coughed.
He looked down.

The evaporating mists now reveded abroad circle of armed men, many of them grinning and al of them
carrying mass-produced, soulless but above al sharp long spears.

“Ah,” said Rincewind.
Helooked back at the hatchway. It said it dl, redlly.

“Theonly thing | don't understand,” said the captain of the guard, “is: why two of you? We were
expecting maybe ahundred.”



Heleaned back on his stool, hisgreat plumed helmet in hislap, apleased smile on hisface.

“Honestly, you Ephebian!” he said. Talk about laugh! Y ou must think we was born yesterday! All night
nothing but sawing and hammering, the next thing there’ sadamn great wooden horse outside the gates,
s0 | think, that's funny, abloody great wooden horse with airholes. That' sthe kind of little detail | notice,
see. Airholes. So | muster dl the lads and we nips out extra early and drag it in the gates, as per
expectations, and then we bides qui€t, like, around it, waiting to see what it coughs up. In amanner of
speaking. Now,” he pushed his unshaven face close to Rincewind, “you’ ve got a choice, see? Top seat
or bottom sedt, it sup to you. | just have to put the word in. Y ou play discuswith meand I'll play discus
withyou.”

“What seet?’ said Rincewind, regling from the gusts of garlic.

“It' sthewar triremes,” said the sergeant cheerfully. “ Three seats, see, one above the other? Triremes.
Y ou get chained to the oarsfor years, see, and it’ s all according whether you' re in the top seat, up in the
fresh air and that, or the bottom seat where” - he grinned - “you’re not. So it’sdown to you, lads. Be
co-operative and al you'll need to worry about will be the seagulls. Now. Why only the two of you?’
He leaned back again.

“Excuseme” sad Eric, “isthat Tsort, by any chance?’

“Y ou wouldn't be trying to make fun of me, would you now, boy? Only there’ s such athing as
quinquiremes, see? Y ou wouldn't likethat at al.”

“No, gr,” sad Eric. “If you please, gr, I'm just alittle lad lead astray by bad companionship.”

“Oh, thank you,” said Rincewind bitterly. “Y ou just accidentally drew alot of occult circles, did you, and

“Sargel Sargel” A soldier burst into the guardroom. The sergeant looked up.
“There sanother of ‘em, sarge! Right out Sidethe gatesthistime!”
The sergeant grinned triumphantly at Rincewind.

“Oh, that’sit, isit?’ hesaid. “Y ou were just the advance party, come to open the gates or whatever.
Right. We' ll just go and sort your friends out, and we' Il be right back.” He indicated the captives. “ Y ou
gay here. If they move, do something horrible to them.”

Rincewind and Eric were |eft done with the guard.

“Y ou know what you' ve done, don't you,” said Eric. “You' ve only taken usall theway back to the
Tsortean Wars! Thousands of Yearsl Wedid it at school, the wooden horse, everything! How the
beautiful Elenor was kidnapped from the Ephebians - or maybe it was by the Ephebians - and there was
this Segeto get her back and everything.” He paused. “Hey, that means |’ m going to meet her.” He
paused again. “Wow!” he said.

Rincewind looked around the room. It didn’t look ancient, but then it wouldn’t, because it wasn't, yet.
Everywhere in time was now, once you were there, or then. He tried to remember what little he knew of
classca history, but it was just aconfusion of battles, one-eyed giants and women launching thousands of



shipswith their faces.

“Don’'t you see?” hissed Eric, hisglasses aglow. “They must have brought the horsein before the
soldiers had hidden init! We know what’ s going to happen! We could make afortune!”

“How, exactly?’

“Wadll...” The boy hesitated. “We could bet on horses, sort of thing.”
“Good ideg,” said Rincewind.

“Yes, and -

“All we've got to do is escape, then find out if they have horse races here, and then redlly try hard to
remember the names of the horses that won racesin Tsort thousands of years ago.”

They went back to looking glumly at the floor. That was the thing about time travel. Y ou were never
ready for it. About the only thing he could hope for, Rincewind decided, was finding da Quirm'’s Fountain
of Youth and managing to stay dive for afew thousand years so he' d be ready to kill hisown
grandfather, which was the only aspect of timetravel that had ever remotely appeded to him. He had
awaysfelt that his ancestors had it coming to them.

Funny thing, though. He could remember the famous wooden horse, which had been used to trick away
into thefortified city. He didn’t remember anything about there being two of them. There was something
inevitable about the next thought that turned up.

“Excuseme,” hesaid to the guard. “ This, er, this second wooden thing outside the gate... it’ s probably
not ahorse, | expect?’

“Wall, of course you' d know that, wouldn't you?” said the guard. “Y ou're spies.”

“I bet it' smore oblong and sort of smaller?” said Rincewind, hisface a picture of innocent enquiry.
“Y ou bet. Pretty unimaginative bastards, aren’t you?’

“I see” Rincewind folded his hands on hislap.

“Try to escape,” said the guard. “Go on, just try it. You try it and see what happens.”

“I expect your colleagueswill be bringing it into the city,” Rincewind went on.

“They might do,” the guard conceded.

Eric beganto giggle.

It had just begun to dawn on the guard that there was alot of shouting going on in the distance.
Someonetried to blow abugle, but the notes gurgled into silence after afew bars.

“Bit of afight going on out there, by the sound of it,” said Rincewind. “ People winning their spurs, doing
heroic deeds of vaour, being noticed by superior officers, that sort of thing. And here' syou hanging
around in herewith us”



“I’vegot to stick to my post,” said the guard.

“Exactly theright attitude,” said Rincewind. “Never mind about everyone e se out there fighting vaiantly
to defend their city and womenfolk against thefoe. Y ou stop in here and guard us. That' sthe spirit.
They’ Il probably put up astatue to you in the city square, if there soneleft. *“Hedid hisduty,” they’ll
writeonit.”

The soldier gppeared to think about this, and while he was doing so there was aterrible splintering creak
from the direction of the main gates.

“Look,” he said desperatedly, “if | just pop out for amoment...”
“Don’t you worry about us,” said Rincewind encouragingly. “1t’ s not even asif we' rearmed.”
“Right,” said the soldier. “Thanks”

He gave Rincewind aworried smile and hurried off in the direction of the noise. Eric looked at
Rincewind with something like admiration.

“That was actudly quite amazing,” he said.

“Going to go along way, that lad,” said Rincewind. “ A sound military thinker if ever | saw one. Come
on. Let'srun away.”

“Whereto?”

Rincewind sighed. He d tried to make his basic philosophy clear time and again, and people never got
the message.

“Don’t you worry about to,” he said. “In my experience that dways takes care of itsdf. The important
wordisaway.”

The captain raised his head cautioudy over the barricade, and snarled.

“It'sjust abox, sergeant,” he snapped. “It’ s not even asif it could hold one or two men.”

“Beg pardon, sir,” said the sergeant, and his face was the face of aman whose world has changed alot
inafew short minutes. “It holds at least four, sir. Corporal Disuse and his squad, Sir. | sent them out to
openitsr.”

“Areyou drunk, sergeant?’

“Not yet, Sr,” said the sergeant, with fedling.

“Little boxes don't egt people, sergeant.”

“After that it got angry, Sir. Y ou can seewhat it did to the gates.”

The captain peered over the broken timbers again.



“| supposeit grew legs and walked over there, did it?” he said sarcadtically.

The sergeant broke into arelieved grin. At last they seemed to be on the same wave ength.
“Gotitinone, gr,” hesad. “Legs. Hundreds of thelittle bleeders, sir.”

The captain glared at him. The sergeant put on the poker face which has been handed down from NCO
to NCO ever since one protoamphibian told another, lower-ranking protoamphibian to muster a squad
of newts and Take That Beach. The captain was eighteen and fresh from the academy, where he had
passed with flying coloursin such subjects as Classicd Tactics, Vadedictory Odes and Military Grammar.

The sergeant wasfifty-five, and instead of an education he had spent about forty years attacking or being
attacked by harpies, humans, cyclopses, furies and horrible things on legs. He fdlt put upon.

“Wall, I’'m going to have alook at it, sergeant - “

“-not agood plan, gr, if | may - “

“- and after I've had alook at it, sergeant, there is going to be trouble.”

The sergeant threw him asalute. “Right you are, sir,” he predicted.

The captain snorted and climbed over the barricade towards the box which sat, silent and unmoving, in

itscircle of devastation. The sergeant, meanwhile, did into astting position behind the stoutest timber he
could find and, with determination, pulled his helmet down hard over hisears.

Rincewind crept through the streets of the city, with Eric tagging aong behind.
“Arewe going to find Elenor?’ the boy said.

“No,” said Rincewind firmly. “What we re going to do is, we' re going to find another way out. And
We re going to go out throughiit.”

“That'snot fair!”

“She sthousands of years older that you! | mean attraction of the mature woman, al right, but it' d never
work out.”

“| demand that you take meto her,” wailed Eric. “ Avaunt!”
Rincewind stopped so sharply that Eric walked into him.

“Ligen,” hesad. “We rein the middle of the most fatuous war there has ever been, any minute now
thousands of warriorswill belocked in mortal combat, and you want me to go and find this over-rated
femae and say, my friend wantsto know if you' Il go out with him. Well, | won't.” Rincewind stalked up
to another gateway in the city wall; it was smaler that the main one, didn’t have any guards, and had a
wicket gateinit. Rincewind did back the bolts.

“Thisisn't anything to do with us,” he said. “We haven’t even been born yet, we' re not old enough to
fight, it isn't our business and we' re not going to do anything more to upset the course of history, al
right?’



He opened the door, which saved the entire Ephebian army abit of effort. They were just about to
knock.

All day long the noise of battle raged. Thiswas chronicled by later historians, who went on at length
about beautiful women being kidnapped, fleets being assembled, wooden animals being constructed,
heroes fighting one another, and completely failed to mention the part played by Rincewind, Eric and the
Luggage. The Ephebians did notice, however, how enthusiastically the Tsortean soldiery ran towards
them... not so much keen to get into battle as very anxious to get away from something else.

The historians dso failed to note another interesting fact about ancient Klatchian warfare, which was that
it was il at that stage quite primitive and just between soldiers and hadn’t yet been thrown open to the
generd public. Basically, everyone knew that one side or the other would win, afew unlucky generas
would get their heads chopped off, large sums of money would be paid in tribute to the winners,
everyone would go homefor the harvest and that bloody woman would have to make up her mind
whose side she was on, the hussy.

So Tsortean street life went on more or less as norma, with the citizens stepping around the occasiond
knots of fighting men or trying to sell them kebabs. Severd of the more enterprising ones began to
dismantle the wooden horse for souvenirs.

Rincewind didn’t attempt to understand it. He sat down at a street café and watched a spirited battle
take place between market stals, so that amid the cries of “Ripe olives!” there were the screams of the
wounded and shouts of “Mind your backs please, méée coming through.”

The hard part was watching the soldiers gpol ogise when they bumped into customers. The even harder
part was getting the café owner to accept a coin bearing the head of someone whose
great-grest-great-grand father wasn't born yet. Fortunately, Rincewind was able to persuade the man
that the future was another country.

“And alemonade for the boy,” he added.

“My parentslet medrink wine,” said Eric. “I’m alowed one glass”

“I bet you are,” said Rincewind.

The owner industrioudy swabbed the tabletop, spreading its coating of dregs and spilt retsinainto athin
varnish.

“Up for thefight, areyou?’ he said.

“Inamanner of speeking,” said Rincewind guardedly.

“| shouldn’t wander about too much,” said the owner. “ They say acivilian let the Ephebiansin - not that
I’ve got anything againgt the Ephebians, afine body of men,” he added hurriedly, asaknot of soldiery
jogged past. “ A stranger, they say. That' s cheating, using civilians. There' s people out looking for him
S0’ sthey can explain.” He made a chopping motion with his hand.

Rincewind stared at the hand as though hypnotised.

Eric opened his mouth. Eric screeched and clutched at hisshins.



“Havethey got adescription?” Rincewind said.

“Don't think s0.”

“Well best of luck to them,” said Rincewind, rather more cheerfully.

“What' s up with the lad?’

“Cramp.”

When the man had gone back behind his counter Eric hissed, “ Y ou didn’t have to kick me!”
“You'requiteright. It was an entirely voluntary act on my part.”

A heavy hand dropped on to Rincewind' s shoulder. He looked around and up into the face of an
Ephebian centurion. A soldier besde him said: “That’ sthe one, sarge. I'd bet ayear’ ssat.”

“who'd of thought it?" said the sergeant. He gave Rincewind an evil grin. “Up we come, chummy. The
chief would likeaword with you.”

Sometak of Alexander and some of Hercules, of Hector and Lysander and such great names asthese.
Infact, throughout the history of the multiverse people have said nice things about every
cauliflower-eared sword-swinger, at least in their vicinity, on the basisthat it was alot safer that way. It's
funny how the people have always respected the kind of commander who comes up with Strategieslike
“I want fifty thousand of you chappiesto rush at the enemy”, whereas the more thoughtful commanders
who say thingslike “Why don't we build adamn great wooden horse and then nip in at the back date
whilethey’redl round the thing waiting for usto come out” are consdered only one step above common
oiks and not the kind of person you'd lend money to.

Thisis because most of thefirst type of commanders are brave men, whereas cowards make far better
drategids.

Rincewind was dragged before the Ephebian leaders, who had set up acommand post in the city’ smain
suare so that they could oversee the storming of the centrd citadd, which loomed over the city oniits
vertiginous hill. They were not too close, however, because the defenders were dropping rocks.

They were discussing strategy when Rincewind arrived. The consensus seemed to bethat if redly large
numbers of men were sent to storm the mountain, then enough might survive the rocksto take the citadd.
Thisisessentidly the basis of dl military thinking.

Severd of the moreimpressively dressed chieftains glanced up when Rincewind and Eric approached,
gave them alook which suggested that maggots were more interesting, and turned away again. The only
person who seemed to be pleased to see them -

- didn’'t look like asoldier at al. He had the armour, which was tarnished, and he had the helmet, which
looked as though its plume had been used as a paintbrush, but he was skinny and had dl the military
bearing of aweasd. There was something vaguely familiar about hisface, though. Rincewind thought it
looked quite handsome.

“Pleased to see them” was only a comparative description. He was the only one who acknowledged
their existence.



Hewaslounging in achair and feeding the L uggage with sandwiches.

“Oh, halo,” he said gloomily. “It' syou.”

It was amazing how much information can be crammed in to a couple of words. To achieve the same
effect the man could have said: It sbeen along night, I’ m having to organise everything from wooden
horse building to the laundry rota, theseidiots are about as much help as arubber hammer, | never
wanted to be here anyway and, on top of al thisthere’ syou. Hallo, you.

He indicated the Luggage, which opened itslid expectantly.

“Thisyours?’ hesad.

“Sort of,” said Rincewind guardedly. “1 can't afford to pay for anything it's done, mind you.”

“Funny littlething, isn't it?’ said the soldier. “We found it herding fifty Tsorteansinto acorner. Why was
it doing that, do you think?’

Rincewind thought quickly. “It has this amazing ability to know when people are thinking about harming
me,” hesad. He glared a the Luggage as one might glare at ady, evil-tempered and generally
reprehensible family pet who, after years of biting visitors, hasrolled over on its scabby back and played
as Lovable Puppy to impressthe bailiffs.

“Yes?" sad the man, without much surprise. “Magic, isit?’

113 Y$”

“Something inthewood, isit?’

1] Y$”

“Good job we didn’t build the sodding horse out of it, then.”

113 Y$”

“Got into it by magic, did you?’

1] Y$”

“Thought s0.” He threw another sandwich at the Luggage. “Where you from?’

Rincewind decided to come clean. “Thefuture,” he said. Thisdidn’'t have the expected effect. The man
just nodded.

“Oh,” hesaid, and then hesad, “Did wewin?’
HYaH

“Oh. | suppose you can’'t remember the results of any horse races?’ said the man, without much hope.



“No.”

“I thought you probably wouldn't. why did you open the gate for us?’

It occurred to Rincewind that saying it was because he had always been afirm admirer of the Ephebian
political position would not, strangely enough, be the right thing to do. He decided to try the truth again. It
was anove approach and worth experimenting with.

“I waslooking for away out,” he said.

“Torunaway.”

“Y&,”

“Good man. Only sensible thing, in the circumstances.” He noticed Eric, who was staring at the other
captains clustered around their table and deep in argument.

“You, lad,” he said. “Want to be a soldier when you grow up?’
“No, 5r.”

The man brightened a bit.

“That'sthe stuff,” he said.

“I want to be aeunuch, sir,” Eric added.

Rincewind' s head turned as though it was being dragged.

“Why?" he said, and then came up with the obvious answer at the same as Eric: “Because you get to
work inthe harem dl day long,” they chorused dowly.

The captain coughed.

“You're not this boy’ steacher, areyou?’ he said.
“No.”

“Do you think anyone hasexplained to him - 7’
“No.”

“Perhapsit would be agood ideaiif | got one of the centurionsto have aword? Y ou’ d be amazed at the
grasp of language those chaps have got.”

“Do him the power of good, | expect,” said Rincewind.

The soldier picked up his hemet, sighed, nodded at the sergeant and smoothed out the creasesin his
cloak. It was agrubby cloak.

“I think I’'m expected to tdll you off, or something,” he said.



“Whet for?’

“Spailing the war, apparently.”

“Spoiling thewar?’

The soldier sighed. “Come on. Let’ sgo for astroll. Sergeant - you and a couple of lads, please.”
A stone whistled down from the fort high above them, and shattered.

“They can hold out for bloody weeks, up there.” Said the soldier gloomily, asthey waked away with the
Luggage padding patiently behind them. “I’ m Lavaeolus. Who're you?’

“He smy demon,” said Eric.

Lavaeolusraised an eyebrow, the closest he ever came to expressing surprise a anything
“Ishe?1 supposeit takesdl sorts. Any good at getting into places, ishe?’

“He smore the getting-out kind,” said Eric.

“Right,” said Lavaeolus. He stopped beside a building and walked up and down a bit with hishandsin
his pockets, tapping on the flagstones with the toe of his sandal.

“Just here, | think, sergeant,” he said after awhile.

“Right you are, Sir.”

“Look at that lot, will you?’ said Lavaeolus, while the sergeant and his men started to lever up the
stones. “ That bunch around the table. Brave lads, Il grant you, but look at them. Too busy posing for
triumphant statues and making sure the historians spell their namesright. Bloody years we' ve been laying
segeto thisplace. More military, they said. Y ou know, they actually enjoy it? 1 mean, when dl’ssaid
and done, who cares? Let’sjust get it over with and go home, that’ swhat | say.”

“Found it, Sir,” said the sergeant.

“Right.” Lavaeolusdidn’t look round. “O-kay.” He rubbed his hands together. “Let’ s sort this out, and
then we can get an early night. Would you care to accompany me? Y our pet might be useful.”

“What are we going to do?’ said Rincewind suspicioudly.
“WEe rejust going to meet some people.”

“Isit dangerous?’

A stone smashed through the roof of abuilding nearby.

“No, not redly,” said Lavaeolus. “ Compared to staying here, | mean. And if the rest to them try to storm
the place, you know, in aproper military way - “



The holeled into atunnd. The tunndl, after winding abit, led to Sairs. Lavaeolus mooched dongit,
occasondly kicking bits of falen masonry asif he had apersond grudge againgt them.

“Er,” said Rincewind, “where doesthislead?’
“Oh, it’sjust asecret passageway into the centre of this citadd.”

“Y ou know, | thought it would be something like that,” said Rincewind. “I’ ve got an ingtinct for it, you
know. And | expect dl theredly top Tsorteanswill be up there, will they?’

“I hope s0,” said Lavaeolus, trudging up the steps.
“With lots of guards?’

“Dozens, | imagine”

“Highly trained, too?’

Lavaeolus nodded. “ The best.”

“Andthisiswherewe regoing,” said Rincewind, determined to explore the full horror of the plan asone
probesthe Site of arotting tooth.

“Thet’sright.”

“All 3x of us”

“And your box, of course.”

“Oh, yes,” said Rincewind, making afacein the darkness.

The sergeant tapped him gently on the shoulder and leaned forward.

“Don’t you worry about the captain, Sir” he said. “He sgot the finest military brain on the continent.”

“How do you know? Has anyone ever seenit?’” said Rincewind.

“Yousee, gr, what itis, helikesto get it over with without anyone getting hurt, Sir, especidly him. That's
why he dreams up things like the horse, sir. And bribing people and that. We got into civvieslast night
and comein and got drunk in a pub with one of the palace cleaners, see, and found out about this
tunnd.”

“Yes, but secret passages!” said Rincewind. “ There |l be guards and everything at the other end!”

“No, gr. They useit to store the cleaning things, Sr.”

There was a clang in the darkness ahead of them. Lavaeolus had tripped over amop.

“Sergeant”’

“Sr?’



“Just open the door, will you?’

Eric wastugging a Rincewind' srobe.

“What?’ said Rincewind tetily.

“Y ou know who Lavaeolusis, don't you?’ whispered Eric.

“Well -

“He'sLavaeolusl”

“Get avay?’

“Don’'t you know the Classcs?”’

“That isn’'t one of these horse race we' re supposed to remember, isit?’

Ericrolled hiseyes. “Lavaeolus was respongble for the fall of Tsort, on account of being so cunning,” he
sad. “And then afterwards it took him ten yearsto get home and he had dl sorts of adventureswith
temptresses and sirens and sensua witches.”

“Wadl | can see why you' ve been studying him. Ten years, en? Where did he live?’

“About two hundred milesaway,” said Eric earnestly.

“Kept getting logt, did he?’

“And when he got home he fought hiswife s suitors and everything, and his dear dog recognised him and
died.”

“Oh, dear.”

“It wasthe carrying hisdippersin its mouth for fifteen yearsthat killed it off.”

“Shame.”

“And you know what, demon? All this hasn’t happened yet. We could save him dl that trouble!”
Rincewind thought about this. “We could tell him to get a better navigator, for agtart,” he said.
Therewas a creak. The soldiers had got the door open.

“Everyonefdl in, or whatever the bloody stupid command is” said Lavaeolus. “The magic box to the
front, please. No killing anyone unlessit’ sredlly necessary. Try not to damage things. Right. Forward.”

The door led into a.column-lined corridor. There was the distant murmur of voices.

The troop crept towards the sound until it reached aheavy curtain. Lavaeolustook a deep breath,
pushed it aside and stepped forward and launched into a prepared speech.



“Now, | want to make myself absolutely clear,” he said. “| don’'t want there to be any unpleasantness of
any kind, or any shouting for guards and so forth. Or indeed any shouting &t al. We will just take the
young lady and go home, which iswhere anyone of any sense ought to be. Otherwise | shall redlly have
to put everyoneto the sword, and | hate having to do thingslike that.”

The audience to this statement did not appear to be impressed. Thiswas because it wasasmall child on
apotty.

L avaeolus changed menta gear and went on smoothly: “On the other hand, if you don’t tell me where
everyoneis, | shal ask the sergeant here to give you aredly hard smack.”

The child took its thumb out of its mouth. “Mummy isseeing to Cassie” it said. “Areyou Mr Beekle?’

“| don't think s0,” said Lavaeolus.

“Mr Beekleisaslly.” The child withdrew itsthumb and, with the air of one concluding some exhaugtive
research, added: “Mr Beekleisapoo.”

“Sergeant”’

“Sr?

“Guard thischild.”

“Yessr. Corpord?’

“Sage?

“Take care of thekid.”

“Yes, sarge. Private Archeios?’

“Yes, corp,” said the soldier, hisvoice gloomy with prescience.

“Seeto the sprog.”

Private Archeioslooked around. Therewas only Rincewind and Eric left and, whileit wastruethat a
civilian wasin every respect the lowest possible rank there was, coming somewhere after the regimental
donkey, the expressions on their faces suggested that they weren't about to take any orders.

Lavaeolus wandered across the room and listened at another curtain.

“We could tell him dl kinds of stuff about hisfuture,” hissed Eric. “He had - | mean, he will have - all
E;dsof things happen to him. Shipwrecks and magic and dl his crew turned into animals and stuff like

“Yes. We could say ‘“Walk home',” said Rincewind.

The curtain swished aside.



There was awoman there - plump, good-looking in adightly faded way, wearing ablack dress and the
beginnings of amoustache. A number of children of varying Szeswere trying to hide behind her.
Rincewind counted at least seven of them.

“Who'sthat?’ said Eric.

“Ahem,” said Rincewind. “1 rather think it's Elenor of Tsort.”

“Don’'t bedlly,” whispered Eric. “ Shelooks like amum. Elenor was much younger and wasal - His
voice gave out and he made severd wavy motions with his hand, indicative of the shape of awoman who
would probably be unable to keep her balance.

Rincewind tried not to catch the sergeant’ s eye.

“Yes” hesaid, going ahit red. “Wel, you see. Er. Y ou' re absolutely right, but well, it'sbeen along
sege, haan'tit, what with one thing and another.”

“I don't seewhat that’ sgot to do withit,” said Eric sternly. “The Classics never said anything about
children. They said she spent dl her time mooning around the towers of Tsort and pining for her lost
love”

“Wall, yes, | expect shedid pineabit,” said Rincewind. “Only, you know, you can only pine so much,
and it must have been a bit chilly up on those towers.”

“Y ou can catch your death, mooning,” nodded the sergeant.
Lavaeolus watched the woman thoughtfully. Then he bowed.

“1 expect you know why we're here, my lady?’ he said.

“If you touch any of the children | shal scream,” said Elenor flatly.

Once again Lavaeolus showed that dong with his guerilla abilities was amarked reluctance to waste a
prepared speech once he had it al sorted out in his head.

“Fair maiden,” he began. “We have faced many dangersin order to rescue you and take you back to
your loved...” Hisvoicefdtered. “...ones. Er. Thishasdl goneterribly wrong, hasn't it?’

“I can't helpit,” said Elenor. “ The sege seemed to go on for such along time and King Mausoleum was
very kind and | never liked it much in Ephebe anyway -*

“Whereiseveryone now? The Tsorteans, | mean. Apart from you.”
“They’redl out on the battlements throwing rocks, if you must know.”
Lavaeolusflung up his handsin desperation.

“Couldn’t you, you know, have dipped us anote or something? Or invited usto one of the
chrigenings?’

“Y ou al seemed to be enjoying yoursalves so much,” she said.



Lavaeolusturned and shrugged gloomily. “All right,” he said. “Fine. QED. No problem. | wanted to
leave home and spend ten years Sitting in a swamp with a bunch of mesat-headed morons. It wasn't asif |
had anything important to do back home, just alittle kingdom to rule, that sort of thing. O-kay. Well,
then. We might aswell be off. I'm sure | don’t know how | shall break it to everyone,” he said bitterly,
“they were having such fun. They’ Il probably have abloody great banquet and laugh about it and get
drunk, it'd betheir syle”

Helooked at Rincewind and Eric.

“Y ou might aswell tell me what happensnext,” he said. “I'm sure you know.”

“Um,” said Rincewind.

“Thecity burnsdown,” said Eric. “Especialy the toplesstowers. | didn’t get to see them,” he added
aulkily.

“Who didit? Their lot or our lot?” said Lavaeolus.

“Your lot, | think,” said Eric.

Lavaeolus sighed. “ Sounds like them,” he said. Heturned to Elenor. “Our lot - that is, my lot - are going
to burn down the city,” he said. “It sounds very heroic. It'sjust the kind of thing they go for. It might bea
good ideato comewith us. Bring the kids. Make it aday out for al the family, why don't you?’

Eric pulled Rincewind' s ear towards his mouth.

“Thisisajoke, in'tit?’ hesad. “She' snot redly the fair Elenor, you're just having me on?’

“It’' saways the same with these hot-blooded types,” said Rincewind. “They definitely go downhill at
thirty-five”

“It' sthe pastathat doesit,” said the sergeant.
“But | read where she was the most beautiful -*
“Ah, wdl,” said the sergeant. “If you' re going to go around reading -*

“Thethingis” said Rincewind quickly, “it' swhat they cdl dramatic necessity. No-on€ sgoing to be
interested in awar fought over a, aquite pleasant lady, moderately attractive in agood light. Arethey?’

Ericwasnearly intears.

“But it said her face launched athousand ships- “
“That' swhat you cdl ametaphor,” said Rincewind.
“Lying,” the sergeant explained, kindly.

“Anyway, you shouldn’t believe everything you read in the classics,” Rincewind added. “ They never
check their facts. They'rejust out to sdll legends.”



L avaeolus, meanwhile, was deep in argument with Elenor.

“All right, dl right,” he said. “ Stay hereif you like. Why should | care? Come on, you lot. We re going.
What are you doing, Private Archelos?’

“I'm being ahorse, sir,” explained the soldier.
“He'sMr poo,” said the child, who was wearing Private Archaios helmet.

“Wdl, when you' ve finished being ahorse, find usan oil lamp. | caught my kneesaright wallop in that
tunnd.”

Flamesroared over Tsort. The entire hubward sky was red.
Rincewind and Eric watched from arock down by the beach.
“They’re not toplesstowers, anyway,” said Eric after awhile. “1 can seethe tops.”

“I think they meant the topplelesstowers,” Rincewind hazarded, as another one collapsed, red-hot, into
the ruins of the city. “ And that was wrong, too.”

They watched in silence for awhile longer, and the Eric said, “Funny, that. The way you tripped over the
Luggage and dropped the lamp and everything.”

“Yes” sad Rincewind shortly.

“Makesyou think history isaways going to find away to work itself out.”

113 Y$”

“Good, though, the way your luggage rescued everyone.”

1] YS.H

“Funny to see dl those kidsriding on its back.”

113 Y$”

“Everyone seems quite pleased about it.”

The opposing armies were, a any rate. No-one was bothered to ask the civilians, whose views on
warfare were never reliable. Among the soldiery, at least among the soldiery of a certain rank, there was
alot of back-dapping and telling of anecdotes, jovia exchanging of shieldsand agenera consensus that,
what with the fires and sieges and armadas and wooden horses and everything, it had been ajolly good
war. The sound of singing echoed across the wine-dark sea.

“Hark at them,” said Lavaeolus, emerging from the gloom around the beached Ephebian ships. “1t'll be

fifteen choruses of * The Bl of Philodelphus next, you mark my words. Lot of idiotswith their brainsin
their jockstraps.”



He sat down on therock. “Bastards,” he said, with feding.

“Do you think Elenor will be ableto explainit al to her boyfriend?” said Eric.

“I imagine s0,” said Lavaeolus. “ They usudly can.”
“Shedid get married. And she’ sgot lots of children,” said Eric.

Lavaeolus shrugged. “A moment’swild passion,” he said. He gave Rincewind a sharp look.

“Hey, you, demon,” hesaid. “I’d like aquiet word, if | may.”
Heled Rincewind towards the boats, pacing heavily across the damp sand asif therewasalot on

weighing on hismind.
“I"'m going hometonight, on thetide,” he said. “No sensein hanging about here, what with the war being

over and everything.”

“Good idea”
“If there' sonething | hate, it'sseavoyages,” said Lavaeolus. He gave the nearest boat akick. “It’sal

idiots striding around and shouting, you know? Pull this, lower that, avast the other. And | get seesick,

too
‘It sheightswith me,” said Rincewind, sympathetically.
Lavaeolus kicked the boat again, obvioudy wrestling with some big emotiona problem.
“Thethingis” hesad, wretchedly. “Y ou wouldn’t happen to know if | get homedl right, would you?’

HWI,H?!
“It'sonly afew hundred miles, it shouldn’t take too long, should it?’ said Lavaeolus, radiating anxiety

likealighthouse,
“Oh.” Rincewind looked at the man’ sface. Ten years, he thought. And al kinds of weird stuff with
winged wossnames and sea-mongters. On the other hand, would it do him any good to know?

“Y ou get home okay,” he said. “ Y ou' re wdl known for it, in fact. There' swhole legends about you
going home”

“Phew.” Lavaeolusleaned againgt a hull, took off hishelmet and wiped hisforehead. “ That’ saload off
my mind, I’ll tell you. | was afraid the gods might have agrudge against me.”

Rincewind said nothing.
“They get abit angry if you go around thinking up ideas like wooden horses and tunndls” said
Lavaeolus. “they’retraditiondists, you know. They prefer people just to hack at one another. | thought,
you see, that if | could show people how to get what they wanted more easily they’ d stop being so

bloody stupid.”



From further a ong the shoreline came the sound of male voicesraised in song:

“ - vedtd virgins, Came down from Heliodeliphilode phiboschromenos, And when the bal was over,
Therewere- *

“It never works,” said Rincewind.

“It'sgot to be worth atry, though. Hasn't it?”

“Oh, yes”

Lavaeolus dapped him on the back. “ Cheer up,” he said. “Things can only get better.”

They walked out into the dark breakers where Lavaeolus' ship wasriding at anchor, and Rincewind

watched him swim out and climb aboard. After awhile the oars were shipped, or unshipped, or whatever

they called it when they were stuck through the holesin the sides, and the boat moved dowly out into the
bay.

A few voicesfloated back over the surf.
“Point the pointed end that way, sergeant.”
“Aye, aye, ar!”

“And don’t shout. Did | tell you to shout? Why do you al have to shout? Now I’m going downgtairs for
aliedown.”

Rincewind trudged back up the beach. “ Thetroubleis,” he said, “isthat things never get better, they just
say the same, only more s0. But he' sgoing to have enough to worry about.”

Behind him, Eric blew hisnose.
“That was the saddest thing I ve ever heard,” he said.

From further aong the beach the Ephebian and Tsortean armieswere till in full voice around their
convivid campfires,

“ - the village harpy she wasthere - “

“Comeon,” said Rincewind. “Let'sgo home.”

“Y ou know the funny thing about hisname?’ said Eric, asthey strolled dong the sand.
“No. what do you mean?’

“Lavaeolus means' Rinser of winds'.”

Rincewind looked & him.

“He smy ancestor?’ he said.



“Who knows?’ said Eric.

“Oh. Gosh.” Rincewind thought abouit this. “Well, | whish I'd told him to avoid getting married. Or
vigting Ankh-Morpork.”

“It probably isn't even built yet...”
Rincewind tried sngpping hisfingers,

Thistimeit worked.

Astfgl sat back. He wondered what did happen to Lavaeolus.

Gods and demons, being creatures outside of time, don't moveinit like bubblesin the stream.
Everything happens a the sametimefor them. This should mean they know everything that isgoing to
happen because, in asensg, it dready has. The reason they don't isthat redlity isabig place with alot of
interesting things going on, and keeping track of dl of themisliketrying to use avery big video recorder
with no freeze button or tape counter. It'susualy easier just to wait and see.

One day he’ d have to go and look.

Right here and now, insofar as the words can be employed about an outside of space and time, matters
were not progressing well. Eric seemed marginally more likeable, which wasn't acceptable. He also
gppeared to have changed the course of history, dthough thisisimpaossble since the only thing you can
do to the course of higtory isfacilitateit.

What was needed was something climactic. Something redlly soul-destroying.

The Demon King redised he was twirling his moustaches.

The trouble with snapping your fingersisthat you never knew what it would lead to...

Everything around Rincewind was black. It wasn't smply an absence of colour. It was a darkness that
flatly denied any possibility that colour might ever have existed.

Hisfeet weren't touching anything, and he appeared to be floating. There was something €lse missing.
He couldn’t quite put hisfinger onit.

“Areyou there, Eric?’ he ventured.

A clear voice nearby said: “Y es. Areyou there, demon?’
“Yeess”

“Where arewe? Are wefdling?’

“I don't think s0,” said Rincewind, speaking from experience. “There’' sno rushingwind. You get a
rushing wind when you' refdling. Also your past life flashes before your eyes, and | haven’t seen anything

| recogniseyet.”



“Rincewind?’

-

“When | open my mouth no sounds come out.”

“Don’t be- “ Rincewind hesitated. He was't making any sound either. He knew what he was saying, it
just wasn't reaching the outside world. But he could hear Eric. Perhgpsthe words just gave up on his

ears and went straight to hisbrains.

“It' s probably some kind of magic, or something,” he said. “ There sno air. That’swhy there no sound.
All thelittle bits of air sort of knock together, like marbles. That’s how you get sound, you know.”

“Isit? Gosh.”

“So we' re surrounded by absolutely nothing,” said Rincewind. “ Tota nothing.” He hesitated. “ Theré sa
word for it,” hesad. “It' swhat you get when there' s nothing left and everything' s been used up.”

“Yes | think it'scaled thebill,” said Eric.

Rincewind gave this some thought. It sounded about right. “Okay,” he said. “The bill. That’swherewe
are. Floating in absolute bill. Tota, complete, rock-hard bill.”

Adtfgl was going frantic now. He had spellsthat could find anyone anywhere, anywhen, and they weren’t
anywhere. One minute he was watching them on the beach, the next... nothing.

That left only two other places.

Fortunatdly he chose the wrong onefirst.

“Even some starswould be nice” said Eric.

“There s something very odd about all this,” said Rincewind. “I mean, do you fed cold?’

“No.”

“Wdl do you fed warm?’

“No. | don't fed anything much, redly.”

“No hot, no cold, no light, no heet, no air,” said Rincewind. “Just bill. How long have we been here?’
“Don’'t know. Seemslike ages, buit...”

“Aha. I’'m not sure there sany time, either. Not what you' d call proper time. Just the kind of time people
make up asthey go dong.”

“Well, | didn’t expect to see anybody else here,” said avoice by Rincewind s ear.



It was adightly put-upon voice, avoice made for complaining in, but at least there was no hint of
menace. Rincewind let himsdlf float around.

A little rat-faced man was Sitting cross-legged, watching him with vague suspicion. He had a pencil
behind one ear.

“Ah. Hdlo,” said Rincewind. “And whereis here, exactly?’

“Nowhere. S whole point, innit?’

“Nowhereat al?’

“Not yet.”

“All right,” said Eric. “Whenisit going to be somewhere?’

“Hard to say,” said thelittle man. “Looking at the pair of you, and taking one thing with ancther,

metabolic rates and that, I d say that this place is due to become somewhere in, well, give or take a bit,
in about five hundred seconds. “He began to unwrap the pack in hislap. “ Fancy asandwich whilewe' re

walting?’

“What? Would | - “ At this point Rincewind’ s somach, aware that if his brain was allowed to make the
running it wasin danger of losing theinitiative, cut in and prompted him to say, “What sort?”

“Search me. What sort would you likeit to be?’

“Sorry?’

“Don’'t mess about. Just say what sort you' d likeit to be.”

“Oh?" Rincewind stared at him. “Well, if you' ve got egg and cress -*

“Let there be egg and cress, sort of thing,” said thelittle man. He reached into the package, and
proffered awhitetriangle to Rincewind.

“Gosh,” said Rincawind. “What a coincidence.”

“It should be gtarting any minute now,” said the little man. “ Over - not that they’ ve got any proper
directions sorted out yet, of course, not them - there.”

“All'l can seeisdarkness,” said Eric.

“Noyou can't,” said the little man, triumphantly. “Y ou' re just seeing whét there is before the darkness
has been ingtdled, sort of thing.” He gave the not-yet-darkness adirty look. “Come on,” he said. “Why
are wewaiting, why-eye are we waiting?’

“Waiting for what?’ said Rincewind.

“Everything.”



“Everything what?" said Rincewind.

“Everything. Not everything what. Everything, sort of thing.”

Adtfgl peered through the swirling gas clouds. At least he wasin theright place. The whole point about
the end of the universe was that you couldn’t go past it accidentally.

Thelast few embers winked out. Time and space collided silently, and collapsed.
Adtfgl coughed. It can get so very londy, when you' re twenty million light years from home,
“Anyonethere?’ hesaid.

YES.

The voice wasright by hisear. Even demon kings can shiver.

“Apart from you, | mean,” he said. “Have you seen anybody?’

YES.

“Who?’

EVERYONE.

Adfgl sghed. “1 mean anyone recently.”

ITSBEEN VERY QUIET, sad Degth.

“Damn.”

WERE YOU EXPECTING SOMEONE ELSE?

“| thought there might be someone caled Rincewind, but -“ Astfgl began.

Desth’ s eyesocketsflared red. THE WIZARD? he said.

“No, he'sadem -* Astfgl stopped. For what would have been several seconds, had time still existed, he
floated in agtate of horrible suspicion.

“A human?’ hegrowled.

ITISSTRETCHING THETERM A LITTLE, BUT YOU ARE BROADLY CORRECT.
“Well I'll bedamned!” Astfgl said.

| BELIEVEYOU ALREADY ARE.

The Demon King extended a shaking hand. His mounting fury was over-ridding his sense of style; hisred



slk glovesripped as the talons unfolded.

And then, becauseit’ s never agood ideato get on the wrong side of anyone with ascythe, Astfgl said,
“Sorry you' ve been troubled,” and vanished. Only when he judged himsdf out of Death’ s extremely
acute hearing did he scream hisrage.

Nothingness uncoiled itsinterminable length through the draughty spaces at the end of time.

Death waited. After awhile his skeletal fingers began to drum on the handle of his scythe.

Darkness Iapped around him. There wasn't even any infinity any more.

He attempted to whistle afew snatches of unpopular songs between histeeth, but the sound was smply
sucked into nothingness,

Forever was over. All the sands had fallen. The great race between entropy and energy had been run,
and the favourite had been the winner after dl.

Perhaps he ought to sharpen the blade again?
No.
Not much point, redly.

Grest roils of absolutely nothing stretched into what would have been caled the distance, if there had
been a space-time reference frame to give words like “distance’ any sensible meaning any more.

There didn’t seem to be much to do.
PERHAPSIT'STIMETO CALL IT A DAY. Hethought.

Desth turned to go but, just as he did s0, he heard the faintest of noises. It was to sound what one
photon isto light, so weak and feeble that it would have passed entirely unheard in the din of an operating
universe.

It was atiny piece of matter, popping into existence.

Desgth stalked over to the point of arrival and watched carefully.

It was a paperclip.

Wadll, it wasadtart.

There was another pop, which left asmal white shirt-button spinning gently in the vacuum.

Death relaxed alittle. Of course, it was going to take some time. There was going to be an interlude
before dl this got complicated enough to produce gas clouds, galaxies, planets and continents, let alone
tiny corkscrew-shaped things wiggling around in dimy pools and wondering whether evolution was worth
al the bother of growing finsand legs and things. But it indicated the start of an unstoppable trend.

All he had to do was be patient, and he was good at that. Pretty soon there’ d beliving creatures,



developing like mad, running and laughing in the new sunlight. Growing tired. Growing old.
Desth sat back. He could wait.

Whenever they needed him, he' d be there.

The Universe cameinto being.
Any created-again cosmogonist will tell you that dl the interesting stuff happened in the firs couple of
minutes, when nothingness bunched together to form space and time and | ots of redlly tiny black holes

appeared and so on. After that, they say, it became just amatter of, well, matter. It wasbasically all over
bar the microwave radiation.

Seen from close by, though, it had a certain gaudy attraction.
Thelittle man sniffed.

“Too showy,” hesaid. “You don’t need al that noise. It could just as easily have been aBig Hiss, or a
bit of musc.”

“Couldit?’ said Rincewind.
“Yeah, and it looked pretty iffy around the two picosecond mark. Definitely abit of ropey filling-in. but
that’ s how it goes these days. No craftsmanship. When | was alad it took daysto make auniverse. You

could take pridein it. Now they just throw it together and it’ s back on the lorry and away. And, you
know what?’

“No?’ said Rincewind weskly.

“They pinches stuff off the site. They finds someone nearby who wantsto expand their universe a bit,
next thing you know they’ ve had it away with abunch of firmament and flogged it for an extension
somewhere.”

Rincewind stared at him.
“Who areyou?’

The man took the pencil from behind his ear and looked reflectively &t the space around Rincewind. “I
makesthings” hesad.

“Wheat sort of things?”

“What sort of thingswould you like?’

“You'rethe Creator?’

The little man looked very embarrassed. “Not the. Not the. Just a. | don’t contract for the big stuff, the

dars, the gas giants, the pulsarsand so on. | just specidisein what you might call the bespoketrade.” He
gavethem alook of defiant pride. “I do al my own trees, you know,” he confided. “ Craftsmanship.



Takesyearsto learn how to make atree. Even the conifers.”

“Oh,” said Rincewind.

“I don’'t get someonein to finish them off. No sub-contracting, that’s my motto. The buggers aways
keep you hanging about while they’ reingtalling stars or something for someone dse. “Thelittle man
sighed. “Y ou know, peoplethink it must al be very easy, creeting. They think you just have to move on
the face of the waters and wave your hands abit. It'snot likethat at al.”

“Itign't?’

The little man scratched hisnose again. Y ou soon run out of ides for snowflakes, for example.”

“Oh.”

“You gart thinking it' d be adoddle to sneak in afew identical ones.”

“Youdo?

“Y ou think to yoursdlf, ‘ There sabillion trillion squillion of them, no-one€' sgoing to notice' . But that's
where professondism comesin, sort of thing.”

“It does?’

“Some peopl€’ - and here the creator looked sharply at the unformed matter still streaming past - “think
it senough to ingal afew basc physical formulas and then take the money and run. A hillion years|later
you got lesks dl over the ky, black holesthe size of your head, and when you pray up to complain
there' sjust agirl on the counter who says she don’t know where the bossis. | think people appreciate
the persond touch, don't you?’

“Ah,” said Rincewind. “ So... when people get struck by lightning... er... it’ snot just because of dl that
stuff about eectrica discharges and high points and everything... er... you actualy mean it?’

“Oh, not me. | don’t run the things. It’ sabig enough job just building ‘em, you can’t expect meto
operate them aswell. There' saload of other universes, you know,” he added, adight note of accusation
inhisvoice. “Got alig of jobsaslong asyour arm.”

He reached underneath him and produced alarge, leatherbound book, which he had apparently been
sitting on. It opened with acresk.

Rincewind felt atugging at hisrobe.

“Look,” sad Eric. “Thisign't redly... Him, isit?’
“Hesaysitis” sad Rincewind.

“What are we doing here?’

“I don’t know.”

The creator glared a him. “A little quiet there, please,” he said.



“But ligen,” hissed Eric, “if heredly isthe creator of the world, that sandwichisardigiousrdic!”

“Gogh,” said Rincewind weskly. He hadn’t eaten for ages. He wondered what the penaty was for eating
avenerated object. It was probably severe.

“Y ou could put it in atemple somewhere and millions of people would cometo look at it.”

Rincewind cautioudy levered up the top dice of bread.

“It' sgot no mayonnaiseinit,” he said. “Will that till count?’

The creator cleared histhroat, and began to read aoud.

Adtfgl surfed across the entropy dope, an angry red spark againgt the swirls of interspace. He was so
angry now that the last vestiges of salf-control were dipping away; hisjaunty cap with its stylish hornlets
had become amere wisp of crimson dangling from thetip of one of the great coiled ramshorns that
framed his skulll.

With arather sensuous ripping noise the red silk across his back tore open and his wings unfolded.

They are conventionally represented as leathery, but leather wouldn’t survive more than afew secondsin
that environment. Besides, it doesn’t fold up very well.

These wings were made of magnetism and shaped space, and spread out until they were afaint curtain
agang the incandescent firmament and they beat asdowly astherise of civilisations.

They till looked batlike, but that was just for the sake of tradition.

Somewhere around the 29thmillennium he was overtaken, quite without noticing, by something smal and
oblong and probably even angrier than hewas.

Eight spells go to make up the world. Rincewind knew that well enough. He knew that the book which
contained them was the Octavo, because it still existed in the library of the Unseen Univeraty - currently
insde awelded iron box at the bottom of a specialy-dug shaft, where its magical radiations could be
kept under control.

Rincewind had wondered how it had dl started. He' d imagined a sort of explosionin reverse, with
interstellar gases roaring together to form Great A’ Tuin, or at least aroll of thunder or something.

Instead there was afaint, musical twang, and where the Discworld hadn’t been, there the Discworld
was, asif it had dways been hiding somewhere thewholetime.

He a so redised that the feding of falling he had so recently learned to live with was one he was
probably going to die with, too. Asthe world appeared beneath him it brought this aeon’ s specid offer -
gravity, available in achoice of strengths from your nearest massive planetary body.

He said, as so often happens on these occasions, “ Aargh.”

The creator, ill gtting serendly in mid-air, appeared beside him as he plummeted.



“Nice clouds, don't you think? Done agood job on the clouds,” he said.
“Aargh.” Rincewind repeated.
“ Something the matter?”’

“ Aa,gh.”

“That's humansfor you,” said the creator. “ Always rushing off somewhere.” Heleaned closer. “It'snot
up to me, of course, but I’ ve often wondered what it is that goes through your heads.”

“It'sgoing to be my feetinaminutel” screamed Rincewind.

Eric, falling dongsde him, tugged a hisankle. “ That’ s not the way to talk to the creator of the universel”
he shouted. “Just tell him to do something, make the ground soft or something!”

“O, I dunnoiif | could do that,” said the creator. “It’s causdlity regulations. I’ d have the Inspector down
on melike aton of, aton of, aton of weight,” he added. “I could probably knock you up areally spongy
bog. Or quicksand' s very popular at the moment. | could do you a complete quicksand with marsh and
swamp en suite, no problem.”

“I" said Rincewind.

“You're going to have to speak up abit, I’'m sorry. Wait amoment.”

There was another harmonious twanging noise.

When Rincewind opened his eyes he was standing on abeach. So was Eric. The creator floated nearby.

Therewas no rushing wind. He hadn’t go so much asabruise.

“I'just wedged athingy in the velocities and positions,” said the cregator, noticing his expression. “Now:
what was it you were saying?’

“| rather wanted to stop plunging to my death,” said Rincewind.

“Oh. Good. Glad that’ s sorted out, then.” The creator |ooked around distractedly. “Y ou haven't seen
my book around, have you? 1 thought | had it in my hand when | started.” He sighed. “Lose me own
head next. | done awhole world once and completely left out the fingles. Not one of the buggers.
Couldn’t get ‘em at the time, told myself | could nip back when they were in stock, completely forgot.
Imagine that. No-one spotted it, of course, because obvioudy they just evolved there and they didn’t
know there ought to befingles, but it was definitely causing them deep, you know, psychologicd
problems. Deep down insde they could tell there was something missing, sort of thing.”

The creator pulled himself together.

“Anyway, | can’'t hang about dl day,” hesaid. “Likel sad, I’ve got alot of jobson.”

“Lots?’ said Eric. | thought there was only one.”

“Oh, no. There smasses of them,” said the creator, beginning to fade away. “ That’ s quantum mechanics



for you, see. You don't do it once and have done. No, they keep on branching off. Multiple choice they
cdl it, it'slike painting the - painting the - painting something very big that you have to keep on painting,
sort of thing. It'sdl very well saying you just have to change one little detail, but which one, that’ stheredl
bugger. Wéll, nice to have met you. If you need any extrawork, you know, an extramoon or something

1] HW! ”

The creator regppeared, his eyebrows raised in polite surprise.

“What happensnow?’ said Rincewind.

“Now?Wsél, | imaginethere Il be some gods along soon. They don’t wait long to movein, you know.
Likefliesaround a- fliesaround a- likeflies. They tend to be abit high-spirited to start with, but they
soon settle down. | suppose they take care of all the people, ekcetra” The creator leaned forward. “I’ve
never been good at doing people. Never seem to get the arms and legsright.” He vanished.

They waited.

“I think he'sreally gonethistime,” said Eric, after awhile. “What anice man.”

“Y ou certainly understand alot more about why theworld islikeit is after talking to him,” said
Rincewind.

“What' re quantum mechanics?’

“1 don’'t know. People who repair quantums, | suppose.”

Rincewind looked at the egg and cress sandwich, ill in hishand. Therewas till no mayonnaiseiniit,
and the bread was soggy, but it would be thousands of years before there was another one. There had to
be the dawn of agriculture, the domestication of animas, the evolution of the breadknife from its primitive
flint ancestry, the development of dairy technology - and, if there was any desire to make a proper job of
it, the cultivation of olive trees, pepper plants, sdt pans, vinegar fermentation processes and the
techniques of dementary food chemistry - before the world would see another on likeit. It was unique, a
littlewhite triangle full of anachronisms, logt and dl donein an unfriendly world,

Hebit it anyway. It wasn't very nice.
“What | don’'t understand,” said Eric, “iswhy we are here.”

“| takeit that isn’'t aphilosophica question,” said Rincewind, “1 take it you mean: why are we here at the
dawn of creation on this beach which has hardly been used?’

“Yes. That' swhat | meant.”

Rincewind sat down on arock and sighed. “1 think it’s pretty obvious, isn'tit?” he said. “Y ou wanted to
liveforever.”

“I didn’t say anything about travelling intime,” said Eric. “I was very clear about it so there’d be no
tricks”



“Thereign't atrick. Thewishistrying to be helpful. | mean, it’s pretty obvious when you think about it.
‘Forever’ means the entire span of space and time. Forever. For Ever. See?’

“Y ou mean you have to sort of start at Square One?’

“Precisdy.”

“But that’ sno good! It’sgoing to be years before there' s anyone el se around!”

“Centuries,” corrected Rincewind gloomily. “Millennia. lains. And then theré sgoing to be dl kinds of
\\I/V:; r?;?j ;nonsters and stuff. Mot of history is pretty appalling, when you look hard at it. Or even not

“But what | meant was, | just wanted to go on living for ever from now,” said Eric franticaly. “1 mean,
from then. | mean, look at this place. No girls. No people. Nothing to do on Saturday nights...”

“It won't even have any Saturday nightsfor thousands of years,” said Rincewind. * Just nights.”

“Y ou must take me back at once,” said Eric. “| order it. Avaunt!”

“Y ou say that one moretimeand | will giveyou athick ear,” said Rincewind.

“But dl you haveto do is snap your fingers”

“It won't work. Y ou' ve had your three wishes. Sorry.”

“What shdl | do?’

“Well, if you see anything crawl out of the seaand try to breathe, you could try telling it not to bother.”
“Y ou think thisisfunny, don’t you?’

“It israther amusing, Snce you mentionit,” said Rincewind, his face expressionless.

“The joke s going to be wearing pretty thin over the years, then,” said Eric.

“What?’

“Wadll, you' re not going to go anywhere, are you? Y ou'll have to stay with me.”

“Nonsensg, I'll - “ Rincewind looked around desperately. I’ [l what? He thought.

Thewavesrolled peacefully up the beach, not very strongly a the moment because they were ill feding
their way. Thefirg high tide was coming in, cautioudy. There was no tideline, no streaky line of old
seaweed and shellsto give it someidea of what was expected of it. The air had the clean, fresh smdll of

ar that has yet to know the effusions of aforest floor or theinsand outs of aruminant’s digestive system.

Rincewind had grown up in Ankh-Morpork. He liked air that had been around a bit, had got to know
people, had been lived in.

“We ve got to get back,” he said urgently.



“That'swhat |I've been saying,” said Eric, with strained patience.

Rincewind took another bite of the sandwich. He d looked death in the face many times, or more
precisely Death had looked him in the back of hisrapidly-retreating head many times, and suddenly the
prospect of living forever didn't appeal. There were of course great questions he might learn the answer
to, such ashow life evolved and al therest of it, but looked at asaway of spending al your sparetime
for the next infinity it wasn't a patch on aquiet evening strolling through the streets of Ankh.

Stll, he' d acquired an ancestor. That was something. Not everyone had an ancestor. What would his
ancestor have donein asituation like this?

Hewouldn't have been here.

Well, yes, of course, but gpart from that, he would have - he would have used hisfine military mind to
consder the tools available, that’ s what he would have done.

He had: item, one half-eaten egg and cress sandwich. No help there. He threw it away.

He had: item, himsdlf. He drew atick in the sand. He wasn’t certain what use he could be, but he could
come back to that later.

He had: item, Eric. Thirteen-year-old demonologist and acne attack ground zero.
That seemed to be abouit it.

He gtared at the clean, fresh sand for awhile, doodlinginiit.

Then hesad, quietly: “Eric. Come hereamomernt...”

The waves were alot stronger now. They had redly got the hang of the tide thing, and were venturing a
little ebb and flow.

Adtfgl materidised in apuff of blue smoke.
“Ahal” hesaid, but thisfdl rather flat because there was no-oneto hesar it.

He looked down. There were footprintsin the sand. Hundreds of them. They ran backwards and
forwards, asif something had been frantically searching, and then vanished.

Heleaned nearer. It was hard to make out, what with al the footprints and the effects of the wind and
thetide, but just on the edge of the encroaching surf were the unmistakable sgns of amagic circle.

Adtfgl said aswearword that fused the sand around him into glass, and vanished.
Thetide got on with things. Further down the beach the last surge poured into a hollow in the rocks, and
the new sun beamed down on the soaking remains of a haf-eaten egg and cress sandwich. Tida action

turned it over. Thousands of bacteria suddenly found themselvesin the midst of ataste explosion, and
started to breed like mad.

If only there had been some mayonnaisg, life might have turned out awhole lot different. More piquant,



and perhgpswith alittle extracreaminit.

Travelling by magic always had maor drawbacks. There wasthe fedling that your ssomach waslagging
behind. And your mind filled up with terror because the destination was aways alittle uncertain. It wasn't
that you could come out anywhere. “ Anywhere’ represented a very restricted range of choices
compared to the kind of places magic could transport you to. The actud travelling was easy. It was
achieving adestination which, for example, alowed you to survivein dl four dimensions a once that took
thered effort.

In fact the scope for error was so huge it seemed something of an anti-climax to emergein afairly
ordinary, sandy-floored cavern.

It contained, on the far wall, adoor.

There was aforbidding door. It looked as though its designer had studied all the cell doors he could find
and had then gone away and produced aversion for, asit were, full visua orchestra. It was more of a
portal. Some ancient and probably fearful warning was etched over its crumbling arch, but it was
destined to remain unread because over it someone el se had pasted a bright red-and-white notice which
read: “You Don't Have To Be ' Damned’ To Work Here, But It Helps!!!”

Rincewind squinted up at the notice.

“Of coursel canread it,” hesaid. “I just don’'t happen to believeit.”

“Multiple exclamation marks,” he went on, shaking his head, “are asure sgn of adiseased mind.”

Helooked behind him. The glowing outlines of Eric’smagic circle faded and winked out.

“I’m not being picky, you understand,” he said. “It’sjust that | thought you said you could get us back to
Ankh. Thisisn't Ankh. | cantell by thelittle details, like the flickering red shadows and the distant
screaming. In Ankh the screaming is usudly much closer,” he added.

“I think | did very well to get it towork at dl,” said Eric, bridling. “Y ou’ re not supposed to be able to
run magic circlesin reverse. In theory it meansyou stay in the circle and redlity moves around you. | think
| did very well. You see,” he added, hisvoice suddenly vibrating with enthusiasm, “if you rewrite the
source codex and, thisisthe difficult bit, you route it through a high-leve - *

“Yes, yes, very clever, what will you people think of next,” said Rincewind. “Theonly thingis, we're, |
think it’ squite possiblethat we' rein Hell.”

“Oh?’

Eric’slack of reaction made Rincewind curious.

“You know,” he added. “The place with dl thedemonsinit?’
“Oh?’

“Not agood placeto be, it sgenerdly fdt,” said Rincewind.

Rincewind thought about this. He wasn't, when you got right down to it, quite sure what it was that



demons did to you. But he did know what humans did to you, and after alifetimein Ankh-Morpork this
place could turn out to be an improvement. Warmer, at any rate.

Helooked at the door-knocker. It was black and horrible, but that didn’t matter because it was dso
tied up so that it couldn’t be used. Besideit, with dl the Sgns of being instdled recently by someone who
didn’t know what they were doing and didn’t want to do it, was a button set into the splintered
woodwork. Rincewind gave it an experimenta prod.

The sound it produced might once have been apopular tune, possibly even one written by askilled
composer to whom had been vouchsafed, for abrief ecstatic moment, the music of the spheres. Now,
however, it just went bing-BONG-ding-DONG.

And it would be alazy use of language to say that the thing that answered the door was a nightmare.
Nightmares are usudly rather daft things and it' s very hard to explain to alistener what was so dreadful
about your socks coming dive or giant carrots jumping out of hedgerows. Thisthing was the kind of
terrifying thing that could only be created by someone Sitting down and thinking horrible thoughts very
clearly. It had more tentacles than legs, but fewer arms than heads.

It also had abadge.

The badge said: “My nameis Urglefloggah, Spawn of the Pit and Loathly Guardian of the Dread Portd:
How May | Help You?’

It was not very happy about this.

“Yes?' it rasped.

Rincewind was dtill reading the badge.

“How may you help us?’ he said, aghast.

Urglefloggah, who bore a certain resemblance to the late Quezovercoatl, ground some of itsteeth.
“"Hi... there',” it intoned, in the manner of one who has had the script patiently explained to him by
someone with ared-hot branding iron. “’ My name is Urglefloggah, Spawn of the Fit, and | am your host
for today... May | bethe first to welcome you to our luxurioudy-appointed -*”

“Hang on amoment,” said Rincewind.

“’-chosen for your convenience—‘,” Urglefloggah rumbled.

“There' s something not right here,” said Rincewind.

“’- full regard for the wishes of Y OU, the consumer -*,” the demon continued stoicaly.

“Excuseme” sad Rincawind.

“’- aspleasurable as possible’,” said Urglefloggah. It made anoise like asigh of rdlief, from somewhere
deep initsmandibles. Now it gppeared listening for thefirst time. “Yes? What?’ it said.

“Where arewe?’ said Rincewind.



V arious mouths beamed. “ Quail, mortagl”
“What? We' rein abird?’

“Grovel and cower, mortals!” the demon corrected itself, “for you are condemned to everlast - * It
paused, and gave alittle whimper.

“Therewill beabrief period of correctivetheragpy,” it corrected itself again, spitting out each word,
“which we hope to make asingructive and enjoyable as possible, with due regard to dl the rights of
Y OU, the customer.”

It eyed Rincewind with severd eyes. “Dreadful, isn't it?’ it said, in amore normd voice. “Don’'t blame
me. If it was up to meit would be the old burning thingys up the whatsit, toot sweset.”

“Thisishel,isn'tit,” said Eric. “I’ ve seen pictures.”

“You'reright there,” said the demon mournfully. It sat down, or at least folded itsdlf in some complicated
way. “Persond service, that’ swhat it used to be. People used to fed that we were taking an interest, that
they weren’t just numbers but, well, victims. We had atradition of service. Fat ot he cares. But what am
| telling you my troublesfor? It' snot asif you haven't got plenty of your own, what with being dead and
being here. Y ou're not musicians, areyou?’

“Actudly we re not even dea - “ Rincewind began. The demon ignored him, but got up and began to
plod ponderously down the dank corridor, beckoning them to follow.

“You'dredly hateit hereif you was musicians. Hateit more, | mean. Thewalls play music al day long,
well, he calsit music, I’ ve got nothing against agood tune, mark you, something to scream along with,
but thisisn't it, | mean, | heard where we' re supposed to all the best tunes, so why've we got al this stuff
that sounds like someone turned on the piano and then walked away and lft it?’

“In point of fact -*

“And then there s the potted plants. Don't get mewrong, | liketo see abit of green around the place.
Only some of the lads saysthese plantsaren’t redl but what | say is, they must be, no-onein their right
mind would make a plant that looks like dark green leather and smellslike adead doth. He saysit gives
the place afriendly and open aspect. Friendly and open aspect! I’ ve seen keen gardeners break down
and cry. I’'mtelling you, they said it made everything we did to them afterwards seem like an
improvement.”

“Dead isnot what we - said Rincewind, trying to hammer the wordsinto agap in the things endless
monotone, but he wastoo late.

“The coffee machine, now, the coffee machineg sagood one, I'll grant you. We only used to drown
peoplein lakes of cat’s pee, wee didn’t make them buy it by the cup.”

“We'renot dead!” Eric shouted.
Urglefloggah cameto aquivering hdlt.

“Of courseyou'redead,” it said. “ Else you wouldn't be here. They wouldn’t last five minutes.” It



opened severd of its mouths, showing a choice of fangs. “Hur hur,” it added. “If | wasto catch any live
people down here -

Not for nothing had Rincewind survived for yearsin the paranoid complexities of Unseen University. He
felt dmogt a home. Hisreflexes operated with incredible precision.

“Y ou mean you weren't told?’ he said.

It was hard to see if Urglefloggah’s expression changed, if only because it was hard to know what part
of it was expression, but it definitely projected afamiliar air of sudden and resentful uncertainty.

“Toldwhat?’ it said.

Rincewind looked at Eric. “ Y ou' d think they’ d tell people, wouldn’t you?’

“Tel themwh - argarg,” said Eric, clutching hisankle.

“That’ s modern management for you,” said Rincewind, hisface radiating angry concern. “They go ahead
and make dl these changes, al these new arrangements, and do they consult the very people who form
the backbone -*

“- exoskdeton -“ corrected the demon.

“- or other calcareous or chitinous structure, of the organisation?” Rincewind finished smoothly. He
waited for what he knew would have to come.

“Not them,” said Urglefloggah. “ Too busy sticking up notices, they are.”
“I think that’ s pretty disgusting,” said Rincewind.

“D’you know, said Urglefloggah, “they wouldn't let me on the Club 18,000 - 30,000 holiday? Said |
wastoo old. Said | would spoil the fun.”

“What' sthe netherworld coming to?” said Rincewind sympatheticaly.

“They never come down here, you know,” said the demon, sagging abit. “They never tell me anything.
Ohyes, very important, only keeping the bloody gate, most important | don’t think!”

“Look,” said Rincewind. “Y ou wouldn’t like me to have aword, would you?’
“Down heredl hours, seeing ‘emin -

“Perhapsif we spoke to someone?’ said Rincewind.

The demon sniffed, from severa noses at once.

“Would you?’ it said.

“Behappy to,” said Rincewind.

Urglefloggah brightened allittle, but not too much, just in case. “Can’t do any harm, can it?” it said.



Rincewind stedled himself and patted the thing on what he hoped fervently wasits back.
“Don’t you worry about it,” he said.

“That’ svery kind of you.”

Rincewind looked across the shuddering heap at Eric.

“We d better go,” hesaid. “ So we're not late for our appointment.” He made frantic sgnals over the
demon’s head.

Eric grinned. “Y eah, right, gppointment,” he said. They walked up the wide passage.
Eric garted to giggle hystericdly.
“Thisiswherewerun, right?’ he said.

“Thisiswherewewak,” said Rincewind. “ Just walk. The important ting isto act nonchdant. The
important thing isto get thetiming right.”

He looked at Eric.

Ericlooked at him.

Behind them, Urglefloggah made akind of I’ ve-just-worked-it-out noise.
“About now?’ said Eric.

“About now | think would do it, yes.”

They ran.

Hell wasn't what Rincewind had been led to expect, dthough there were signs of what it might once
have been - afew clinkersin acorner, abad scorch mark on the ceiling. It was hot, though, with the kind
of heet that you get by boiling air inside an oven for years -

Hell, it has been suggested, is other people.

This hasdways come as abit of asurprise to many working demons, who had dways thought hell was
gticking sharp thingsinto people and pushing them into lakes of blood and so on.

Thisis because demons, like most people, have failed to distinguish between the body and the soul.

The fact was that, as droves of demon kings had noticed, there was alimit to what you could doto a
soul with, eg., red-hot tweezers, because even fairly evil and corrupt souls were bright enough to redlise
that since they didn’t have the concomitant body and nerve endings attached to them there was no redl
reason, other than force of habit, why they should suffer excruciating agony. So they didn’t. Demons
went on doing it anyway, because numb and mindless stupidity is part of what being ademonisdl about,



but since no-one was suffering they didn’t enjoy it much ether and the whole thing was pointless.
Centuries and centuries of pointlessness.

Adtfgl had adopted, without realising what he was doing, aradically new approach.

Demons can move interdimensionaly, and so he d found the basic ingredients for avery worthwhile lake
of blood equivaent, asit were, for the soul. Learn from humans, he’ d told the demon lords. Learn from
humans. It' s amazing what you can learn from humans.

Y ou take, for example, acertain type of hotdl. It isprobably an English version of an American hotel,
but operated with that peculiarly English geniusfor taking something American and subtracting fromit its
one worthwhile aspect, S0 that you end up with dow fast food, West Country and Western music and,
wdll, thishotd.

It'searly closing day. The bar isredly just a paste-pink pandled table with asilly bucket oniit, set in one
corner, and it won’'t be open for hours yet. And then you add rain, and | et the one channedl available on
the TV be, perhaps, Welsh Channd Four, showing its usua mobius Eisteddfod from Pant-y-gyrdl. And
thereisonly one book in this hotd, left behind by a previousvictim. It is one of those where the name of
the author ison thefront in raised gold letters much bigger than thetittle, and it probably hasaroseand a
bullet on there too. Half the pages are missing.

And the only cinemain the town is showing something with sub-titles and French umbrellasinit.

And then you stop time, but not experience, so that it seems as though the very fluff in the carpet is
gradudly rising up to fill the brain and your mouth startsto taste like an old denture.

And you makeit last for ever and ever. That's even longer than from now to opening time.
And then you didtil it.

Of course the Discworld lacks anumber of the items listed above, but boredom is universa and Agtfgl
had achieved in Hell aparticularly high brand of boredom which islike the boredom you get which isa)
costing you money, and b) istaking place while you should be having anicetime.

The cavernsthat opened before Rincewind werefull of mist and tasteful room dividers. Now and again
screams of ennui rose from between the pot plants, but mainly there was the terrible numbing silence of
the human brain being reduced to cream cheese from the inside out.

“l don't understand,” said Eric, “Where are the furnaces? Where are the flames? Where” he added,
hopefully, “ are the succubi?’

Rincewind peered at the nearest exhibit.

A disconsolate demon, whose badge proclaimed it to be Azaremoth, the Stench of Dog Breath, and
moreover hoped the reader would have anice day, was Sitting on the edge of ashallow pit wherein lay a
rock on which aman was chained and spreadeagled.

A very tired-looking bird was perched beside him. Rincewind thought that Eric’ shad it bad, but thisbird
had definitely been through the mangle of Life. It looked asthough it had been plucked first and then had
its feathers stuck back on.



Curiogity overcame Rincewind susua cowardice
“What' sgoing on?’ he said. “What' s happening to him?’

The demon stopped kicking his heels on the edge of the pit. It didn’t occur to it to question Rincewind's
presence. It assumed that he wouldn't be here unless he had aright to be. The aternative was

unbdievable

“I don’t know what he done,” it said, “but when | first come here his punishment was to be chained to
that rock and every day an eagle would come down and peck hisliver out. Bit of an old favourite, that

one’
“It doesn't look asthough it’ s attacking him now,” said Rincewind.

“Nah. That'sdl changed. Now it flies down every day and tells him about its hernia operation. Now it's
effective, I'll grant you,” said the demon sadly, “but it' snot what I’d call torture.”

Rincewind turned away, but not before catching a glimpse of thelook of termina agony onthevictim's
face. It wasterrible.

There wasworse, however. In the next pit several chained and groaning people were being shown a
seriesof paintings. A demon in front of them was reading from ascript.

“- thisiswhen we werein the Fifth Circle, only you can’t see where we stayed, it was just off to the left
there, and thisisthat funny couple we met, you' d never beieveit, they lived on the Icy Plains of Doom

just next door to -
Eric looked at Rincewind.
“It’ sshowing them pictures of itsdlf on holiday?’ he said.
They both shrugged and walked away, shaking their heads.

Then there wasasmadll hill. At the bottom of the hill there was around rock. Besdetherock sat a
manacled man, his despairing head buried in hishands. A squat green demon stood beside him, almost
buckling under the weight of an enormous book.

“I’ve heard of thisone,” said Eric. “Man who went and defied the gods or something. Got to keep
pushing that rock up the hill even though it rollsback al the time -

The demon looked up.

“But fird,” it trilled, “he must ligen to the Unhealthy and Unsafety Regulations governing the lifting and
moving of Large Objects”

Volume 93 of the Commentaries, in fact. The Regulations themselves comprised afurther 1,440
volumes. Part 1, that is.

Rincewind had dways liked boredom, treasuring it if only because of itsrarity value. It had dways
seemed to him that the only timesin hislife when he wasn't being chased, imprisoned or hit were when he
was being dropped from things, and whilefaling along way aways had a certain sameness abot it, it



did not redlly count as “boring”. The only time he could ook back on with a certain amount of fondness
was his brief spell asassstant Librarian at Unseen Universty, when there wasn't much to do except read
books, make sure the Librarian’s banana supply wasn't interrupted and, rarely, help him with a
particularly recacitrant grimoire.

Now he redlised what made boredom so attractive. It was the knowledge that worse things, dangerously
exciting things, were going on just around the corner and that you were well out of them. For boredom to
be enjoyable there had to be something to compare it with.

Whereas thiswas just boredom on top of more boredom, winding in on itself until it became a great
crushing dedgehammer which paralysed dl thought and experience and pounded eternity into something
likeflannd.

“Thisisdreadful,” hesad.

The chained man raised ahaggard face. “Y ou'retelling me?’ he said. “1 used to like pushing the ball up
the hill. Y ou could stop for achat, you could see what was going on, you could try various holds and
everything. | wasabit of atourist attraction, people used to point me out. | wouldn't say it wasfun, but it
gaveyou apurposein the afterlife.”

“And | used to help him,” said the demon, its voice raw with sullen indignation. “Give you abit of a
hand, sometimes, didn’t I”? Pass on a bit of gossip and that. Sort of encourage him when it rolled back
and that. I’ d say things like ‘whoops, there goes the bleeder again,” and he' d say ‘Bugger it’. We had
sometimes, dint we? Grest times.” It blew its nose.

Rincewind coughed.

“ Sgetting too much,” said the demon. “We used to be happy inthe old days. It wasn't asif it used to
hurt anyone much and, well, wewasdl in it together.”

“That'sit,” said the chained man. “Y ou knew if you kept your nose clean you' d stand a chance of
getting out one day. Y ou know, once aweek now | have to stop thisfor craft lessons?’

“That must benice,” said Rincewind uncertainly.
The man’s eyes narrowed. “Basketwork?’ he said.

“I been here eighteen millennia, demon and imp,” grumbled the demon. “I learned my trade, | did.
Eighteen thousand bloody years behind the pitchfork, and now this. Reading a-*

A sonic boom echoed the length of Hell.

“Oi 0i,” said the demon. “He' s back. He sounds angry, too. We' d better get our heads down.” And
indeed, al over the circles of Hades, demons and damned were groaning in unison and getting back to
ther private hdls.

The chained man broke into a swest.

“Look, Vizzimuth,” he said, “couldn’t we just sort of miss out one or two of paragraphs-*

“It'smy job,” said the demon wretchedly. *Y ou know He checks up, it's more than my job’sworth -*



He broke off, gave Rincewind a sad grimace, and patted the sobbing figure with agentle talon.
“Tell youwhat,” hesaid kindly, “1I'll skip some of the sub-clauses.”

Rincewind took Eric by an unressting shoulder.

“We d better get dong,” he said quietly.

“Thisisredly horrible,” said Eric, asthey walked away. “ It gives evil abad name.”

“Um,” said Rincewind. He didn’t like the sound of Him being back and Him being angry. Whenever

something important enough to deserve capitd letterswas angry in the vicinity of Rincewind, it was
usudly angry with him.

“If you know such alot about thisplace,” he said, “perhaps you can remember how to get out?’

Eric scratched hisheed. “ It helpsif one of youisagirl,” he said. “ According to Ephebian mythology,
there’ sagirl who comes down here every winter.”

“To keep warm?’
“I think the story says she actualy creates the winter, sort of.”
“I"'ve known women like that,” said Rincewind, nodding wisdly.

“Orit hdpsif you' vegot alyre, | think.”

“Ah. We could be on firmer ground here,” said Rincewind. He thought for abit and then said, “Er. My
dog... my dog hassix legs.”

“Thekind you play,” said Eric patiently.

“Oh,”

“And, and, and when you do leave, if you look back... | think pomegranates come into it somewhere,
or, or, or you turn into a piece of wood.”

“I never look back,” said Rincewind firmly. “One of thefirst rules of running away is, never look back.”

Therewas aroar behind them.

“Egpecidly when you hear loud noises,” Rincewind went on. “When it comesto cowardice, that' s what
sorts out the men from the sheep. Y ou run straight away.” He grabbed the skirts of hisrobe.

And they ran and ran, until afamiliar voice said: “Ho there, dear lads. Hop up. It'samazing how you
meet old friends down here.”

And another voice said, “Wossname? Wossname?”

“Where are they!”



The sub-lords of Hell trembled. Thiswas going to be dreadful. It might even result in amemo.

“They cant have escaped,” rasped Astfgl. “ They' re here somewhere. Why can you not find them? Am |
surrounded by incompetents aswell asfools?’

“My lord -*
The demon princes turned.

The speaker was Duke Vassenego, one of the oldest demons. How old, no-one knew. But if hedidn’t
actualy invent origind gin, at least he made one of thefirst copies. In terms of sheer enterprise and
deviousness of mind he might even have passed for human and, in fact, generally took the form of an old,
rather sad lawyer with an eagle somewherein his ancestry.

And every demonic mind thought: poor Vassenego, he sdoneit thistime. Thiswon’t be just amemo,
thiswill be apolicy statement, c.c.’d to al departments and a copy for files.

Astfgl turned dowly, as though mounted on aturntable. He was back in his preferred form now but had
pulled himsdf together, asit were, on ahigher level of emotion. The mere thought of living humansin his
domain made him twang with fury likeaviolin string. Y ou couldn’t trust them. They were unrdiable. The
last human alowed down here dive had given the place aterribly bad press. Above dl, they made him
fed inferior.

Now the full wattage of his anger focused on the old demon.
“You had apoint to make?’ he sad.

“I was merely going to say, lord, that we have made an extensive search of al eight circlesand | am
redly certain-“

“Silence! Don't think | don’t know what' sgoing on,” growled Adtfgl, circling the drawn figure. “1've
seen you - and you, and you” - histrident pointed at some of the other lords- “ plotting in corners,
encouraging rebellion! | rule here, isthat not so? And | will be obeyed!”

Vassenego was pale. His patrician nodrilsflared like jet intakes. Everything about him said: you
pompous little creature, of course we encourage rebellion, we' re demons! And | was maddening the
minds of princes when you were encouraging cats to leave dead mice under the bed, you small-minded,
paper-worshipping nincompoop! Everything about him said this except hisvoice, which said, camly,
“No-oneisdenyingthis, sre”

“Then search again! And the demon who let them inisto be taken to the lowest pit and disassembled, is
that clear?”’

Vassenego' s eyebrowsrose. “Old Urglefloggah, sire? Hewas foolish, certainly, but heisloya -*
“Areyou by any chance endeavouring to contradict me?’

Vassenego hesitated. Dreadful as he privately held the king to be, demons are strong believersin
precedence and hierarchy. There were too many young demons pressing below them for the senior lords

to openly demonstrate the ways of regicide and coup, no matter what the provocation. VVassenego had
plansof hisown. No sensein spoiling things now.



“No, sre,” hesaid. “But that will mean, dire, that the dread porta isno longer -*
“Doit!”
The Luggage arrived at the dread portal.

There was no way to describe how angry you can get running nearly twice the length of the space-time
continuum, and the L uggage had been pretty annoyed to start with.

It looked at the hinges. It looked at the locks. It backed away a bit and appeared to read the new sign
over the portdl.

Possibly thismade it angrier, although with the L uggage there wasn't any reliable way of telling because
it gpent al itstime beyond, in amanner of speaking, the hodtility event horizon.

The doors of Hell were ancient. It wasn't just time and heat that had baked their wood to something like
black granite. They'd picked up fear and dull evil. They were more than merethingstofill aholeinthe
wall. They were bright enough to be dimly aware what their future waslikely to hold.

They watched the Luggage shuffle back acrossthe sand, flex itslegs and crouch down.

Thelock clicked. The bolts dragged themsalves back hurriedly. The great barsjerked from their
sockets. The doors flung themsalves back against the wall.

The Luggage untensed. It straightened. It stepped forward. It dmost strutted. It passed between the
straining hinges and, when it was nearly through, turned and gave the nearest door adamn good kick.

There was agreat treadmill. It didn’t power anything, and had particularly creaky bearings. It was one of
Adtfgl’smoreinspired ideas, and had no use whatsoever except to show severa hundred people that if
they had thought their lives had been pretty pointless, they hadn’t seen anything yet.

“We cant stay herefor ever,” said Rincewind. “We need to do things. Like eat.”

“That’ sone of the tremendous advantages of being adamned soul,” said Ponce daQuirm. “All the old
bodily caresfade away. Of course, you get acompletely new set of cares, but | have aways found it
advisableto look for the silver lining.”

“Wossname!” said the parrot, who was sitting on his shoulder.

“Fancy that,” said Rincewind. “I never knew animals could go to Hell. Although | can quite see why they
made an exception in this case.”

“Up yourswizard!”
“Why don't they look for us here, that’swhat | don’t understand?’ said Eric.

“Shut up and keep walking,” said Rincewind. “They’ re stupid, that’ swhy. They can't imagine that we
would be doing something like this”

“Yes, they'reright there. | can’t imagine that we are doing something likethis, ether,” said Eric.



Rincewind treadled for abit, watching acrowd of frantically searching demons hurry past.

“So you didn't find the Fountain of Y outh, then,” he said, fedling that he should make some
conversation.

“Oh, but | did,” said daQuirm earnestly. “A clear spring, degp inthejungle. It wasvery impressive. |
had agood long drink, too. Or draught, which | think isthe more appropriate word.”

“And - ?" said Rincewind.
“It definitely worked. Y es. For awhilethere| could definitdly fed mysdf younger.”
“But -* Rincewind waved avague hand to take in da Quirm, the treadmill, the towering circles of the Fit.

“Ah,” said the old man. “Of course, that’ sthe really annoying hit. I’ d read so much about the fountain,
and you' d have thought someonein dl those books would have mentioned the redlly vita thing about the
water, wouldn't you?’

“Whichwas- 7’

“Bail it first. Saysit dl does'tit? Terrible shame, realy.”

The Luggage trotted down the great spiral road that linked the circles of the Pit. Even if conditions had
been normd it probably would not have attracted much attention. If anything, it wasrather less
astonishing than mogt of the denizens

“Thisisredly boring,” said Eric.

“That' sthe point,” said Rincewind.

“We shouldn't be lurking here, we should be trying to find away out!”

“Well, yes, but thereisn't one.”

“Thereis, infact,” said avoice behind Rincewind. It was the voice of someonewho had seenit dl and
hadn't liked any of it very much.

“Lavaeolus?’ said Rincewind. His ancestor was right behind them.

“*You'll get homeal right,” said Lavaeolusbitterly. “Y our very words. Huh. Ten years of one damn
thing after another. Y ou might have told achap.”

“Er,” said Eric. “Wedidn’t want to upset the course of history.”

“You didn’t want to upset the course of history,” said Lavaeolus dowly. He stared down at the
woodwork of the treadmill. “ Oh. Good. That makesit al right. | fed alot better for knowing that.
Speaking asthe course of history, I'd like to say thank you very much.”

“Excuseme,” said Rincewind.



vy e’
“Y ou said there' s another way out?’

“Oh, yes. A back way.”

“Whereisit?’

Lavaeolus stopped treadling for amoment and pointed across the misty hollow.
“Seethat arch over there?”

Rincewind peered into the distance,

“Just about,” he said. “Isthat it?’

“Yes. A long steep climb. Don’t know where it comes out, though.”

“How did you find out about it?’

Lavaeolus shrugged. “1 asked ademon,” he said. “ There sdways an easer way of doing everything,
you know.”

“It'd take forever to get there,” said Eric. “It’ sright on the other sde, we' d never makeit.”

Rincewind nodded, and glumly continued the endlesswalk. After afew minuteshe said: “Hasit struck
you we seem to be going faster?”’

Eric turned around.

The Luggage had stepped aboard and was trying to catch up with them.
Adtfgl sood infront of hismirror.

“Show me what they can see,” he commanded.

Y es, master.

Adtfgl ingpected the whirring image for amoment.

“Tell mewhat thismeans,” he said.

I"'m just amirror, master. What do | know?

Adfgl growled. “And I'm Lord of Hades,” he said, gesturing with histrident. “And I’ m prepared to risk
another seven years bad luck.”

The mirror consdered the available options.

I might be able to hear some creaking, lord, it ventured.



[13 ArUI?’
| smdl smoke,

“No smoke. | specifically banned al openfires. A very old-fashioned concept. It gave the place abad
name.”

Nevertheless, master.

“Show me... Hades.”

The mirror gave of its best. The King was just in time to see the treadwhed, its bearings glowing red hat,
crash down from its mountings and roll, as deceptively dowly as an avaanche, across the country of the
damned.

Rincewind hung from the pushbar, watching the rungs whirr past at apeed that would have burned the
soles off hissandasif he' d bee foolish enough to let hisfeet down. The dead, however, weretaking it al
with the cheerful aplomb of those who know that the worst has already happened to them. Cries of “Pass
the candyfloss,” drifted down. He heard L avaeolus commending the whedl’ s splendid traction and
explaining to da Quirm how, if you had a vehicle which put down itsroad in front of it, just like the
Luggage wasin fact doing, and then you covered it with armour, then wars would be less bloody, over in
haf the time and everyone could spend even longer going home,

The Luggage made no comment at dl. It could seeits master hanging afew feet away, and just kept
going. It may have occurred to it that the journey was taking sometime, but that was Time' s problem.
And 0, flinging out the occasond screaming soul, bumping and gyrating and crushing the occasiond
luckless demon, the wheel bowled on.

It smashed againgt the opposite cliff.

Lord Vassenego smiled.

“Now,” hesad, “itistime”

The other senior demons|ooked a bit shifty. They were, of course, steeped in evil, and Astfgl was
definitely Not One Of Us and the most revolting little oik ever to oil hisway into the post...

But... well, this... perhaps there were some things that were too...

“’ Learn from the ways of humans',” mimicked Vassenego. “He bade melearn from humans. Me! The
impudence! The arrogance! But | watched, oh, yes. | learned. | planned.”

Thelook on hisface was unspeskable. Even the lords of the nethermost circles, who gloried in villainy,
had to turn their heads.

Duke Drazometh the Putrid raised a heditant talon.

“But if he even sugpects” hesaid, “1 mean, he hasafoul temper on him. Those memos-“ He
shuddered.

“But what arewe doing?’ Vassenego spread his handsin agesture of innocence. “Whereisthe harmin



it? Brothers, | ask you: whereisthe harm?”’

Hisfingers curled. The knuckles shone white under the thin, blue-veined skin as he surveyed the
doubting faces.

“Or would you rather receive another statement of policy?’ he said.

Expressionstwitched asthe lords made up their mindslike arow of dominoesfaling over. Therewere
some things on which even they were united. No more policy statements, no more consultative
documents, no more morae-boosting messagesto dl staff. Thiswas Hell, but you had to draw theline
somewhere.

Earl Beezlemoth rubbed one of histhree noses. “ And humans somewhere thought thisup al by
themsdves?’ hesaid. “Wedidn't give them any you know, hints?’

V assenego shook his head.

“All their own work,” he said proudly, like afond schoolmaster who has just seen astar pupil graduate
summacum laude.

The earl stared into infinity. “I thought we were supposed to be the ghastly ones,” he said, hisvoicefilled
with awe.

Theold lord nodded. He' d waited along timefor this. While others had talked of red-hot revolution
he' d just stared out into the world of men, and watched, and marvelled.

This Rincewind character had been extremely useful. He' d managed to keep the King totally occupied.
He d been worth dl the effort. The damn-fool human il thought it was his fingers doing the business!
Three wishes, indeed!

And thusit was, when Rincewind pulled himsdf free of the wreckage of the whed, he found Astfgl, King
of Demon, Lord of Hell, Master of the Fit, standing over him.

Astfgl had passed through the earlier stage of fury and was now in that cam lagoon of rage where the
voiceis steady, the manner is measured and polite, and only afaint trace of Spittle at the corner of the
mouth betraysthe inner inferno.

Eric crawled out from under a broken spar and looked up.

“Oh dear,” hesaid.

The Demon King twirled the trident. Suddenly, it didn’t look comica any more. It looked like aheavy
metd stick with three horrible spikes on the end.

Astfgl smiled, and looked around. “No,” he said, apparently to himself. “Not here. It isnot public
enough. Come!”

A hand grasped each of them by the shoulder. They could no moreresist it than a couple of
non-identical snowflakes could resist aflamethrower. There was a moment’ s disorientation, and
Rincewind found himsdf in thelargest room in the universe.



It wasthe great hdl. Y ou could have built moon rocketsin it. The kings of Hell might have heard of
wordslike“subtlety” and “discretion”, but they had dso heard that if you had it you should flaunt it and
reasoned that, if you didn’t have it, you should flaunt it even more, and what they didn’t have was good
taste. Astfgl had done what he could but even he had been unable to add much to the basic bad design,
the clashing colours, and the terrible wallpaper. He d put in afew coffee tables and a bullfight poster, but
they were more or lesslogt in the overdl chaos, and the new antimacassar on the back of the Throne of
Dread only served to highlight some of its more annoying bas-rdliefs.

The two humans sprawled on the floor.
“And now -“ said Adtfgl.
But hisvoicewas|ost in asudden cheering.

He looked up.

Demons of every size and shapefilled dmogt dl the hdl, piling up thewalls and even hanging from the
celing. A demonic band struck up achoice of chords on avariety of instruments. A banner, dung from
onesde of the hdl to the other, read: Hale To Ther Cheve,

Adtfgl’ s brow knitted in instant paranoia as Vassenego, trailed by the other lords, bore down on him.
The old demon’ sface was split in atotaly guildess grin, and the King nearly panicked and hit it with the
trident before V assenego reached out and dapped him on the back.

“Wedl donel” hecried.
“What?’
“Oh, very well done!”

Adtfgl looked down at Rincewind.

“Oh,” hesaid. “Yes Wdl.” He coughed. “It was nothing,” he said, straightening up, “I knew you people
weren't getting anywhere so | just -

“Not these,” sneered Vassenego. “ Such trivid things. No, sire. | was referring to your elevation.”
“Elevetion?’ said Adfgl.

“Y our promotion, Sirel”

A great cheer went up from the younger demons, who would cheer anything.

“Promotion? But, but | am the King -“ Astfgl protested weekly. He could fed his grasp on events
beginning to dip.

“Pfooie!” said Vassenego expansively.

“Pfooie?’

“Indeed, sire. King?King? Sire, | speak for usall when | say that isno title for ademon such asyou,



Sre, ademon whose grasp of organisational matters and priorities, whose insight into the proper functions
of our being, whose - if | may say so - sheer intellectua capabilities have taken usto new and greater
depths, srel”

Despite himsdlf, Agtfgl preened. “Well, you know -“ he began.

“And yet wefind, despite your position, that you interest yoursdlf in the tiniest details of our work,” said
Vassenego, looking down his nose at Rincewind. * Such dedication! Such devotion!”

Astfgl swdled. “Of course, I've dwaysfelt -

Rincewind pulled himsdlf up on his ebows, and thought: ook out, behind you...

“And s0,” said Vassenego, beaming like acoastful of lighthouses, “the Council met and has decided, and
may | add, sire, has decided unanimoudly, to create an entirely new award in honour of your outstanding

achievementd”

“Theimportance of proper paperwork has - what award?’ said Astfgl, the minnows of suspicion
suddenly darting across the oceans of sdlf-esteem.

“The pogition, dre, of Supreme Life Presdent of Hdll!”
The band struck up again.

“With your own office - much bigger than the pokey thing you have had to suffer al these years, sire. Or
rather, Mr President!”

The band had ago at another chord.

The demonswaited.

“Will there be... potted plants?’ said Astfgl, dowly.
“Hogd Plantations! Jungles!”

Adtfgl appeared to belit by agentle, inner glow.
“And carpets? | mean, wall towal - 7’

“Thewalls have had to be moved apart especidly to accommodate them dl, sire. And think pile, Sre?
Wholetribes of pygmies are wondering why thelight stayson at night, srel”

The bewildered King alowed himsdlf to have an expansive arm thrown across his shoulder and was
gently led, al thoughts of vengeance forgotten, through the cheering crowds.

“I've dwaysfancied one of those specid thingsfor making coffee,” he murmured, asthe last vestiges of
self-control were eroded.

“A positive manufactory has been ingtdled, sire! And a speaking tube, Sire, for you to communi cate your
ingtructionsto your underlings. And the very latest in diaries, two aeonsto a page, and athing for -*



“Coloured marker pens. I've dways held that -

“Completerainbows, sire,” Vassenego boomed. “And let us go there without delay, sire, for | suspect

that with your normal keen insight you cannot wait to get to grips with the mighty tasks ahead of you,
are’

“Certainly, certainly! Timethey were done, indeed -* an expression of vague perplexity passed across
Adfgl’ sflushed face. “ These mighty tasks...”

“Nothing lessthan acomplete, full, authoritative, searching and in-depth analysis of our role, function,
prioritiesand gods, sire!”

Vassenego stood back.

The demon lords held their bregth.

Adtfgl frowned. The universe appeared to dow down. The stars hated momentarily in their courses.
“With forward planning?’ he said, at lagt.

“A top priority, Sre, which you have ingtantly pinpointed with your norma incisiveness,” said VVassenego
quickly.

The demon lords breathed again.
Astfgl’s chest expanded severd inches. “I shall need specid staff, of course, in order to formulate -*

“Formulate! The very thing!” said Vassenego, who was perhaps getting just abit carried avay. Astfgl
gave him afaintly suspicious glance, but a that moment the band struck up again.

The last words that Rincewind heard, asthe King was led out of the hall, were: “ And in order to analyse
information, | shdl need -

And then he was gone.

The rest of the demons, aware that the entertainment seemed to be over for the day, Started to mill
around and drift out of the green doors. It was beginning to dawn on the brightest of them that the fires
would soon be roaring again.

No-one seemed to be taking any notice of the two humans. Rincewind tugged at Eric’ srobe.

“Thisiswherewerun, right?’ said Eric.

“Wherewewalk,” said Rincewind firmly. “Nonchdantly, camly, and, er -*

“Fast?’

“Y ou pick things up quickly, don't you?’

It isessentid that the proper use of three wishes should bring happiness to the greatest available number
of people, and thisiswhat in fact had happened.



The Tezumen were happy. When no amount of worshipping caused the L uggage to come back and
trample their enemiesthey poisoned al their priests and tried enlightened atheism insteed, which il
meant they could kill as many people asthey liked but didn’t have to get up o early to do it.

The people of Tsort and Ephebe were happy - at least, the ones who write and feature in the dramas of
history were happy, which isdl that mattered. Now their long war was over and they could get on with
the proper concern of civilised nations, which isto prepare for the next one.

The people of Hell were happy, or at least happier than hitherto. The flames were flickering brightly
again, the same old familiar tortures were being inflicted on ethereal bodies quite incapable of feding
them, and the damned had been given the insight which makes hardship easier to bear - the absolute and
certain knowledge that things could be worse.

The demon lords were happy:

They stood around the magic mirror, enjoying a celebratory drink. Occasionaly one of them would risk
dapping Vassenego on the back.

“Shdl welet them go, sire?” said aduke, peering at the climbing figuresin the mirror’ sdark image.

“Oh, | think s0,” said Vassenego airily. “It'salways agood thing to let afew taes spread, you know.
Pour encouragy le - poor encoura - to make everyone sit up and take notice. And they have been useful,
after their fashion.” He looked into the depths of hisdrink, exulting quietly.

And yet, and yet, in the depths of his curly mind he thought he could hear the tiny voice that would grow
louder over the years, the voice that haunts all demon kings, everywhere: look out, behind you...

It is hard to say whether the Luggage was happy or not. It had vicioudy attacked fourteen demons so
far, and had three of them cornered in their own pit of boiling oil. Soon it would haveto follow its magter,
but it didn’t haveto rush.

One of the demons made afrantic grab for the bank. The Luggage stamped heavily onitsfingers.

The creator of universeswas happy. He' d just inserted one seven-sided snowflake into ablizzard asan
experiment, and no-one had noticed. Tomorrow he was haf-inclined to try smal, ddlicatey-crystalised
|etters of the alphabet. Alphabet Snow. It could be awinner.

Rincewind and Eric were happy:

“I can see blue sky!” said Eric. “Where do you think we' || come out?’ he added. “ And when?’

“Anywhere” said Rincewind. “ Anytime.”

He looked down at the broad steps they were climbing. They were something of anovelty; each one
was built out of large stone letters. The one he was just stepping on to, for example, read: | Meant It For
TheBedt.

The next onewas: | Thought You'd Likelt.

Eric was standing on: For the Sake of the Children.



“Werd, isn't it?’ hesaid. “Why doiit likethis?’

“| think they’ re meant to be good intentions,” said Rincewind. Thiswas aroad to Hell, and demons
were, after al, traditiondists.

And, whilethey are of courseirredeemably evil, they are not dways bad. And so Rincewind stepped of f
We Are Equa Opportunity Employers and through awall, which healed up behind him, and into the
world.

It could, he had to admit, have been alot worse.

Presdent Adtfgl, Sitting in apool of light in hishuge, dark office, blew into the speaking tube again.

“Hdlo?" hesad. “Hdlo?

There didn’t seem to be anyone answering.

Strange.

He picked up one of his coloured pens, and looked around at the stack of work behind him. All those

records, to be analysed, considered, assessed and evauated, and then suitable management directivesto
be arrived at, and an in-depth policy document to be drafted and then, after due consideration, redrafted

again...

He tried the tube once more.

“Hdlo?Hdlo?

No-onethere. Still, not to worry, lotsto do. Histime was far too important to waste.
He sank hisfeet into histhick, warm carpet.

He looked proudly at his plotted plants.

He tapped a complicated assembly of chromed wire and balls, which began to swing and click
executively.

He unscrewed the top of his pen with afirm, decisive hand.
Hewrote: What business arewe in???
He thought for abit, and then carefully wrote, underneath: We are in the damnation business!!!

And this, too, was happiness. Of asort.

1 Jugt erotic. Nothing kinky. It' sthe difference between using afeather and using a chicken.



2 It took thirty yearsto subside. The inhabitants spent alot of the time wading. It went down in history
asthe multiverse' s most embarrassing continental catastrophe.

3 0Old Tom was the single cracked bronze bell in the University bell tower. The clapper dropped out
shortly after it was cast, but the bl till tolled out some tremendously sonorous silences every hour.

4 The Bursar wasreferring obliqudly to the difficult occasion when the University very nearly caused the
end of the world, and would in fact have done so had it not been for achain of eventsinvolving
Rincewind, amagic carpet and ahaf-brick in asock. (See Sourcery.) Thewhole affair was very
embarrassing to wizards, asit dwaysisto people who find out afterwards that they were on thewrong
sdeadl aong, and it was remarkable how many of the University’ s senior staff were now adamant that at
the time they had been off sick, vidting their aunt, or doing research with the door |ocked while humming
loudly and had had no idea of what was going on outside. There had been some desultory talk about
putting a statue up to Rincewind but, by the curious achemy that tends to apply in these sengitive issues,
this quickly became a plague, then anote on the Roll of Honour, and finaly amotion of censure for being
improperly dressed.

5 Demons and their Hell are quite different from the Dungeon Dimensions, those endless pardldl
wastelands outside space and time. The sad, mad thingsin the Dungeon Dimensions have no
undergtanding of the world but smply crave light and shape and try to warm themselves by the fires of
redlity, clustering around it with about the same effect - if they ever broke through - as an ocean trying to
warm itsdf around a candle. Whereas demons belong to the same space-time waossname, more or less,
as humans, and have adeep and abiding interest in humanity’ s day-to-day affairs. Interestingly enough,
the gods of the Disc have never bothered much about judging the souls of the dead, and so people only
goto hell if that’ swhere they deserveto go. Which they won't do if they don’t know about it. This
explainswhy it isimportant to shoot missonaries on sght.

6 Demons have adistorted sense of values.

7 Rincewind had been told that death was just like going into another room. The differenceis, when you
shout, “Where' s my clean socks?’, no-one answers.

8 Thisisbecause wiring plugs, putting up shelves, sorting out the funny noisein attics and mowing lawvns
can eventually reduce even the strongest congtitution.

9 From adistanceit did, anyway. Closeto, no.
10 Ball games were unknown in the Discworld at thistime.

11 Many peoplethink it should have been ahydrogen molecule, but thisis against the observed facts.
Everyone who has found a hitherto unknown egg-whisk jamming an innocent kitchen drawer knows that
raw métter is continualy flowing into the universein fairly developed forms, popping into existence
normaly in ashtrays, vases and glove compartments. It choosesits shapeto alay suspicion, and common
manifestations are paperclips, the pins out of shirt packaging, the little keysfor centra heating radiators,
marbles, bits of crayon, mysterious sections of herb-chopping devices and old Kate Bush abums. Why
matter doesthisisunclear, but it is evident that matter has Plans.

It isalso apparent that creators sometimes favour the Big Bang method of universe construction, and at
other times use the more gentle methods of Continua Cregtion. Thisfollows studies by cosmotherapists
which have reveded that the violence of the Big Bang can give a universe serious psychologica problems



when it gets older.



