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REAPER MAN

The Morris danceis common to al inhabited worldsin the multiverse. It is danced under blue skiesto
celebrate the quickening of the soil and under bare stars because it’ s springtime and with any luck the
carbon dioxide will unfreeze again. The imperative isfelt by degp-sea beings who have never seen the
sun and urban humans whose only connection with the cycles of natureisthat their Volvo onceran over a

sheep.

It isdanced innocently by raggedy-bearded young mathematicians to an inexpert accordion rendering of
“Mrs. Widgery'sLodger” and ruthlessy by such asthe NinjaMorris Men of New Ankh, who can do
strange and terrible things with asmple handkerchief and abell. And it is never danced properly.

Except on the Discworld, which isflat and supported on the backs of four eephantswhich travel
through space on the shell of Great A’ Tuin, the world turtle. And even there, only in one place have they
got it right. It sasmall village high in the Ramtop Mountains, where the big and smple secret ishanded
down across the generations.

There, the men dance on thefirst day of spring, backwards and forwards, bellstied under their knees,
white shirts flapping. People come and watch. There' san ox roast afterwards, and it' sgenerdly
consdered anice day out for dl thefamily.

But that isn't the secret.

The secret is the other dance.

And that won't happen for awhile yet.

Thereisaticking, such asmight be made by aclock. And, indeed, in the ky thereisaclock, and the
ticking of freshly minted secondsflows out fromit.

At leadt, it looksaclock. But it isin fact exactly the opposite of aclock, and the biggest hand goes
around just once. Thereisaplain under adim sky. It is covered with gentle rolling curves that might
remind you of something eseif you saw it from along way away, and if you did seeit from along way
away you' d be very glad that you were, in fact, along way away.

Three grey figuresfloated just aboveit. Exactly what they were can’t be described in normal language.
Some people might call them cherubs, athough there was nothing rosycheeked about them. They might
be numbered among those who seeto it that gravity operates and that time stay's separate from space.

Cadl them auditors. Auditors of redlity.

They werein conversation without speaking. They didn’'t need to speak. They just changed redlity so



that they had spoken.
One said, It has never happened before. Can it be done?

Onesaid, It will haveto be done. Thereisapersondity. Persondities cometo an end. Only forces
endure. It said thiswith a certain satisfaction.

Onesaid, Besdes. . . there have been irregularities. Where you get personality, you get irregul arities.
Well-known fact.

One said, He has worked inefficiently?
One said, No. We can't get him there.

Onesad, That isthe point. Theword is him. Becoming apersondity isinefficient. We don't want it to
spread. Supposing gravity developed a personality? Supposing it decided to like people?

One said, Got a crush on them, sort of thing?

One sad, in avoice that would have been even chillier if it was not already at absolute zero, No.
Onesad, Sorry. Just my little joke.

One said, Besides, sometimes he wonders about hisjob. Such speculation is dangerous.

One said, No argument there.

One said, Then we are agreed?

One, who seemed to have been thinking about something, said, Just one moment. Did you not just use
the singular pronoun, “my’? Not developing a persondity, are you?

Onesad, guiltily, Who? Us?

One said. Wherethereis persondlity, thereis discord.

Onesaid. Yes. Yes. Very true.

Onesaid, All right. But watchiit in future.

One said, Then we are agreed?

They looked up at the face of Azradl, outlined against the sky. Infact, it wasthe sky.
Azrael nodded, dowly.

Onesad, Very well. Where isthis place?

Onesad, It isthe Discworld. It rides through space on the back of agiant turtle.

Onesaid, Oh, one of that sort. | hate them.



Onesaid, You'redoing it again. Yousaid‘I’.
Onesaid, No! No! | didn’t! | never said‘I’! ... oh, bugger . . .

It burst into flame. It burned in the same way that asmal cloud of vapour burns, quickly and with no
resdua mess. Almost immediately, another one appeared. It was identica in appearanceto its vanished

sbling.
One said, L et that be alesson. To become a persondity isto end. And now . . . let usgo.

Azragl watched them skim away.

It is hard to fathom the thoughts of a creature so big that, in real space, hislength would be measured
only interms of the speed of light. But he turned his enormous bulk and, with eyesthat stars could be lost

in, sought among the myriad worlds for aflat one.
On the back of aturtle. The Discworld - world and mirror of worlds.

It sounded interesting. And, in his prison of abillion years, Azragl was bored.

And thisisthe room where the future pours into the past via the pinch of the now.

Timerslinethewalls. Not hour-glasses, dthough they have the same shape. Not egg-timers, such asyou
might buy as a souvenir atached to asmall board with the name of the holiday resort of your choice
jauntily inscribed on it by someone with the same sense of style asajelly doughnut. 1t'snot even sand in
there. It's seconds, endlesdy turning the maybe into the was. And every lifetimer hasanameonit. And

theroomisfull of the soft hissing of peopleliving.
Picturethe scene. . .
And now add the sharp clicking of bone on stone, getting closer.

A dark shape crossesthefield of vision and moves up the endless shelves of shilant glassware. Click,
click. Here' saglass with the top bulb nearly empty. Bone fingers rise and reach out. Select. And
another. Select. And more. Many, many more. Select, Select.

It'sdl inaday’swork. Or it would be, if days existed here.
Click, click, select, the dark shape moves patiently along the rows.
And stops.

And hesitates.

Because here' sasmdl gold timer, not much bigger than awatch. It wasn't there yesterday, or wouldn’t
have been if yesterdays existed here.



Bony fingers close around it and hold it up to thelight. It sgot aname onit, in smal capita letters.
ThenameisDEATH.

Desath put down the timer, and then picked it up again. The sands of time were aready pouring through.
Heturned it over experimentaly, just in case. The sand went on pouring, only now it was going upwards.
He hadn't really expected anything else.

It meant that, even if tomorrows could exist here, there weren't going to be any. Not any more.

There was amovement in the air behind him. Death turned dowly, and addressed the figure that
wavered indiginctly in the gloom.

WHY?

It told him.

BUT THAT IS...NOT RIGHT.

It told him that No, it wasright.

Not amuscle moved on Degath’ s face, because he hadn’t got any.

| SHALL APPEAL.

It told him, he should know that there was no appeal. Never any appeal. Never any apped.
Deeth thought about this, and then he said:

| HAVEALWAYSDONE MY DUTY ASI SAW HIT.

Thefigure floated closer. It looked vaguely like a grey-robed and hooded monk.

It told him, We know. That iswhy we' reletting you keep the horse.

The sun was near the horizon.

The shortest-lived creatures on the Disc were mayflies, which barely make it through twenty-four hours.
Two of the oldest zigzagged aimlessly over the waters of atrout stream, discussing history with some
younger members of the evening hatching.

“You don't get the kind of sun now that you used to get, “ said one of them.

“You'reright there. We had proper sun in the good old hours. It were dl yellow. None of thisred stuff.”

“It were higher, too.”

“Itwas. You'reright.”



“And nymphs and larvae showed you a bit of respect.”

“They did. They did,” said the other mayfly vehemently.

“I reckon, if mayfliesthese hours behaved abit better, we' d ill be having proper sun.”
Theyounger mayflieslistened politely.

“I remember, “ said one of the oldest mayflies, “when dl thiswasfields, asfar asyou could see.”
The younger mayflieslooked around.

“It' sl fields,” one of them ventured, after apoliteinterval.

“I remember when it was better fields” said the old mayfly sharply.

“Yeah, “ said hiscolleague. “ And there was acow.”

“That'sright! You'reright! | remember that cow! Stood right over therefor, oh, forty, fifty minutes. It
was brown, as| recall.”

“You don’t get cows like that these hours.”
“Youdon't get cowsat al.”
“What'sacow?’ said one of the hatchlings.

“See?’ said the oldest mayfly triumphantly. “ That's modern Ephemeropterafor you. “ It paused. “What
were we doing before we were talking about the sun?’

“Zigzagging amlesdy over theweter,” said one of theyoung flies. Thiswas afair bet in any case.
“No, beforethat.”
“Er . ..youweretdling us about the Great Trout.”

“Ah. Yes. Right. The Trout. Well, you seg, if you' ve been agood mayfly, zigzagging up and down
properly -

“- taking heed of your elders and betters-”

“- yes, and taking heed of your elders and betters, then eventualy the Greet Trout -”
Clop

Clop

“Yes?' sad one of the younger mayflies.

Therewasno reply.



“The Great Trout what?' said another mayfly, nervoudy.
They looked down at a series of expanding concentric rings on the water.

“Theholy sgn!” said amayfly. "I remember being told about that! A Greet Circlein thewater! Thus
shall bethe sign of the Great Trout!”

The oldest of the young mayflies watched the water thoughtfully. It was beginning to redise thet, asthe
mogt senior fly present, it now had the privilege of hovering closest to the surface.

“They say, “ said the mayfly at the top of the zigzagging crowd, “that when the Great Trout comesfor
you, you go to aland flowing with . . . flowing with . . .”

Mayfliesdon't edt. It was at aloss. ”Flowing with water, “ it finished lamely.
“| wonder, “ said the oldest mayfly.

“It must be redlly good there, “ said the youngest.

“Oh?Why?’

“ ‘Cos no-one ever wants to come back.”

Wheress the oldest things on the Discworld were the famous Counting Pines, which grow right on the
permanent snowline of the high Ramtop Mountains.

The Counting Pineis one of the few known examples of borrowed evolution.

Most speciesdo their own evolving, making it up asthey go dong, which isthe way Nature intended.
Andthisisal very natural and organic and in tune with mysterious cycles of the cosmaos, which believes
that there’ snothing like millions of years of redly frustrating trid and error to give aspeciesmord fibre
and, in some cases, backbone.

Thisis probably finefrom the species point of view, but from the perspective of the actud individuas
involved it can beared pig, or at least asmall pink root-egting reptile that might one day evolveinto a
red pig.

So the Counting Pines avoided dl this by letting other vegetables do their evolving for them. A pine seed,
coming to rest anywhere on the Disc, immediatdly picks up the most effective local genetic codevia
morphic resonance and grows into whatever best suits the soil and climate, usualy doing much better at it
than the native trees themsdves, which it usualy usurps.

What makes the Counting Pines particularly noteworthy, however, isthe way they count.

Being dimly aware that human beings had learned to tell the age of atree by counting therings, the
original Counting Pines decided that thiswas why humans cut trees down.

Overnight every Counting Pine readjusted its genetic code to produce, at about eye-level onitstrunk, in



paeletters, its precise age. Within ayear they were felled dmost into extinction by the ornamental house
number plate industry, and only avery few survive in hard-to-reach aress.

The six Counting Pinesin this clump were ligtening to the oldest, whose gnarled trunk declared it to be
thirty-one thousand, seven hundred and thirty-four years old. The conversation took seventeen years, but
has been speeded up.

“I remember when al thiswas't fieds”

The pines stared out over athousand miles of landscape. The sky flickered like abad specid effect from
atimetravel movie. Snow appeared, stayed for an instant, and melted.

“What wasit, then?’ said the nearest pine.

“Ice. If you can cdll itice. We had proper glaciersin those days. Not like the ice you get now, here one
season and gone the next. It hung around for ages.”

“What happened to it, then?’

“It went.”

“Went where?’

“Wherethings go. Everything' saways rushing off.”

“Wow. That was asharp one.”

“What was?’

“That winter just then.”

“Cdl that awinter? When | was a sapling we had winters -”
Then the tree vanished.

After ashocked pause for a couple of years, one of the clump said: “He just went! Just like that! One
day he was here, next he was gone!”

If the other trees had been humans, they would have shuffled their feet.

“It happens, lad,” said one of them, carefully. ”"He' s been taken to a Better Place, you can be sure of
that. Hewas agood tree.”

The young tree, which was a mere five thousand, one hundred and eleven years old, said: “What sort of
Better Place?’

“We renot sure, “ said one of the clump. It trembled uneasily in aweek-long gde. " But we think it
involves. . . sawdust.”

Since the trees were unable even to sense any event that took placein lessthan aday, they never heard
the sound of axes.



Windle Poons, oldest wizard in the entire faculty of Unseen University - home of magic, wizardry and
big dinners- wasaso going to die.

Heknew it, in afrail and shaky sort of way.

Of course, he mused, as he whedled hiswhed-chair over the flagstones towards his ground-floor study,
inageneral sort of way everyone knew they were going to die, even the common people. No-one knew
where you were before you were born, but when you were born, it wasn’t long before you found you'd
arrived with your return ticket already punched.

But wizardsredlly knew. Not if desth involved violence or murder, of course, but if the cause of desth
was smply acase of running out of lifethen . . . well, you knew. Y ou generally got the premonitionin
timeto return your library books and make sure your best suit was clean and borrow quite large sums of
money from your friends.

He was one hundred and thirty. It occurred to him that for most of hislife he'd been an old man. Didn't
seemfair, redly.

And no-one had said anything. He d mentioned it in the Uncommon Room last week, and no-one had
taken the hint. And at lunch today they’ d hardly spoken to him. Even his old so-called friends seemed to
be avoiding him, and he was't even trying to borrow money.

It was like not having your birthday remembered, only worse.
Hewas going to die all alone, and no-one cared.

He bumped the door open with the whedl of the chair and fumbled on the table by the door for the
tinder box.

That was another thing. Hardly anyone used tinder boxes these days. They bought the big smelly yellow
matches the a chemists made. Windle disapproved. Fire wasimportant. Y ou shouldn't be able to switch
itonjust likethat, it didn’t show any respect. That was people these days, always rushing around and . . .
fires. Yes, it had been alot warmer in the old days, too.

Thekind of firesthey had these days didn’t warm you up unless you were nearly on top of them. It was
something in thewood . . . it was the wrong sort of wood.

Everything was wrong these days. More thin. More fuzzy. No red lifein anything. And the days were
shorter. Mmm. Something had gone wrong with the days. They were shorter days. Mmm. Every day
took an age to go by, which was odd, because days plura went past like a stampede. There weren't
many things people wanted a 130-year-old wizard to do, and Windle had got into the habit of arriving at
the dining-table up to two hours before each medl, smply to passthetime.

Endless days, going by fast. Didn't make sense.

Mmm. Mind you, you didn’t get the sense now that you used to get in the old days.

And they let the University be run by mere boys now. In the old daysit had been run by proper wizards,



great big men built like barges, the kind of wizards you could look up to. Then suddenly they’d al gone
off somewhere and Windle was being patronised by these boyswho till had some of their own teeth.
Likethat Ridcully lad. Windle remembered him clearly. Thin lad, sticking-out ears, never wiped hisnose
properly, cried for his mother in the dorm on thefirst night. Always up to mischief. Someone had tried to
tell Windlethat Ridcully was Archchancellor now.

Mmm. They must think he was daft.

Where was that damn tinder box? Fingers. . . you used to get proper fingersin the old days. . .
Someone pulled the covers off alantern. Someone else pushed adrink into his groping hand.

“Surprisel”

Inthe hall of the house of Degth isaclock with apendulum like ablade but with no hands, becausein
the house of Degth thereis no time but the present. (There was. of course. a present before the present
now, but that was aso the present. It was just an older one.)

The pendulum is a blade that would have made Edgar Allan Poe giveit dl up and Sart aganasa
stand-up comedian on the scampi-in-a-casket circuit. It swingswith afaint whum-whum noise, gently
dicing thin rashers of interva from the bacon of eternity.

Death stalked past the clock and into the sombre gloom of his study. Albert, his servant, was waiting for
him with the towel and dugters.

“Good morning, magter.”

Desgth sat down silently in hisbig chair. Albert draped the towel over the angular shoulders.
“Another niceday,” he said, conversationdly.

Desath said nothing.

Albert flapped the polishing cloth and pulled back Death’ s cowl.

ALBERT.

Degth pulled out the tiny golden timer.

DO YOU SEE THIS?

“Yes, dr. Very nice. Never seen one like that before. Whoseisit?’

MINE.

Albert’ seyes swivelled sideways. On one corner of Degth’s desk was alarge timer in ablack frame. It
contained no sand.

“I thought that one was yours, Sir?’ he said.



ITWAS. NOW THISIS. A RETIREMENT PRESENT. FROM AZRAEL HIMSELF.
Albert peered at the thing in Death’ s hand.

“But. ..thesand, Sr. It'spouring.”

QUITE SO.

“Butthat means...Imean... 7

ITMEANSTHAT ONEDAY THE SAND WILL ALL BE POURED, ALBERT.

“I know that, Sir, but . . . you. . . | thought Time was something that happened to other people, Sir.
Doesn't it? Not to you, sir. “ By the end of the sentence Albert’ s voice was beseeching.

Death pulled off the towe and stood up.

COMEWITH ME.

“But you' re Death, magter,” said Albert, running crab-legged after thetal figure asit led the way out into
the hall and down the passage to the stable.

“Thisisn't some sort of joke, isit?’ he added hopefully.
| AM NOT KNOWN FOR MY SENSE OF FUN.

“Wll, of course not, no offense meant. But listen, you can't die. because you' re Degth, you' d haveto
happen to yoursdlf, it'd be like that snake that eatsits own tail -”

NEVERTHELESS, | AM GOING TO DIE. THERE ISNO APPEAL.

“But what will happento me?’ Albert said. Terror glittered on hiswords like flakes of metal on the edge
of aknife.

THERE WILL BE A NEW DEATH.
Albert drew himself up.
“I redly don’t think | could serve anew master,” he said.

THEN GO BACK INTO THEWORLD. | WILL GIVE YOU MONEY. YOU HAVE BEEN A
GOOD SERVANT, ALBERT.

“Butif | go back -”

YES, said Desth. YOU WILL DIE.

In thewarm, horsey gloom of the stable, Degth’ s pale horse looked up from its oats and gave alittle



whinny of greeting. The horse’s name was Binky. He was areal horse. Death had tried fiery steeds and
skeletal horsesin the past, and found them impractica, especidly thefiery ones, which tended to set light
to their own bedding and stand in the middle of it looking embarrassed.

Death took the saddle down from its hook and glanced a Albert, who was suffering acriss of
conscience.

Thousands of years before, Albert had opted to serve Desgth rather than die. He wasn't exactly

immorta. Red time was forbidden in Death’ s redlm. There was only the ever-changing now, but it went
on for avery long time. He had less than two months of red timeleft; he hoarded his days like bars of

gold.

“l,er..." hebegan.“That is-"

YOU FEAR TO DIE?

“Isnotthat | don'twant. . .| mean, I'veaways. . .it'sjust that lifeisahabit that'shard to break . . .”

Desth watched him curioudy, as one might watch abeetle that had landed on its back and couldn’t turn
over.

Findly Albert lapsed into sllence.

| UNDERSTAND, said Degth, unhooking Binky’sbridle,

“But you don’'t ssem worried! Y ou'reredly going to die?’

YES. IT WILL BEA GREAT ADVENTURE.

“It will?'Y ou’ re not efraid?”

| DONOT KNOW HOW TO BE AFRAID.

“I could show you, if you like,” Albert ventured.

NO. | SHOULD LIKETOLEARN BY MYSELF. | SHALL HAVE
EXPERIENCES. AT LAST.

“Madter . . . if you go, will there be -7’

A NEW DEATH WILL ARISE FROM THE MINDS OF THE LIVING, ALBERT.
“Oh. “ Albert looked relieved. “Y ou don't happen to know what he' |l be like, do you?’
NO.

“Perhaps I’ d better, you know, clean the place up ahbit, get an inventory prepared, that sort of thing?’

GOOD IDEA, said Degth, askindly as possible. WHEN | SEE THE NEW DEATH, | SHALL
HEARTILY RECOMMEND YOU.



“Oh. You'll seehim, then?’

OH. YES. AND | MUST LEAVE NOW.
“What. so soon?’

CERTAINLY. MUSTN'T WASTE TIME!

Death adjusted the saddle, and then turned and held the tiny hour-glass proudly in front of Albert’s
hooked nose.

SEE! | HAVETIME. AT LAST, | HAVE TIME

Albert backed away nervoudly.

“And now that you have it, what are you going to do with it?" he said.
Desth mounted his horse.

| AM GOING TO SPEND IT.

The party wasin full swing. The banner with the legend * Goodebye Windle 130 Gloriouse Years was
dripping abit in the heat. Things were getting to the point where there was nothing to drink but the punch
and nothing to eat but the strange yellow dip with the highly suspicioustortillas and nobody minded. The

wizards chatted with the forced jolliness of people who see one another al day and are now seeing one
another al evening.

Inthe middle of it dl Windle Poons sat with a huge glass of rum and afunny hat on hishead. He was
amog intears.

“A genuine Going-Away party!” he kept muttering. “Haven't had one of them since old * Scratcher”

HeWent Away, “ the capitd |ettersfell into place easily, “back in, mm, the Y ear of the Intimidating,
mm, Porpoise. Thought everyone had forgotten about ‘em.”

“The Librarian looked up the details for us, “ said the Bursar, indicating alarge orangutan who was
trying to blow into a party squesker. “He aso made the banana dip. | hope someone eatsit soon.”

He leaned down.

“Can | help you to some more potato sdlad?’ he said, in the loud deliberate voice used for talking to
imbeciles and old people.

Windle cupped atrembling hand to his ear.
“What? What?’

“Morel Sdad! Windle?’



“No, thank you.”

“ Another sausage, then?’

“What?’

“ Sausage!”

“They givemeterrible gasdl night,” said Windle.

He considered thisfor amoment, and then took five.

“Er,” shouted the Bursar, “do you happen to know what time -7’

“E

“What! Time?’

“Haf past ning” said Windle, promptly if indigtinctly.

“Wadll, that’snice, “ said the Bursar. It givesyou therest of the evening, er, free”

Windle rummaged in the dreadful recesses of hiswhedlchair, agraveyard for old cushions, dog-eared
books and ancient, haf-sucked sweets. He flourished a smdl green-covered book and pushed it into the

Bursar’ shands.

The Bursar turned it over. Scrawled on the cover were the words: Windle Poons Hys Dyary. A piece of
bacon rind marked today’ s date.

Under Thingsto Do, a crabbed hand had written: Die.

The Bursar couldn’t stop himsdlf from turning the page.

Y es. Under tomorrow’ s date, Thingsto Do: Get Born.

His gaze did sdewaysto asmal table at the Sde of the room. Despite the fact that the room was quite
crowded, there was an area of clear floor around the table, asif it had some kind of persona space that

no-one was about to invade.

There had been specid ingtructionsin the Going Away ceremony concerning thetable. It had to have a
black cloth, with afew magic sSgilsembroidered oniit.

It had a plate, containing a selection of the better canaps. It had aglass of wine. After considerable
discussion among the wizards, afunny paper hat had been added aswell.

They al had an expectant |ook.
The Bursar took out hiswatch and flicked open the cover.

It was one of the new-fangled pocket watches, with hands. They pointed to aquarter past nine. He



shook it. A small hatch opened under the 12 and avery small demon poked its head out and said,
“Knock it off, guv'nor, I’'m peddling asfast as| can.”

He closed the watch again and |ooked around desperately. No-one el se seemed anxious to come too
near Windle Poons. The Bursar felt it was up to him to make polite conversation. He surveyed possible
topics. They dl presented problems.

Windle Poons helped him ouit.

“I’'m thinking of coming back asawoman,” he said conversationadly.

The Bursar opened and shut his mouth afew times.
“I'mlooking forward toit,” Poonswent on. “I think it might, mm, bejolly good fun.”

The Bursar riffled desperately through hislimited repertoire of smal talk relating to women. He leaned
down to Windl€ sgnarled ear.

“Isn’'t thererather alot of, “ he struck out aimlessly, “washing things? And making beds and cookery
and dl that sort of thing?’

“Notinthekind of, mm, lifel havein mind,” said Windlefirmly.
The Bursar shut his mouth. The Archchancellor banged on atable with aspoon.

“Brothers-" he began, when there was something gpproaching silence. This prompted aloud and ragged
chorus of cheering.

“- Asyou dl know we are here tonight to mark the, ah, retirement” - nervous laughter —*‘ of our old
friend and colleague Windle Poons. Y ou know, seeing old Windle Stting here tonight puts mein mind, as

luck would haveit, of the story of the cow with three wooden legs. It appears that there was this cow,
and-"

The Bursar let his mind wander. He knew the story.

The Archchancellor dways mucked up the punch line, and in any case he had other things on hismind.

He kept looking back at the little table.

The Bursar wasakindly if nervous soul, and quite enjoyed hisjob. Apart from anything else, no other
wizard wanted it. Lots of wizards wanted to be Archchancellor, for example, or the head of one of the
eight orders of magic, but practicaly no wizards wanted to spend lots of timein an office shuffling bits of
paper and doing sums. All the paperwork of the University tended to accumulate in the Bursar’ s office,
which meant that he went to bed tired at nights but at least dept soundly and didn’t have to check very
hard for unexpected scorpionsin his night-shirt.

Killing off awizard of ahigher grade was arecognised way of getting advancement in the orders.

However, the only person likely to want to kill the Bursar was someone €l se who derived aquiet
pleasure from columns of numbers, dl neetly arranged, and people like that don’t often go in for murder.



Herecdled his childhood, long ago, in the Ramtop Mountains. He and his Sster used to leave aglass of
wine and a cake out every Hogswatchnight for the Hogfather. Things had been different, then. He'd been
alot younger and hadn’t known much and had probably been alot happier.

For example, he hadn’t known that he might one day be awizard and join other wizardsin leaving a
glass of wine and a cake and arather suspect chicken vol-au-vent and a paper party hat for . . .

... SOmeone e<e.
There d been Hogswatch parties, too, when hewas alittle boy. They’ d dwaysfollow a certain pattern.
Just when all the children were nearly sick with excitement, one of the grown-upswould say, archly, “I
think we re going to have aspecid vigtor!” and, amazingly on cue, there' d be a suspicious ringing of hog
bells outside the window and in would come. . .

...inwould come. ..

The Bursar shook his head. Someone' s granddad in false whiskers, of course. Somejolly old boy with a
sack of toys, slamping the snow off his boots. Someone who gave you something.

Whereastonight . . .

Of course, old Windle probably fdlt different about it. After one hundred and thirty years, degth
probably had a certain attraction. Y ou probably became quite interested in finding out what happened
next.

The Archchancellor’ s convoluted anecdote wound jerkily to its close. The assembled wizards laughed
dutifully, and then tried to work out the joke.

The Bursar looked surreptitioudy at hiswatch. It was now twenty minutes past nine.

Windle Poons made a speech. It waslong and rambling and digointed and went on about the good old
days and he seemed to think that most of the people around him were people who had been, in fact,
dead for about fifty years, but that didn’t matter because you got into the habit of not listening to old
Windle

The Bursar couldn’t tear his eyes away from hiswatch. From inside came the squesk of thetreadle as
the demon patiently pedalled hisway towardsinfinity.

Twenty-five minutes past the hour.

The Bursar wondered how it was supposed to happen. Did you hear - | think we' re going to have a
very specia vistor - hoofbesats outside?

Did the door actudly open or did He come through it? Silly question. He was renowned for His ability to
get into sealed places - especialy into sedled places, if you thought about it logically. Sed yoursdlf in
anywhere and it was only amatter of time.

The Bursar hoped He' d use the door properly. His nerves were twanging asit was.

The conversationd level was dropping. Quite afew other wizards, the Bursar noticed, were glancing at



the door.

Windlewas a the centre of avery tactfully widening circle. No-one was actually avoiding him, it was
just that an apparent random Brownian motion was gently moving everyone away.

Wizards can see Death. And when awizard dies, Degth arrivesin person to usher him into the Beyond.
The Bursar wondered why this was considered a plus -

“Don’'t know what you'redl looking at,” said Windle, cheerfully.

The Bursar opened hiswatch.

The hatch under the 12 snapped up.

“Can you knock it off with al this shaking around?’ squeaked the demon. “1 keegps on losing count.”
“Sorry, “ the Bursar hissed. It was nine twenty-nine.

The Archchancellor stepped forward.

“Bye, then, Windle,” he said, shaking the old man’s parchment-like hand. “The old place won't seem the
same without you.”

“Don’'t know how we' Il manage,” said the Bursar, thankfully.

“Good luck inthe next life,” said the Dean. “Drop inif you' re ever passing and happen to, you know,
remember who you’ ve been.”

“Don’'t be agranger, you hear?” said the Archchancellor.

Windle Poons nodded amiably. He hadn’t heard what they were saying. He nodded on general
principles.

Thewizards, as one man, faced the door.

The hatch under the 12 snapped up again.

“Bing bing bong bing,” said the demon. “Bingely-bingely bong bing bing.”
“What?" said the Bursar, jolted.

“Hdf past nine, “ said the demon.

The wizards turned to Windle Poons. They looked faintly accusing.
“What'reyou al looking a?’ hesaid.

The seconds hand on the watch squeaked onwards.

“How areyou feding?’ said the Dean loudly.



“Never fdt better,” said Windle. “Isthere any more of that, mm, rum left?’
The assembled wizards watched him pour a generous measure into his beaker.
“Y ou want to go easy on that stuff,” said the Dean nervoudy.

“Good health!” said Windle Poons.

The Archchancellor drummed hisfingerson thetable.

“Mr. Poons, “ hesaid, “are you quite sure?’

Windle had gone off a atangent. “Any more of these toturerillas? Not that | call it proper food,” he

sad, “dippin’ bitsof hard bikky in dudge, what’s so specid about that? What | could do with right now
isoneof Mr. Dibbler’sfamous mest pies-”

And then hedied.

The Archchancellor glanced at hisfellow wizards, and then tiptoed across to the wheelchair and lifted a
blueveined wrist to check the pulse. He shook his head.

“That' stheway | want to go, “ said the Dean.

“What, muttering about meet pies?’ said the Bursar.

“No. Late”

“Hold on. Hold on,” said the Archchancdllor. “Thisisn't right, you know. According to tradition, Death
himsdlf turns up for the deeth of awiz - *

“Perhaps Hewas busy, “ said the Bursar hurriedly.

“That'sright,” said the Dean. “Bit of aseriousflu epidemic over Quirmway, I’'mtold.”

“Quite astorm last night, too. Lots of shipwrecks, | daresay, “ said the L ecturer in Recent Runes.
“And of courseit’s springtime, when you get agreat many avaanchesin the mountains.”

“And plagues.”

The Archchancellor stroked his beard thoughtfully.

“Hmm, “ hesad.

Alone of dl the creaturesin the world, trolls believe that al living things go through Time backwards. If
the past isvisble and the future is hidden, they say, then it means you must be facing the wrong way.
Everything diveisgoing through life back to front. And thisisavery interesting ides, considering it was
invented by arace who spend most of their time hitting one another on the head with rocks.



Whichever way around it is, Time is something that living creatures possess.
Desth galloped down through towering black clouds.
And now he had Time, too.

Thetimeof hislife,

Windle Poons peered into the darkness.
“Hallo?’ hesad. “Halo. Anyone there? What ho?’
There was adigtant, forlorn soughing, as of wind at the end of atunnd.

“Come out. come out, wherever you are,” said Windle, his voice trembling with mad cheerfulness.
“Don’'t worry. I’'m quite looking forward to it, to tell the truth.”

He clapped his spiritual hands and rubbed them together with forced enthusiasm.
“Get amove on. Some of us have got new livesto go to,” he said.

The darkness remained inert. There was no shape, no sound. It was void, without form. The spirit of
Windle Poons moved on the face of the darkness.

It shook itshead. “Blow thisfor alark,” it muttered. “Thisisn'tright at al.”

It hung around for awhile and then, because there didn’t seem anything else for it, headed for the only
home it had ever known.

It was ahome he' d occupied for one hundred and thirty years. It wasn't expecting him back and put up
alot of resistance. Y ou either had to be very determined or very powerful to overcome that sort of thing,
but Windle Poons had been awizard for more than a century. Besides, it was like breaking into your
own house, the old familiar property that you'd lived in for years. Y ou knew where the metaphorical
window wasthat didn’t shut properly.

In short, Windle Poons went back to Windle Poons.

Wizardsdon't believe in godsin the same way that most people don't find it necessary to believein, say,
tables. They know they’ re there, they know they’ re there for a purpose, they’ d probably agree that they
have a place in awell-organised universe, but they wouldn’t see the point of believing, of going around
saying, “ O grest table, without whom we are as naught” . Anyway, either the gods are there whether you
believe or nat, or exist only asafunction of the belief, so either way you might aswell ignore the whole
business and, asit were, eat off your knees.

Neverthdess, thereisasmall chapd off the University’ s Great Hall, because while the wizards stand
right behind the philosophy as outlined above, you don’t become a success~ wizard by getting up gods
noses even if those noses only exist in an ethereal or metaphorical sense. Because while wizards don't



believe in godsthey know for afact that gods believe in gods.
And inthis chapdl lay the body of Windle Poons.

The University had indtituted twenty-four hours Sitting-in-state ever Snce the embarrassing affair thirty
years previoudy with thelate Prissal ‘Merry Rankster’ Testar.

The body of Windle Poons opened its eyes. Two coinsjingled on to the stonefloor.
The hands, crossed over the chest, unclenched.

Windleraised hishead. Someidiot had stuck alily in his ssomach.

Hiseyes swivelled sideways. There was a candle on either side of his head.

He raised his head some more.

There were two more candles down there, too.

Thank goodnessfor old Teatar, he thought. Otherwise I’ d dready be looking at the underside of a
rather cheagp pinelid.

Funny thing, he thought. I’ m thinking. Clearly.

Wow.

Windlelay back, feding hisspirit refilling his body like gleaming molten metd filling through amould.
White-hot thoughts seared across the darkness of hisbrain, fired duggish neuronesinto action.

It was never like thiswhen | wasdive.

But I’'m not dead.

Not alive and not dead.

Sort of non-dive.

Or un-dead.

Oh dear . ..

He swung himsdlf upright. Musclesthat hadn’t worked properly for seventy or eighty yearsjerked into
overdrive. For thefirg timein hisentirelife, he corrected himsdlf, better make that ‘ period of existence',
Windle Poons body was entirely under Windle Poons' control. And Windle Poons spirit wasn't about

to take any lip from abunch of muscles.

Now the body stood up. The kneejoints resisted for awhile, but they were no more able to withstand
the ondaught of will-power than a sick mosquito can withstand a blowtorch.

The door to the chapel was locked. However, Windle found that the merest pressure was enough to pull



thelock out of the woodwork and leave fingerprintsin the meta of the door handle.
“Oh, goodness, “ he said.

He piloted himself out into the corridor. The distant clatter of cutlery and the buzz of voices suggested
that one of the University’ sfour daily mealswasin progress.

He wondered whether you were allowed to eat when you were dead. Probably not, he thought.

And could he eat, anyway? It wasn't that he wasn’t hungry. It wasjust that . . . well, he knew how to
think, and walking and moving were just amatter of twitching some fairly obvious nerves, but how
exactly did your somach work?

It began to dawn on Windle that the human body is not run by the brain, despite the brain’ s opinion on
the matter. Infact it’srun by dozens of complex automatic systems, dl whirring and clicking away with
the kind of precison that isn't noticed until it bresks down.

He surveyed himsdlf from the control room of his skull. He looked at the silent chemicd factory of his
liver with the same sinking fedling as a canoe builder might survey the controls of acomputerised
super-tanker. The mysteries of hiskidneys awaited Windle' s mastery of rend control. What, when you
got right down to it, was a spleen? And how did you make it go?

His heart sank.
Or, rather, it didn't.

“Oh, gods,” muttered Windle, and leaned against the wall. How did it work, now? He prodded afew,
likely-looking nerves. Wasit systalic . . . diastalic . . . systolic.. . . diastalic . . .? And then there were the
lungs, too. ..

Like aconjurer keeping eighteen plates spinning at the sametime - like aman trying to programme a
video recorder from an instruction manual trandated from Japanese into Dutch by a Korean rice-husker -
like, in fact, aman finding out what total self-control redlly means, Windle Poons lurched onwards.

Thewizards of Unseen University set great store by big, solid meds. A man couldn’t be expected to get
down to some serious wizarding, they held, without soup, fish, game, severd huge plates of mest, apie
or two, something big and wobbly with cream onit, little savoury things on toagt, fruit, nutsand a
brick-thick mint with the coffee. It gave him alining to his somach. It was aso important that the meals
were served at regular times. It was what gave the day shape, they said.

Except for the Bursar, of course. He didn’t est much, but lived on his nerves. He was certain he was
anorectic, because every time he looked in amirror he saw afat man. It was the Archchancellor,
standing behind him and shouting & him.

And it was the Bursar’ s unfortunate fate to be sitting opposite the doors when Windle Poons smashed
them in because it was easer than fiddling with the handles.

He bit through his wooden spoon.



Thewizards revolved on their benchesto Stare.

Windle Poons swayed for amoment, assembling control of voca chords, lips and tongue, and then said:
“I think I may be able to metabolise dcohal.”

The Archchancellor was the first one to recover.

“Windlel” hesaid. “We thought you were dead!”

He had to admit that it wasn't avery good line. Y ou didn’t put people on adab with candiesand lilies al
round them because you think they’ ve got a bit of a headache and want anice lie down for half an hour.

Windletook afew stepsforward. The nearest wizardsfell over themsalvesin an effort to get away.

“I am dead, you bloody young fool,” he muttered. “Think | go around looking likethisdl thetime?
Good grief. “ He glared at the assembled wizardry. “ Anyone here know what a spleen is supposed to
do?’

He reached the table, and managed to sit down.

“Probably something to do with the digestion,” he said. “Funny thing, you can go through your wholelife
with the bloody thing ticking away or whatever it does, gurgling or whatever, and you never know what
the hell it'sactudly for. It' s Like when you'relying in bed of anight and you hear your scomach or
something go pripple-ipple-goinnng. It sjust agurgle to you, but who knows what marvelloudy complex
chemical exchange processes areredlly going -”

“You'rean undead?’ said the Bursar, managing to get thewords out at |ast.
“I didn't ask to be,” said the late Windle Poonsirritably looking at the food and wondering how the
blazes one went about turning it into Windle Poons. “1 only came back because there was nowhere else

to go. Think | want to be here?’

“But surely,” said the Archchancdlor, “didn’t . . . you know thefélla, the one with the skull and the
scythe-”

“Never saw him,” said Windle, shortly, ingpecting the nearest dishes. “Really takesit out of you, this
un-dyin’.”

The wizards made frantic signas to one another over his head. Helooked up and glared at them.

“And don’'t think | can’'t seedl them frantic Sgnds,” he said. And he was amazed to redise that thiswas
true. Eyesthat had viewed the past sixty yearstrough apale, fuzzy veil had been bullied into operating
likethefinest optical machinery.

Infact two main bodies of thought were occupying the minds of the wizards of Unseen University.

What was being thought by most of thewizardswas: thisisterrible, isit redly old Windlein there, he
was such a sweet old buffer, how can we get rid of it?

How canwe get rid of it?



What was being thought by Windle Poons, in the humming, flashing cockpit of hisbrain, was. wdll, it's
bye. Thereislife after desth. And it’ sthe same one. Just my luck.

“Wel, “ hesad, “ what're you going to do about it?’

It wasfive minutes|ater. Half adozen of the most senior wizards scurried aong the draughty corridor in
the wake of the Archchancellor, whaose robes billowed Zout? behind him.

The conversation went like this:

“It'sgot to be Windle! It even talks like him!”

“It'snot old Windle. Old Windlewas alot older!”

“Older? Older than dead?”’

“He s said he wants his old bedroom back, and | don’t see why | should have to move out -”
“Did you seehiseyes? Likegimletsl”

“Eh?What? What d'you mean?Y ou mean like that dwarf who runsthe delicatessen on Cable Street?’
“I mean like they boreinto you!”

“-it'sgot alovey view of thegardensand I’ ve had al my stuff moved in and it’ s not fair -”
“Hasthis ever happened before?’

“Well, therewas old Testar -”

“Yes, but he never actudly died, he just used to put green paint on hisface and push thelid off the coffin
and shout “ Surprise, surprise-" *

“We ve never had azombie here.”

“He'sazombie?’

“I think so -”

“Doesthat mean he'll be playing kettle drums and doing that bimbo dancing dl night, then?’
“Isthat what they do?’

“Old Windle? Doesn't sound like his cup of tea. He never liked dancing much when hewas dive -”

“Anyway, you can't trust those voodoo gods. Never trust agod who grins al the time and wears atop
hat, that's my motto.”



“~I’'m damned if I'm going to give up my bedroom to a zombie after waiting yearsfor it -”

“Isit? That'safunny motto.”

Windle Poons strolled around the inside of his own head again.

Strange thing, this. Now he was dead, or not living any more, or whatever hewas, hismind felt clearer
than it had ever done.

And control seemed to be getting easier, too. He hardly had to bother about the whole respiratory thing,
the spleen seemed to be working after afashion, the senseswere operating at full speed. The digestive
systemwas il abit of amystery, though.

Helooked a himsdlf in aslver plate.

He till looked dead. Pale face, red under the eyes. A dead body. Operating but still, basicaly, dead.
Wasthat fair? Wasthat justice? Was that aproper reward for being afirm believer in reincarnation for

almost 130 years? Y ou come back as a corpse?

No wonder the undead were traditionally considered to be very angry.

Something wonderful, if you took the long view, was about to happen.
If you took the short or medium view, something horrible was about to happen.

It' slike the difference between seeing abeautiful new star in the winter sky and actudly being closeto
the supernova. It’ s the difference between the beauty of morning dew on a cobweb and actudly being a

fly.
It was something that wouldn’t normally have happened for thousands of years.
It was about to happen now.

It was about to happen at the back of a disused cupboard in atumble-down cellar in the Shades, the
oldest and most disreputable part of Ankh-Morpork.

Plop.

It was a sound as soft asthefirst drop of rain on a century of dust.

“Maybe we could get ablack cat to walk across his coffin.”
“Hehasn't got acoffin!” wailed the Bursar, whose grip on sanity was dways dightly tentative.

“OK, so we buy him anice new coffin and then we get ablack cat to walk acrossit?’



“No, that’ s stupid. W€ ve got to make him pass water.”
“What?’
“Passwater. Undeads can’'t do it.”

The wizards, who had crowded into the Archchancellor’ s study, gave this statement their full, fascinated
atention.

“You sure?’ said the Dean.

“Wadl-known fact,” said the Lecturer in Recent Runesflatly.

“He used to passwater dl thetimewhen hewasdive, “ said the Dean doubtfully.
“Not when he' sdead, though.”

“Yeah? Makes sense.”

“Running water, “ said the Lecturer in Recent Runes suddenly. “It’ srunning water. Sorry. They can't
crossover it.”

“Wall, | can’t crossrunning water, either,” said the Dean.

“Undead! Undead!” The Bursar was becoming alittle unglued.

“Oh, stop teasing him, * said the Lecturer, patting the trembling man on the back.

“Wdll, | can't, “ said the Dean. “1 sink.”

“Undead can’t cross running water even on abridge.”

“And is hethe only one, en? Are we going to have aplague of them, eh?’ said the L ecturer.
The Archchancellor drummed hisfingers on his desk.

“Dead people waking around is unhygienic, “ he said.

This slenced them. No-one had ever looked at it that way, but Mustrum Ridcully wasjust the sort of
man who would.

Mustrum Ridcully was, depending on your point of view, ether theworst or the best Archchancellor that
Unseen Universty had had for ahundred years.

There was too much of him, for onething. It wasn't that he was particularly big, it wasjust that he had
the kind of huge persondlity that fits any available space. HE d get roaring drunk at supper and that was
fine and acceptable wizardly behaviour. But then he' d go back to hisroom and play dartsal night and
leave at five in the morning to go duck hunting. He shouted at people. Hetried to jolly them dong. And
he hardly ever wore proper robes. He' d persuaded Mrs. Whitlow, the University’ s dreaded
housekeeper, to make him asort of baggy trouser suit in garish blue and red; twice aday the wizards



stood in bemusement and watched him jog purposefully around the University buildings, his pointy
wizarding hat tied firmly on hishead with string. He d shout cheerfully up at them, because fundamentd to
the make-up of people like Mustrum Ridcully isan iron belief that everyone dsewould likeit, too, if only
they tried it.

“Maybehe'll die, “ they told one another hopefully, asthey watched him try to break the crust on the
river Ankh for an early morning dip. “All this hedthy exercise can’t be good for him.”

Storiestrickled back into the University. The Archchancellor had gone two rounds bare-fisted with
Detritus, the huge odd-job troll a the Mended Drum. The Archchancdlor had arm-wrestled with the
Librarian for abet and, athough of course he hadn’'t won, gtill had hisarm afterwards.

The Archchancellor wanted the University to form its own footbd| team for the big city game on
Hogswatchday.

Intellectudly, Ridcully maintained his position for two reasons. One wasthat he never, ever, changed his
mind about anything. The other wasthat it took him severa minutesto understand any new idea put to
him, and thisisavery vauabletrait in aleader, because anything anyoneis till trying to explain to you
after two minutesis probably important and anything they give up after amere minute or soisamost
certainly something they shouldn’t have been bothering you with in the first place.

There seemed to be more Mustrum Ridcully than one body could reasonably contain.

Pop. Plop.

In the dark cupboard in the cellar, awhole shelf was aready full.

Therewas exactly as much Windle Poons as one body could contain, and he steered it carefully along
the corridors.

| never expected this, he thought. | don’t deserve this. There' s been a mistake somewhere.

Hefet acool breeze on hisface and realised he' d tottered out into the open air. Ahead of him were the
University’ s gates, locked shuit.

Suddenly Windle Poons felt acutely claustrophobic.

He' d waited yearsto die, and now he had, and here he was stuck in this - this mausoleum with alot of
daft old men, where he' d have to spend therest of hislife being dead. Well, the first thing to do was get
out and make a proper end to himself -

“Evening, Mr. Poons.”

He turned around very dowly and saw the smdll figure of Modo, the University’ s dwarf gardener, who
was gitting in the twilight smoking his pipe.

“Oh. Halo, Modo.”



“l ‘eard you wastook dead, Mr. Poons.”

“Br.Yes. | wes. “

“Seeyou got over it, then.”

Poons nodded, and looked dismaly around thewalls. The University gates were always locked at
sunset every evening, obliging students and staff to climb over the walls. He doubted very much that he'd

be able to manage that.
He clenched and unclenched his hands. Oh, well . . .

“Isthere any other gateway around here, Modo?’ he said.

“No, Mr. Poons.”
“Wdl, where shdl we have one?’

“Sorry, Mr. Poons?’

There was the sound of tortured masonry, followed by avaguely Poons-shaped holein the wall.
Windl€' s hand reached back in and picked up his hat.

Modo relit hispipe. You seealot of interesting thingsin this job, he thought.

Inan dley, temporarily out of Sght of passers-by, someone caled Reg Shoe, who was dead, looked
both ways, took abrush and apaint tin out of his pocket, and painted on the wall the words:

DEAD YES! GONE NO!

...andran away, or at least lurched off at high speed.

The Archchancellor opened awindow on to the night.
“Ligen,” hesad.

Thewizards lisened.

A dog barked. Somewhere athief whistled, and was from a neighbouring rooftop. In the distance
people were having the kind of quarrel that caused inhabitants of the surrounding streets to open their
windows and listen in and make notes. But these were by mgjor themes againgt the continuous hum and
buzz of the city. Ankh-Morpork purred through the night, en route for the dawn, like ahugeliving

cresture athough, of course, thiswas only ametaphor.

“Wel?’ said the Senior Wrangler. “I can't hear anything specid.”



“That’ swhat | mean. Dozens of people diein Ankh-Morpork every day. If they’d al started coming
back like poor old Windle, don’t you think we' d know about it? The place’ d bein uproar. More uproar
than usud, | mean.”

“There salways afew undead around,” said the Dean, doubtfully. “Vampires and zombies and banshees
and soon.”

“Yes, but they’ re more naturally undead,” said the Archchancdllor. “They know how to carry it off.
They'reborntoit.”

“You can't be born to be undead,” the Senior Wrangler pointed out.

“I mean it’straditiona,” the Archchancellor snapped. “ There were some very respectable vampires
wherel grew up. They'd been in their family for centuries.”

“Yes, but they drink blood,” said the Senior Wrangler. “ That doesn’t sound very respectable to me.”

“1 read where they don’t actualy need the actua blood,” said the Dean, anxiousto assst. “They just
need something that’ sin blood. Hemogoblins, | think it'scalled.”

The other wizards looked at him.

The Dean shrugged. “ Search me,” he said. “Hemo-goblins. That’ swhat it said. It sall to do with people
having iron in their blood.”

“I'mdamn sure I’ ve got no iron goblinsin my blood,” said the Senior-Wrangler.

“At least they’ re better than zombies,” said the Dean. “ A much better class of people. Vampiresdon't
go shuffling around thewholetime.”

“People can be turned into zombies, you know,” said the Lecturer in Recent Runes, in conversationa
tones. “Y ou don’t even need magic. Just the liver of acertain rare fish and the extract of a particular kind
of root. One spoonful, and when you wake up, you ‘reazombie.”

“What type of fish?" said the Senior Wrangler.
“How should | know?’

“How should anyone know, then?” said the Senior Wrangler nadtily. “Did someone wake up one
morning and say, hey, heré sanidea, I'll just turn someoneinto azombie, dl I'll need issomerarefish
liver and apiece of roat, it’sjust amatter of finding the right one? Y ou can see the queue outside the hut,
can’'t you? No. 94, Red Stripefish liver and Maniacroot . . . didn’t work. No. 95, Spikefish liver and
Dum-dumroot . . . didn’t work. No. 96 -”

“What are you talking about?’ the Archchancellor demanded.
“I was smply pointing out the intringc unlikelihood of -”
“Shut up,” said the Archchancellor, matter-of-factly. “ Seemsto me. . . ssemstome. . . look, death

must be going on, right? Death has to happen. That' swhat bein’ diveisal about. You're dive, and then
you're dead. It can't just stop happening.”



“But hedidn’t turn up for Windle, “ the Dean pointed out.

“Deeth goeson dl thetime, “ said Rideully, ignoring him. Mot of thingsdie dl thetime. Even
vegetables”

“Y ouwon't think Death ever camefor apotato,” said Dean doubtfully.

“Death comesfor everything,” said the Archchancdlor, firmly.

Thewizards nodded sagely.

After awhile the Senior Wrangler said, “ Do you know, | read the other day that every atom in your
body is changed every seven years? New ones keep getting attached and old ones keep on dropping off.
It goeson dl thetime. Marvelous, redly. “

The Senior Wrangler could do to a conversation that it takes quite thick treacle to do to the pedals of a
precison watch.

“Y es? What happensto the old ones?’ said Ridcully, interested despite himself.

“Dunno. They just float around in the air, | suppose, until they get attached to someone else.”
The Archchancellor looked affronted.

“Whét, even wizards?’

“Oh, yes. Everyone. It' s part of the miracle of existence.”

“Isit? Sounds like bad hygieneto me,” said the Archchancellor. “I suppose there’ s no way of stopping
At?

“| shouldn’t think s0,” said the Senior Wrangler, doubtfully. “1 don’t think you' re supposed to stop
miracles of exigtence. “

“But that means everythin’ ismade up of everythin’ ese, “ said Ridcully.
“Yes Ian'titamazing?’
“It sdiggudting, iswhat itis, “ sad Ridcully, shortly.

“Anyway, the point I'm making . . . thepoint I’'m making . . . “ He paused, trying to remember. “You
can't just abolish death, that’ sthe point. Desth can’'t die. That'slike asking a scorpion to sting itsdlf. *

“Asamatter of fact,” said the Senior Wrangler, dways ready with ahandy fact. “you can get ascorpion
to-"

“Shut up, “ said the Archchancellor.

“But we can’t have an undead wizard wandering around,” said the Dean. “There' sno telling what he
might take it into his head to do. We'vegot to . . . put astop to him. For his own good.”



“That’ sright,” said Ridcully. “For his own good. Shouldn't be too hard. There must be dozens of ways
to deal with an undead.”

“Garlic,” sad the Senior Wrangler flatly. “Undead don't like garlic.”

“Don’t blame them. Can't stand the stuff,” said the Dean.

“Undead! Undead!” said the Bursar, pointing an accusing finger. They ignored him.

“Y es, and then there’ s sacred items,” said the Senior Wrangler. “Y our basic undead chunklesinto dust

assoon aslook at ‘em. And they don’t like daylight. And if the worst comesto the worst, you bury them
a acrossroads. That'ssurefire, that is. And you stick a stake in them to make sure they don't get up

agan.”

“With garliconit,” said the Bursar.

“Well, yes. | suppose you could put garliconiit,” the Senior Wrangler conceded, reluctantly.

“I don’t think you should put garlic on agood steak,” said the Dean. * Just alittle oil and seasoning.”
“Red pepper isnice,” said the Lecturer in Recent Runes, happily.

“Shut up,” said the Archchancellor.

Plop.

The cupboard door’ s hinges finaly gave way, spilling its contents into the room.

Sergeant Colon of the Ankh-Morpork City Guard was on duty. He was guarding the Brass Bridge, the
main link between Ankh and Morpork. From theft.

When came to crime prevention, Sergeant Colon 7?? ~fest to think big.??? rasaschool of thought that
believed the best way to get recognised as a keen guardian of the law in Ankh-Morpork would be to
patrol the streets and aleys, bribe informants, follow suspects and so on.

Sergeant Colon played truant from this particular school. Not, he would, hasten to say, because trying to
keeping down crime in Ankh-Morpork was like trying to keep down sdlt in the sea and the only
recognition akeen guardian of the law waslikely to get was the sort that goes, “Hey, that body in the
gutter, isn't that old Sergeant Colon?’ but because the modern, go-ahead, intelligent law officer ought to
be at least one jJump ahead of the contemporary crimina. One day someone was bound to try to Sedl the
Brass Bridge, and then they’ d find Sergeant Colon right there waiting for them.

In the meantime, it offered a quiet place out of the wind where he could have arelaxing smoke and
probably not see anything that would upset him.

He leaned with his elbows on the pargpet, wondering vaguely about Life.



A figure sumbled out of the mist. Sergeant Colon recognised the familiar pointy hat of awizard.
“Good evening, officer, “ itswearer croaked.

“Morning, y’ honour.”

“Would you be kind enough to help me up on to the parapet, officer?’

Sergeant Colon hesitated. But the chap wasawizard. A man could get into serious trouble not helping
wizards.

“Trying out some new magic, y’ honour?’ he said, brightly, helping the skinny but surprisngly heavy body
up on to the crumbling stonework.

“No.”

Windle Poons stepped off the bridge. There was a squelch.

Sergeant Colon looked down as the waters of the Ankh closed again, dowly.
Those wizards. Always up to something.

Hewatched for awhile. After severad minutes there was a disturbance in the scum and debris near the
base of one of the pillars of the bridge, where aflight of greasy sairsled down to the water.

A pointy hat appeared.
Sergeant Colon heard the wizard dowly climb the stairs, swearing under his bresth.
Windle Poons reached the top of the bridge again. He was soaked.

“Y ou want to go and get changed,” Sergeant Colon volunteered. “Y ou could catch your degth, standing
around likethat.”

“Hah!”

“Get your feet in front of aroaring fire, that'swhat I’d do.”

“Hah!”

Sergeant Colon looked at Windle Poonsin his own private puddle.

“Y ou been trying some specia kind of underwater magic, y’ honour?’ he ventured.

“Not exactly, officer.”

“I’ve dwayswondered about what it’ s like under water,” said Sergeant Colon, encouragingly. “The

myst' ries of the deep, strange and wonderful creatures. . . my mum told me atae once, about thislittle
boy what turned into amermaid, well, not amermaid, and he had al these adventures under the s-”



The words drained away under Windle Poons' dreadful stare.

“Evening,” said Windle. Heturned and started to lurch into the mist. “Very, very boring. Very boring
being dead.”

Colon was|eft done. Helit afresh cigarette with a trembling hand, and started to walk hurriedly towards
the Watch headquarters.

“Thet face, “ hetold himsdf. “And those eyes. . . just whatssname. . . who' s that bloody dwarf who
runs the delicatessen on Cable Street . . "

“ Sargeant!”

Colon froze. Then he looked down. A face was starring up at him from ground level. When he'd got a
grip on himsdf, he made out the sharp features of hisold friend Cut-Me-Own-Throat Dibbler, the
Discworld' s Ruling talking argument in favour of the theory that mankind had descended from a species
of rodent.

C.M.O.T. Dibbler liked to describe himself as a merchant adventurer; everyone else liked to describe
him as an itinerant pedlar whose money-making shemes were dwayslet down by some smdll but vitdl
flaw, such astrying to sl things he didn’t own or which didn’t work or, sometimes, didn’t even exis.

Fairy gold iswell known to evaporate by morning, but it was areinforced concrete dab by comparison
to some of Throat’s merchandise.

He was standing at the bottom of some steps that led down to one of Ankh-Morpork’s countless
cdlars

“Halo, Throa.”

“Would you step down here aminute, Fred? | could use abit of lega aid.”

“Got aproblem, Throat?’

Dibbler scratched his nose.

“Wadll, Fred. . . Isit acrimeto be given something? | mean, without you knowing it?’
“ Someone been giving you things, Throat?’

Throat nodded. “Dunno. Y ou know | keep merchandise down here?’ he said.
“Yeah”

“You seg, | just come down to do abit of stock-taking, and . . . “ Hewaved ahand helplessly. “Wel . .
.takealook . ..”

He opened the cellar door.

In the darkness something went plop.



Windle Poonslurched aimlessly dong adark aley in the Shades, arms extended in front of him, hands
hanging down at the wrigts. He didn’'t know why. It just seemed the right way to go about it.

Jumping off abuilding? No, that wouldn’t work, ether. It was hard enough to walk asit was, and two
broken legswouldn’t help. Poison? Heimagined it would be like having a very bad ssomach ache.
Noose? Hanging around would probably be more boring than sitting on the bottom of theriver.

He reached a noisome courtyard where several alleys met. Rats scampered away from him. A cat
screeched and scurried off over the rooftops.

As he stood wondering where he was, why he was, and what ought to happen next, he felt the point of a
knife againgt his backbone.

“OK, grandad,” said avoice behind him, “it'syour money or your life.”

In the darkness Windle Poons mouth formed a horrible grin.

“I'm not playing about, old man, “ said the voice.

“Areyou Thieves Guild?’ said Windle, without turning around.

“No, we're. . . freelances. Come on, let’s see the colour of your money.”

“Haven't got any,” said Windle. He turned around. There were two more muggers behind him.
“Yegods, ook at hiseyes,” said one of them.

Windleraised hisarms above his head.

“Oo000000h,” he moaned.

The muggers backed away. Unfortunately, therewas awall behind them. They flattened themselves
agand it.

“000000000000buggeroffooo000000, “ said Windle, who hadn't realised that the only way of
escape lay through him. Herolled hiseyesfor better effect.

Maddened by terror, the woul d-be attackers dived under hisarms, but not before one of them had sunk
hisknife up to the hilt in Windl€ s pigeon chest.

Helooked down et it.

“Hey! That wasmy best robe!” he said. “I wanted to be buried in - will you look at it?'Y ou know how
difficult it isto darn Slk? Come back herethis- Look at it, right where it shows-"

He listened. There was no sound but the distant and retreating scurry of footsteps.

Windle Poons removed the knife.



“Could havekilled me,” he muttered, tossing it away.

In the cellar, Sergeant Colon picked up one of the objects that lay in huge drifts on the floor.

“There must be thousands of ‘em,” said Throat, behind him. “What | want to know is, who put them
there?’

Sergeant Colon turned the object round and round in his hands.

“Never seen one of these before, “ he said. He gave ashake. Hisfacelit up. “Pretty, ain’'t they?’
“The door waslocked and everything,” said Throat ‘ And I'm paid up with the Thieves Guild.”
Colon shook the thing again.

“Nice)” hesad.

“Fred?

Colon, fascinated, watched the little snowflakes far insdethetiny glassglobe. “Hmm?’

“What am | supposed to do?’

“Dunno. | supposethey’reyours, Throat. Can imagine why anyone’ d want to get rid of ‘em, though.
He turned towards the door. Throat stepped into his path.

“Thenthat’ll betwelve pence, “ he said smoothly.

“What for?

“For the one you just put in your pocket, Fred.”

Colon fished the globe out of his pocket.

“Comeon!” he protested. “Y ou just found them, heh. They didn’t cost you a penny!”

“Yes, but there sstorage . . . packing . . . handling . .

“Tuppence, “ said Colon desperatdly.

“Tenpence”

“Threepence.”

“Sevenpence - and that’ s cutting my own throat, mark you.”

“Done,” sad the sergeant, reluctantly. He gave the globe another shake.



“Nice, an'tthey?’ hesad.

“Worth every penny,” said Dibbler. He rubbed his hands together hopefully. “ Should sdll like hot
cake's,” he said, picking up ahandful and shoving them into box.

He locked the door behind them when they |eft.
In the darkness something went plop.

Ankh-Morpork has dways had afine tradition of welcoming people of al races, colours and shapes, if
they have money to spend and areturn ticket.

According to the Guild of Merchants famous publication, Welkome to Ankh-Morporke, Citie of One
Thousand Surprises, “you the visitor will be asurred of aWarm Wellcome in the countless Ins and
hostdries of this Ancient Citie, where many specidisein catering for the taste of guest from distant part.
Soif you aManne, Trolle, Dwarfe, Goblin or Gnomm, Ankh-Morpork will raise your Glass convivia
and say: Cheer! Herelooking, you Kid! Up, Y ou Bottom!”

Windle Poons didn’t know where undead went for agood time. All he knew, and he knew it for a
certainty, wasthat if they could have a good time anywhere then they could probably haveitin
Ankh-Morpork.

Hislaboured footsteps led him deeper into the Shades. Only they weren't so laboured now.

For more than a century Windle Poons had lived ingde the walls of Unseen University. In terms of
accumulated years, he may have lived along time. In terms of experience, he was about thirteen.

He was seeing, hearing and smelling things he’ d never seen, heard or smelled before.

The Shades was the oldest part of the city. If you could do asort of relief map of sinfulness, wickedness
and dl-round immorality, rather like those representations of the gravitationd field around aBlack Hole,
then even in Ankh-Morpork the Shades would be represented by a shaft. In fact the Shadeswas
remarkably like the aforesaid well-known astronomical phenomenon: it had a certain strong attraction, no
light escaped from it, and it could indeed become a gateway to another world. The next one.

The Shadeswas acity within acity.

The streets were thronged. Muffled figures dunk past on errands of their own. Strange music wound up
from sunken stairwells. So did sharp and exciting smells.

Poons passed goblin delicatessens and dwarf bars from which came the sounds of singing and fighting
which dwarfstraditiondly did a the same time. And there were trolls, moving through the crowdslike.. .
. like big people moving among little people. They weren't shambling, either.

Windle had hitherto seen trolls only in the more select parts of the city, where they moved with
exaggerated caution in case they accidentaly clubbed someone to death and ate them. In the Shades they
strode, unafraid, heads held so high they very nearly rose above their shoulder-blades.

Windle Poons wandered through the crowds like random shot on apinball table. Here ablast of smoky
sound from abar spun him back into the street, there a discreet doorway promising unusua and
forbidden delights attracted him like amagnet. Windle Poons' life hadn't included even very many usua



an gpproved ddights. He wasn't even certain what they were. Some sketches outside one pink-lit,
inviting doorway |eft him even more mystified but incredible anxiousto learn.

He turned around and around in pleased astonishment.

Thisplacel Only ten minuteswalk or fifteen minutes lurch from the University! And he'd never known it
wastherd All these people! All thisnoise. All thislifel

Severd people of various shapes and speciesjostle him. One or two started to say something, shut their
mouths quickly, and hurried off.

They werethinking . . . hiseyed Likegimletd
And then avoice from the shadows said: “Hallo, bigboy. Y ou want anice time?’
“Oh, yes!” said Windle Poons, lost in wonder. “Oh, yes! Yed”

He turned around.

“Bloody hell!” There wasthe sound of someone hurrying away down an dley.

Windle sfacefdl.

Life, obvioudy, was only for the living. Perhaps this back-to-your-body business had been amistake
after dl. HE d been afool to think otherwise.

Heturned and, hardly bothering to keep his own heart beating, went back to the University.

Windle trudged across the quad to the Great Hall.
The Archchancellor would know whét to do.
“Thereheid”

“It' shim!”

“Gethim!”

Windl€ strained thought ran over acliff. Helooked around at five red, worried, and above dl familiar
faces.

“Oh, hdlo, Dean,” he said, unhappily. “ And isthat the Senior Wrangler? Oh, and the Archchancellor,
thisis-"

“Grab hisarm!”
“Don’t ook at hiseyes!”

“Grab hisother arm!”



“Thisisfor your own good, Windle!”

“It'snot Windle! It' sa creature of the Night!”

“| assureyou -”

“Haveyou got hislegs?’

“Grabhisleg!”

“Grab hisother leg!”

“Have you grabbed everything?’ roared the Archchancellor.

The wizards nodded.

Mustrum Ridcully reached into the massive recesses of hisrobe.

“Right, fiend in human shape,” he growled, “what d you think of this, then? Ah-hal”
Windle squinted at the small object that was thrust triumphantly under his nose.

“Wdl, er..." hesaddiffidently, “I'dsay . .. yes...hmm. . .yes thesmdl isvery distinctive, isn'tit .
.. yes, quite definitely. Allium sativum. The common domestic garlic. Yes?’

Thewizards stared at him. They stared at the little white clove. They stared a Windle again.
“l'amright, aren’t 17" he said, and made an attempt at asmile.

“Er,” said the Archchancdllor. “Yes. Yes, that’ sright. “ Ridcully cast around for something to add.
“Well done, “ hesaid.

“Thank you for trying,” said Windle. “| redly appreciateit. “ He stepped forward. Thewizards might as
well havetried to hold back aglacier.

“And now I’'m going to have aliedown,” hesaid. * It'sbeen along day.”

He lurched into the building and creaked along the corridors until he reached hisroom. Someone ese
seemed to have moved some of their stuff into it, but Windle dedt with that by smply pickingitdl upin
one sweep of hisarms and throwing it out into the corridor.

Then helay down on the bed.

Sleep. Well, hewastired. That was a start. But deeping meant letting go of control, and he wasn't too
certain that dl the sysemswerefully functiond yet.

Anyway, when you got right down toit, did he have to deep at al? After dl, he was dead. That was
supposed to bejust like degping, only even more so. They said that dying wasjust like going to deep,
athough of courseif you weren't careful bits of you could rot and drop off.



What were you supposed to do when you dept, anyway? Dreaming . . . wasn't that dl to do with
sorting out your memories, or something? How did you go about it?

He stared at the celling.
“I never thought being dead would be so much trouble, “ he said aoud.
After awhile afaint but insstent squeaking noise made him turn his heed.

Over the fireplace was an ornamenta candlestick, fixed to abracket on the wall. It was such afamiliar
piece of furniture that Windle hadn’t redly seenit for fifty years.

It was coming unscrewed. It spun around dowly, squesking once aturn. After half adozen turnsit fell
off and clattered to the floor.

I nexplicable phenomenawere not in themsalves unusua on the Discworld. It wasjust that they normally
had more point, or a least were abit more interesting.

Nothing €l se seemed to be about to move. Windle relaxed, and went back to organising his memories.
There was suff in there he' d completely forgotten about.

There was a brief whispering outside, and then the door burst open -

“Get hislegd Get hislegd”

“Hold hisarms!”

Windletried to Sit up. “Oh, hdlo, everyone, “ he said. *What' sthe matter?’

The Archchancellor, standing at the foot of the bed, fumbled in a sack and produced alarge, heavy
object.

Heheld it doft.
“Ah-hal” he said.
Windle peered at it.
“Yes?' hesad, helpfully.

“Ah-ha” said the Archchancdllor again, but with dightly less conviction.
“It' sasymbolic double-handled axe from the cult of Blind lo,” said Windle.
The Archchancellor gave him ablank look.

“Er, yes” hesad, “that’ sright.“ Hethrew it over his shoulder, dmost removing the Dean' sl eft ear, and
fished in the sack again.

“Ah-hal”



“That’ sarather fine example of the Mystic Tooth of Offler the Crocodile God, “ sad Windle.
“Ah-hal”

“Andthat’sa...letmeseenow ... yes, that's the matched set of sacred Flying Ducks of Ordpor the
Tagtdless. | say, eh, thisisfun!”

“Ah-ha”

“That's...don't tel me, don't tell me. . . that’ sthe holy linglon of the notorious Sootee cult, isn't it?’
“Ah-ha?’

“| think that on€ s the three-headed fish of the Howanda three-headed fish rligion,” said Windle.
“Thisisridiculous” said the Archchancellor, dropping the fish.

The wizards sagged. Religious objects weren't such a surefire undead cure after all.

“I’'m redly sorry to be such anuisance, “ said Windle.

The Dean suddenly brightened up.

“Daylight!” he said excitedly. “That’ Il do thetrick!”

“Get the curtain!”

“Get the other curtain!”

“One, two, three.. . . now!”

Windleblinked intheinvasive sunlight.

Thewizards held their bresth.

“I’'msorry,” hesaid. “It doesn’t seem to work.”

They sagged again.

“Don't you fed anything?’ said Ridcully.

“No sensation of crumbling into dust and blowing away?” said the Senior Wrangler hopefully.

“My nosetendsto ped if I’'mout inthesuntoo long,” said Windle. “I don’t know if that’ sany help.
Hetried to amile.

The wizardslooked at one another and shrugged.

“Get out,” said the Archchancellor. They trooped out.



Ridcully followed them. He paused at the door and waved afinger a Windle.

“This uncooperdtive attitude, Windle, is not doing you any good,” he said, and dammed the door behind
him.

After afew secondsthe four screws holding the door handle very dowly unscrewed themselves. They
rose up and orbited near the ceiling for awhile, and then fell.

Windle thought about thisfor awhile.

Memories. He had lots of them. One hundred and thirty years of memories. When hewas dive he
hadn’t been able to remember one-hundredth of the things he knew but now he was dead, hismind
uncluttered with everything except the single silver thread of histhoughts, he could fed them al there.
Everything he' d ever read, everything he' d ever seen, everything he' d ever heard. All there, ranged in
ranks. Nothing forgotten. Everything inits place.

Three inexplicable phenomenain one day. Four, if you included the fact of his continued existence. That
wasredly inexplicable.

It needed explicating.

Wéll, that was someone else' s problem. Everything was someone el se's problem now.

The wizards crouched outside the door of Windl€ sroom.
“Got everything?’ said Ridcully.
“Why can’t we get some of the servantsto do it?” muttered the Senior Wrangler. “1t’ sundignified.”

“Because | want it done properly and with dignity,” snapped the Archchancedllor. “If anyone sgoing to
bury awizard at a crossroads with a stake hammered through him, then wizards ought to do it. After al,
we're hisfriends”

“What isthisthing, anyway?’ said the Dean, ingpecting the implement in hishands.

“It'scalled ashove, “ said the Senior Wrangler. “I’ ve seen the gardeners use them. Y ou stick the sharp
end in the ground. Then it getsabit technical.”

Ridcully squinted through the keyhole.

“He'slying down again,” he said. He got up, brushing the dust off his knees, and grasped the door
handle. “Right,” he said. “ Take your timefrom me. One. . .two. . .”

Modo the gardener was trundling abarrow load of hedge trimmings to abonfire behind the new High
Energy Magic research building when about half a dozen wizards went past &, for wizards, high speed.

Windle Poons was being borne doft between them.

Modo heard him to say, “ Redlly, Archchancellor, are you quite sure this one will work -7’



“WEe ve got your best interests at heart,” said Ridcully.

“I'msure, but -”

“WEe |l soon have you feding your old self again,” said the Bursar.
“No, wewon't,” hissed the Dean. “ That' s the whole point!”

“WEe Il soon have you not feding your old sdf again, that’ sthe whole point,” stuttered the Bursar, asthey
rounded the corner.

Modo picked up the handles of the barrow again and pushed it thoughtfully towards the secluded area
where he kept his bonfire, his compost hegps, hisleaf-mould pile, and the little shed he sat in when it
rained.

He used to be assistant gardener at the palace, but thisjob was alot more interesting. Y ou redly got to
selife.

Ankh-Morpork society is street society. Thereis dways something interesting going on. At the moment,
the driver of atwo-horse fruit wagon was holding the Dean six inchesin the air by the scruff of the
Dean’ srobe and was threatening to push the Dean’ s face through the back of the Dean’ s head.

“It' s peaches, right?’ he kept bellowing. “Y ou know what happens to peaches what lies around too
long? They get bruised. Lots of things round here are going to get bruised.”

“I am awizard, you know, * said the Dean, his pointy shoesdangling. “If it wasn't for the fact that it
would be againgt the rules for me to use magic in anything except a purely defensive manner, you would
definitely bein alot of trouble.”

“What you doing, anyway?’ said the driver, lowering the Dean s0 he could ook suspicioudy over his
shoulder.

“Yeah,” said aman trying to control the team pulling alumber wagon, “what’ s going on? There' s people
here being paid by the hour, you know!”

“Moveaong at the front there!”

The lumber driver turned in his seat and addressed the queue of carts behind him. “I’mtrying to, “ he
sad.

“It'snot my fault, isit? There' saload of wizards digging up the godsdamn street!”
The Archchancellor’' s muddy face peered over the edge of the hole.
“Oh, for heaven’' s sake, Dean, “ he said, “| told you to sort things out!”

“Yes, | wasjust asking this gentleman to back up and go another way,” said the Dean, who was afraid
he was beginning to choke.

The fruiterer turned him around 90 that he could see dong the crowded streets. “Ever tried to back up



sxty cartsal a once?’ he demanded. “It’ s not easy. Especialy when everyone can’t move because you
guys have got it S0’ s the carts are backed up all round the block and no-one can move because
everyone' sin someone ese' sway, right?’

The Dean tried to nod. He had wondered himsdlf about the wisdom of digging the hole & the junction of
the Street of Small Gods and Broad Way, two of the busiest streetsin Ankh-Morpork. It had seemed
logical at thetime. Even the most persistent undead ought to stay decently buried under that amount of

traffic. The only problem was that no-one had thought serioudy about the difficulty of digging up acouple
of main streets during the busy time of day.

“All right, dl right, what’ sgoing on here?’

The crowd of spectators opened to admit the bulky figure of Sergeant Colon of the Watch. He moved
through the people unstoppably, his ssomach leading the way. When he saw the wizards, waist degpina
holein the middle of the road, his huge red face brightened up.

“What'sthis, then?’ hesaid. “A gang of internationa crossroads thieves?’

He was overjoyed. Hislong-term policing strategy was paying off!

The Archchancellor tipped a shovelful of Ankh-Morpork loam over his boots.

“Don’'t be stupid, man,” he snapped. “ Thisisvitaly important.”

“Oh, yes. That'swhat they dl say,” said Sergeant Colon, not aman to be easily steered from a
particular course of thought once he' d got up to mental speed. “‘| bet there’ s hundreds of villagesin
heathen placeslike Klatch that’ d pay good money for anice prestigious crossroads like this, en?’

Ridcully looked up a him with his mouth open.

“What are you gabbling about, officer?” he said. He pointed irritably to his pointy hat. “Didn’t you hear
me? We rewizards. Thisiswizard business. So if you could just sort of direct the traffic around us,
there’ sagood chance -”

“- these peaches bruise as soon as you even look at ‘em —* said avoice behind Sergeant Colon.

“The old idiots have been holding us up for half an hour,” said a cattle drover who had long ago lost
control of forty steers now wandering aimlesdy around the nearby streets. 1 wants*em arrested.”

It dawned on the sergeant that he had inadvertently placed himsalf centre stlage in adramainvolving
hundreds of people, some of them wizards and dl of them angry.

“What are you doing, then?’ he said weskly.
“WEe re burying our colleague. What doesit look like?” said Ridcully.
Colon’ seyes swivelled to an open coffin by the side of the road. Windle Poons gave him alittle wave.

“But...he'snotdead. . .ishe? hesaid, hisforehead wrinkling as he tried to get ahead of the
gtuation.



“ Appearances can be deceptive,” said the Archchancellor.

“But hejust waved to me,” said the sergeant, desperately.

g7

“Well, it'snot normal for -

“It' sdl right, sergeant, “ said Windle.

Sergeant Colon sidled closer to the coffin.

“Didn’'t | seeyou throw yoursdlf into theriver last night?” he said, out of the corner of his mouth.
“Yes. Youwerevery helpful,* said Windle.

“And then you threw yourself sort of out again,” said the sergeant.

“I'mafraid s0.”

“But you were down there for ages.”

“Wéll, it was very dark, you see. | couldn’t find the steps.”

Sergeant Colon had to concede the logic of this.

“WEell, | suppose you must be deed, then,” he said. * No-one could stay down there who wasn't dead.”
“Thisisit,” Windle agreed.

“Only why are you waving and talking?’ said Colon.

The Senior Wrangler poked his head out of the hole.

“It’ s not unknown for a dead body to move and make noises after deeth, Sergeant,” he volunteered.
“It' sdl down to involuntary muscular spasms.”

“Actudly, Senior Wrangler isright,” said Windle Poons. “I read that somewhere.”
“Oh. * Sergeant Colon looked around. “Right, “ he said, uncertainly. “Well . . . fair enough, | suppose. .
“OK, we'redone,” said the Archchancellor, scrambling out of the hole, “it’ s deep enough. Come on,
Windle, down you go.”

“I redlly am very touched, you know,” said Windle, lying back in the coffin. It was quite agood one,
from the mortuary in EIm Street. The Archchancellor had let him choose it himsdlf.

Ridcully picked up amallet.

Windle sat up again.



“Everyone sgoing to so much trouble -”

“Yes, right,” said Rideully, looking around.
“Now - who' s got the stake?”

Everyone looked at the Bursar.

The Bursar looked unhappy.

Hefumbled in abag.

“I couldn’'t get any, “ he said.

The Archchancdlor put hishand over hiseyes.

“All right,” he said quietly. “Y ou know, I’m not surprised? Not surprised a al. What did you get? Lamb
chops? A nice piece of pork?’

“Celery, “ sadthe Bursar.

“It' shisnerves, “ said the Dean, quickly.

“Cdery,” sad the Archchancellor, his self-contral rigid enough to bend horseshoes around. “Right.”
The Bursar handed him asoggy green bundle.

Ridcully took it.

“Now, Windle, “ hesad, “I’d like you to imagine that what | havein my hand -”

“It squitedl right, * sasd Windle.

“I'm not actualy sure | can hammer -”

“l don't mind, | assureyou, “ said Windle.

“Youdon't?

“Theprincipleissound,” said Windle. “If you just hand me the celery but think hammering asteke, that's
probably sufficient.”

“That' s very decent of you,” said Ridcully. “That shows avery proper spirit.”
“Esprit de corpse,” said the Senior Wrangler.
Ridcully glared a him, and thrust the celery dramatically towards Windle.

“Takethat!” hesad.



“Thank you,” said Windle.

“And now let’ s put thelid on and go and have some lunch,” said Ridcully. “Don’'t worry, Windle. It's
bound to work. Today isthe last day of therest of your life.”

Windle lay in the darkness, listening to the hammering. There was athump and amuffled imprecation
againg the Dean for not holding the end properly.

And then the patter of soil onthelid, getting fainter and more distant.

After awhile adistant rumbling suggested that the commerce of the city was being resumed. He could
even hear muffled voices.

He banged on the coffin lid.

“Can you beep it down?’ he demanded. “ There' s people down here trying to be dead!”

He heard the voices stop. There was the sound of feet hurrying away.

Windlelay therefor sometime. He didn’'t know how long. He tried stopping al functions, but that just
madg things uncomfortable. Why was dying so difficult? Other people seemed to manage it, even without
practice.

Also, hislegitched.

Hetried to reach down to scratch it, and his hand touched something smal and irregularly shaped. He
managed to get hisfingersaround it.

It felt like abundle of matches.
In acoffin? Did anyone think he’ d smoke a quiet cigar to passthe time?

After acertain amount of effort he managed to push one boot off with the other boot and ease it up until
he could just grasp it. This gave him arough surface to strike the match on.

Sulphurouslight filled histiny oblong world.

Therewas atiny scrap of cardboard pinned to the inside of thelid.
Heread it.

Heread it again.

The match went out.

Helit another one, just to check that what he had read redlly did exist.

The message was il as strange, even third time round:



Dead? Depressed?

Fed likegartingit dl again?
Then why not come aong to the
FRESH START CLUB
Thursdays, 12 pm. 668 Elm Street

EVERY BODY WELCOME

The second match went out, taking the last of the oxygen withit.

Windlelay inthe dark for awhile, consdering his next move and finishing off the celery.

Who'd have thought it?

And it suddenly dawned on the late Windle Poons that there was no such thing as somebody ese's
problem, and that just when you thought the world had pushed you aside it turned out to be full of
strangeness. He knew from experience that the living never found out half of what was redly happening,
because they were too busy being the living. The onlooker sees most of the game, he told himsdif.

It was the living who ignored the strange and wonderful, because life was too full of the boring and
mundane. But it was strange. It had thingsin it like screws that unscrewed themsalves, and little written
messages to the dead.

He resolved to find out what was going on. And then . . . if Death was't going to cometo him, he'd go
to Death. He had hisrights, after al. Y eah. HE d lead the biggest missing-person hunt of al time.

Windle grinned in the darkness.

Missing - believed Degth.

Today wasthefirst day of therest of hislife.

And Ankh-Morpork lay at hisfeet. Well, metgphoricaly. The only way was up.

He reached up, felt for the card in the dark, and pulled it free. He stuck it between histeeth.

Windle Poons braced hisfeet against the end of the box, pushed his hands past his head, and heaved.
The soggy loam of Ankh-Morpork moved dightly.

Windle paused out of habit to take a breath, and realised that there was no point. He pushed again. The
end of the coffin splintered.

Windle pulled it towards him and tore the solid pine like paper. He was | eft with apiece of plank which
would have been atotaly useless spade for anyone with un-zombie-like strength.



Turning on to his somach, tucking the earth around him with hisimpromptu spade and ramming it back
with hisfeet, Windle Poons dug hisway towards afresh sart.

Picture alandscape, aplain with rolling curves.

It’ slate summer in the octarine grass country below the towering peaks of the high Ramtops, and the
predominant colours are umber and gold. Heat sears the landscape. Grasshoppers szzle, asin afrying
pan. Eventheair istoo hot to move. It' s the hottest summer in living memory and, - in these parts, that's
along, longtime.

Picture afigure on horseback, moving dowly along aroad that’ s an inch deep in dust between fields of
corn that aready promise an unusudly rich harvest.

Picture afence of baked, dead wood. There' s anotice pinned to it. The sun has faded the | etters, but
they are till readable.

Picture a shadow, falling across the notice. Y ou can dmost heer it reading both the words.

There satrack leading off the road, towards asmall group of bleached buildings.

Picture dragging footsteps.

Picture adoor, open.

Picture acool, dark room, glimpsed through the open doorway. Thisisn’'t aroom that peopleliveina
lot. It'saroom for people who live outdoors but have to come inside sometimes, when it getsdark. It' sa
room for harnesses and dogs, aroom where oilskins are hung up to dry. There' sabeer barrel by the
door. There are flagstones on the floor and, dong the ceiling beams, hooks for bacon. There sa
scrubbed table that thirty hungry men could sit down at.

There are no men. There are no dogs. Thereisno beer.

Thereisno bacon.

There was Slence after the knocking, and then the flap flap of dippers on flagstones. Eventually a skinny
old woman with aface the colour and texture of awalnut peered around the door.

“Yes?' shesad.

THE NOTICE SAID ‘MAN WANTED’.

“Didit? Did it? That's been up there since before last winter!”
I AM SORRY?YOU NEED NO HELP?

Thewrinkled face looked at him thoughtfully.



“I can't pay morée n sxpence aweek, mind,” it said.
Thetal figurelooming againgt the sunlight gppeared to consider this.
YES. it sad, eventudly.

“I wouldn't even know where to start you workin’, either. We haven't had any proper help here for
threeyears. | just hire the lazy goodfornothin’sfrom the villagewhen | want ‘em.”

YES?
“Y ou don’'t mind, then?’
| HAVE A HORSE.

The old woman peered around the stranger. In the yard was the most impressive horse she' d ever seen.
Her eyes narrowed.

“And that’ syour horse, isit?’

YES.

“With dl that slver on the harness and everything?
YES.

“And you want to work for sixpence aweek?’
YES.

The old woman pursed her lips. She looked from the stranger to the horse to the dilgpidation around the
farm.

She appeared to reach adecision, possibly on the lines that someone who owned no horses probably
didn’'t have much to fear from ahorse thief.

“You'reto deepinthe barn, understand?’ she said.

SLEEP? YES. OF COURSE. YES, | WILL HAVE TO SLEEP.
“Couldn’t have you in the house anyway. It wouldn't beright.”
THE BARN WILL BE QUITE ADEQUATE, | ASSURE Y OU.
“But you can comeinto the house for your meals.”

THANK YOU.

“My name sMiss Hitworth.”



YES.

She waited.

“1 expect you have aname, too,” she prompted.

YES. THAT SRIGHT.

Shewaited again.

I’'M SORRY ?

“What isyour name?’

The stranger stared at her for amoment, and then looked around wildly.

“Comeon,” said Miss FHitworth. “I ain’t employing no-one without no name. Mr. ... 7’

Thefigure stared upwards.

MR. SKY?

“No-on€' scaled Mr. Sky.”

MR. ... DOOR?

She nodded.

“Could be. Could be Mr. Door. There was a chap called Doors | knew once. Y eah. Mr. Door. And
your first name? Don't tell me you haven’t got one of those, too. You' ve got to beaBill oraTomor a
Bruce or one of those names.”

YES.

“What?'

ONE OF THOSE.

“Which one?’

ER. THE FIRST ONE?

“You'reaBill?

YES?

Miss Hitworth rolled her eyes.

“All right, Bill Sky ... " shesad.

DOOR.



“Yeah. Sorry. All right, Bill Door .. ."

CALL MEBILL.

“And you can call me Miss Hitworth. | expect you want some dinner?’
| WOULD?AH. YES. THE MEAL OF THE EVENING. YES.

“Youlook haf starved, to tel the truth. More than haf, redly. “ She squinted a the figure. Somehow it
was very hard to be certain what Bill Door looked like, or even remember the exact sound of hisvoice.
Clearly hewasthere, and clearly he had spoken - otherwise why did you remember anything at al?

“There salot of peoplein these parts as don’t use the name they were born with,” shesaid. ‘| dways
say there’ s nothing to be gained by going around asking pers na questions. | suppose you can work, Mr.
Bill Door? 1’ m il getting the hay in off the high meadows and there/ Il be alot of work come harvest.
Can you use ascythe?’

Bill Door seemed to meditate on the question for sometime. Then hesaid, | THINK THE ANSWER
TOTHAT ISA DEFINITE 'YES', MISSFLITWORTH.

Cut-Me-Own-Throat Dibbler also never saw the sensein asking persona questions, at least insofar as
they applied to him and were on the lines of * Are these things yoursto sall?” But no-one appeared to be
coming forward to berate him for sdling off their property, and that was good enough for him. He' d sold
more than athousand of the little globes this morning, and he' d had to employ atroll to keep up aflow
from the mysterious source of supply inthe cellar.

People loved them.

The principle of operation was laughably smple and easily graspable by the average Ankh-Morpork
citizen after afew fase darts,

If you gave the globe ashake, acloud of little white snowflakes swirled up in theliquid ingde and
ettled, delicately, on atiny modd of afamous Ankh-Morpork landmark. In some globesit wasthe
University, or the Tower of Art, or the Brass Bridge, or the Patrician’s Pdlace. The detail was amazing.

And then there were no more left. Well, thought Throat, that’ s a shame. Since they hadn’t technically
belonged to him - dthough moraly, of course, morally they were his - he couldn’t actualy complain.

Wil he could complain, of course, but only under his breath and not to anybody specific. Maybe it was
all for the best, cometo think of it. Stack *em high, sdll *em cheap. Get ‘em off your hands - it made it
much easer to spread them in agesture of injured innocence when you said *Who, me?’

They wereredlly pretty, though. Except, strangely enough, for the writing. It was on the bottom of each
globe, in shaky, amateurish letters, asif done by someone who had never seen writing before and was
trying to copy some down. On the bottom of every globe, below theintricate little snowflake-covered
building, werethe words:



~for~3

4h~ MorPor”

Mustrum Ridcully, Archchancellor of Unseen University, was a shamel ess autocondimentor. He had his
own specid cruet put in front of him at every medl. It consisted of sdlt, three types of pepper, four types
of mustard, four types of vinegar, fifteen different kinds of chutney and his specid favourite: Wow-Wow
Sauce, amixture of mature scumble, pickled cucumbers, capers, mustard, mangoes, figs, grated
wahooni, anchovy essence, asafetida and, significantly, sulphur and saltpetre for added potency.

Ridcully inherited the formulafrom hisuncle who, after haf apint of sauce on abig med one evening,
had a charcoal biscuit to settle his stomach, lit his pipe and disappeared in mysterious circumstances,
athough his shoeswere found on the roof the following summer.

There was cold mutton for lunch. Mutton went well with Wow-Wow Sauce; on the night of Ridcully
senior’ sdesth, for example, it had gone at least three miles,

Mustrum tied his napkin behind his neck, rubbed his hands together, and reached out.

The cruet moved.

Hereached out again. It did away.

Ridcully sighed.

“All right, youfdlows” hesad. “No magic a Table, you know therules. Who's playing silly buggers?’
The other senior wizards stared at him.

“I, 1, 1 don't think we can play it any more, “ said the Bursar, who at the moment was only occasionaly
bouncing off the Sides of sanity, “I, I, | think welost some of the pieces. . .”

He looked around, giggled, and went back to trying to cut his mutton with aspoon. The other wizards
were keeping knives out of hisway at present.

The entire cruet floated up into the air and started to spin dowly. Then it exploded.

Thewizards, dripping vinegar and expensive spices, watched it owlishly.

“It was probably the sauce,” the Dean ventured. “ It was definitely going abit critica last night.”
Something dropped on his head and landed in hislunch. It was ablack iron screw, severd incheslong.
Another one mildly contused the Bursar.

After asecond or two, athird landed point down on the table by the Archchancellor’ s hand and stuck
there.



The wizardsturned their eyes upwards.

The Great Hdll waslit in the evenings by one massive chanddlier, adthough the word so often associated
with glittering prismatic glassware seemed inappropriate for the huge, heavy, black, tallow-encrusted
thing that hung from the calling like athrestening overdraft. It could hold athousand candles. It was
directly over the senior wizards' table.

Another screw tinkled on to the floor by the fireplace.

The Archchancellor cleared histhroat.

“Run?’ he suggested.

The chanddlier dropped.

Bits of table and crockery smashed into thewalls.

Lumpsof lethd talow the Sze of aman’ s head whirred through the windows. A whole candle, propelled
out of the wreckage at afreak velocity, was driven several inchesinto adoor.

The Archchancdlor disentangled himsdf from the remains of hischair.

“Bursa!” heydled.

The Bursar was exhumed from the fireplace.

“Um, yes, Archchancdlor?’ he quavered.

“What was the meanin’ of that?’

Ridcully’ s hat rose from his head.

It was a basic floppy-brimmed, pointy wizarding hat, but adapted to the Archchancellor’ s outgoing
lifestyle. Fishing flieswere suck init. A very smdl pistol crossbow was shoved in the hatband in case he
saw something to shoot while out jogging, and Mustrum Ridcully had found that the pointy bit wasjust
theright size for asmall bottle of Bentinck’ s Very Old Peculiar Brandy. He was quite attached to his hat.

But it was no longer attached to him.

It drifted gently acrossthe room. Therewas afaint but distinct gurgling noise.

The Archchancellor legpt to hisfeet. “Bugger that,” heroared. “ That stuff’ snine dollars afifth!” He
made alegp for the hat, missed, and kept on going until he drifted to ahalt severa feet above the ground.

The Bursar raised ahand, nervoudly.
“Possibly woodworm?’ he said.
“If thereisany more of this” growled Ridcully, “anymoreat al, d'you hear, | shdl get very angry!”

He was dropped to the floor at the same time as the big doors opened. One of the college porters



bustled in, followed by a squad of the Patrician’ s palace guard.

The guard captain looked the Archchancellor up and down with the expression of one to whom the
word ‘civilian’ is pronounced in the same genera tones as* cockroach’.

“Y ou the head chap?’ he said.

The Archchancellor smoothed his robe and tried to straighten his beard.
“| am the Archchancellor of thisuniversity, yes” he said.

The guard captain looked curioudy around the hall.

The students were al cowering down the far end. Splashed food covered most of thewallsto ceiling
height. Bits of furniture lay around the wreckage of the chanddlier like trees around ground zero of a
meteor strike.

Then he spoke with dl the distaste of someone whose own further education had stopped at age nine,
but who'd heard stories. . .

“Indulging in abit of youthful high spirits, werewe?’ hesaid. “Throwin” afew bread rolls around, that
kind of thing?’

“May | ask the meaning of thisintruson?’ said Ridcully, coldly.
The guard captain leaned on his spear.

“Wel,” hesad, “it' slikethis. The Patrician is barricaded in his bedroom on account of the furniturein
the palaceis zooming around the place like you wouldn’t believe, the cooks won't even go back in the
kitchen on account of what's happening inthere. . .”

Thewizardstried not to look at the spear’ s head. It was starting to unscrew itself.

“Anyway,” the captain went on, obliviousto the faint metalic noises, “the Patrician calsthrough the
keyhole, see, and saysto me, “Douglas, | wonder if you wouldn’t mind nipping down to the University
and asking the head man if he would be so good asto step up here, if he’ snot too busy?” But | can
aways go back and tell him you' reengagin’ in abit of student humour, if you like.”

The spearhead was amogt off the shaft.

“You listening to me?’ said the captain suspicioudy.

“Hmm?Wha?" said the Archchancellor, tearing his eyes away from the spinning metd. “Oh. Yes. Well,
| can assure you, my man, that we are not the cause of -”

“Aargh!”
“Pardon?’

“The spearhead fell on my foot!”



“Didit?’ sad Ridcully, innocently.
The guard captain hopped up and down.

“Listen, are you bloody hocus-pocus merchants coming or not?’ he said, between bounces. “ The boss
isnot very happy. Not very happy at dl.”

A great formless cloud of Life drifted across the Discworld, like water building up behind adam when
the duice gates are shut. With no Degth to take thelife force away when it wasfinished with, it had
nowhere e'seto go.

Here and thereit earthed itself in random poltergeist activity, like flickers of summer lightning beforea
big storm. Everything that exigts, yearnsto Live. That’swhat the cycle of lifeisdl about. That’ sthe
enginethat drivesthe gresat biological pumps of evolution. Everything triesto inch itsway up thetree,
clawing or tentacling or diming itsway up to the next niche until it getsto the very top - which, onthe
whole, never seemsto have been worth al that effort.

Everything that exigts, yearnsto live. Even thingsthat are not dive. Thingsthat have akind of sub-life, a
metaphoricd life, an dmogt life. And now, in the same way that a sudden hot spell brings forth unnatural
and exotic blooms. . .

There was something about the little globes. Y ou had to pick them up and give them a shake, watch the
pretty snowflakes swirl and glitter. And then take them home and put them on the mantel piece.

And then forget about them.

The relationship between the University and the Petrician, absolute ruler and nearly benevolent dictator
of Ankh-Morpork, was acomplex and subtle one.

The wizards held that, as servants of ahigher truth, they were not subject to the mundane laws of the
city.

The Patrician said that, indeed, thiswas the case, but they would bloody well pay their taxeslike
everyoneese.

Thewizards said thet, asfollowers of the light of wisdom, they owed alegiance to no morta man.

The Patrician said that thismay well be true but they also owed a city tax of two hundred dollars per
head per annum, payable quarterly.

Thewizards said that the University stood on magica ground and was therefore exempt from taxation
and anyway you couldn’t put atax on knowledge.

The Patrician said you could. It was two hundred dollars per capita; if per capitawas a problem,
decapita could be arranged.

Thewizards said that the University had never paid taxesto the civil authority.

The Patrician said he was not proposing to remain civil for long.



Thewizards said, what about easy terms?

The Patrician said he was talking about easy terms. They wouldn’t want to know about the hard terms.

Thewizards said that there was aruler back in, oh, it would be the Century of the Dragonfly, who had
tried to tell the University what to do. The Patrician could come and have alook at him if he liked.

The Patrician said that he would. He truly would.

In the end it was agreed that while the wizards of course paid no taxes, they would nevertheless make an
entirely voluntary donation of, oh, let’s say two hundred dollars per head, without prejudice, mutatis
mutandis, no strings atached, to be used gtrictly for non-militaristic and environmental ly-acceptable
purpoSes.

It was this dynamic interplay of power blocs that made Ankh-Morpork such an interesting, stimulating
and above al bloody dangerous placein whichto live.

Senior wizards did not often get out and about on what Welkome to Ankh-Morporke probably called
the thronged highways and intimate byways of the city, but it wasingtantly obviousthat something was
wrong. It wasn't that cobblestones didn’t sometimes fly through the air, but usually someone had thrown
them. They didn’'t normally float by themsdalves.

A door burst open and a suit of clothes came out, a pair of shoes dancing dong behind it, ahat floating a
few inches above the empty collar. Close behind them came a skinny man endeavouring to do with a
hastily-snatched flannd what normally it took awhole pair of trousersto achieve.

“Y ou come back here!” he screamed, asthey rounded the corner. “I ill owe seven dollarsfor you!”

A second pair of trousers scurried out into the street and hurried after them.

The wizards clustered together like afrightened anima with five pointed heads and ten legs, wondering
who was going to be thefirst to comment.

“That’ sbloody amazing!” said the Archchancdllor.

“Hmm?’ said the Dean, trying to imply that he saw more amazing things than that al thetime, and that in

drawing attention to mere clothing running around by itsalf the Archchancellor was letting down the whole
tone of wizardry.

“Oh, comeon. | don’t know many tailors round here who' d throw in asecond pair of pantsfor aseven
dollar suit,” said Rideully.

“Oh, “ said the Dean.
“If it comespast again, try to trip it up so’'s | can have alook at the [abdl.”

A bedsheet squeezed through an upper window and flapped away across the rooftops.



“Y’know,” said the Lecturer in Recent Runes, trying to keep hisvoice cdm and relaxed, “1 don't think
thisismagic. It doesv't fed likemagic.”

The Senior Wrangler fished in one of the deep pockets of his robe. There was amuffled clanking and
rustling and the occasiond croak. Eventualy he produced adark blue glass cube. It had adid onthe
front.

“Y ou carry one of them around in your pocket?” said the Dean. “ A vauable instrument like that?”
“What the hdll isit?” said Ridcully.

“Amazingly sendgitive magica measuring device,” said the Dean. “Measures the dendity of amagical fied.
A thaumometer.”

The Senior Wrangler proudly held the cube doft and pressed a button on the side. A needle on the did
wobbled around alittle bit and stopped.

“See?’ said the Senior Wrangler. “‘ Just natura background, representing no hazard to the public.”
“Speak up,” said the Archchancellor. “I can’t hear you above the noise.”

Crashes and screams rose from the houses on either sde of the street.

Mrs. Evadne Cake was a medium, verging on small.

It wasn't ademanding job. Not many people who died in Ankh-Morpork showed much inclination to
chat to their surviving relatives. Put as many mystic dimensions between you and them as possible, that
was their motto. Shefilled in between engagements with dressmaking and church work - any church.

Mrs. Cake was very keen onreligion, at least on Mrs. Cake' sterms.

Evadne Cake was not one of those bead-curtain-and-incense mediums, partly because she didn’t hold
with incense but mainly because she was actualy very good at her profession. A good conjurer can
astound you with asimple box of matches and a perfectly ordinary deck of cards, if you would careto
examine them, s, you will seethey are aperfectly ordinary deck of cards- he doesn't need the
finger-nipping folding tables and complicated collapsible top hats of lesser prestidigitators. And, inthe
same way, Mrs. Cake didn’t need much in the way of props. Even the industria-grade crystal ball was
only there as a sop to her customers. Mrs. Cake could actualy read the future in abowl of porridge. *
She could have areveation in apanful of frying bacon. She had spent alifetime dabbling in the spirit
world, except that in Evadne' s case dabbling wasn't redly apposite. She wasn't the dabbling kind. It was
more a case of slamping into the spirit world and demanding to see the manager.

And, while making her breakfast and cutting up dogfood for Ludmilla, she started to hear voices. They
were very faint. It wasn't that they were on the verge of hearing, because they were the kind of voices
that ordinary ears can’t hear. They wereinside her head.

... watchwhat you'redoing . . . wheream 1. . . quit shoving, there. . .

And then they faded again.



They were replaced by a squeaking noise from the next room. She pushed aside her boiled egg and
waddled through the bead curtain.

The sound was coming from under the severe, no-nonsense hessian cover of her crysta ball.

Evadne went back into the kitchen and selected a heavy frying pan. She waved it through the air once or
twice, getting the heft of it, and then crept towards the crystal under its hood.

Raising the pan ready to swat anything unpleasant, she twitched aside the cover.
The ball wasturning dowly round and round on its stand.

Evadne watched it for awhile. Then she drew the curtains, eased her weight down on the chair, took a
deep breath and said, “ 1sthere anybody there?’

Mogt of the caling fel in.

After several minutes and a certain amount of struggle Mrs. Cake managed to get her head free.
“Ludmillal”

There were soft footstepsin the passageway and then something come in from the back yard. 1t was
clearly, even attractively femae, in generd shape, and wore a perfectly ordinary dress. It wasaso
gpparently suffering from a case of superfluous hair that not al the ddlicate pink razorsin the world could
erase. Also, teeth and fingernails were being worn long this season. Y ou expected the whole thing to
growl, but it spoke in a pleasant and definitely human voice.

“Mother?’

“Oi'munder ‘ere”

The fearsome Ludmillalifted up ahuge joist and tossed it lightly aside. “What hgppened? Didn’t you
have your premonition switched on?’

“Oi turned it off to speak to the baker. Cor, that gave me aturn.”

“I'll make you acup of tea, shdl |7’

“Now then, you know you aways crushes teacups when it' syour Time. *
“I'm getting better at it, “ said Ludmilla

“There sagood girl, but I'll do it mysdlf, thanks dl the same.”

Mrs. Cake stood up, brushed the plaster dust off her gpron, and said: “ They shouted! They shouted! All
a oncel”

Modo the University gardener was weeding arose bed when the ancient, velvet lawn beside him heaved



and sprouted a hardy perenniad Windle Poons, who blinked in the light.
“Isthat you, Modo?’

“That’ sright, Mr. Poons,” said the dwarf. * Shdl | give you ahand up?’
“I think I can manage, thank you.”

“I've got ashovd inthe shed, if you like.”

“No, it's perfectly dl right. “ Windle pulled himsdf out of the grass and brushed the soil off the remains
of hisraobe. “ Sorry about your lawn,” he added, looking down at the hole.

“Don’'t mention it, Mr. Poons.”

“Did it takelong to get it looking like that?’

“About five hundred years, | think.”

“Gosh, | am sorry. | wasaiming for the cdllars, but | seem to have lost my bearings.”

“Don’'t you worry about that, Mr. Poons” said the dwarf cheerfully. “Everything’ s growing like crazy
anyway. I'll fill it in this afternoon and put some more seed down and five hundred years will just zoom

past, you wait and see.”

“Theway thingsaregoing, | probably will,” said Windle moodily. Helooked around. ‘Isthe
Archchancdlor here?” hesaid.

“I saw them all going up to the palace,” said the gardener.

“Then| think I'll just go and have a quick bath and a change of clothes. | wouldn’t want to disturb
anyone”

“1 heard you wasn't just dead but buried too, “ said the gardener, as Windle lurched off.
“That’sright.”

“Can’t keep agood man down, eh?’

Windle turned back.

“By theway . .. where'sElm Street?’

Modo scratched an ear. “1sn't it that one off Treacle Mine Road?’

“Oh, yes. | remember.”

Modo went back to hisweeding.

The circular nature of Windle Poons death didn’t bother him much. After all, treeslooked dead in the
winter, burst forth again every spring. Dried up old seeds went in the ground, fresh young plants sprang



up. Practically nothing ever died for long. Take compogt, for example.

Modo believed in compost with the same passion that other people believed in gods. His compost heaps
heaved and fermented and glowed faintly in the dark, perhaps because of the mysterious and possibly
illega ingredients Modo fed them, athough nothing had ever been pried and, anyway, no-one was about
to dig into oneto seewhat wasiniit.

All dead stuff, but somehow dive. And it certainly grew roses. The Senior Wrangler had explained to
Modo that his roses grew so big because it was amiracle of existence, but Modo privately thought that
they just wanted to get asfar away from the compost as possible.

The heapswerein for atreat tonight. The weeds wereredly doing well. HE d never known plantsto
grow so fast and luxuriantly. It must be dl the compost, Modo thought.

By the time the wizards reached the palace it was in uproar. Pieces of furniture were gliding acrossthe
caling. A shod of cutlery, like slvery minnowsin mid-air, flashed past the Archchancellor and dived
away down acorridor. The place seemed to be in the grip of a selective and tidy-minded hurricane.

Other people had dready arrived. They included agroup dressed very like the wizardsin many ways,
athough there were important differencesto the trained eye.

“Priests?’ said the Dean. “Here? Before us?’

The two groups began very surreptitioudy to adopt postionsthat |eft their hands free.

“What good arethey?’ said the Senior Wrangler.

There was a noticeable drop in metaphorical temperature.

A carpet undulated past.

The Archchancellor met the gaze of the enormous Chief Priest of Blind 1o who, as senior priest of the
senior god in the Discworld' s rambling pantheon, was the nearest thing Ankh-Morpork had to a
gpokesman on religious effairs.

“Credulousfools,” muttered the Senior Wrangler.

“Godlesstinkerers,” said asmall acolyte, peering out from behind the Chief Priest’ sbully.
“Gullibleidiotd”

“Atheigtic scum!”

“Servile morond”

“Childish conjurord”

“Bloodthirsty priests!”



“Interfering wizardd”

Ridcully raised an eyebrow. The Chief Priest nodded very dightly.

They left the two groups hurling imprecations a each other from a safe distance and strolled nonchalantly
towards a comparatively quiet part of the room where, beside a statue of one of the Patrician’s
predecessors, they turned and faced one another again.

“S0... how arethingsin the god bothering business?’ said Ridcully.

“We do our humble best. How is the dangerous meddling with things man was not meant to
understand?’

“Pretty fair. Pretty fair. “ Ridcully removed his hat and fished insde the pointy bit. “Can | offer you a
drop of something?’

“Alcohol isasnarefor the spirit. Would you care for acigarette? | believe you people indulge.”
“Not me. If | wasto tell you what that stuff doesto your lungs-"

Ridcully unscrewed the very tip of hishat and poured a generous measure of brandy into it.
“So, “ hesad, “what’ s happening?’

“We had an dtar float up into the air and drop on us.”

“A chanddlier unscrewed itself. Everything' s unscrewing itself. Y ou know, | saw asuit of clothesrun
past on the way here? Two pairs of pantsfor seven dollars!”

“Hmm. Did you seethelabd?’

“Everything’ sthrobbing, too. Notice the way everything' s throbbing?’
“We thought it was you people.”

“It' snot magic. Suppose the gods aren’'t more than usualy unhappy?’
“Apparently not.”

Behind them, the priests and the wizards were screaming chin to chin.
The Chief Priest moved alittle closer.

“I think | could be strong enough to master and defeet just alittle snare,” he said. “I haven't fdlt like this
snce Mrs. Cake was one of my flock.”

“Mrs. Cake? What's aMrs. Cake?’

“You have. . . ghastly Thingsfrom the Dungeon Dimensions and things, yes? Terrible hazards of your
ungodly professon?’ said the Chief Priedt.



“yes”
“We have someone called Mrs. Cake.”

Ridcully gave him an enquiring look.

“Don't ask,” said the priest, shuddering. “ Just be grateful you'll never haveto find out.”
Ridcully slently passed him the brandy.

“Just between the two of us,” said the priest, “ have you got any ideas about al this? The guards are
trying to dig hislordship out. Y ou know he' [l want answers. I’'m not even certain | know the questions.”

“Not magic and not gods,” said Ridcully. “Can | have the snare back? Thank you. Not magic and not
gods. That doesn't leave us much, doesit?’

“| suppose there’' s not some kind of magic you don’t know about?’

“If thereis, we don’t know abouit it.”

“Fair enough, “ the priest conceded.

“| supposeit’s not the gods up to a bit of ungodliness on the sde?’ said Ridcully, clutching at one last
graw. “A couple of ‘em had abit of atiff or something? Messing around with golden apples or
something?’

“It'svery quiet on the god front right now, “ said the Chief Priest. His eyes glazed as he spoke,
apparently reading from a script insde his head. “ Hyperopia, goddess of shoes, thinks that Sandelfon,
god of corridors, isthelong-lost twin brother of Grune, god of unseasond fruit. Who put the goat in the
bed of Offler, the Crocodile God? Is Offler forging an aliance with Seven-handed Sek? Meanwhile,
Hoki the Jokester isup to hisold tricks -”

“Yes, yes, dl right,” said Rideully. “I’ ve never been ableto get interested in dl that stuff, mysdlf.”
Behind them, the Dean was trying to prevent the Lecturer in Recent Runes from attempting to turn the
priest of Offler the Crocodile God into aset of matching suitcases, and the Bursar had a bad nosebleed

from alucky blow with athurible.

“What we ve got to present here, “ said Ridcully, “isaunited front. Right?’

“Agreed, “ said the Chief Priest.

“Right. For now.”

A smdll rug sinewaved past at eyelevel. The Chief Priest handed back the brandy bottle.

“Incidentaly, mother saysyou haven't written lately, “ he said.

“Yeah..." Theother wizards would have been surprised at their Archchancellor’ slook of contrite
embarrassment. “I’ ve been busy. Y ou know how itis”



“She said to be sure to remind you she' s expecting both of us over for lunch on Hogswatchday.”

“I haven't forgotten,” said Ridcully, glumly. ‘I’'mlooking forward toit. “ He turned to the melee behind
them.

“Cutit out, you fellows” hesaid.

“Brethren! Desist!” bellowed the Chief Priest.

The Senior Wrangler released his grip on the head of the high priest of the Cult of Hinki. A couple of

curates stopped kicking the Bursar. There was agenera adjustment of clothing, afinding of hatsand a
bout of embarrassed coughing.

“That’ s better,” said Ridcully. “Now then, his Eminence the Chief Priest and myself have decided -~
The Dean glowered at avery small bishop.
“Hekicked me! He kicked me!”

“Oo0! | never did, my son.”
“Y ou bloody well did,” the Dean hissed. * Sdeways, so they wouldn’t seel”

“- have decided — repested Ridcully, glaring at the Dean, “to pursue asolution to the current
disturbancesin aspirit of brotherhood and goodwill and that includes you, Senior Wrangler.”

“I couldn’'t help it! He pushed me.”
“Wdl! May you beforgiven!” said the Archdeacon of Thrume, stoutly.

There was a crash from above. A chaise-longue cantered down the stairs and smashed through the hall
door.

“I think perhapsthe guards are dtill trying to free the Patrician,” said the High Priest. “ Apparently even
his secret passages |locked themsalves.”

“All of them?I thought the dy devil had ‘em everywhere,” said Ridcully.
“All locked,” said the High Priet. “ All of them.”

“Almost dl of them,” said avoice behind him.

Ridcully’ stones did not change as he turned around, except that a dight extra syrup was added.

A figure had apparently stepped out of the wall. 1t was human, but only by default. Thin, pale, and clad

al in dusty black, the Patrician aways put Ridcully in mind of apredatory flamingo, if you could find a
flamingo that was black and had the patience of arock.

“Ah, Lord Vetinari,” hesaid, “| am so glad you are unhurt.”

“I will see you gentlemen in the Oblong Office, * said the Petrician. Behind him, apand inthewdl did



back noisdesdy.
“I, um, | believe there are anumber of guards upstairstrying to free—* the Chief Priest began.
The Patrician waved athin hand a him. “1 wouldn’t dream of stopping them,” he said. ‘It givesthem

something to do and makes them fed important. Otherwise they just have to stand around al day looking
fierce and contralling their bladders. Comethisway.”

Theleaders of the other Ankh-Morpork Guildsturned up in ones and twos, gradualy filling the room.
The Patrician sat gloomily staring at the paper-work on his desk asthey argued.

“Well, it'snot us” said the head of the Alchemigts.

“Things are dways flying through the air when you fdlows are around,” said Ridcully.

“Yes, but that’ s only because of unforeseen exothermic reactions, “ said the alchemist.

“Things keep blowing up,” trandated the deputy-head a chemist, without looking up.

“They may blow up, but they come down again. They don’t flutter around and, e.g., start unscrewing
themsdves,” sad hischief, giving him awarning frown. * Anyway, why'd we do it to oursalves? | tell you,
it shell in my workshop! There' s stuff whizzing everywhere! Just before | came out, ahuge and very
expensve piece of glassware broke into splinters!”

“Marry, ‘twas asharp retort, “ said awretched voice.

The press of bodies moved aside to reveal the Generdl Secretary and Chief Butt of the Guild of Fools
and Joculators. He flinched under the attention, but he generdly flinched dl the time anyway. He had the
look of aman whose face has been Ground Zero for one custard pie too many, whose trousers have
been too often awash with whitewash, whose nerves would disintegrate completely at the sound of just
one more whoopee-cushion. The other Guild leaderstried to be nice to him, in the same way that people
try to be kind to other people who are standing on the ledges of very high buildings.

“What do you mean, Geoffrey?’ said Ridcully, askindly as he could.

The Fool gulped. ‘“Wdll, you see” he mumbled, “we have sharp asin splinters, and retort asin large
glassachemica vessd, and thuswe get a pun on “sharp retort” which aso means, well, ascathing
answer. Sharp retort. You see? It saplay on words. Um. It s not very good, isit.”

The Archchancellor looked into eyes like two runny eggs.

“Oh, apun,” he said. “Of course. Hohoho. “ He waved a hand encouragingly at the others.

“Hohoho, “ said the Chief Priest.

“Hohoho,” said the leader of the Assassins Guild.

“Hohoho,” said the head Alchemist. “And, you know, what makesit even funnier isthat it was actudly



andembic”

“Sowhat you'retelling me,” said the Patrician, as consderate handsled the Fool away, “isthat none of
you are responsible for these events?’

He gave Ridcully ameaningful ook as he spoke.

The Archchancellor was about to answer when his eye was caught by amovement on the Petrician’s
desk.

Therewasalittle modd of the Palacein aglass globe. And next to it was a paperknife.

The paperknife was dowly bending.

“Well?" said the Patrician.

“Not us,” said Ridcully, hisvoice hollow. The Patrician followed his gaze.

The knifewas aready curved like abow.

The Patrician scanned the sheepish crowd until he found Captain Doxie of the City Guard Day Watch.
“Can’'t you do something?’ he said.

“Er. Likewhat, Sr? Theknife? Er. | suppose | could arrest it for being bent.”

Lord Vetinari threw hishandsupintheair.

“Sol It'snot magic! It'snot gods! It'snot people! What isit? And who'sgoing to stop it? Who am |
goingtocal?

Half an hour later the little globe had vanished.

No-one noticed. They never do.

Mrs. Cake knew who she was going to call.

“Y ou there, One-Man-Bucket?’ she said.

Then she ducked, just in case.

A reedy and petulant voice oozed out of the air.

where have you been | can’'t movein herel

Mrs. Cake hit her lip. Such adirect reply meant her spirit guide wasworried. When he didn’t have
anything on his mind he spent five minutes talking about buffaloes and great white spirits, dthough if

One-Man-Bucket had ever been near white spirit he'd drunk it and it was anyone' s guess what he' d do
to abuffao. And he kept putting ‘ums and *hows* into the conversation.



“What d'you mean?’

- there been a catastrophe or something, some kind of ten-second plague?

“No. Don't think s0.”

- there’ sredl pressure here, you know. what' s hokeing everything up?

“What do you mean?’

- shutupshutupshutup I’ m trying to talk to the lady!

- you lot over there, keep the noise down! oh yeaha sez you -

Mrs. Cake was aware of other voicestrying to drown him out.

“One-Man-Bucket!”

- heathen savage, am 1? so you know what this heathen savage saysto youayeah? listen, I’ ve been over
here for ahundred years, me! | don’t haveto take talk like that from someone who' s still warm! Tight -
that doesit, you. . .

His voice faded.

Mrs. Cake set her jaw.

His voice came back.

- oh yeah? oh yeahawell, maybe you was big when you was dive, friend, but here and now you' rejust
abedsheet with holesin it! Oh, so you don't likethat, eh -

“He sgoing to Sart fighting again, mum,” said Ludmilla, who was curled up by the kitchen stove. “He
awayscdls people“friend” just before he hitsthem.”

Mrs. Cake sighed.

“Andit soundsasif he' sgoing to fight alot of people,” said Ludmilla

“Oh, dl right. Go and fetch meavase. A chesp one, mind.”

It iswidely suspected, but not generdly known, that everything has an associated spirit form which, upon
!ts demise, exigts briefly in the draughty gap between the worlds of the living and the dead. Thisis
important.

“No, not that one. That belonged to your granny.”

Thisghostly surviva does not last for long without a consciousness to hold it together, but depending on
what you havein mind it can last for just long enough.

“That one'll do. | never liked the pattern.”



Mrs. Cake took an orange vase with pink peonies on it from her daughter’ s paws.
“Areyou gill there, One-Man-Bucket?’ she said.

- I'll make you regret the day you ever died, you whining -

“Catch.”

She dropped the vase on to the stove. It smashed.

A moment later, there was a sound from the Other Side. If adiscorporate spirit had hit another
discorporate spirit with the ghost of avase, it would have sounded just like that.

- right, said the voice of One-Man-Bucket, and there’ s more where that came from, OK?
The Cakes, mother and hairy daughter, nodded at each other.
When One-Man-Bucket spoke again, hisvoice dripped with smug satisfaction.

- just abit of an dtercation about seniority here, he said. just sorting out abit of persona space. got alot
of problems here, Mrs. Cake. it'slike awaiting room -

Therewas adhrill clamour of other disembodied voices.

- could you get amessage, please, to Mr. -

- tdll her there' sabag of coins on the ledge up the chimney -

- Agnesis not to have the silverware after what she said about our Molly -

- | didn’'t have time to feed the cat, could someone go - shutupshutup! That was One-Man-Bucket
again. you've got no idea have you? thisis ghost talk, isit?feed the cat? whatever happenedto ‘| am
very happy here, and waiting for you to join me' ?

- ligten, if anyone dsejoinsus, we'll be standing on one another’ s heads -

- that’ s not the point. that’ s not the point, that’sal I’'m saying. when you' re a spirit, there’ sthingsyou
gottasay. Mrs. Cake?

vy e’
- you got to tell someone about this.

Mrs. Cake nodded.

“Now you dl go away,” shesaid. ‘I’m getting one of my headaches.”
The crystd ball faded.

“Wdl!” said Ludmilla



“lan'tgoingto tell no priests,” said Mrs. Cakefirmly.
It wasn't that Mrs. Cake wasn't areligious woman.

She was, as has aready been hinted, a very religious woman indeed. There wasn't atemple, church,
mosgue or smdl group of standing stones anywherein the city that she hadn’t attended a one time or
another, asaresult of which she was more feared than an Age of Enlightenment; the mere sight of Mrs.
Cake ssmall fat body on the threshold was enough to stop most priests dead in the middle of their
invocation.

Dead. That wasthe point. All the religions had very strong views about talking to the dead. And so did
Mrs. Cake. They held that it was sinful. Mrs. Cake held that it was only common courtesy.

Thisusualy led to afierce ecclesiagtica debate which resulted in Mrs. Cake giving the chief priest what
she called ‘apiece of her mind'. There were so many pieces of Mrs. Cake'smind left around the city
now that it was quite surprising that there was enough Ieft to power Mrs. Cake but, strangely enough, the
more pieces of her mind she gave away the more there seemed to be lft.

There was a0 the question of Ludmilla. Ludmillawas a problem. The late Mr. Cake, godsrest hissoul,
had never so much as even whistled at the full moon hiswholelife, and Mrs. Cake had dark suspicions
that Ludmillawas athrowback to the family’ s distant past in the mountains, or maybe had contracted
genetics as a child. She was pretty certain her mother had once aluded circumspectly to the fact that
Gresat-uncle Erasmus sometimes had to egt his meals under the table. Either way, Ludmillawas a decent
upright young woman for three weeksin every four and a perfectly well-behaved hairy wolf thing for the
rest of thetime.

Priests often failed to seeit that way. Since by thetime Mrs. Cake fdl out with whatever priestswere
currently moderating between her and the gods, she had usually dready taken over the flower
arrangements, dtar dugting, temple cleaning, sacrificia stone scrubbing, honorary vestigid virgining,
hassock repairing and every other vitd religious support role by sheer force of personality, her departure
resulted in total chaos.

Mrs. Cake buttoned up her coat.

“It won't work,” said Ludmilla

“I'll try the wizards. They ought to betole,” said Mrs. Cake. She was quivering with saf-importance,
likeasmall enraged footbal.

“Yes, but you said they never listen,” said Ludmilla.
“Got to try. Byway, what are you doing out of your room?’
“Oh, mother. Y ou know | hate that room. There’ sno need -”

“You can't betoo careful. Supposin’ you wasto take it into your head to go and chase peopl€'s
chickens? What would the neighbours say?’

“I've never fdt theleast urge to chase achicken, mother,” said Ludmillawesrily.



“Or run after carts, barkin’.”

“That' sdogs, mother.”

“You just get back in your room and lock yourself in and get on with some sewing like agood girl.”
“You know | can't hold the needles properly, mother.”

“Try for your mother.”

“Yes, mother,” said Ludmilla

“And don’t go near the window. We don’t want people upset.”

“Y es, mother. And you make sure you put your premonition on, mum. Y ou know your eyesight isn’t
what it was.”

Mrs. Cake watched her daughter go upstairs. Then she locked the front door behind her and strode
towards Unseen University where, she' d heard, there was too much nonsense of al sorts.

Anyone watching Mrs. Cake' s progress along the street would have noticed one or two odd details.

Despite her erratic gait, no-one bumped into her. They weren’t avoiding her, she just wasn't where they
were.

At one point she hesitated, and stepped into an dleyway. A moment later abarrel rolled off acart that
was unloading outside a tavern and smashed on the cobbles where she would have been. She stepped
out of the alley and over the wreckage, grumbling to hersdlf.

Mrs. Cake spent alot of the time grumbling. Her mouth was congtantly moving, asif shewastrying to
didodge atroublesome pip from somewhere in the back of her tegth.

She reached the high black gates of the University and hesitated again, asif listening to someinner voice.

Then she stepped aside and waited.

Bill Door lay in the darkness of the hayloft and waited.
Below, he could hear the occasiond horsey sounds of Binky - asoft movement, the champ of ajaw.

Bill Door. So now he had aname. Of course, he' d dways had a name, but he' d been named for what
he embodied, not for who hewas. Bill Door. It had agood solid ring toit.

Mr. Bill Door. William Door, Esg. Billy D - no. Not Billy.

Bill Door eased himsdf further into the hay. He reached into his robe and pulled out the golden timer.
There was, quite perceptibly, less sand in the top bulb. He put it back.

And then therewasthis“deep”. He knew what it was. People did it for quite alot of thetime. They lay



down and deep happened. Presumably it served some purpose. He was watching out for it with interest.
Hewould haveto subject it to analysis.

Night drifted across the world, coolly pursued by anew day.
Therewas a dtirring in the henhouse across the yard.
“Cock-a-doo. . . er.”

Bill Door stared at the roof of the barn.

“Cock-a-doodle. . . er.”

Grey light wasfiltering in between the cracks.

Y et only moments ago there had been the red light of sunset!
Six hours had vanished.

Bill hauled out thetimer. Yes. Thelevel was definitely down. While he had been waiting to experience
deep, something had stolen part of his. . . of hislife. He' d completely missed it, too -

“Cock. . .cock-a. . .er...”
He climbed down from theloft and stepped out into the thin mist of dawn.

The ederly chickens watched him cautioudly as he peered into their house. An ancient and rather
embarrassed-looking cockerel glared at him and shrugged.

There was a clanging noise from the direction of the house. An oldiron barrel hoop was hanging by the
door, and Miss Flitworth was hitting it vigoroudy with aladle.

He stalked over to investigate.

WHAT FOR ARE YOU MAKING THE NOISE, MISSFLITWORTH?
She spun around, ladle half-raised.

“Good grief, you must walk likeacat!” shesaid.

| MUST?

“I meant | didn’t hear you. “ She stood back and looked him up and down.

“There s <till something about you | can't put my finger on, Bill Door,” she said. ‘Wish | knew what it
wes.”

The seven-foot skeleton regarded her stoically. He felt there was nothing he could say.



“What do you want for breskfast?’ said the old woman. “Not that it’'Il make any difference, ‘cosit’'s
porridge.”

Later she thought: he must have eaten it, because the bowl isempty. Why can’t | remember?

And then there was the matter of the scythe. He looked at it asif he’ d never seen one before. She
pointed out the grass nail and the handles. Helooked at them politely.

HOW DO YOU SHARPEN IT, MISSFLITWORTH?

“It’ s sharp enough, for goodness sake.”

HOW DO YOU SHARPEN IT MORE?

“You can't. Sharp’s sharp. Y ou can't get sharper than that.”

He d swished it aimlesdy, and made a disgppointed hissing noise.
And there was the grass, too.

The hay meadow was high on the hill behind the farm, overlooking the cornfield. She watched him for a
while

It was the most interesting technique she had ever witnessed. She wouldn't even have thought that it was
technicaly possible.

Eventudly she said: “It' sgood. Y ou’ ve got the swing and everything.”
THANK YOU, MISS FLITWORTH.

“But why one blade of grassat atime?’

Bill Door regarded the neat row of stalksfor somewhile.

THERE ISANOTHER WAY ?

“You can do lotsin one go, you know.”

NO. NO. ONE BLADE AT A TIME. ONE TIME, ONE BLADE.
“Youwon't cut many that way,” said Miss Hitworth.

EVERY LAST ONE, MISSFLITWORTH.

“yes?

TRUST ME ON THIS.

Miss Flitworth left him to it and went back to the farm-house. She stood at the kitchen window and
watched the distant dark figure for awhile, asit moved over the hillsde.



| wonder what he did? she thought. He' s got a Past. HE' s one of them Men of Mystery, | expect.
Perhaps he did arobbery and is Lying Low.

He'scut awholerow aready. One at atime, but somehow faster than aman cutting swathe by swathe .

Miss Hitworth’' s only reading matter was the Farmer’ s Almanac and Seed Catalogue, which could last a
wholeyear in the privy if no-onewasill. In addition to sober information about phases of the moon and
seed sowingsit took acertain gridy relish in recounting the various mass murders, vicious robberiesand
natural disastersthat befell mankind, on thelines of *June 15, Y ear of the Impromptu Stoat: On this Day
150 yrs. since, aMan killed by Fresk shower of Goulish in Quirm’ or * 14 die at hands of Chume, the
Notorious Herring Thrower.”

Theimportant thing about &l these was that they happened along way away, possbly by somekind of
divineintervention. The only thingsthat usualy happened locally were the occasiond theft of a chicken,
and the occasional wandering troll. Of course, there were aso robbers and banditsin the hills but they
got on well with the actua residents and were essentid to the local economy. Even so, shefelt she'd
certainly fed safer with someone ese about the place.

The dark figure on the hillsde was well into the second row. Behind it, the cut grass withered in the sun.
| HAVE FINISHED, MISS FLITWORTH.

“Go and feed the pig, then. She’ scalled Nancy.”

NANCY, sad Bill, turning the word around in his mouth as though he wastrying to seeit from al sdes.
“ After my mother.”

| WILL GO AND FEED THE PIG NANCY, MISS FLITWORTH.

It seemed to Miss Flitworth that mere seconds went by.

| HAVE FINISHED, MISS FLITWORTH.

She squinted at him. Then, dowly and deliberately, she wiped her hands on acloth, stepped out into the
yard and headed for the pigsty.

Nancy was eyeball-deep in the swill trough.

Miss Hitworth wondered exactly what comment she should make. Findly she said, “Very good. Very
good. You, you, you certainly work . . . fast.”

MISS FLITWORTH, WHY DOESNOT THE COCKEREL CROW PROPERLY?
“Oh, that’sjust Cyril. He hasn’t got avery good memory. Ridiculous, isn'tit?1 wish he' d get it right.”
Bill Door found a piece of chalk in the farm’s old smithy, located a piece of board among the debris, and

wrote very carefully for sometime. Then he wedged the board in front of the henhouse and pointed Cyril
towardsit.



THISYOU WILL READ hesad.

Cyril peered myopicaly at the* Cock-A-Doodle-Doo’ in heavy gothic script. Somewherein histiny
mad chicken mind avery digtinct and chilly understanding formed that he' d better learn to read very, very
quickly.

Bill Door sat back among the hay and thought about the day. It seemed to have been quite afull one.
He d cut hay and fed animals and mended awindow. He'd found some old overals hanging in the barn.
They seemed far more appropriate for aBill Door than arobe woven of absolute darkness, so he'd put
them on. And Miss Flitworth had given him a broad-brimmed straw hat.

And he' d ventured the half-mile walk into the town. It wasn't even aone horse town. If anyone had a
horse, they’ d have eaten it. The residents appeared to make aliving by stealing one another’ s washing.

There was atown square, which was ridiculous. It was redly only an enlarged crossroads, with a clock
tower.

And therewas atavern. He' d goneinsde.

After theinitid pause while everyone s mind had refocused to alow him room, they’ d been cautioudy
hospitable; newstravels even faster on avine with few grapes.

“Y ou’ d be the new man up a Miss Flitworth’'s,” said the barman. “A Mr. Door, | did hear.”
CALL MEBILL.

“Ah?Used to be atidy old farm, once upon atime. We never thought the old girl’d stay on.”
“Ah,” agreed acouple of old men by the fireplace.

AH.

“New to these parts, then?’” said the barman.

The sudden silence of the other men in the bar was like ablack hole.

NOT PRECISELY .

“Been here before, have you?’

JUST PASSING THROUGH.

“They say old Miss Flitworth’saloony,” said one of the figures on the benches around the
smoke-blackened walls,

“But sharp asaknife, mind,” said another hunched drinker.
“Oh, yes. She'ssharp dl right. But till aloony.”

“And they say she' sgot boxesfull of treasurein that old parlour of hers.”



“ She' stight with money, | know that.”

“That provesit. Rich folk are dwaystight with money.”

“All right. Sharp and rich. But till aloony.”

“Y ou can't beloony and rich. Y ou’ ve got to be eccentric if you'rerich.”

The silence returned and hovered. Bill Door sought desperately for something to say. He had never been
very good at smd| talk. He' d never had much occasion to useit.

What did people say at timeslikethis? Ah. Yes.
| WILL BUY EVERY ONE A DRINK, he announced.

Later on they taught him a game that consisted of atable with holes and nets around the edge, and balls
carved expertly out of wood, and apparently balls had to bounce off one another and into the holes. It
was called Pond. He played it well. Infact, he played it perfectly. At the start, he didn’t know how not
to. But after he heard them gasp afew times he corrected himsdlf and started making mistakes with
paingtaking precision; by the time they taught him darts he was getting redlly good at them. The more
mistakes he made, the more people liked him. So he propdlled the little feathery dartswith cold skill,
never |etting one drop within afoot of the targets they urged on him. He even sent one ricocheting off a
nail head and alamp so that it landed in someone’ s beer, which made one of the older men laugh so
much he had to be taken outside into the fresh air.

They'd cdled him Good Old Bill.
No-one had ever called him that before,
What a strange evening.

There had been one bad moment, though. He' d heard asmadll voice say: “That man isa skelington,” and
had turned to seeasmall child in anightdress watching him over the top of the bar, without terror but
with a sort of fascinated horror.

The landlord, who by now Bill Door knew to be caled Lifton, had laughed nervoudy and apol ogised.

“That’sjust her fancy,” he said. “ The things children say, eh? Get on with you back to bed, Sd. And say
you're sorry to Mr. Door.”

“He saskelington with clotheson,” said the child. “Why does't dl the drink fal through?’

He' d amost panicked. Hisintrinsic powers were fading, then. People could not normally see him - he
occupied ablind spot in their senses, which they filled in somewhere insde their heads with something
they preferred to encounter. But the adults' inability to see him clearly wasn't proof againgt this sort of
indstent declaration, and he could fed the puzzlement around him. Then, just in time, its mother had come
in from the back room and had taken the child away. There d been muffled complaints on thelinesof * -
askelington, with all boneson - disappearing around the bend in the sairs.

And dl thetimethe ancient clock over the fireplace had been ticking, ticking, chopping seconds off his
life. There' d seemed so many of them, not long ago . . .



Therewas afaint knocking at the barn door, below the hayloft. He heard it pushed open.

“Areyou decent, Bill Door?’ said Miss Flitworth’svoicein the darkness.

Bill Door anaysed the sentence for meaning within context.

Y ES? he ventured.

“I've brought you a hot milk drink.”

YES?

“Comeon, quick now. Otherwiseit'll go cold.”

Bill Door cautioudy climbed down the wooden ladder.

Miss FHitworth was holding alantern, and had ashawl around her shoulders.

“It'sgot cinnamon on it. My Raph awaysliked cinnamon. “ She sighed.

Bill Door was aware of undertones and overtonesin the same way that an astronaut is aware of weather
patter_ns below him; they'redl visble, dl there, dl laid out for study and dl totaly divorced from actud
experience,

THANK YOU, he said.

Miss Hitworth looked around.

“You veredly made yoursef a homehere,” shesad brightly.

YES.

She pulled the shawl around her shoulders.

“I'll be getting back to the house, then,” she said. “Y ou can bring the mug back in the morning.”

She sped away into the night.

Bill Door took the drink up to theloft. He put it on alow beam and sat and watched it long after it grew
cold and the candle had gone outt.

After awhile hewas aware of an indgstent hissing. He took out the golden timer and put it right at the
other end of theloft, under apile of hay.

It made no difference at al.

Windle Poons peered at the house numbers - a hundred Counting Pines had died for this street done -



and then redlised he didn’t have to. He was being short-sighted out of habit. He improved his eyesight.
Number 668 took some whileto find because it wasin fact on the first floor above atailor’ s shop.

Entrance was via an dleyway. There was awooden door at the end of the aley. On its peding paintwork
someone had pinned anotice which read, in optimistic lettering:

“Comein! Comein!! The Fresh Start Club.

Being Dead isonly the Beginning!!!”

The door opened on to aflight of stairsthat smelled of old paint and dead flies. They creaked even more
than Windl€ s knees.

Someone had been drawing on the walls. The phraseology was exotic but the generd tone was familiar
enough: Spooks of the World Arise ,You have Nothing to lose but your Chains andThe Slent
Majority want DeadRights andEnd vitalism now !

At the top was alanding, with one door opening off it.

Once upon atime someone had hung an oil lamp from the celling, but it looked as though it had never

been lit for thousands of years. An ancient spider, possibly living on the remains of the oil, watched him
waxily fromitseyrie.

Windle looked at the card again, took a deep breath out of habit, and knocked.

The Archchancdllor strode back into Collegein afury, with the otherstrailing desperately behind him.

“Whoishegoing to cal! We rethewizards around herel”
“Yes, but we don’t actualy know what’ s happening, do we?’ said the Dean.

“Sowe' regoing to find out!” Ridcully growled. ‘1 don’t know who he' sgoing to cdl, but I'm damn sure
who I’'mgoing to cal.”

He halted abruptly. The rest of the wizards piled into him.

“Oh, no,” said the Senior Wrangler. “Please, not that!”

“Nothing toit,” said Ridcully. “Nothing to worry about. Read up onit last night, “s matterofact. Y ou can
do it with three bits of wood and -”

“Four cc of mouse blood,” said the Senior Wrangler mournfully. “Y ou don't even need that. Y ou can
use two hits of wood and an egg. It hasto be afresh egg, though.”

“Why?



“1 suppose the mouse fed's happier about it.”
“No, | meantheegg.”
“Oh, who knows how an egg feds?’

“Anyway,” said the Dean, “it’' sdangerous. I’ ve dwaysfdt that he only staysin the octogram for the look
of thething. | hate it when he peers at you and seemsto be counting.”

“Yes,” said the Senior Wrangler. “We don't need to do that. We get over most things. Dragons,
mongers. Rats. Remember theratslast year? Seemed to be everywhere. Lord Vetinari wouldn’t listen to
us, oh no. He paid that glib bugger in the red and yellow tights a thousand gold piecesto get rid of ‘em.”

“It worked, though,” said the Lecturer in Recent Runes.

“Of courseit bloody worked,” said the Dean. “It worked in Quirm and Sto Lat aswell. He' d have got
away with it in Pseudopolisaswell if someone hadn't recognised him. Mr. so-caled Amazing Maurice
and His Educated Rodents!”

“It'sno good trying to change the subject,” said Ridcully. “We re going to do the Rite of AshKente.
Right?”

“And summon Degth, “ said the Dean. “Oh, dear.”

“Nothing wrong with Death,” said Ridcully. “Professond fellow. Job to do. Fair and square. Play a
graight bat, no problem. He' Il know what’ s happening.”

“Oh, dear, “ said the Dean again.

They reached the gateway. Mrs. Cake stepped forward, blocking the Archchancellor’ s path.

Ridcully raised his eyebrows.

The Archchancellor was not the kind of man who takes aspecia pleasure in being brusgue and rude to
women. Or, to put it another way, he was brusgue and rude to absolutely everyone, regardless of sex,
which was equality of asort. And if the following conversation had not been taking place between
someone who listened to what people said several seconds before they said it, and someone who didn't
listen to what people said at dl, everything might have been alot different. Or perhapsit wouldn't.

Mrs. Cake led with an answer.

“I’m not your good woman!” she snapped.

“And who are you, my good woman?’ said the Archchancellor.

“Well, that’s no way to talk to a respectable person,” said Mrs. Cake.

“Ther€ sno need to be offended,” said Ridcully.

“Oh blow, isthat what I'm doin’ 7 said Mrs. Cake.



“Madam, why are you answering me before I’ ve even said something?’

“What?’

“What d’'you mean?’

“What do you mean?’

“What?’

They stared at one another, fixed in an unbreakable conversationa deadlock. Then Mrs. Cake realised.
“OI'm prematurely premoniting again,” shesaid.

She stuck afinger in her ear and wiggled it around with asquelching noise. “It' sal aright now. Now,
the reason -”

But Ridcully had had enough.

“Bursar,” hesad, “ give thiswoman a penny and send her about her business, will you?’

“What?" said Mrs. Cake, suddenly enraged beyond belief.

“There stoo much of this sort of thing these days,” said Ridcully to the Dean, asthey strolled away.

“It' sthe pressures and siresses of living in abig city,” said the Senior Wrangler. “| read that somewhere.
It takes peoplein afunny way.”

They stepped through the wicket gate in one of the big doors and the Dean shut it in Mrs. Cake sface.

“He might not come,” said the Senior Wrangler, asthey crossed the quadrangle. “He didn’'t come for
poor old Windl€ sfarewd | party.”

“He Il comefor theRite,” said Rideully. “It doesn’t just send him aninvitation, it puts abloody RSVP
on.”

“Oh, good. | like sherry,” said the Bursar.

“Shut up, Bursar.”

There was an dley, somewhere in the Shades, which was the most dley-ridden part of an dley-ridden
city.
Something small and shiny rolled into it, and vanished in the darkness.

After awhile, therewerefaint metallic noises.



The atmosphere in the Archchancellor’ s sudy was very cold.

Eventudly the Bursar quavered: “Maybe he' s busy?’

“Shut up,” said the wizards, in unison.

Something was happening. The floor insde the chalked magic octogram was going white with frost.
“It' snever donethat before,” said the Senior Wrangler.

“Thisisdl wrong, you know,” said the Dean. ‘We should have some candles and some cauldrons and
some stuff bubbling in crucibles and some glitter dust and some coloured smoke -”

“The Rite doesn't need any of that stuff,” said Ridcully sharply.

“It might not need them, but | do,” muttered the Dean. “Doing it without the right parapherndiaislike
taking dl your clothes off to have abath.”

“That' swhat | do,” said Ridcully.

“Humph. Wdll, each to hisown, of course, but some of usliketo think that we' re maintaining
standards.”

“Perhaps he’ son holiday?’ said the Bursar.
“Oh, yes,” sneered the Dean. * On a beach somewhere? A few iced drinks and aKiss Me Quick hat?’
“Hold on. Hold on. Someone' s coming,” hissed the Senior Wrangler.

Thefaint outlines of ahooded figure appeared above the octogram. It wavered congtantly, asif it was
being seen through superhested air.

“That'shim, “ said the Dean.
“Noitisn't,“ said the Lecturer in Recent Runes. “It’ sjust agrey robe - there’ snothing in -”
He stopped.

It turned, dowly. It wasfilled out, suggesting awearer, but at the same time had afedling of hollowness,
asif it was merely ashape for something with no shape of its own. The hood was empty.

The emptiness watched the wizards for afew seconds and then focused on the Archchancellor.

It said, Who are you?

Ridcully swalowed. * Er. Mustrum Ridcully. Archchancellor.”

The hood nodded. The Dean stuck afinger in hisear and waggled it around. The robe wasn't talking.

Nothing was being heard. It was just that, afterwards, you had a sudden memory of what had just failed



to be said and no knowledge of how it had got there.
The hood said, Y ou are a superior being on thisworld?

Ridcully looked at the other wizards. The Dean glared.

“Wdl ...youknow...yes...firs among equasand all that sort of thing . . . yes. .. " Ridcully
managed.

Hewastold, We bring good news.

“Good news? Good news?’ Ridcully squirmed under the gazerless gaze. “ Oh, good. That is good
news”

Hewastold, Death hasretired.
“Pardon?’
Hewastold, Death hasretired.

“Oh?Thatis...news..."“ sad Ridcully uncertainly.

“Uh. How? Exactly . . . how?’
Hewastold, We apologise for the recent lapse in standards.

“Lapse?’ said the Archchancellor, now totaly mystified. “Well, uh. I'm not surethere’ sbeena. . . |
mean, of course the fellawas aways knockin' around, but most of thetimewe hardly . . .”

Hewastold, It hasal been mostirregular.

“It has? Hasit? Oh, wdll, can't haveirregularity,” said the Archchancellor.

Hewastold, It must have been terrible.
“Well, | ...thatis...l supposewe...I’'mnotsure. .. mustit?

Hewastold, But now the burden isremoved. Rgoice. That isdl. Therewill be ashort transtiona
period before a suitable candidate presentsitself, and then norma service will be resumed. Inthe

meantime, we gpologise for any unavoidable inconvenience caused by superfluouslife effects.

Thefigure wavered and began to fade.

The Archchancellor waved his hands desperately.

“Wait!” hesaid. “You can't just go likethat! | command you to stay! What service? What doesit all
mean?Who are you?’

The hood turned back towards him and said, We are nothing.

“That’sno hep! What isyour name?’



Weareoblivion.

Thefigure vanished.

Thewizardsfell slent. Thefrost in the octogram began to sublime back into air.

“Oh-oh, “ said the Bursar.

“Short trangtiond period? Isthat what thisis?’ said the Dean.

Thefloor shook.

“Oh-oh, “ said the Bursar again.

“That doesn’'t explain why everything isLiving alife of itsown,” said the Senior Wrangler.

“Holdon. .. hold on,” said Ridcully, “If people are coming to the end of their life and leaving their
bodies and everything, but Degth isn't taking them away -”

“Then that meansthey’ re queuing up here,” said the Dean.

“With nowhereto go.”

“Not just people,” said the Senior Wrangler. “It must be everything. Every thing that dies.”
“Filling up theworld with lifeforce” said Ridcully.

The wizards were speaking in amonotone, everyone’ s mind running ahead of the conversation to the
distant horror of the conclusion.

“Hanging around with nothing to do,” said the Lecturer in Recent Runes.

1] Ghoss.”

“Poltergeist activity.”

“Good grief.”

“Hang on, though,” said the Bursar, who had managed to catch up with events. “Why should that worry
us? We don't have anything to fear from the dead, do we? After all, they’ re just people who are dead.
They’rejust ordinary people. People like us.”

The wizards thought about this. They looked at one another. They started to shout, al at once.

No-one remembered the bit about suitable candidates.

Belief isone of the most powerful organic forcesin the multiverse. It may not be able to move
mountains, exactly. But it can create someone who can.



People get exactly the wrong idea about belief. They think it works back to front. They think the
sequenceis, first object, then belief. In fact, it works the other way.

Bdief doshes around in the firmament like lumps of clay spirdling into a potter’ swhed. That's how gods
get created, for example. They clearly must be created by their own believers, because a brief resume of
the lives of most gods suggeststhat their origins certainly couldn’t be divine. They tend to do exactly the
things people would do if only they could, especialy when it comesto nymphs, golden showers, and the
smiting of your enemies.

Bdlief creates other things.

It created Death. Not death, which is merely atechnica term for a state caused by prolonged absence
of life, but Death asin the personality. He evolved, asit were, dong with life. Assoon asaliving thing
was even dimly aware of the concept of suddenly becoming anon-living thing, there was Death. He was
Death long before humans ever considered him; they only added the shape and dl the scythe and robe
businessto apersondity that was aready millions of years old.

And now he had gone. But belief doesn't stop. Belief goesright on believing. And since the focd point
of belief had been logt, new points sprang up. Small as yet, not very powerful. The private deaths of
every species, no longer united but specific.

In the stream, black-scaled, swam the new Deeth of Mayflies. In the forests, invisible, a creature of
sound only, drifted the chop-chop-chop of the Death of Trees.

Over the desart adark and empty shell moved purposefully, haf aninch abovethe ground . . . the Death
of Tortoises.

The Death of Humanity hadn’t been finished yet.
Humans can believe some very complex things.

It slike the difference between off-the-peg and bespoke.

The metdlic sounds stopped coming from the dley.
Then therewas asilence. It wasthe particularly wary silence of something making no noise.

And, findly, there was avery faint jangling sound, disgppearing into the distance.

“Don’'t stand in the doorway, friend. Don't block up the hal. Comeonin.”
Windle Poons blinked in the gloom.

When his eyes became accustomed to it, he redlised that there was a semicircle of chairsin an otherwise
rather bare and dusty room. They were al occupied.



In the centre - at the focus, as it were, of the half circle - was asmall table at which someone had been
seated. They were now advancing towards him, with their hand out and abig smile on their face.

“Don't tdl me, let meguess,” they said. “Y ou'reazombie, right?’

“Er." Windle Poons had never seen anyone with such a palid skin, such astherewas of it, before. Or
wearing clothesthat looked asif they’ d been washed in razor blades and smelled as though someone had
not only died in them but was till in them. Or sporting aGlad To Be Grey badge.

“l don't know,” hesaid. ‘| suppose so. Only they buried me, you see, and there wasthiscard —* He
heldit out, Likeashield.

“‘Coursetherewas. ‘Coursetherewas,” said thefigure.

He' s going to want me to shake hands, Windle thought. If | do, I just know I’m going to end up with
more fingersthan | started with. Oh, my goodness.

Will | end up like that?
“AndI’'mdead, “ hesad, lamely.

“And fed up with being pushed around, en?’ said the greenish-skinned one. Windle shook his hand very
caetully.

“Well, not exactly fed -”

“Shoe' sthe name. Reg Shoe”

“Poons. Windle Poons,” said Windle. “Er -”

“Yeah, it'sdwaysthe same, “ said Reg Shoe hitterly.

“Onceyou're dead, people just don’t want to know, right? They act asif you' ve got some horrible
disease. Dying can happen to anyone, right?’

“Everyone, | should havethought,” said Windle.

“Yeah, | know what it’slike. Tell someone you' re dead and they look at you asif they’ ve seen aghost,”

Mr. Shoe went on.

Windle redlised that talking to Mr. Shoe was very much like talking to the Archchancdlor. It didn't
actudly matter what you said, because he was't listening. Only, in Mustrum Ridcully’ s case it was
because he just wasn't bothering, while Reg Shoe wasin fact supplying your side of the conversation
somewhereingde hisown head.

“Yeah, right,“ sad Windle, giving in.

“Wewerejudt finishing off, infact,” said Mr. Shoe.

“Let meintroduce you. Everyone, thisis—* He hesitated.



“Poons. Windle Poons.”
“Brother Windle,” said Mr. Shoe. “ Give him abig Fresh Start welcome!”

There was an embarrassed chorus of ‘hallos . A large and rather hairy young man at the end of the row
caught Windle seye and rolled hisown yellow eyesin atheetrical gesture of fellow feding.

“ThisisBrother Arthur Winkings-"

“Count Notfaroutoe, “ said afemale voice sharply.

“And Sister Doreen - | mean Countess Notfaroutoe, of course -”

“Charmed, I'm sure,” said thefemale voice, asthe smal dumpy woman sitting next to the small
dumpyshape of the Count extended a beringed hand. The Count himself gave Windle aworried grin. He
seemed to be wearing opera dress designed for aman several sizeslarger.

“And Brother Schleppd -”

The chair was empty. But a deep voice from the darkness undernegth it said, “Evenin’.”

“And Brother Lupine. “ The muscular, hairy young man with the long canines and pointy ears gave
Windl€ shand a hearty shake.

“And Sister Drull. And Brother Gorper. And Brother Ixalite.”
Windle shook a number of variations on the theme of hand.

Brother Ixolite handed him asmal piece of yellow paper. On it was written one word:
0Oo000EeeecO000EeccO000EEEEee.

“I’m sorry there aren’t more here tonight,” said Mr. Shoe. “1 do my best, but I’ m afraid some people
just don’'t seem prepared to make the effort.”

“Er . .. dead people?’ said Windle, till staring at the note.

“Apathy, | cdl it,” said Mr. Shoe, bitterly. “How can the movement make progressif people are just
going to lie around the whole time?’

Lupine started making frantic ‘don’t get him started” signals behind Mr. Shoe' s head, but Windle wasn't
ableto sop himsdf intime.

“What movement?’ hesaid.
“Dead Rights, “ said Mr. Shoe promptly. ‘I’ll give you one of my legflets”

“But, surely, er, dead people don't haverights?” said Windle. In the corner of hisvision he saw Lupine
put hishand over hiseyes.

“You're dead right there, * said Lupine, hisface absolutdly straight. Mr. Shoe glared at him.



“Apathy,” he repeated. “It'sadways the same. Y ou do your best for people, and they just ignore you.
Do you know people can say what they like about you and take away your property, just because
you' re dead? And they -”

“I thought that most people, when they died, just . . . you know . . . died, * said Windle.

“It'sjust laziness,” said Mr. Shoe. “They just don’t want to make the effort.”

Windle had never seen anyone look so degjected. Reg Shoe seemed to shrink severa inches.

“How long have you been undead, Vindle?' said Doreen, with brittle brightness.

“Hardly any timeat dl, “ said Windle, relieved at the change of tone. “I must say it’ sturning out to be
different than | imagined.”

“You get used toit,” said Arthur Winkings, alias Count Notfaroutoe, gloomily. “ That’ s the thing about
being undead. It sas easy asfdling off acliff. We'redl undead here’

L upine coughed.

“Except Lupine, * said Arthur.

“I"'m more what you might call honorary undead,” said Lupine.

“Him being awerewalf, “ explained Arthur.

“| thought he was awerewolf as soon as| saw him,” said Windle, nodding.
“Every full moon,” said Lupine. “Regular.”

“Y ou gart howling and growing hair, “ said Windle.

They dl shook their heads.

“Er, no,” said Lupine. “I more sort of stop howling and some of my hair temporarily falsout. It’s bloody
embarrasang.”

“But | thought at the full moon your basic werewolf dways-"
“Lupine sproblem,” said Doreen, “isthat he approachesit from ze ozzer way, you see.”

“I'mtechnically awolf,” said Lupine. “Ridiculous, redly. Every full moon | turninto awolfman. Therest
of thetimel’'mjusta. .. wolf.”

“Good grief,” said Windle. “That must be aterrible problem.”
“Thetrousers are the worst part, “ said Lupine.

“Er...they are?



“Oh, yeah. See, it’sdl right for human werewolves. They just keep their own clotheson. | mean, they
might get abit ripped, but at least they’ ve got them handy on, right? Whereasiif | see the full moon, next
minute I’m walking and talking and I’ m definitdly in big trouble on account of being very deficient inthe
trousery vicinity. So | haveto keep apair stashed somewhere. Mr. Shoe-”

“-cdl meReg -”

“- lets me keep a pair where he works.”

“1 work at the mortuary on Elm Street,” said Mr. Shoe. “I’m not ashamed. It sworth it to save a brother
or sger.”

“Sorry?’ said Windle. “ Save?’

“It' smethat pinsthe card on the bottom of thelid,” said Mr. Shoe. ‘Y ou never know. It hasto be
worth atry.”

“Doesit often work?’ said Windle. He looked around the room. Histone must have suggested that it
was areasonably large room, and had only eight peopleinit; nineif you included the voice from under
the chair, which presumably belonged to a person.

Doreen and Arthur exchanged glances.

“It vorked for Artore, “ said Doreen.

“Excuseme,” sald Windle, “1 couldn’t help wondering . . . areyoutwo. . . er. .. vampires, by any
chance?’

“‘Sright,” said Arthur. “More sthe pity.”
“Hah! Y ou should not valk like zat,” said Doreen haughtily. *'Y ou should be prout of your noble lineage.”
“Prout?” said Arthur.

“Did you get bitten by abat or something?’ said Windle quickly, anxious not to be the cause of any
family friction.

“No, “ said Arthur, “by alawyer. | got thisletter, see? With a posh blob of wax on it and everything.
Blahblah-blah . . . great-great-uncle. . . blahblahblah . . . only surviving relative. . . blahblahblah . . . may
we bethefirg to offer our heartiest . . . blahblahblah. One minute I’ m Arthur Winkings, acoming manin
the wholesal e fruit and vegetable business, next minute | find I'm Arthur, Count Notfaroutoe, owner of
fifty acres of cliff face agoat’ d fal off of and a castle that even the cockroaches have abandoned and an
invitation from the burgomaster to drop in down at the village one day and discuss three hundred years of
back taxes.”

“I hatelawyers, * said the voice from under the chair. It had a sad, hollow sound. Windletried to move
hislegsalittle closer to hisown chair.

“It voss quite agood castle, “ said Doreen.

“A bloody hegp of mouldering stoneiswhat it was,” said Arthur.



“It had nice views.”

“Y eah, through every wall, “ said Arthur, dropping a portcullisinto that avenue of conversation. “|
should have known even before we went to look at it. So | turned the carriage around, right? | thought,
well, that’ s four days wasted, right in the middle of our busy season. | don't think any more abouit it.
Next thing, | wake up inthe dark, I'minabox, | finaly find these matches, | light one, there' sthiscard
gx inchesfrom my nose. It said - “

““You Don't Haveto Takethis Lying Down”,” said Mr. Shoe proudly. “That was one of my first ones.”

“It vaan't my fault,” said Doreen, iffly. “Y ou had been lyink rigid for tree dace.”

“It gave the priest ashock, | cantedl you,” said Arthur.

“Huh! Priestd” said Mr. Shoe. “They’re dl the same. Alwaystelling you that you ‘re going to live again
after you're dead, but you just try it and see the look on their faces!”

“Don't like priests, either, “ said the voice from under the chair. Windle wondered if anyone esewas
hearing it.

“I won't forget the look on the Reverend Welegare sfacein ahurry, * said Arthur gloomily. “I’ ve been
going to that temple for thirty years. | was respected in the community. Now if | even think of setting foot
inardigious establishment | get apain dl downmy leg.”

“Y es, but there was no need for him to say what he said when you pushed the lid off,” said Doreen.
“And him apriest, too. They shouldn't know those kind of words.”

“I enjoyed that temple,” said Arthur, wistfully. ‘It was something to do on a Wednesday.”
It dawned on Windle Poons that Doreen had miraculoudy acquired the ability to use her double-yous.

“And you're avampire too, Mrs. Win.. . . | do beg your pardon . . . Countess Notfaroutoe?’ he
enquired politely.

The Countess smiled. ‘My vord, yes, “ she said.

“By marriage,” said Arthur.

“Can you do that? | thought you had to be bitten,” said Windle.
The voice under the chair sniggered.

“I don't seewhy | should have to go around biting my wife after thirty years of marriage, and that’ sflat,”
said the Count.

“Every voman should share her hushand' s hobbies,” said Doreen. “It iss vot kegps amarriage
intervesting.”

“Who wants an interesting marriage? | never said | wanted an interesting marriage. That' swhat’ swrong
with people today, expecting things like marriage to be interesting. And it' s not ahobby, anyway,”



moaned Arthur. ‘ Thisvampiring’snot dl it's cracked up to be, you know. Can’t go out in daylight, can’t
eat garlic, can’'t have adecent shave -

“Why can't you havea- Windle began.

“Can'tuseamirror,” said Arthur. “I thought the turning-into-a-bat bit would be interesting, but the owls
round here are murder. And asfor the. . . you know . . . withtheblood . . . well . . . “ Hisvoicetrailed

off.
“Artore’ s never been very good at meetink people,” said Doreen.

“And the worst part is having to wear evening dressthewholetime,” said Arthur. He gave Doreen a
sde-waysglance. “I’'m sureit’ snot really compulsory.”

“It issvery important to maintain standerts,” said Doreen. Doreen, in addition to her
here-one-minute-and-gone-the-next vampire accent, had decided to complement Arthur’s evening dress
with what she consdered appropriate for afemae vampire: figure-hugging black dress, long dark hair cut
into awidow’ s peak, and very palid makeup. Nature had designed her to be small and plump with frizzy

hair and ahearty complexion. There were definite sgns of conflict.

“| should have stayed in that coffin,” said Arthur.

“Oh, no, “ said Mr. Shoe. “That’ staking the easy way out. The movement needs people like you,
Arthur. We had to set an example. Remember our motto.”

“Which motto isthat, Reg?’ said Lupine wesarily. “We have so many.”
“Undead yes - unperson no!” Reg said.
“You see, hemeanswadll,” said Lupine, after the meeting had broken up.

He and Windle were walking back through the grey dawn. The Notfaroutoes had left earlier to be back
home before daylight hegped even more troubles on Arthur, and Mr. Shoe had gone off, he said, to

address ameeting.

“He goes down to the cemetery behind the Temple of Small Gods and shouts,” Lupine explained. ‘He
cdlsit consciousnessraising but | don't reckon he' son to much of acertainty.”

“Who wasit under the chair?’ said Windle.
“That was Schleppdl,” said Lupine. “Wethink he' sabogeyman.”
“ Are bogeymen undead?”’

“Hewon't say.”

“Y ou've never seen him? | thought bogeymen hid under things and, er, behind things and sort of leapt
out a people.”

“He'sdl right onthe hiding. | don’t think he likesthe legping out, “ said Lupine.



Windle thought about this. An agoraphobic bogey-man seemed to complete the full set.

“Fancy that, “ hesaid, vaguely.

“We only go aong to the club to keep Reg happy,” said Lupine. “Doreen said it’ d break hisheart if we
stopped. Y ou know the worst bit?’

“Goon,“ sadWindle

“Sometimes he brings aguitar dong and makes us sing songs like “ Streets of Ankh-Morpork” and “We
Shdl Overcome”. * It'sterrible”

“Can'tang, eh?” said Windle.

“Sing? Never mind sing. Have you ever seen azombietry to play aguitar? It' shelping him find his
fingers afterwardsthat’s so embarrassng. “ Lupine sighed. “By the way, Sster Drull isaghoul. If she
offersyou any of her mesat patties, don't accept.”

Windle remembered avague, shy old lady in ashapeessgrey dress.

“Oh, dear,” hesaid. *'Y ou mean she makes them out of human flesh?”

“What? Oh. No. Shejust can't cook very well.”

“Oh,”

“And Brother Ixoliteis probably the only banshee in the world with a speech impediment, so instead of

sitting on roofs and screaming when people are about to die he just writes them anote and dipsit under
the door-"

Windlerecaled along, sad face. “ He gave me one, too.”

“Wetry to encourage him,” said Lupine. “He svery sdf-conscious.”
Hisarm shot out and flung Windle against awall.

“Quiet!”

“What?’

Lupine sears swiveled. Hisnogrilsflared.

Motioning Windle to remain where he was, the wereman dunk silently dong the dley until he reached its

junction with another, even smaler and nagtier one. He paused for amoment, and then thrust ahairy
hand around the corner.

Therewasayep. Lupine shand came back holding a struggling mop. Huge hairy muscles moved under
Lupine storn shirt asthe man was hoisted up to fang leve.

“Y ou were waiting to attack us, weren't you,” said Lupine.



“Who, me-?’
“I could smell you, “ said Lupine, evenly.
“I never -”

Lupine sighed. “Wolves don’t do this sort of thing, you know, “ he said.

The man dangled.
“Hey, isthat afact, “ hesaid.

“It'sdl head-on combat, fang againgt fang, claw againgt claw,” said Lupine. “Y ou don't find wolves
lurking behind rocks ready to mug a passing badger.”

“Get away?’
“Would you like meto tear your throat out?’

The man stared eye to yellow eye. He estimated his chances againgt a seven-foot man with teeth like
thet.

“Dol get achoice?’ hesad.
“My friend here,” said Lupine, indicating Windle, “isazombie-"

“Well, | don't know about actua zombie, | think you have to eat some sort of fish and root to be azom

“- and you know what zombies do to people, don’t you?’

The man tried to nod, even though Lupine sfist wasright under his neck.

“Yeggg, “ he managed.

“Now, he' sgoing to take a very good look at you, and if he ever seesyou again -”
“I say, hang on,” murmured Windle.

“- he'll come after you. Won't you, Windle?’

“Eh?Oh, yes. That'sright. Likeashot, “ said Windle, unhappily. “Now run aong, there’ sagood chap.
OK?

“OggAy,” sad the progpective mugger. He wasthinking: “Iseyes! Ikeimletd”
Lupinelet go. The man hit the cobbles, gave Windle onelast terrified glance, and ran for it.

“Er, what do zombies do to people?’ said Windle. ‘| suppose I’ d better know.”

“They tear them apart like a sheet of dry paper, “ said Lupine.



“Oh?Right,” said Windle. They strolled onin sllence.

Windle was thinking: why me? Hundreds of people must diein thiscity every day. | bet they don't have
thistrouble. They just shut their eyes and wake up being born as someone else, or in some sort of heaven
or, | suppose, possibly some sort of hell. Or they go and feast with the godsin their hal, which has never
seemed a particularly greeat idea- godsare dl right in their way, but not the kind of people adecent man
would want to have amea with. The'Y en buddhists think you just become very rich. Some of the
Klatchian religions say you go to alovely garden full of young women, which doesn't sound very religious
tome...

Windle found himsalf wondering how you applied for Klatchian nationdity after desth.

And at that moment the cobblestones came up to meet him.

Thisisusually apoetic way of saying that someonefell flat on their face. In this case, the cobblestones
redlly came up to meet him. They fountained up, circled silently in the air above the dley for amoment,
and then dropped like stones.

Windle stared at them. So did Lupine.

“That’s something you don't often see,” said the wereman, after awhile. “1 don't think I’ ve ever seen
sonesflying before.”

“Or dropping like stones,” said Windle. He nudged one with the toe of his boot. It seemed perfectly
happy with therole gravity had chosen for it.

“You'reawizard -”
“Wereawizard,” said Windle.
“Y ou wereawizard. What caused al that?’

“I think it is probably an inexplicable phenomenon,” said Windle. ‘ There salot of them about, for some
reason. | wish | knew why.”

He prodded a stone again. It showed no inclination to move.

“I"d better be getting dong,” said Lupine.

“What'sit like, being awereman?’ said Windle.

Lupine shrugged. “Londy,” hesad.

“Hmm?’

“Youdon't fitin, you see. When I'm awolf | remember what it'slike to be aman, and vice versa. Like.
..I'mean...sometimes. . . sometimes, right, when I’'m wolf-shaped, | runupintothehills. . . inthe
winter, you know, when there' s a crescent moon in the sky and a crust on the snow and the hillsgo on

for ever . . . and the other wolves, wdll, they fed what it’ slike, of course, but they don’t know like | do.
Tofed and know at the same time. No-one else knows what that' s like. No-one else in the whole world



could know what that’ s like. That’ sthe bad part. Knowing there sno-onedse. . .”

Windle became aware of teetering on the edge of a pit of sorrows. He never knew what to say in
momentslikethis,

Lupine brightened up. “Cometothat . . . what'sit like, being azombie?’
“It'sOK. It's not too bad.”

L upine nodded.

“Seeyou around,” he said, and strode off.

The streetswere beginning to fill up asthe population of Ankh-Morpork began itsinformal shift change
between the night people and the day people.

All of them avoided Windle. People didn’t bump into azombieif they could helpit.

He reached the University gates which were now open, and made hisway to his bedroom.

He' d need money, if he was moving out. He' d saved quite alot over the years. Had he made awill?
He' d been fairly confused the past ten years or so. He might have made one. Had he been confused

enough to leave dl hismoney to himsalf? He hoped so. There d been practicaly no known cases of
anyone successfully chalenging their own will -

He levered up the floorboard by the end of hisbed, and lifted out a bag of coins. He remembered he'd
been saving up for hisold age.

Therewashisdiary. It was afive-year diary, herecalled, so in atechnica sense Windle had wasted
about - hedid aquick caculation - yes, about three-fifths of hismoney.

Or more, when you came to think about it. After dl, there wasn't much on the pages. Windle hadn't
done anything worth writing down for years, or at least anything he' d been able to remember by the
evening.

There were just phases of the moon, lists of religious festivals, and the occasiona sweet stuck to apage.
There was something € se down there under the floor, too. He fumbled around in the dusty space and
found a couple of smooth spheres. He pulled them out and stared at them, mystified. He shook them, and
watched the tiny snowfals. He read the writing, noting how it wasn't so much writing as adrawing of
writing. He reached down and picked up the third object; it was alittle bent metal whed. Just onelittle
meta whed. And, besideit, abroken sphere.

Windle stared at them.

Of course, he had been a bit non-compos mentisin hislast thirty years or so, and maybe he'd worn his
underwear outside his clothes and dribbled abit, but . . . he' d collected souvenirs? And little whedl s?

Therewas acough behind him.

Windle dropped the mysterious objects back into the hole and looked around. The room was empty,



but there seemed to be a shadow behind the open door.
“Halo?’ hesad.

A deep, rumbling, but very diffident voice said,

“Sonly me, Mr. Poons.”

Windle wrinkled hisforehead with the effort of recollection.
“Schleppe 7’ he said.

“That'sright.”

“The bogeyman?’

“That' sright?’

“Behind my door?’

“That'sright.”

“Why?

“It' safriendly door.”

Windle waked over to the door and gingerly shut it.

There was nothing behind it but old plaster, athough he did fancy that he felt an air movemen.

“I’m under the bed now, Mr. Poons,” said Schleppe’ s voice from, yes, under the bed. “Y ou don't

mind, do you?’

“WEell, no. | suppose not. But shouldn’t you be in acloset somewhere? That' s where bogeymen used to

hidewhen | wasalad.”

“A good closet ishard to find, Mr. Poons.”

Windle sighed. “All right. The underside of the bed’ s yours. Make yoursdf at home, or whatever.”

“I"d prefer going back to lurking behind the door, Mr. Poons, if it’ sdl the sameto you.”

“Oh, dl right.”

“Do you mind shutting your eyesamoment?’
Windle obediently shut hiseyes.

There was another movement of air.

“Y ou can look now, Mr. Poons.”



Windle opened his eyes.

“Gogh,” said Schleppel’ s voice, “you’ ve even got acoat hook and everything behind here.”
Windle watched the brass knobs on the end of his bedstead unscrew themselves.

A tremor shook the floor.

“What' sgoing on, Schleppd?’ he said.

“Build up of lifeforce, Mr. Poons.”

“Y ou mean you-now?’

“Oh, yes. Hey, wow, there’ salock and a handle and a brass finger plate and everything behind here -”
“What do you mean, abuild up of lifeforce?’

“- and the hinges, there’ saredlly good rising butts here, never had adoor with -”
“Schleppd!”

“Just lifeforce, Mr. Poons. Y ou know. It'sakind of force what you get in thingsthat are alive? | thought
you wizards knew about this sort of thing.”

Windle Poons opened his mouth to say something like * Of course we do,” before proceeding
diplomaticdly to find out what the hell the bogeyman was talking about, and then remembered that he
didn't haveto act like that now. That'swhat he would have done if hewas dive, but despite what Reg
Shoe proclaimed, it was quite hard to be proud when you were dead. A bit stiff, perhaps, but not proud.

“Never heard of it,” hesaid. “What' sit building up for?’

“Don’'t know. Very unseasond. It ought to be dying down around now,” said Schleppel.

The floor shook again. Then the loose floorboard that had concealed Windl€ slittle fortune creaked, and
started to put out shoots.

“What do you mean, unseasond?’ he said.

“You get alot of it inthe spring,” said the voice from behind the door. “ Shoving the daffodils up out of
the ground and that kind of stuff.”

“Never heard of it, “ said Windle, fascinated.
“| thought you wizards knew everything about everything.”

Windlelooked at hiswizarding hat. Buria and tunnelling had not been kind to it, but after morethan a
century of wear it hadn’t been the height of haute couture to start with.

“There saways something new to learn, * he said.



It was another day. Cyril the cockerd stirred on his perch.
The chaked words glowed in the half light.

He concentrated.

He took a deep breath.

“Dock-a-loodle-fod!”

Now that the memory problem was solved, there was only the dydexiato worry abouit.

Up in the high fields the wind was strong and the sun was close and strong. Bill Door strode back and
forth through the stricken grass of the hillside like a shuitle across a green weave.

Hewondered if he'd ever felt wind and sunlight before.

Y es, he' d felt them, he must have done. But he' d never experienced them like this; the way wind pushed
at you, the way the sun made you hot. Theway you could fed Time passng.

Carrying you withiit.

Therewas atimid knocking at the barn door.

YES?

“Come on down here, Bill Door.”

He climbed down in the darkness and opened the door cautioudly.
Miss Flitworth was shielding a candle with one hand.

“Um. “ shesad.

I AM SORRY?

“Y ou can comeinto the housg, if you like. For the evening. Not for the night, of course. | mean, | don’'t
liketo think of you dl done out here of an evening, when I’ ve got afire and everything.”

Bill Door was no good at reading faces. It was askill he' d never needed. He stared a Miss Hitworth's
frozen, worried, pleading smile like a baboon looking for meaning in the Rosetta Stone.

| THANK YOU, hesaid.



She scuttled off.
When he arrived at the house she wasn't in the kitchen.

Hefollowed arustling, scraping noise out into anarrow hallway and through alow doorway. Miss
Flitworth was down on her hands and kneesin the little room beyond, feverishly lighting thefire.

Shelooked up, flustered, when he rapped politely on the open door.

“Hardly worth putting ameatch to it for one,” she mumbled, by way of embarrassed explanation. “ Sit
down. I'll make us sometea.”

Bill Door folded himsdlf into one of the narrow chairs by thefire, and looked around the room.

It was an unusua room. Whatever its functions were, being lived in wasn't gpparently one of them.
Whereas the kitchen was a sort of roofed over outside space and the hub of the farm’ s activities, this
room resembled nothing so much as amausoleum.

Contrary to generd beief, Bill Door was't very familiar with funeredl decor. Degths didn’t normally
take place in tombs, except in rare and unfortunate cases. The open air, the bottoms of rivers, halfway
down sharks, any amount of bedrooms, yes - tombs, no.

His business was the separation of the wheatgerm of the soul from the chaff of the mortal body, and that
was usually concluded long before any of the rites associated with, when you got right down to it, a
reverentia form of garbage disposa.

But thisroom looked like the tombs of those kings who wanted to take it al with them.
Bill Door sat with his hands on his knees, looking around.

Firg, there were the ornaments. More tegpots than one might think possible. Chinadogs with staring
eyes. Strange cake stands. Miscellaneous statues and painted plates with cheery little messages on them:
A Present from Quirm, Long Life and Happiness. They covered every flat surface in a state of total
democracy, so that arather valuable antique silver candlestick was next to a bright coloured chinadog
with abonein its mouth and an expression of culpableidiocy.

Pictures hid the walls. Most of them were painted in shades of mud and showed depressed cattle
gtanding on wet moorland in afog.

In fact the ornaments almost concedled the furniture, but thiswas no loss. Apart from two chairs
groaning under the weight of accumulated antimacassars, the rest of the furniture seemed to have no use
whatsoever gpart from supporting ornaments. There were spindly tables everywhere. The floor was
layered in rag rugs. Someone had redly liked making rag rugs. And, above dl, and around dl, and
permesting dl, wasthe amdll.

It smelled of long, dull afternoons.

On acloth-draped sideboard were two small wooden chests flanking alarger one. They must bethe
famous boxes full of treasure, he thought.

He became aware of ticking.



Therewas aclock on thewal. Someone had once had what they must have thought wasthe jolly idea
of making aclock like an owl. When the pendulum swung, the owl’ s eyes went backwards and forwards
inwhat the serioudy starved of entertainment probably imagined was a humorous way. After awhile.
your own eyes started to oscillate in sympathy.

Miss Hitworth bustled in with aloaded tray. Therewas ablur of activity as she performed the dchemica
ceremony of making tea, buttering scones, arranging biscuits, hooking sugar tongsonthebasin. . .

She sat back. Then, asif she had been in agtate of repose for twenty minutes, shetrilled dightly
bresthlesdy: “Wdl .. . isn't thisnice”

YES, MISS FLITWORTH.
“Don't often have occasion to open up the parlour these days.”
NO.

“Not sincel lost my dad.”

For amoment Bill Door wondered if she' d lost the late Mr. Flitworth in the parlour. Perhaps he' d taken
awrong turning among the ornaments. Then he recalled the funny little ways humans put things.

AH.
“Heused to gt inthat very chair, reading the dmanac.”

Bill Door searched hismemoary.

A TALL MAN, heventured. WITH A MOUSTACHE?MISSING THETIPOF THELITTLE
FINGER ON HISLEFT HAND?

Miss Flitworth stared at him over the top of her cup.
“You knew him?’ shesaid.

| THINK | MET HIM ONCE.

“He never mentioned you,” said Miss Flitworth archly. ‘" Not by name. Not as Bill Door.”
| DON'T THINK HE WOULD HAVE MENTIONED ME, said Bill Door dowly.

“It'sdl right,” said Miss Hitworth. “1 know all about it. Dad used to do abit of smuggling, too. Well, this
it abig farm. It'snot what you'd call aliving. He dways said abody hasto do what it can. | expect
youwerein hisline of business. I’ ve been watching you. That was your business, right enough.”

Bill Door thought deeply.
GENERAL TRANSPORTATION, he said.

“That soundslikeit, yes. Have you got any family, Bill?”



A DAUGHTER.
“That'snice”
I'M AFRAID WE'VE LOST TOUCH.

“That’' sashame,” said Miss Hitworth, and sounded as though she mearnt it. * We used to have some
good times herein the old days. That was when my young man was aive, of course.”

YOU HAVE A SON?sad Bill, who waslosing track.
She gave him asharp look.

“I invite you to think hard about theword “Miss’,” she said. “We takesthingslike that serioudy in these
parts.”

MY APOLOGIES.

“No, Rufus was his name. He was asmuggler, like dad. Not as good, though. | got to admit that. He
was more artistic. He used to give me dl sorts of things from foreign parts, you know. Bits of jewelry and
suchlike. And we used to go dancing. He had very good calves, | remember. | liketo seegood legsona

She sared at thefire for awhile.

“See. .. he never come back one day. Just before we were going to be wed. Dad said he never should
have tried to run the mountains that close to winter, but | know he wanted to do it S0’ s he could bring me
aproper present. And he wanted to make some money and impress dad, because dad was against -”

She picked up the poker and gave the fire amore ferocious jab than it deserved.

“Anyway, some folk said heran away to Farferee or Ankh-Morpork or somewhere, but | know he
wouldn’t have done something like that.”

The penetrating look she gave Bill Door nailed him to the chair.

“What do you think, Bill Door?’ she said sharply.

Hefdt quite proud of himsdlf for spotting the question within the question.

MISS FLITWORTH, THE MOUNTAINS CAN BE VERY TREACHEROUSIN THE WINTER.

Shelooked relieved. ‘ That' swhat I’ ve dways said,” she said. “ And do you know what, Bill Door? Do
you know what | thought?”’

NO, MISS FLITWORTH.
“It was the day before we were going to be wed, like | said. And then one of his pack ponies came

back by itself and then the men went and found the avalanche. . . and you know what | thought? |
thought, that’ sridiculous. That' sstupid. Terrible, isn't it? Oh, | thought other things afterwards, naturaly,



but the firgt thing was that the world shouldn’t act asif it was some kind of book. 1sn’t that aterrible thing
to have thought?’

| MYSELFHAVE NEVER TRUSTED DRAMA, MISSFLITWORTH.

Shewas't redly lisening.

“And | thought, what life expects me to do now is moon around the place in the wedding dressfor years
and go completely doodly. That’ swhat it wants me to do. Hah! Oh, yes! So | put the dressin the ragtag
and we still invited everyone to the wedding breskfast, becauseit’ sacrimeto let good food go to
waste.”

She attacked the fire again, and then gave him another megawatt stare.

“I think it' saways very important to see what' sredly real and what isn't, don’'t you?’

MISS FLITWORTH?

vy es?

DO YOU MIND IF | STOP THE CLOCK?

She glanced up at the boggle-eyed owl.

“What? Oh. Why?’

| AM AFRAID IT GETSON MY NERVES.

“It'snot very loud, isit?

Bill Door wanted to say that every tick was like the hammering of iron clubs on bronze pillars.

H'SJUST RATHER ANNOYING, MISSFLITWORTH.

“Wadll, gopit if youwant to, I'm sure. | only keep it wound up for the company.”

Bill Door got up thankfully, stepped gingerly through the forest of ornaments, and grabbed the pinecone
shaped pendulum. The wooden owl glared at him and the ticking stopped at least in the relm of common
sound. He was aware that, e sawhere, the pounding of Time continued none the less. How could people
endureit? They dlowed Timein their houses, asthough it was afiend.

He sat down again.

Miss Hitworth had started to knit, ferocioudy.

Thefirerustled in the grate.

Bill Door leaned back in the chair and stared at the ceiling.

“Y our horse enjoying himsdf?’



PARDON?

“Y our horse. He seemsto be enjoying himsdlf in the meadow,” prompted Miss Hitworth.
OH. YES.

“Running around asif he's never seen grass before.”

HE LIKES GRASS.

“Andyou likeanimas. | cantell.”

Bill Door nodded. Hisreserves of smdl talk, never very liquid, had dried up.

He sat slently for the next couple of hours, hands gripping the arms of the chair, until Miss Hitworth
announced that she was going to bed. Then he went back to the barn, and dept.

Bill Door hadn’t been aware of it coming. But there it was, agrey figure floating in the darkness of the
barn.

Somehow it had got hold of the golden timer.

It told him, Bill Door, there has been amistake.

The glass shattered. Fine golden seconds glittered in the air, for amoment, and then settled.
It told him, Return. Y ou have work to do. There has been amistake.

Thefigure faded.

Bill Door nodded. Of course there had been amistake.

Anyone could see there had been amistake. He'd known al along it had been amistake.
Hetossed the overalsin acorner and took up the robe of absolute blackness.

Wil it had been an experience. And, he had to admit, one that he didn’t want to relive. He felt as
though a huge weight had been removed.

Wasthat what it wasredly liketo be dive? Thefeding of darkness dragging you forward?

How could they live with it? And yet they did, and even seemed to find enjoyment in it, when surely the
only sensible course would beto despair. Amazing. To fed you were atiny living thing, sandwiched
between two cliffs of darkness. How could they stand to be dive?

Obvioudy it was something you had to be born to.

Death saddled his horse and rode out and up over thefields. The corn rippled far below, like the sea.
Miss Hitworth would have to find someone else to help her gather in the harvest.



That was odd. There was afedling there. Regret? Wasthat it? But it was Bill Door’ sfedling, and Bill
Door was. . . dead. Had never lived. He was his old self again, safe where there were no fedlings and no
regrets.

Never any regrets.

And now hewasin his study, and that was odd, because he couldn’t quite remember how he' d got
there. One minute on horseback, the next in the sudy, with itsledgers and timers and instruments.

And it was bigger than he remembered. The wallslurked on the edge of sight.

That was Bill Door’ sdoing. Of course it would seem big to Bill Door. and there was probably just abit
of him till hanging on. Thething to do was keep busy. Throw himsdlf into hiswork.

There were aready some lifetimers on hisdesk. He didn’t remember putting them there, but that didn’t
matter, theimportant thing wasto get on with thejob. . .

He picked up the nearest one, and read the name.

“Lod-a-foodle-wok!”

Miss Flitworth sat up in bed. On the edge of dreams she' d heard another noise, which must have woken
the cockerdl.

Shefiddled with amatch until she got a candle aight, and then felt under the bed and her fingers found
the hilt of a cutlassthat had been much employed by the late Mr. Hitworth during hisbusinesstrips
across the mountains.

She hurried down the creaking stairs and out into the chill of the dawn.

She hesitated at the barn door, and then pulled it open just enough to dip inside.

“Mr. Door?’

Therewas arudtlein the hay, and then an dert sllence.

MISS FLITWORTH?

“Did you cdl out?I’m sure | heard someone shout my name.”

There was another rustle, and Bill Door’ s head appeared over the edge of the loft.

MISS FLITWORTH.

“Yes. Who did you expect? Areyou dl right?’

ER. YES YES, | BELIEVE SO.



“You sureyou'redl right?Y ou woke up Cyril.”

YES. YES. ITWASJUST A - | THOUGHT THAT - YES.

She blew out the candle. There was aready enough pre-dawn light to see by.
“Waell, if you'resure. .. Now I’'m up | may aswell put the porridge on.”

Bill Door lay back on the hay until hefdt he could trust hislegsto carry him, and then climbed down and
tottered across the yard to the farmhouse.

He said nothing while she ladled porridge into abowl in front of him. and drowned it with cream. Findly,
he couldn’t contain himself any longer. He didn’t know how to ask the questions, but he really needed
the answers.

MISS FLITWORTH?

I‘Y$?l

WHAT ISIT ... INTHENIGHT ... WHEN YOU SEE THINGS, BUT THEY ARE NOT THE
REAL THINGS?

She stood, porridge pot in one hand and ladle in the other.
“Y ou mean dreaming?’ she said.

ISTHAT WHAT DREAMING IS?

“Don’'t you dream? | thought everyone dreamed.”
ABOUT THINGS THAT ARE GOING TO HAPPEN?

“That' s premonitions, that is. I’ ve never believed in ‘em mysdf. Y ou' re not telling me you don't know
what dreams are?’

NO. NO. OF COURSE NOT.

“What' sworrying you, Bill?

| SUDDENLY KNOW THAT WE ARE GOING TO DIE.

Shewatched him thoughtfully.

“Wall, so does everyone,” shesaid. “And that’ swhat you' ve been dreaming about, isit? Everyonefeds
like this sometimes. | wouldn’t worry about it, if | wasyou. The best thing to do is keep busy and act
cheerful, | dwayssay.”

BUT WEWILL COME TO AN END!

“Oh, | don't know about that,” said Miss Flitworth. “It al depends on what kind of lifeyou'veled. |
suppose.”



I'M SORRY?
“Areyou ardigious man?’

YOU MEAN THAT WHAT HAPPENS TO YOU WHEN YOU DIE ISWHAT YOU BELIEVE
WILL HAPPEN?

“It would be niceif that wasthe case, wouldn't it?” she said brightly.
BUT, YOU SEE, | KNOW WHAT | BELIEVE. | BELIEVE. .. NOTHING.

“We are gloomy thismorning, aren't we?’ said Miss Hitworth. “Best thing you could do right now is
finish off that porridge. It sgood for you. They say it builds hedlthy bones.”

Bill Door looked down at the bowl.

CAN | HAVE SOME MORE?

Bill Door spent the morning chopping wood. It was pleasantly monotonous. Get tired. That was
important. He must have dept before last night, but he must have been so tired that he didn’t dream. And
he was determined not to dream again. The axe rose and fell on thelogs like clockwork.

No! Not like clockwork!

Miss Hitworth had severa pots on the sove when he camein.

IT SMELLS GOQOD, Bill volunteered. He reached for awobbling pot lid. Miss Fitworth spun around.
“Don’t touch it! Y ou don't want that stuff! 1t'sfor therats.”

DO RATSNOT FEED THEMSELVES?

“Y ou bet they do. That' swhy we re going to give them alittle extra something before the harvest. A few
dollops of this around the holes and - no morerats.”

It took alittlewhile for Bill Door to put two and two together, but when thistook place it waslike
megdiths mating.

THAT ISPOISON?
“Essence of spikkle, mixed with oatmedl. Never fails”
AND THEY DIE?

“Ingtantly. Straight over and legsin the air. We' re having bread and cheese,” she added. “I ain’t doing
big cooking twicein one day, and we' re having chicken tonight. Talking of chicken, infact ... comeon.



Shetook acleaver off the rack and went out into the yard. Cyril the cockerel eyed her suspicioudy from
the top of the midden. His harem of fat and rather ederly hens, who had been scratching up the dugt,
bounded unsteadily towards Miss Hitworth in the broken-knicker-elastic run of hens everywhere. She
reached down quickly and picked one up.

It regarded Bill Door with bright, stupid eyes.

“Do you know how to pluck achicken?’ said Miss Hitworth.

Bill looked from her to the hen.

BUT WE FEED THEM, he said helplesdly.

“That’ sright. And then they feed us. This one' s been off lay for months. That’show it goesin the
chicken world. Mr. Flitworth used to wring their necks but | never got the knack of that; the cleaver's
messy and they run around a bit afterwards, but they’ re dead dl right, and they know it.”

Bill Door considered his options. The chicken had focused one beady eye on him. Chickensare alot
more stupid than humans, and don't have the sophisticated mentdl filters that prevent them seeing what is
truly there. It knew where it was and who was looking at it.

Helooked into its smal and smplelife and saw the last few seconds pouring away.

He' d never killed. He d taken life, but only when it was finished with. There was a difference between
theft and sedling by finding.

NOT THE CLEAVER, he said wearily. GIVE ME THE CHICKEN.

He turned his back for amoment, then handed the limp body to Miss Flitworth.

“Well done. * she said, and went back to the kitchen.

Bill Door felt Cyril’ saccusing gaze on him.

He opened hishand. A tiny spot of light hovered over hispam. He blew on it, gently, and it faded away.

After lunch they put down the rat poison. He felt like amurderer.

A lot of rats died.

Down in the runs under the barn - in the deepest one, one tunnelled long ago by long-forgotten ancestra
rodents - something appeared in the darkness.

It seemed to have difficulty deciding what shape it was going to be.
It began asalump of highly-suspicious cheese. Thisdidn’t seem to work.

Thenit tried something that looked very much likeasmdl, hungry terrier. Thiswas dso rejected.



For amoment it was a stedl-jawed trap. Thiswas clearly unsuitable.

It cast around for fresh ideas and much to its surprise one arrived smoothly, asif travelling from no
distance at dl. Not so much a shape asamemory of a shape.

It tried it and found that, while totally wrong for the job, in some deeply satisfying way it was the only
shapeit could possibly be.

It went to work.

That evening the men were practisng archery on the green. Bill Door had carefully ensured alocal
reputation as the worst bowman in the entire history of toxophily; it had never occurred to anyone that
putting arrows through the hats of bystanders behind him must logicaly take alot more skill than merely
sending them through aquite large target amerefifty yards away.

It was amazing how many friends you could make by being bad at things, provided you were bad
enough to befunny.

So he was allowed to St on a bench outside the inn, with the old men.

Next door, smoke poured from the chimney of the village smithy and spiraled up into the dusk. There
was aferocious hammering from behind its closed doors. Bill Door wondered why the smithy was
aways shut. Most smiths worked with their doors open, so that their forge became an unofficia village
meeting room. This one was keen on hiswork -

“Hallo, skelington.”

He swiveled round.

The smdl child of the house was watching him with the most penetrating gaze he had ever seen.

“You areaskdington, aren’t you,” shesaid. ‘| cantdll, because of the bones.”

YOU ARE MISTAKEN, SMALL CHILD.

“You are. People turn into skelingtons when they’ re dead. They’ re not supposed to walk around
afterwards.”

HA. HA. HA. WILL YOU HARK AT THE CHILD.
“Why are you walking around, then?’
Bill Door looked at the old men. They appeared engrossed in the sport.

I'LL TELL YOU WHAT, he said desperately, IF YOU WILL GO AWAY, | WILL GIVEYOU A
HALF-PENNY.

“I’ve got a skelington mask for when we go trickle-treating on Soul Cake Night,” she said. “It’'s made of
paper. Y ou get given sweets.”



Bill Door made the mistake millions of people had tried before with smdl childrenin dightly smilar
circumstances.

He resorted to reason.

LOOK, hesaid, IFI WASREALLY A SKELETON, LITTLEGIRL, I'M SURE THESE OLD
GENTLEMEN HERE WOULD HAVE SOMETHING TO SAY ABOUT IT.

Sheregarded the old men at the other end of the bench.

“They're nearly skelingtons anyway,” she said. “| shouldn’t think they’ d want to see another one.”
Hegavein.

| HAVETO ADMIT THAT YOU ARE RIGHT ON THAT POINT.

“Why don’'t you fdl to bits?’

| DON'T KNOW. | NEVER HAVE.

“I've seen skdlingtons of birds and thingsand they dl fdl to bits.”

PERHAPSIT ISBECAUSE THEY ARE WHAT SOMETHING WAS. WHEREAS THISIS
WHAT | AM.

“The gpothecary who does medicine over in Chambly’ s got a skelington on ahook with dl wireto hold
the bones together,” said the child, with the air of oneimparting information gained after diligent research.

| DON'T HAVE WIRES.

“There sadifference between dive skelingtons and dead ones?’

YES.

“It' sadead skelington he' sgot then, isit?’

YES.

“What was ingde someone?’

YES.

“Ur. Yuk.”

The child stared distantly at the landscape for awhile and then said, “I’ ve got new socks.”
YES?

“You can look, if you like”



A grubby foot was extended for ingpection.

WELL, WELL. FANCY THAT. NEW SOCKS.
“My mum knitted them out of sheep.”

MY WORD.

The horizon was given another ingpection.

“D’you know,” shesaid, “d’'you know . . . it' sFriday.”
YES.

“I found a spoon.”

Bill Door found he was waiting expectantly. He was not familiar with people who had an attention span
of lessthan three seconds.

“Y ouwork aong of Miss Hitworth’'s?’

YES.

“My dad saysyou' ve got your feet properly under the table there.”

Bill Door couldn’t think of an answer to this because he didn’t know what it meant. It was one of those
many flat satements humans made that were redlly just a disguise for something more subtle which was
2;':%1 conveyed merely by the tone of voice or alook in the eyes, neither of which was being done by the
“My dad says she said she' s got boxes of treasure.”

HASSHE?

“I"ve got tuppence.”

MY GOODNESS.

w1

They both looked up as Mrs. Lifton appeared on the doorstep.

“Bedtimefor you. Stop worrying Mr. Door.”

OH, | ASSURE YOU SHE ISNOT -

“Say goodnight, now.”

“How do skelingtons go to deep? They can’t close their eyes because -”

He heard their voices, muffled, ingdetheinn.



“Youmustn't call Mr. Door that just because. .. he's. .. very ... hésvaythin...”
“It'sdl right. HE s not the dead sort.”

Mrs. Lifton’ s voice had the familiar worried tones of someone who can't bring themselvesto believethe
evidence of their own eyes. “ Perhaps he' sjust been very ill.”

“I should think he' sjust about been asill ashe can be ever.”
Bill Door walked back home thoughtfully.

Therewas alight on in the farmhouse kitchen, but he went straight to the barn, climbed the ladder to the
hay-loft, and lay down.

He could put off dreaming, but he couldn’t escape remembering.
He stared at the darkness.
After awhile he was aware of the pattering of feet. He turned.

A stream of pale rat-shaped ghosts skipped aong the roof beam above his head, fading as they ran so
that soon there was nothing but the sound of the scampering.

They werefollowed by a. . . shape.

It was about six inches high. It wore ablack robe. It held asmall scythein one skeletal paw. A
bone-white nose with brittle grey whiskers protruded from the shadowy hood.

Bill Door reached out and picked it up. It didn’t resist, but stood on the palm of his hand and eyed him
asone professiond to another.

Bill Door said: AND YOU ARE -?

The Death of Rats nodded.

SQUEAK.

| REMEMBER, said Bill Door, WHEN Y OU WERE A PART OF ME.

The Desath of Rats squeaked again.

Bill Door fumbled in the pockets of hisoverdl. He d put some of hislunchinthere. Ah, yes.

| EXPECT, hesaid, THAT YOU COULD MURDER A PIECE OF CHEESE?

The Degath of Ratstook it gracioudy.

Bill Door remembered visiting an old man once - only once - who had spent dmost hisentire lifelocked

inacedl inatower for some dleged crime or other, and had tamed little birds for company during hislife
sentence. They crapped on his bedding and ate hisfood, but he tolerated them and smiled at their flight in



and out of the high barred windows. Death had wondered, at the time, why anyone would do something
likethat.

| WON'T DELAY YOU, hesaid. | EXPECT YOU’'VE GOT THINGSTO DO. RATSTO SEE. |
KNOW HOW IT IS.

And now he understood.

He put the figure back on the beam, and lay down in the hay.

DROPIN ANY TIME YOU’ RE PASSING.

Bill Door stared at the darkness again.

Sleep. He could fed her prowling around. Sleep, with a pocketful of dreams.

Helay in the darkness and fought back.

Miss Hitworth’ s shouting jolted him upright and, to his momentary relief still went on.
The barn door dammed open.

“Bill! Come down quick!”

He swung hislegson to the ladder.

WHAT ISHAPPENING. MISSFLITWORTH?

“Something’son firgl”

They ran across the yard and out on to the road. The sky over the village was red.
“Comeon!”

BUT IT ISNOT OUR FIRE.

“It'sgoing to be everyone' sl It spreads like crazy on thatch!”

They reached the gpology for atown square. Theinn was dready well dight, the thatch roaring
garwardsin amillion twisting sparks.

“Look at everyone standing around,” snarled Miss Hitworth. “ There' s the pump, buckets are
everywhere, why don't people think?’

Therewas ascuffle alittle way away asacouple of his customerstried to stop Lifton from running into
the building. He was screaming &t them.

“Thegirl’s4till inthere)” said Miss Hitworth. “Isthat what he said?’



YES.

Flames curtained every upper window.

“There' sgot to be someway,” said Miss Hitworth. ‘ Maybe we could find aladder -”
WE SHOULD NOT.

“What? We ve got to try. We can’t leave peoplein there!”

YOU DON'T UNDERSTAND, said Bill Door. TO TINKER WITH THE FATE OF ONE
INDIVIDUAL COULD DESTROY THE WHOLE WORLD.

Miss Flitworth looked at him asif he had gone mad.

“What kind of garbageisthat?’

| MEAN THAT THERE ISA TIME FOR EVERYONE TO DIE.

She stared. Then she drew her hand back, and gave him aringing dap acrossthe face.
He was harder than she’ d expected. She yelped and sucked at her knuckles.

“Y ou leave my farm tonight, Mr. Bill Door,” she growled. “Understand?’ Then she turned on her hedl
and ran towards the pump.

Some of the men had brought long hooks to drag the burning thatch off the roof. Miss Hitworth
organised ateam to get aladder up to one of the bedroom windows but, by the time aman was
persuaded to climb it behind the steaming protection of adamp blanket, the top of the ladder was
aready smouldering.

Bill Door watched the flames.

He reached into his pocket and pulled out the golden timer. Thefirelight glowed redly on the glass. He
put it away again.

Part of theroof fdl in.
SQUEAK.

Bill Door looked down. A smdll robed figure marched between hislegs and strutted into the flaming
doorway.

Someone was yelling something about barrels of brandy.

Bill Door reached back into his pocket and took out the timer again. Its hissng drowned out the roar of
the flames.

The future flowed into the past, and there was alot more past than there was future, but he was struck
by the fact that what it flowed through al the time was now.



Hereplaced it carefully.

Desath knew thét to tinker with the fate of oneindividua could destroy the whole world. He knew this.
The knowledge was built into him.

To Bill Door, heredisad, it was so much horse ebows.

OH, DAMN, hesaid. And walked into thefire.

“Um. It'sme, Librarian,” said Windle, trying to shout through the keyhole. “Windle Poons.”
He tried hammering some more.

“Why won't he answer?’

“Don’'t know, “ said avoice behind him.

“Schleppd ?’

“Yes, Mr. Poons.”

“Why are you behind me?’

“I’ve got to be behind something, Mr. Poons. That’swhat being abogeyman isall about.”
“Librarian?’ said Windle, hammering some more.

“Oook.”

“Why won't you let mein?’

“Oook.”

“But | need to look something up.”

“Oook oook!”

“Wadll, yes. | am. What' sthat got to do with it?’

“Oook!”

“Thet's- that' sunfair!”

“What' s he saying, Mr. Poons?’

“Hewon't et mein because I’ m dead!”

“That' stypicd. That’ sthe sort of thing Reg Shoe is aways going on about, you know.”



“Isthere anyone e se that knows about life force?”
“There salways Mrs. Cake, | suppose. But she'sabit weird.”

“Who' s Mrs. Cake?’ Then Windle redised what Schleppd had just said. “Anyway, you'rea
bogeyman.”

“You never heard of Mrs. Cake?’
13 No-”

“I don't suppose she' sinterested in magic . . . Anyway, Mr. Shoe says we shouldn’t talk to her. She
exploits dead people, he says.”

“How?"
“Shel samedium. Well, moreasmal.”

“Redly? All right, let’'sgo and seeher. And . . . Schleppd ?”’
“yes?

“It’ s cregpy, feding you standing behind me the whole time.”
“| get very upset if I’'m not behind something, Mr. Poons.”
“Can't you lurk behind something e se?

“What do you suggest, Mr. Poons?’

Windle thought about it. “Yes, it might work,” he said quietly, “if | can find ascrewdriver.”

Modo the gardener was on his knees mulching the dahlias when he heard arhythmic scraping and
thumping behind him, such as might be made by someone trying to move a heavy object.

He turned hishead.

““Evening, Mr. Poons. Still dead, | see.”

“Evening, Modo. Y ou’' ve got the place looking very nice.”
“Ther€ s someone moving adoor aong behind you,” Mr. Poons.”
“Yes, | know.”

The door edged cautioudly along the path. Asit passed Modo it pivoted awkwardly, asif whoever was
carrying it was trying to keep as much behind it as possible.

“It' sakind of security door, “ said Windle.



He paused. There was something wrong. He couldn’t quite be certain what it was, but there was
suddenly alot of wrongness about, like hearing one note out of tune in an orchestra. He audited the view
infront of him.

“What' sthat you' re putting the weedsinto?’ he said.

Modo glanced at the thing beside him.

“Good, isn'tit?’ hesaid. “I found it by the compost hegps. My wheelbarrow’ d broke, and | looked up,
and there-”

“I’ve never seen anything like it before,” said Windle. “Who' d want to make abig basket out of wire?
And those whedls don’t look big enough.”

“But it pushesaong well by the handle, “ said Modo. ‘I'm amazed that anyone would want to throw it
away. Why would anyone want to throw away something like this, Mr. Poons?’

Windle stared at the trolley. He couldn’t escape the feding thet it was watching him.
He heard himsdlf say, “Maybeit got there by itsdlf.”
“That’ sright, Mr. Poons! It wanted a bit of peace, | expect!” said Modo. “Y ou are aone!”
“Yes” said Windle, unhappily. “It rather looks that way.”
He stepped out into the city, aware of the scraping and thumping of the door behind him.

If someone had told me amonth ago, he thought, that afew days after | died I’ d be walking along the
road followed by a bashful bogeyman hiding behind adoor . . . why, I'd have laughed a them.

No, | wouldn't. I'd have said *eh?’ and ‘what?’ and * speak up!” and wouldn’t have understood
ayway.

Beside him, someone barked.

A dog waswatching him. It was avery large dog. In fact, the only reason it could be called adog and
not awolf wasthat everyone knew you didn’t get wolvesin cities.

It winked. Windle thought: no full moon last night.
“Lupine?’ he ventured.

The dog nodded.

“Canyou tak?’

The dog shook its head.

“So what do you do now?’



Lupine shrugged.

“Want to come with me?’

There was another shrug that almost vocalised the thought: why not? What else have | got to do?

If someone had told me amonth ago, Windle thought, that afew days after | died I’d be walking dong
the road followed by a bashful bogeyman hiding behind adoor and accompanied by akind of negative

verson of awerewolf . . . why, | probably would have laughed at them. After they’ d repested
themsalves afew times, of course. Inaloud voice.

The Desth of Rats rounded up thelast of his clients, many of whom had been in the thatch, and led the
way through the flames towards wherever it was that good rats went.

He was surprised to pass aburning figure forcing its way through the incandescent mess of collapsed
beams and crumbling floorboards. Asit mounted the blazing Sairsit removed something from the
disntegrating remains of itsclothing and held it carefully initsteeth.

The Death of Rats did not wait to see what happened next. While it was, in some respects, as ancient as
thefirst proto-rat, it was aso lessthan aday old and still feding itsway as a Degth, and it was possibly
aware that a deep, thumping noise that was making the building shake was the sound of brandy starting
to bail initsbarrds.

The thing about boiling brandy isthat it doesn’t boil for long.

Thefireball dropped bits of theinn half amile avay. White-hot flames erupted from the holeswhere the
doors and windows had been. The walls exploded. Burning rafters whirred overhead. Some buried
themselvesin neighbouring roofs, starting morefires.

What was |eft wasjust an eye-watering glow.

And then little pools of shadow within the glow.

They moved and ran together and formed the shape of atall figure striding forward, carrying something
infront of it.

It passed through the blistered crowd and trudged up the cool dark road towards the farm. The people
picked themselves up and followed it, moving through the dusk like the tail of adark comet.

Bill Door climbed the stairs to Miss Hitworth' s bedroom and laid the child on the bed.
SHE SAID THERE WAS AN APOTHECARY SOMEWHERE NEAR HERE.
Miss Flitworth pushed her way through the crowd at the top of the gairs.

“Theré sonein Chambly,” she said. “But there sawitch over Lancrew -”



NO WITCHES. NO MAGIC. SEND FOR HIM. AND EVERYONE ELSE, GO AWAY.
It was't asuggestion. It wasn't even acommand. It was Smply an irrefutabl e statement.
Miss Hitworth waved her skinny arms at the people.

“Comeon, it'sdl over! Shoo! You'redl in my bedroom! Go on, get out!”

“How'd hedoit?’ said someone at the back of the crowd. “No-one could have got out of there divel
Wesaw it dl blow up!”

Bill Door turned around dowly.

WE HID, hesaid, IN THE CELLAR.

“Therel See?’ said Miss Hitworth. “In the cellar. Makes sense.”

“But theinn hasn't got —* the doubter began, and stopped. Bill Door was glaring at him.
“Inthecdlar,” he corrected himsdf. * Y eah. Right. Clever.”

“Very cdever,” said Miss Hitworth. *Now get dong with thelot of you.”

He heard her shoo them down the stairs and back into the night. The door dammed. He didn’t hear her
come back up the stairswith abowl of cold water and aflannd.

Miss Flitworth could walk lightly, too, when she had amind to.
She camein and shut the door behind her.

“Her parents || want to see her,” she said. “Her mum’sin afaint and Big Henry from the mill knocked
her dad out when hetried to run into the flames, but they’ |l be here directly.”

She bent down and ran the flannd over the girl’ sforehead.

“Where was she?’

SHE WASHIDING IN A CUPBOARD.

“From afire?’

Bill Door shrugged.

“I’m amazed you could find anyonein all that heat and smoke,” she said.
| SUPPOSE YOU WOULD CALL IT A KNACK.

“And not amark on her.”

Bill Door ignored the question in her voice.



DID YOU SEND SOMEONE FOR THE APOTHECARY ?
“Y$”
HE MUST NOT TAKE ANYTHING AWAY .

“What do you mean?’

STAY HERE WHEN HE COMES. YOU MUST NOT TAKE ANYTHING OUT OF THIS
ROOM.

“That' ssilly. Why should he take anything? What would he want to take?’
IT'SVERY IMPORTANT. AND NOW | MUST LEAVE YOU.
“Whereareyou going?’

TO THE BARN. THERE ARE THINGS| MUST DO. THERE MAY NOT BE MUCH TIME
NOW.

Miss Hitworth stared at the small figure on the bed. She felt far out of her depth, and al she could do
was tread water.

“Shejust looks asif she'sdeeping,” she said helplesdy. *What' swrong with her?”
Bill Door paused at the top of the sairs.

SHE ISLIVING ON BORROWED TIME, he said.

There was an old forge behind the barn. 1t hadn’t been used for years. But now red and yellow light
spilled out into the yard, pulsing like a heart.

And like aheart, there was aregular thumping. With every crash the light flared blue.
Miss Hitworth sidled through the open doorway. If she was the kind of person who would swear, she

would have sworn that she made no noise that could possibly be heard above the crackle of thefire and
the hammering, but Bill Door spun around in ahafcrouch, holding acurved bladein front of him.

“Itsmel”

Herelaxed, or at least moved into adifferent level of tension.

“What the hdl’ re you doing?’

Helooked at the blade in hishands asif he was seeing it for the first time.

| THOUGHT | WOULD SHARPEN THIS SCYTHE, MISS FLITWORTH.

“At one o' clock inthe morning?’



Helooked at it blankly.

IT"SIUST ASBLUNT AT NIGHT, MISSFLITWORTH.

Then hedammed it down on the anvil.

AND I CAN'T SHARPEN IT ENOUGH!

“1 think perhaps the heat has got to you,” she said, and reached out and took hisarm.

“Bedides, it looks sharp enough to— she began, and paused. Her fingers moved on the bone of hisarm.
They pulled away for amoment, and then closed again.

Bill Door shivered.

Miss Hitworth didn't hesitate for long. In seventy-five years she had dedlt with wars, famine,
innumerable sick animal's, a couple of epidemics and thousands of tiny, everyday tragedies. A depressed
skeleton wasn't even in the top ten Worst Things she had seen.

“Soitisyou,” shesad.

MISSFLITWORTH, | -

“| dways knew you would come one day.”

| THINK PERHAPS THAT -

“Y ou know, | spent most of my life waiting for aknight on awhite charger. “ Miss Hitworth grinned.
“Thejoke€ sonme, en?’

Bill Door sat down on the anvil.

“The gpothecary came. “ she said. “He said he couldn’t do anything. He said she wasfine. We just
couldn’'t wake her up. And. you know, it took us agesto get her hand open. She had it closed so tightly.”

| SAID NOTHING WAS TO BE TAKEN!
“It' sdl right. It' sdl right. Weleft her holding it.”
GOOQOD.

“What wasit?’

MY TIME.

“Sorry?’

MY TIME. THE TIME OF MY LIFE.

“It lookslike an eggtimer for very expensive eggs.”



Bill Door looked surprised. YES. IN A WAY. | HAVE GIVEN HER SOME OF MY TIME.
“How come you need time?’

EVERY LIVING THING NEEDSTIME. AND WHEN IT RUNSOUT, THEY DIE. WHEN IT
RUNSOUT, SHEWILL DIE. AND | WILL DIE, TOO. IN A FEW HOURS.

“Butyoucan't-”

| CAN. IT'SHARD TO EXPLAIN.

“Moveup.”

WHAT?

“I said move up. | want to St down.”

Bill Door made space on the anvil. Miss Hitworth sat down.
“Soyou'regoingtodie” shesad.

YES.

“And you don't want to.”

NO.

“Why not?’

He looked at her asif shewas mad.

BECAUSE THEN THERE WILL BE NOTHING. BECAUSE | WON'T EXIST.
“Isthat what happensfor humans, too?’

| DON’T THINK SO. IT'SDIFFERENT FOR YOU. YOU HAVE IT ALL BETTER
ORGANISED.

They both sat watching the fading glow of the coasin theforge.

“So what were you working on the scythe blade for?” said Miss Flitworth.
| THOUGHT PERHAPS| COULD ... FIGHT BACK ...

“Hasit ever worked? With you, | mean.”

NOT USUALLY. SOMETIMES PEOPLE CHALLENGE ME TO A GAME. FOR THEIR LIVES,
YOU KNOW.

“Do they ever win?’



NO. LAST YEAR SOMEONE GOT THREE STREETSAND ALL THE UTILITIES.
“What? What sort of gameisthat?’

| DON'T RECALL. ‘EXCLUSIVE POSSESSION’, | THINK. | WAS THE BOOT.
“Just amoment. “ said MissHitworth. “1f you' re you, who will be coming for you?’
DEATH. LAST NIGHT THISWAS PUSHED UNDER THE DOOR.

Death opened hishand to reveal asmall grubby piece of paper, on which Miss FHitworth could read.
with some difficulty, the word: OO000EEEeeO0O0000EEeceOO0000EEeee.

| HAVE RECEIVED THE BADLY-WRITTEN NOTE OF THE BANSHEE.
Miss Hitworth looked a him with her head on one side.

“But. .. correct meif I’'mwrong, but . . .”

THE NEW DEATH.

Bill Door picked up the blade.

HEWILL BE TERRIBLE.

The blade twisted in his hands. Blue light flickered along its edge.
| WILL BETHE FIRST.

Miss Hitworth stared at the light asif fascinated.

“Exactly how terrible?’

HOW TERRIBLE CAN YOU IMAGINE?

“Oh.”

EXACTLY ASTERRIBLEASTHAT.

The blade tilted thisway and that.

“And for the child, too,” said Miss Fitworth.

YES.

“I don't reckon | owe you any favours, Mr. Door. | don’t reckon anyone in the whole world owes you
any favours”

YOU MAY BE RIGHT.



“Mind you, lifeé sgot one or two thingsto answer for too. Fair’ sfair.”

| CAN'T SAY.

Miss Flitworth gave him another long, gppraising look.

“There sapretty good grindstone in the corner,” she said.

I"'VEUSED IT.

“And there san oilstone in the cupboard.”

I'VEUSED THAT, TOO.

She thought she could hear a sound as the blade moved. A sort of faint whine of tensed air.
“Andit’sill not sharp enough?’

Bill Door sghed. IT MAY NEVER BE SHARP ENOUGH.

“Comeon, man. No senseingivingin,” sad Miss Hitworth. “Where there slife, en?’
WHERE THERE' SLIFE EH WHAT?

“Ther€ shope?’

ISTHERE?

“Right enough.”

Bill Door ran abony finger dong the edge.

HOPE?

“Got anything dseleft to try?’

Bill shook his head. He' d tried anumber of emations, but thiswas anew one.

COULD YOU FETCH ME A STEEL?

It was an hour later.

Miss Hitworth sorted through her rag-bag.
“What next? shesaid.

WHAT HAVE WE HAD SO FAR?

“Let’'ssee. .. hessan, cdico, linen. . . how about satin? Here' sa piece.”



Bill Door took the rag and wiped it gently along the blade.

Miss Flitworth reached the bottom of the bag, and pulled out a swatch of white cloth.
YES?

“Slk,” shesaid softly. ‘ Finest white silk. Thered stuff. Never worn.”

She sat back and stared at it.

After awhile hetook it tactfully from her fingers.

THANK YOU.

“Wdl now,” shesaid, waking up. ‘ That'sit, isn't it?’

When he turned the blade, it made a noise like whommmm. The fires of the forge were barely aive now,
but the blade glowed with razor light.

“Sharpened on silk,” said MissFlitworth. ‘“Who'd believe it?’

AND STILL BLUNT.

Bill Door looked around the dark forge, and then darted into a corner.
“What have you found?’

COBWERB.

Therewas along thin whine, like the torturing of ants.

“Any good?’

STILL TOO BLUNT.

She watched Bill Door stride out of the forge, and scuttled after him. He went and stood in the middle of
the yard, holding the scythe blade edge-on to the faint, dawn breeze.

It hummed.
“How sharp can ablade get, for goodness' sake?’
IT CAN GET SHARPER THAN THIS.

Down in his henhouse, Cyril the cockerd awoke and stared blegarily at the treacherous letters chalked on
the board. He took a deep breath.

“Floo-acockle-dod!”

Bill Door glanced at the rimward horizon and then, speculatively, at thelittle hill behind the house.



Hejerked forward, legs clicking over the ground.

The new daylight doshed on to the world. Discworld light isold, dow and heavy; it roared acrossthe
landscape like acavary charge. The occasiond valey dowed it for amoment and here and there, a
mountain range banked it up until it poured over the top and down the far dope.

It moved across a sea, surged up the beach and accel erated over the plains, driven by the lash of the
un.

On the fabled hidden continent of Xxxx, somewhere near therim, thereisalost colony of wizardswho
wear corks around their pointy hats and live on nothing but prawns. There, the light isstill wild and fresh
asit rollsinfrom space, and the surf on the bailing interface between night and day.

If one of them had been carried thousands of milesinland on the dawn, he might have seen, asthelight
thundered over the high plains, agtick figure tailing up alow hill in the path of the morning.

It reached the top amoment before the light arrived, took a breath, and then spun around in acrouch,
grinning.

It held along blade upright between extended arms.
Light struck . . . split. .. did. ..

Not that the wizard would have paid much attention, because he' d be too busy worrying about the
five-thousand-mile wak back home.

Miss Hitworth panted up asthe new day streamed past.

Bill Door was absolutely till, only the blade moving between hisfingersashe angled it againgt the light.
Finaly he seemed satisfied.

Heturned around and swished it experimentaly through the air.

Miss Flitworth stuck her hands on her hips. “ Oh, come on,” she said, “No-one can sharpen ablade on
daylight! How can you sharpen something . . .”

She paused.
He waved the blade again.
“Good grief.”

Downintheyard. Cyril stretched hisbad neck for another 90. Bill Door grinned, and swung the blade
towards the sound.



“Su-doodle-riod!”

Then helowered the blade.

THAT SSHARP.

Hisgrin faded, or at least faded as much asit was ableto.

Miss Hitworth turned, following the line of his gaze until it intersected a haze over the cornfidds.

It looked like apae grey robe, empty but still somehow maintaining the shape of itsweerer, asif a
garment on awashing line was catching the breeze.

It wavered for amoment, and then vanished.
“I saw it,” said Miss Hitworth.

THAT WASN'T IT. THAT WAS THEM.
“Themwho?’

THEY’RE LIKE - Bill Door waved a hand vagudly - SERVANTS. WATCHERS. AUDITORS.
INSPECTORS.

Miss Hitworth’s eyes narrowed.

“Ingpectors? Y ou mean like the Revenoo?’ she said.

| SUPPOSE SO-

Miss Hitworth'sfacelit up.

“Why didn’t you say?’

I’'M SORRY?

“My father dways made me promise never to help the Revenoo. Even just thinking about the Revenoo,
he said, made him want to go and have alie down. He said that there was death and taxes, and taxes
was worse, because at least death didn’t happen to you every year. We had to go out of the room when
he redlly got started about the Revenoo. Nasty creatures. Always poking around asking what you' ve got
hidden under the woodpile and behind the secret pandsin the cellar and other stuff which isno concern
whatsoever of anyone.”

She sniffed.

Bill Door was impressed. Miss Fitworth could actually give theword “revenue’, which had two vowels
and one diphthong, al the peremptoriness of theword “scum”.

“Y ou should have said that they were after you right from the gart. “ said Miss Flitworth. “ The Revenoo
aren't popular in these parts, you know. In my father’ s day, any Revenooer came around here prying



around by himsdlf, we used to tie weights to their feet and heave * em into the pond.”
BUT THE POND ISONLY A FEW INCHES DEEP, MISS FLITWORTH.

“Yeah, but it was fun watching ‘em find out. Y ou should have said. Everyone thought you wereto do
with taxes.”

NO. NOT TAXES.

“Well, well. | didn’t know there was a Revenoo Up There, too.”
YES. IN A WAY.

She sidled closer.

“When will he come?’

TONIGHT. | CANNOT BE EXACT. TWO PEOPLE ARE LIVING ON THE SAME TIMER. IT
MAKES THINGS UNCERTAIN.

“I didn’t know people could give people some of their life.”

ITHAPPENSALL THE TIME.

“Areyou' re sure about tonight?’

YES.

“And that blade will work, will it?’

| DON’T KNOW. IT'SA MILLION TO ONE CHANCE.

“Oh. “ She seemed to be considering something. “ So you' ve got the rest of the day free, then?’
YES?

“Then you can sart getting the harvest in.”

WHAT?

It' [l keep you busy. Keep your mind off things. Besides, I’ m paying you sixpence aweek. And sixpence
issxpence.”

Mrs. Cake' s house was dso in Elm Street. Windle knocked on the door.
After awhileamuffled voice called out, “Is there anybody there?’

“Knock oncefor yes,” Schleppd volunteered.



Windle levered open the | etter-box.

“Excuse me? Mrs. Cake?’

The door opened.

Mrs. Cake wasn't what Windle had expected. She was big, but not in the sense of being fat. Shewas
just built to ascae dightly larger than normd; the sort of person who goesthrough life crouching dightly
and looking gpologetic in case they inadvertently loom.

And she had magnificent hair. It crowned her head and flowed out behind her like a cloak. She aso had
dightly pointed ears and teeth which, while white and quite beautiful, caught the light in adisturbing way.
Windle was amazed at the speed at which his heightened zombie sensesreached aconcluson. He
looked down.

L upine was sitting bolt upright, too excited even to wag histall.

“1 don’t think you could be Mrs. Cake,” said Windle.

“Y ou want mother,” said thetal girl. “Mother! There sagentleman!”

A distant muttering became a closer muttering, and then Mrs. Cake appeared around the side of her
daughter like asmal moon emerging from planetary shadow.

“What d'yew want?’ said Mrs. Cake.

Windle took a step backwards. Unlike her daughter, Mrs. Cake was quite short, and amost perfectly
circular. And gtill unlike her daughter, whose whole stance was dedi cated to making hersdlf ook small,
sheloomed tremendoudy. Thiswaslargely because of her hat, which he later learned shewore at all
times with the dedication of awizard. It was huge and black and had things on it like bird wings and wax
cherries and hatpins, Carmen Miranda could have worn that hat to the funera of a continent. Mrs. Cake
travelled undernesth it as the basket travels under aballoon.

People often found themsalvestalking to her hat.

“Mrs. Cake?’ said Windle, fascinated.

“Oim down ‘ere,” said areproachful voice.

Windle lowered hisgaze.

“That's‘oo | am, “ said Mrs. Cake.

“Am | addressing Mrs. Cake?’ said Windle.

“Yes, oi, know,” said Mrs. Cake.

“My name' sWindle Poons.”

“QOi knew that, too.”



“I’'mawizard, yoysee-”
“All right, but see you wipesyour feet.”
“May | comein?’

Windle Poons paused. He replayed the last few lines of conversation in the clicking control room of his
brain. And then he smiled.

“That'sright, “ said Mrs. Cake.

“Areyou by any chance anatura clairvoyant?’
“ About ten seconds usudly, Mr. Poons. ©
Windle hestated.

“Y ou gottaask the question,” said Mrs. Cake quickly. “1 getsamigraineif people goes and viciously not
asks questions after I’ ve aready foreseen ‘em and answered ‘em.”

“How far into the future can you see, Mrs. Cake?’
She nodded.
“Roight, then,” she said, apparently mollified, and led the way through the hdl into atiny sitting-room.

“And the bogey can comein, only he'sgot to leave ‘is door outsde and go in the cdllar. | don’t hold
with bogeyswanderin’ around the house.”

“Gogh, it'sagessince |’ ve been in aproper cdlar,” said Schleppdl.
“It'sgot spidersinit,” said Mrs. Cake.
I‘Wwv!ﬂ

“Andyou'd likeacup of teg,” said Mrs. Cake to Windle. Someone €lse might have said “| expect
you'd likeacup of tea’, or “Do you want a cup of tea?’ But thiswas a statement.

“Yes, please, “ said Windle. “I’d love a cup of tea”

“You shouldn’t,” said Mrs. Cake. “ That stuff rots your teeth.”
Windle worked this one out.

“Two sugars, please,” hesaid.

“It' sdl right.”

“Thisisanice place you have here, Mrs. Cake,” said Windle, hismind racing. Mrs. Cake s habit of
answering questions while they were ill forming in your mind taxed the most active brain.



“He sbeen dead for ten years,” she said.

“Er,” said Windle, but the question was dready therein hislarynx, “1 trust Mr. Cakeisin good hedth?’
“It'sOK. Oi speaksto him occasional,” said Mrs. Cake.

“I’'m sorry to hear that,” said Windle.

“All right, if it makesyou fed any better.”

“Um, Mrs. Cake?I'mfinding it alittle confusing. Could you . . . switch off . . . your precognition . . . 7’
She nodded.

“Sorry. Oi getsinto the habit of leavin’ it on,” she said, “what with thereonly bein’” mean’ Ludmillaand
One-Man-Bucket. HE' saghost,” she added. “Oi knew you wasgoin’ to ask that.”

“Yes, | had heard that mediums have native spirit guides,” said Windle.

“*‘Im‘E‘snot aguide, “€ sasort of odd-job ghost,” said Mrs. Cake. “I don’'t hold with al that stuff
with cards and trumpets and Oo-jar boards, mind you. An’ | think ectoplasm’sdisgustin’. Oi won't have
itinthe‘ouse. Oi won't. You can't get it out of the carpets, you know. Not even with vinegar.”

“My word, “ said Windle Poons.

“Orwallin’. | don't hold withit. Or messin’ around with the supernaturd. 1t' s unnaturd, the supernaturd.
| won't haveit.”

“Um,” said Windle cautioudy. “ There are those who might think that being amediumisabit . . . you
know . . . supernatura ?’

“What? What? Nothing supernatural about dead people. Load of nonsense. Everyone dies sooner or
later.”

“I do hope so, Mrs. Cake.”

“Sowhat isit you’ d be wanting, Mr. Poons? I’m not precognitin’, so you haveto tell me.”
“I want to know what’ s happening, Mrs. Cake.”

There was a muted thump from under their feet and the faint, happy sound of Schieppd .
“Oh, wow! Rats, too!”

“I went up and tried to tell you wizards,” said Mrs. Cake, primly. “An’ no-onelistened. | knew they
weren't going to, but | *ad to try, otherwise | wouldn't ‘ ave known.”

“Who did you spesk to?’

“The big one with the red dress and amoustache like he' strying to swallow acat.”



“Ah. The Archchancdllor, “ said Windle, postively.
“And there was ahuge fat one. Wakslike aduck.”
“He does, doesn't he? That wasthe Dean,” said Windle.

“They called metheir good woman, “ said Mrs. Cake. “They told meto be about my business. Don’t
seewhy | should go around helpin’ wizardswho call me agood woman when | was only trying to help.”

“I'mafraid wizardsdon’t often listen,” said Windle. “1 never listened for one hundred and thirty years.”
“Why not?’

“In case | heard what rubbish | was saying, | expect. What' s hgppening, Mrs. Cake? Y ou can tell me. |
may be awizard, but I’'m adead one. Schleppd told meit wasal dueto lifeforce.”

“It' sbuildin’ up, see?’
“What doesthat mean?’

“There smorée f it than there should be. Y ou get” - she waved her hands vagudly —“when things are like
inascaesonly not thesameon both sides. . .~

“Imbaance?’
Mrs. Cake, who looked as though she was reading a distant script, nodded.
“One of them things, yeah . . . see, sometimesit just happensalittle bit, and you get ghosts, because the

lifeisnot in the body any more but it hasn't gone. . . and you get less of it in the winter, because it sort of
drains away, and it comes back in the spring . . . and some things concentrateit . . .”

Modo the University gardener hummed alittle tune as he wheded the Strange trolley into his privatelittle
area between the Library and the High Energy Magic building, with aload of weeds bound for
composthood.

There seemed to be alot of excitement around at the moment. It was certainly interesting, working with
al thesewizards.

Teamwork, that' swhat it was. They looked after the cosmic balance, the universal harmonies and the
dimensiond equilibriums, and he saw to it that the gphids stayed off the roses.

There was ametdlic tinkle. He peered over the top of the heap of weeds.
“Ancther one?’
A gleaming metal wire basket on little wheds sat on the path.

Mayhbe the wizards had bought it for him? The first one was quite useful, dthough it was alittle bit hard
to steer; thelittle whedls seemed to want to go in different directions. There was probably aknack.



Wi, this one would be handy for carrying seed traysin. He pushed the second trolley aside and heard,
behind him, asound which, if it had to be written down, and if he could write, he would probably have

written down as. glop.

He turned around, saw the biggest of the compost hegps pulsating in the dark, and said, “L ook what |
brought you for your teal”

And then he saw that it was moving.

“Some places, too .. . . “ said Mrs. Cake.
“But why should it build up?’ said Windle.
“It’' slike athunderstorm, see? 'Y ou know how you get that prickly fedin’ before astorm? That’ swhat's
happening now.”
“Yes, but why, Mrs. Cake?’
“Wdl ... One-Man-Bucket says nothing’ sdying.”
“What?’
“Daft, isn't it? He sayslots of lives are ending, but not going away. They’rejust staying here.”

“What, like ghosts?’

“Not just ghodts. Just - it’ s like puddies. When you get alot of puddles, it'slike the sea. Anyway, you
only get ghosts from things like people. Y ou don’t get ghosts of cabbages.”

Windle Poons sat back in his chair. He had avision of avast pool of life, alake being fed by amillion
short-lived tributaries as living things came to the end of their span. And life force wasleaking out asthe

pressure built up. Lesking out wherever it could.

“Do you think I could have aword with One—"* he began, and then stopped.

He got up and lurched over to Mrs. Cake' s mantel-piece.

“How long have you had this, Mrs. Cake?” he demanded, picking up afamiliar glassy object.

“That? Bought it yesterday. Pretty, ain't it?’

Windle shook the globe. It was dmost identical to the ones under hisfloorboards. Snowflakes whirled
up and settled on an exquisite model of Unseen University.

It reminded him strongly of something. Well, the building obvioudy reminded him of the University, but
the shape of the wholething, therewasahint of, it made himthink of . . .

... breskfast?



“Why isit happening?’ he said, haf to himsdf. “ These damn things are turning up everywhere.”

The wizards ran down the corridor.

“How can you kill ghosts?’

“How should I know? The question does't usudly arisel”

“Y ou exorcise them, | think.”

“What? Jumpin’ up and down, runnin’ on the spot, that kind of thing?’

The Dean had been ready for this. “It' s spelled with an “ O”, Archchancellor. | don’t think oneis
expected to subject them to, er, physica exertion.”

“Should think not, man. We don't want alot of healthy ghostsbuzzin around.”

There was a blood-curdling scream. It echoed around the dark pillars and arches, and was suddenly cut
off.

The Archchancellor stopped abruptly. The wizards cannoned into him.
“Sounded like ablood-curdlin’ scream,” he said. “Follow me!l”

He ran around the corner.

Therewasametdlic crash, and alot of swearing.

Something small and striped red and yellow, with tiny dripping fangs and three pairs of wings, flew
around the corner and shot over the Dean’ s head making a noise like aminiature buzzsaw.

“Anyone know what that was?’ said the Bursar, faintly. The thing orbited the wizards and then
disappeared into the darkness of the roof. “And | wish hewouldn’t swear 0.”

“Comeon,” said the Dean. ‘We d better see what’ s happened to him.”

“Must we?" said the Senior Wrangler.

They peered around the corner. The Archchancellor was Sitting up, rubbing hisankle.
“What idiot left thishere?” he sad.

“Left what?' said the Dean.

“Thisblasted wire baskety whedly thing,” said the Archchancellor. Beside him, atiny purple spider-like
creature materialised out of the air and scuttled towards a crevice. Thewizards didn't noticeit.

“What wire baskety whedly thing?’ said the wizards, in unison.



Ridcully looked around him.

“I could have sworn—* he began.

There was another scream.

Ridcully scrambled to hisfest.

“Comeon, you fdlows!” hesad, limping heroicaly onwards.

“Why does everyone run towards a blood-curdling scream?’ mumbled the Senior Wrangler. “It's
contrary to dl sense.”

They trotted out through the cloisters and into the quadrangle.

A rounded, dark shape was squatting in the middle of the ancient lawn. Steam was coming out of it in
little, noisomewigps.

“What isit?’
“It can’t be acompost hegp in the middle of thelawn, canit?’

“Modo will be very upset.”

The Dean peered closer. “Er . . . epecially because, | do believe, that’ s hisfeet poking out from under it

The heap swivelled towards the wizards and made a glop, glop noise.

Then it moved.

“Right, then,” said Ridcully, rubbing his hands together hopefully, “which of you fellows has got aspell
about them at the moment?’

The wizards patted their pockets in an embarrassed fashion.
“Then | shall attract its attention while the Bursar and the Dean try to pull Modo out,” said Ridcully.
“Oh, good, “ said the Dean faintly.

“How can you atract a compost hegp’ s attention?” said the Senior Wrangler. “I shouldn’t think it's even
got one.”

Ridcully removed his hat and stepped gingerly forward.
“Load of rubbish!” he roared.
The Senior Wrangler groaned and put his hand over hiseyes.

Ridcully flapped his hat in front of the hesp.



“Biodegradable garbage!”
“Poor green trash?’ said the Lecturer in Recent Runes helpfully.

“That’ stheticket,” said the Archchancdlor. “Try to infuriate the bugger. “ (Behind him, adightly
different variety of mad waspy creature popped out of the air and buzzed away.)

The heap lunged at the hat.
“Midden!” said Ridcully.
“Oh, | say,” said the Lecturer in Recent Runes, shocked.

The Dean and the Bursar crept forward, grabbed a gardener’ sfoot each, and pulled. Modo did out of
the heap.

“It's eaten through his clothes!” said the Dean.

“Butishedl right?’

“He sill breathing,” said the Bursar.

“And if he'slucky, he'slogt hissense of smdll, * said the Dean.

The heap snapped at Ridcully’ shat. There was aglop. The point of the hat had vanished.

“Hey, therewas ill dmost hdf abottlein there!” Ridcully roared. The Senior Wrangler grabbed his
am.

“Come on, Archchancdlor!”

The heap swivelled and lunged towards the Bursar.

Thewizards backed away.

“It can't beintelligent, canit?’ said the Bursar.

“All it sdoing ismoving around dowly and eating things, “ said the Dean.
“Put apointy hat onit and it d be afaculty member,” said the Archchancellor.
The heap came after them.

“I wouldn't cdll that moving dowly,” said the Dean.

They looked expectantly at the Archchancellor.

“Run!”

Portly though most of the faculty were, they hit afair turn of speed up the cloisters, fought one another



through the door, dammed it behind them and leaned on it. Very soon afterwards, there was a damp,
heavy thud on thefar sde.

“We' rewell out of that,” said the Bursar.

The Dean looked down.

“I think it's coming through the door, Archchancdllor,” hesad, in atiny voice.
“Don’t be daft, man, we'red| leanin’ onit.”

“I didn’t mean through, | mean . . . through . . .”

The Archchancdlor sniffed.

“What'sburnin’ 7’

“Y our boots, Archchancellor,” said the Dean.

Ridcully looked down. A greenish-yellow pudd e was spreading under the door. The wood was

charring, the flagstones were hissing, and the leather soles of his boots were definitely in trouble. He
could fed himsdlf getting lower.

He fumbled with the laces, and then took astanding jump on to adry flagstone.
“Bursar!”

“Yes, Archchancdlor?’

“Give meyour boots”

“What?'

“Dammit, man, | command you to give me your blasted boots!”

Thistime, along creature with four pairs of wings, two at each end, and three eyes, popped into
existence over Ridcully’ shead and dropped on to his hat.

“But -
“I amyour Archchancdlor!”

“Yes, but -

“I think the hinges are going,” said the Lecturer in Recent Runes.

Ridcully looked around desperately.

“WEl regroup inthe Great Hdll,” hesaid. “We'll . . . dtrategically withdraw to previoudy prepared
postions.”



“Who prepared them?’ said the Dean.

“We'll prepare them when we get there,” said the Archchancellor through gritted teeth. “ Bursar! Y our
boots! Now!”

They reached the double doors of the Great Hall just asthe door behind them half-collapsed,
half-dissolved. The Great Hdll’ s doors were much sturdier.

Bolts and bars were dragged into place.
“Clear the tables and pile them up in front of the door,” snapped Ridcully
“But it eats through wood, * said the Dean.

There was amoan from the smal body of Modo, which had been propped against a chair. He opened
hiseyes.

“Quick!” sad Rideully. ‘How can wekill acompost hegp?’

“Um. | don’'t think you can, Mr. Ridcully, Sr,” said the gardener.

“How abouit fire? | could probably manage asmdll firebal, “ said the Dean.
“It wouldn't work. Too soggy,” said Rideully.

“It' sright outsde! It' s eating away at the door! It's eating away at the door,” sang the Lecturer in
Recent Runes.

The wizards backed further away down thelength of the hall.

“I hope it doesn't eat too much wood,” said the dazed Modo, radiating genuine concern. “They'rea
devil, excuse my Klatchian, if you get too much carbon in them. It' sfar too heating.”

“Y ou know, thisis exactly the right time for alecture on the dynamics of compost making, Modo,” said
the Dean.

Dwarfs do not know the meaning of the word “irony”.

“Wadll, dl right. Ahem. The correct baance of materias, correctly layered according to -”
“There goesthe door,” said the Lecturer in Recent Runes, lumbering towards the rest of them.
Themound of furniture started to move forward.

The Archchancellor stared desperately around the hdll, a aloss. Then hiseyeswere drawn to afamiliar,
heavy bottle on one of the sideboards.

“Carbon,” hesad. ‘That'slike charcod, isn't it?”’

“How should | know?1’m not an alchemigt,” sniffed the Dean.



The compost heap emerged from the debris. Steam poured off it.

The Archchancellor looked longingly at the bottle of Wow-Wow Sauce. He uncorked it. He took a
deep siff.

“The cooks herejust can’'t makeit properly, you know,” he said. “1t’'ll be weeks before | can get any
more from home.”

He tossed the bottle towards the advancing heap.

It vanished into the seething mass.

“Stinging nettles are dways useful,” said Modo, behind him. * They add iron. And comfrey, well, you can
never get enough comfrey. For the minerals, you know. Mysdlf, I’ ve ways reckoned that asmall
quantity of wild yarrow -”

The wizards peered over the top of an overturned table.

The heap had stopped moving.

“Isitjust me, or isit getting bigger?’ said the Senior Wrangler.

“And looking happier,” said the Dean.

“It smdlsawful,” said the Bursar.

“Oh, well. And that was nearly afull bottle of sauce, t0o,” said the Archchancellor sadly. “I'd hardly
openedit.”

“Nature’ sawonderful thing, when you cometo think about it,” said the Senior Wrangler. “You don't all
haveto glare at me like that, you know. | was only passing aremark.”

“There aretimes when -” Ridcully began, and then the compost heap exploded.

It wasn't abang or aboom. It was the dampest, most corpulent eruption in the history of termina
flatulence. Dark red flame, fringed with black, roared up to the ceiling. Pieces of heap rocketed across
the hall and dapped wetly into thewalls.

The wizards peered out from their barricade, which was now thick with tea-|eaves.

A cabbage stalk dropped softly on to the Dean’s head.

Helooked at asmdll, bubbling patch on the flagstones.

Hisface split dowly into agrin.

“Wow,” hesaid.

The other wizards unfolded themsalves. Adrendine backwash worked its seductive spell. They grinned,
too, and started playfully punching one another on the shoulder.



“Eat hot sauce!” roared the Archchancellor. ‘ Up againgt the hedge, fermented rubbish!”
“Canwekick ass, or can wekick ass?’ burbled the Dean happily.

“Y ou mean can't the second time, not can. And I’'m not sure that acompost heap can be said to have an
-" the Senior Wrangler began, but thetide of excitement was flowing againgt him.

“That' s one hegp that won't messwith wizards again,” said the Dean, who was getting carried away.

“WEe re keen and mean and -”

“There sthree more of them out there, Modo says,” said the Bursar.

They fdl Slent.

“We could go and pick up our staffs, couldn’'t we?’ said the Dean.

The Archchancellor prodded a piece of exploded heap with the toe of his boot.

“Dead things coming dive,” he murmured. “1 don't like that. What' s next? Waking statues?’

The wizards|ooked up at the statues of dead Archchancellorsthat lined the Great Hall and, indeed,
most of the corridors of the University. The University had been in existence for thousands of years and
the average Archchancellor remained in office for about eeven months, so there were plenty of statues.

“You know, | redly wish you hadn’t said that, “ said the Lecturer in Recent Runes.

“It was just athought,” said Ridcully. “Comeon, let’ shave alook at the rest of those hegps.”

“Yeah!” said the Dean, now in the grip of awild, unwizardly machismo. “We remean! Y eah! Arewe
mean?’

The Archchancellor raised his eyebrows, and then turned to the rest of the wizards.
“Arewemean?’ hesad.

“Er. I’'mfedling reasonably mean,” said the Lecturer in Recent Runes.

“I'm definitdy very mean, | think,” said the Bursar.

“It’s having no boots that doesit,” he added.

“I'll bemean if everyonedseis,” said the Senior Wrangler.

The Archchancellor turned back to the Dean.

“Yes” hesad, “it gppearsthat we aredl mean.”

“Yo!” said the Dean.

“Yowhat?' said Ridcully.



“It' snot ayo what, it'sjust ayo,” said the Senior Wrangler, behind him. “It'sageneral street greeting
and affirmative with convivia military ingroup and masculine bonding-ritual overtones.”

“What? What? Like“jolly good’?’ said Ridcully.
“| suppose s0,” said the Senior Wrangler, reluctantly.

Ridcully was pleased. Ankh-Morpork had never offered very good prospectsfor hunting. He d never
thought it was possible to have so much funin hisown universty.

“Right, “ hesaid. ‘Let’sget those hegpd”
“Yol”

“Yol”

“Yol”

“Yoyo.”

Ridcully sighed. “Bursar?’

“Y es, Archchancdlor?’

“Jugt try to understand, all right?’

Clouds piled up over the mountains. Bill Door strode up and down thefirst field, usng one of the
ordinary farm scythes; the sharpest one had been temporarily stored at the back of the barn, in case it
was blunted by air convection. Some of Miss Hitworth' s tenants followed behind him, binding the
sheaves and stacking them. Miss Hitworth had never employed more than one man full time, Bill Door
learned; she bought in other help as she needed it, to save pennies.

“Never seen aman cut corn with ascythe before,” said one of them. “It' sasicklejob.”
They stopped for lunch, and ate it under the hedge.

Bill Door had never paid agreat deal of attention to the names and faces of people, beyond that
necessary for business. Corn stretched over the hillside; it was made up of individud stalks and to the eye
of one galk another stalk might be quite an impressve sak, with adozen amusing and distinctivelittle
mannerismsthat set it apart from all other stalks. But to the regper man, al stalks start off as. . . just
gdks.

Now he was beginning to recognise the little differences.

There was William Spigot and Gabby Whedls and Duke Bottomley. All old men, asfar asBill Door
could judge, with skinslike leather. There were young men and women in the village, but at acertain age
they seemed to flip straight over to being old, without passing through any intermediate sage. And then
they stayed old for along time. Miss Hitworth had said that before they could start agraveyard in these



parts they’ d had to hit someone over the head with the shovel.

William Spigot was the one that sang when he worked, bresking into that long nasal whine which meant
that folk song was about to be perpetrated. Gabby Whedls never said anything; this, Spigot had said,
waswhy he had been caled Gabby. Bill Door had failed to understand the logic of this, dthough it

seemed trangparent to the others.

And Duke Bottomley had been named by parents with upwardly-mobileif rather smplistic ideas about
class structure; his brothers were Squire, Earl and King.

Now they sat in arow under the hedge, putting off the moment when they’ d need to start work again. A
glugging noise came from the end of the row.

“It’snot been abad old summer, then,” said Spigot. “And good harvest weether for achange.”

“Ah ... many adip ‘twixt dressand drawers,” said Duke. “Last night | saw aspider spinnin’ itsweb
backwards. That’sasure sign there’ sgoing to be adretful storm.”

“Don't see how spiders know thingslike that.”

Gabby Whed s passed a big earthenware jug to Bill Door. Something doshed.

WHAT ISTHIS?
“Applejuice,” said Spigot. The otherslaughed.

AH, said Bill Door. STRONG DISTILLED SPIRITS, GIVEN HUMOROUSLY TO THE
UNSUSPECTING NEWCOMER, THUSTO AFFORD SIMPLE AMUSEMENT WHEN HE

BECOMESINADVERTENTLY INEBRIATED.

“Cor,” said Spigot. Bill Door took along swig.

“And | saw swallowsflying low,” said Duke. “ And partridges are heading for the woods. And there' sa
lot of big snailsabout. And -”

“I don’t reckon any of them buggers knows thefirgt thing about meteorology,” said Spigot. “I reckon
you goes around telling ‘em. Eh, lads? Big storm comin’, Mr. Spider, so get on and do somethin’

folklorish.”
Bill Door took another drink.
WHAT ISTHE NAME OF THE BLACKSMITH IN THE VILLAGE?

Spigot nodded. ‘ That's Ned Simnel, down by the green. O’ course, he sreal busy about now, what with
the harvest and al.”

| HAVE SOME WORK FOR HIM.
Bill Door got up and strode away towards the gate.

He stopped. YES?



“Y ou can leave the brandy behind, then.”

The village forge was dark and stifling in the heet. But Bill Door had very good eyesight.

Something moved among a complicated hegp of metd. It turned out to be the lower half of aman. His
upper body was somewhere in the machinery, from which came the occasiond grunt.

A hand shot out as Bill Door approached.

“Right. Give methree-eighths Gripley.”

Bill looked around. A variety of tools were strewn around the forge. “Come on, come on,” said avoice
from somewherein the machine.

Bill Door selected a piece of shaped meta at random, and placed it in the hand. It was drawn inside.
Therewas metallic noise, and agrunt.

“| sadaGripley. Thisisn't &' - there was the scringeing noise of a piece of metal giving way —“my

thumb, my thumb, you made me’ - there was aclang —“aargh. That was my head. Now look what
you' ve made me do. And the ratchet spring’ s snapped off the trunnion armature again, do you redise?’

NO. | AM SORRY.

There was a pause.

“Isthat you, young Egbert?’

NO. IT ISME, OLD BILL DOOR.

Therewas a series of thumps and twanging noises asthe top half of the human extricated itsdf from the

machinery, and turned out to belong to ayoung man with black curly hair, ablack face, black shirt, and
black apron. He wiped acloth across hisface, leaving apink smear, and blinked the swest out of his

eyes.
“Who'reyou?’
GOOD OLD BILL DOOR? WORKING FOR MISS FLITWORTH?
“Oh, yes. Theman in thefire? Hero of the hour, | heard. Put it there.”
He extended a black hand. Bill Door looked at it blankly.

| AM SORRY. | STILL DO NOT KNOW WHAT A THREE-EIGHTHS GRIPLEY IS.

“I mean your hand, Mr. Door.”

Bill Door hesitated, and then put his hand in the young man’s pam. The oil-rimmed eyes glazed for a
moment as the brain overruled the sense of touch, and then the smith smiled.



“The name s Smnd. What do you think, en?’
IT"SA GOOD NAME.
“No, | mean the machine. Pretty ingenious, eh?’

Bill Door reguarded it with polite incomprehension. It looked, at first Sght, like a portable windmill that
had been attacked by an enormousinsect, and a second sight like atouring torture chamber for an
Inquisition that wanted to get out and about a bit and enjoy the fresh air. Mysteriousjointed arms stuck
out at various angles. There were belts, and long springs. The whole thing was mounted on spiked metal
whesls.

“Of course, you're not seeing it at itsbest when it' s standing still,” said Simndl. 1t needs ahorse to pull
it. At the moment, anyway. I’ ve got one or two rather radical ideasin that direction,” he added dreamily.

IT"SA DEVICE OF SOME SORT?
Simnd looked mildly affronted.

“I prefer thetermmachine,” he said. 1t will revolutionise farming methods, and drag them kicking and
screaming into the Century of the Fruitbat. My folk have had thisforge for three hundred years, but Ned
Simnd doesn'’t intend to spend the rest of hislife nailing bits of bent metal on to horses, | cdl tell you.”

Bill looked a him blankly. Then he bent down and glanced under the machine. A dozen sickleswere
bolted to abig horizonta whed. Ingenious linkages took power from the whedls, viaa selection of
pulleys, to awhirligig arrangement of metal arms.

He began to experience ahorrible feding about the thing in front of him, but he asked anyway.

“Wadll, the heart of it all isthis cam shaft,” said Simnd, gratified at the interest. * The power comes up via
the pulley here, and the cams move the swaging arms - that’ s these things - and the combing gate, which
isoperated by the reciprocating mechanism, comes down just as the gripping shutter dropsin thisdot
here, and of course at the same time the two brass balls go round and round and the flatting sheets carry
off the straw while the grain drops with the aid of gravity down the riffling screw and into the hopper.
Smple”

AND THE THREE-EIGHTHS GRIPLEY?

“Good job you reminded me. “ Simnel fished around among the debris on the floor, picked up asmall
knurled object, and screwed it on to a protruding piece of the mechanism. “Very important job. It stops
thedliptical cam gradudly diding up the beam shaft and catching on the flange rebate, with disastrous
results as you can no doubt imagine.”

Simnel stood back and wiped his hands on a cloth, making them dightly more oily.

“I'm caling it the Combination Harvester,” he said.

Bill Door felt very old. In fact hewas very old. But he' d never fdt it as much asthis. Somewherein the

shadow of hissoul hefdt he knew, without the blacksmith explaining, what it was that the Combination
Harvester was supposed to do.



OH.

“Weregoing to giveit atrid run thisafternoon up in old Peedbury’sbig field. It looks very promising, |
must say. What you' relooking a now, Mr. Door, isthe future.”

YES.

Bill Door ran his hand over the framework.

AND THEHARVEST ITSELF?

“Hmm?What about it?’

WHAT WILL IT THINK OF IT?WILL IT KNOW?

Simnd wrinkled hisnose. “Know? Know? It won't know anything. Corn’s corn.”
AND SIXPENCE IS SIXPENCE.

“Exactly. “ Smnd hestated. “What wasit you were wanting?’
Thetal figure ran adisconsolate finger over the oily mechanism.

“Mr. Door?’

PARDON?OH. YES. | HAD SOMETHING FOR YOU TO DO -

He strode out of the forge and returned dmost immediately with something wrapped in slk. He
unwrapped it carefully.

He' d made anew handle for the blade - not a straight one, such asthey used in the mountains, but the
heavy doublecurved handle of the plains.

“Y ou want it beaten out? A new grass nail? Metalwork replacing?’

Bill Door shook his head.

| WANT IT KILLED.

“Killed?’

YES. TOTALLY. EVERY BIT DESTROYED. SO THAT IT ISABSOLUTELY DEAD.
“Nice scythe” said Simnel. * Seems ashame. You' ve kept agood edgeon it -”

DON'T TOUCH IT!

Simnd sucked hisfinger.

“Funny,” hesad, “I could have sworn | didn’t touch it. My hand wasinches away. Well, it’ s sharp,



anywey.”

He swished it through the air.

“Yes. Pretty sharp

He paused, stuck hislittle finger in hisear and swivdled it around a bit.

“Y ou sure you know what you want?’” he said.

Bill Door solemnly repeated hisrequest.

Smnd shrugged. “Well, | suppose | could melt it and burn the handle,” he said.
YES.

“Wadl, OK. It'syour scythe. And you're basicaly right, of course. Thisis old technology now.
Redundant.”

| FEARYOU MAY BE RIGHT.

Smnd jerked agrimy thumb towards the Combination Harvester. Bill Door knew it was made only of
metd and canvas, and therefore couldn’t possibly lurk. But it was lurking. Moreover, it was doing so
with achilling, metallic smugness

“You could get Miss Flitworth to buy you one of these, Mr. Door. It'd bejust the job for a one-man
farm likethat. | can see you now, up there, up in the breeze, with the belts clacking away and the sparge
amsoscillating -

NO.
“Go on. She could afford it. They say she' sgot boxesfull of treasure from the old days. “
NO!

“Er - Smnd hesitated. Thelast ‘No’ contained athreat more certain than the cresk of thiniceon a
deepriver. It said that going any further could be the most foolhardy thing Smnel would ever do.

“I"'m sure you know your own mind best,” he mumbled.

YES.

“Thenit'll just be, oh, cdl it afarthing for the scythe,” Smnel gabbled. “ Sorry about thet, but it’'Il usea
lot of codls, you see, and those dwarfs keep winding up the price of -”

HERE. IT MUST BE DONE BY TONIGHT.

Simnd didn’'t argue. Arguing would mean that Bill Door remained in the forge, and he was getting quite
anxious that this should not be so.

“Fine fine”



YOU UNDERSTAND?
“Right. Right.”
FAREWELL, sad Bill Door solemnly, and | eft.

Simnd shut the doors after him, and leaned against them. Whew. Nice man, of course, everyone was
talking about him, it was just that after acouple of minutesin his presence you got a pins-and-needles
sensation that someone was walking over your grave and it hadn’t even been dug yet.

He wandered acrossthe aily floor, filled the tea kettle and wedged it on a corner of the forge. He picked
up aspanner to do somefina adjustments to the Combination Harvester, and spotted the scythe leaning
agang thewall.

Hetiptoed towardsit, and realised that tiptoeing was an amazingly stupid thing to do. It wasn't dive. It
couldn’'t hear. It just looked sharp.

He raised the spanner, and felt guilty about it. By Mr. Door had said - well, Mr. Door had said
something very odd, using the wrong sort of wordsto usein talking about a mere implement. But he
could hardly object to this.

Simnd brought the spanner down hard.

There was no resistance. He would have sworn, again, that the spanner sheared in two, asthough it was
made of bread, several inches from the edge of the blade.

He wondered if something could be so sharp that it began to possess, not just a sharp edge, but the very
essence of sharpnessitsdlf, afield of absolute sharpness that actualy extended beyond the last atoms of
metd.

“Bloody hell *

And then he remembered that thiswas doppy and superstitious thinking for aman who knew how to
bevel athree eighths Gripley. Y ou knew where you were with areciprocating linkage. It either worked
oritdidn’t. It certainly didn’t present you with mysteries.

He looked proudly at the Combination Harvester. Of course, you needed ahorseto pull it. That spoiled
things a bit. Horses belonged to Y esterday; Tomorrow belonged to the Combination Harvester and its
descendants, which would make the world a cleaner and better place. It was just amatter of taking the
horse out of the equation. He d tried clockwork, and that wasn’t powerful enough. Maybeif hetried
winding a-

Behind him, the kettle boiled over and put the fire out.

Simne fought hisway through the steam. That was the bloody trouble, every time. Whenever someone
wastrying to do abit of sensible thinking, there was always some pointless distraction.

Mrs. Cake drew the curtains.



“Who exactly is One-Man-Bucket?’ said Windle.

Shelit acouple of candles and sat down.

“ *ebelonged to one of them heathen Howondaand tribes,” she said shortly.
“Very strange name, One-Man-Bucket,” said Windle,

“It'snot ‘isfull name. “ said Mrs. Cake darkly. ‘Now, we've got to ‘old ‘ands. “ Shelooked at him
speculatively. “We need someone dse”

“I could cal Schleppd,” said Windle.

“l @n't ‘aving no bogey under my table trying to look up me drawers,” said Mrs. Cake. ‘Ludmillal” she
shouted. After amoment or two the bead curtain leading into the kitchen was swept aside and the young
woman who had originally opened the door to Windle camein.

“Yesmother?’

“Sit down, girl. We need another one for the seancing.”

“Y es, mother.”

Thegirl smiled a Windle,

“ThisisLudmilla” said Mrs. Cake shortly.

“Charmed, I'm sure,” said Windle. Ludmillagave him the bright, crystalline smile perfected by people
who had long ago learned not to let their fedlings show.

“We have dready met,” said Windle. It must be at least aday since full moon, he thought. All thesigns
are nearly gone. Nearly. Well, well, well . . .

“She'smy shame,” said Mrs. Cake.

“Mother, you do go on,” said Ludmilla, without rancour.

“Join hands, “ said Mrs. Cake.

They sat in the semi-darkness. Then Windle felt Mrs. Cake' s hand being pulled away.

“Oi forgot about the glass,” she said.

“I thought, Mrs. Cake, that you didn’t hold with ouija boards and that sort of — Windle began.

There was a glugging noise from the sdeboard. Mrs. Cake put afull glass on the tablecloth and sat
down again.

“Qi don't,” shesaid.



Silence descended again. Windle cleared histhroat nervoudly.

Eventualy Mrs. Cake said, “All right, One-Man-Bucket, oi knowsyou're there.”
The glassmoved. The amber liquid insde doshed gently.

A bodiless voice quavered, greetings, pae face, from the happy hunting ground -

“You stop that,” said Mrs. Cake. ‘ Everyone knows you got run over by acart in Treacle Street because
you was drunk, One-Man-Bucket.”

s not my fault. not my fault. isit my fault my great-grandad moved here? by rights | should have been
mauled to death by amountain lion or agiant mammoth or something. | bin denied my deathright.

“Mr. Poons here wants to ask you a question, One-Man-Bucket,” said Mrs. Cake.
sheishappy here and waiting for you to join her, said One-Man-Bucket.

“Whois?’ sad Windle.

This seemed to fox One-Man-Bucket. It was aline, that generdly satisfied without further explanation.
who would you like? he asked cautioudy. can | have that 2cerink? now?

“Not yet, One-Man-Bucket,” said Mrs. Cake.

well, | need it. it' s bloody crowded in here.

“What?' said Windle quickly. *With ghogts, you mean?’

there’ s hundreds of ‘em, said the voice of One-Man-Bucket.

Windle was disgppointed.

“Only hundreds?’ he said. “That doesn’'t sound alot.”

“Not many people become ghosts,” said Mrs. Cake. ‘ To be aghost, you got to have, like, serious
unfinished business, or aterrible revengeto take, or acosmic purposein which you arejust apawn.”

or acruel thirst, ssid One-Man-Bucket.
“Will you hark a him,” said Mrs. Cake.
| wanted to stay in the spirit world. or even wire and beer. hngh. hngh. hngh.

“So what happensto thelifeforceif things stop living?” said Windle. *Isthat what' scausing dl this
trouble?’

“Youtdl theman,” said Mrs. Cake, when One-Man-Bucket seemed reluctant to answer.

what trouble you talking about?



“Things unscrewing. Clothes running around by themsalves. Everyone feding more dive. That sort of
thing.”

that? that’ s nothing. see, the life force leaks back where it can. you don't need to worry about that.
Windle put his hand over the glass.

“But there’' s something | should be worrying about, isn't there,” he said flatly. “ It sto do with thelittle
glass souvenirs”

don't liketo say.

“Dotdl him.”

It was Ludmilla s voice - deep but, somehow, attractive. Lupine was watching her intently.

Windle smiled. That was one of the advantages about being dead. Y ou spotted thingsthe living ignored.
One-Man-Bucket sounded shrill and petulant.

what'shegoingtodoif | tel him, then?1 could get into hegp big trouble for that sort of thing.

“Wdl, canyoutdl meif | guessright?’ said Windle.

ye-ess. maybe.

“Youdon't haveto say anythin’,” said Mrs. Cake. “ Just knock twice for yes and oncefor no, likein the
old days.”

oh, dl right.
“Go on, Mr. Poons,” said Ludmilla. She had the kind of voice Windle wanted to stroke.
He cleared histhroat.

“I think,” he began, “that is, | think they’ re some sort of eggs. | thought . . . why breskfast? and then |
thought . . . eggs. . .

Knock.

“Oh. Well, perhapsit wasarather slly idea. . .”
sorry, wasit oncefor yes or twicefor yes ?

“ ‘voice!” snapped the medium.

KNOCK. KNOCK.

“Ah,” breathed Windle. * And they hatch into something with whedson?’



twicefor yes, wasit?
“Roight!”

KNOCK. KNOCK.

“| thought so. | thought so! | found one under my floor that tried to hatch where there wasn't enough
room!” crowed Windle. Then he frowned.

“But hatch into what?’

Mustrum Ridcully trotted into his study and took hiswizard' s staff from itsrack over thefireplace. He
licked hisfinger and gingerly touched the top of the S&ff.

There was asmdl octarine spark and asmell of greasy tin.

He headed back for the door.

Then he turned around dowly, because his brain had just had time to analyse the study’ s cluttered
contents and spot the oddity.

“What the hdl’ sthat doin’ there?’ he said.

He prodded it with thetip of the st&ff. It gave ajingling noise and rolled alittle way.

It looked vaguely, but not very much, like the sort of thing the maids trundled around loaded with mops

and fresh linen and whatever it was maids pushed around. Ridcully made amental note to take it up with
the housekeeper. Then he forgot about it.

“Damn wirewheely thingsare gettin’ everywhere,” he muttered.

Upon theword “damn”, something like alarge blue-bottle with cat-sized dentures flopped out of the air,
fluttered madly asit took stock of its surroundings, and then flew after the unheeding Archchancellor.

The words of wizards have power. And swearwords have power. And with life force practically
crystalisng out of theair, it had to find outlets wherever it could.

cities. said One-Man-Bucket. | think they’re city eggs.

The senior wizards gethered again in the Greet Hall.

Even the Senior Wrangler was fedling acertain excitement. It was considered bad form to use magic

againg fellow wizards, and using it againg civilians was unsporting. It did you good to have aredly
righteous zap occasondly.



The Archchancellor looked them over.

“Dean, why have you got stripes al over your face?’ he enquired.

“Camouflage, Archchancdlor.”

“Camouflage, eh?’

“Y o, Archchancdlor.”

“Oh, well. So long asyou fed happy in yoursdf, that' swhat matters.”

They crept out towards the patch of ground that had been Modo’ s little territory. At least, most of them
crept. The Dean advanced in aseries of spinning legps, occasiondly flattening himself againg thewall,
and saying ‘Hut! Hut! Hut!” under hisbreeth.

He was absolutely crestfallen when the other hegps turned out to be still where Modo had built them.
The gardener, who had tagged aong behind and had twice nearly been flattened by the Dean, fussed
around them for awhile,

“They'rejust lying low,” said the Dean. ‘| say we blow up the godsdamn -”

“They’re not even warm yet,” said Modo. “ That one must have been the oldest.”

“Y ou mean we haven't got anything to fight?” said the Archchancellor.

The ground shook underfoot. And then there was afaint jangling noise, from the direction of the
cloigers.

Ridcully frowned.

“Someone * s pushing those damn wire baskety things around again,” he said. ‘ Therewas onein my
study tonight.”

“Huh,” said the Senior Wrangler. “ There was one in my bedroom. | opened the wardrobe and there it
wes.”

“Inyour wardrobe? What' d you put it in therefor?” said Ridcully.

“I didn’t. | told you. It was probably the students. It’ stheir kind of humour. One of them put a hairbrush
inmy bed once.”

“1 fdl over oneearlier,” said the Archchancdlor, “and then when | looked round for it, someone had
takenit away.”

Thejingling noise got clor.

“Right, Mr. So-cdled Clever Dick Young-fellame-lad,” said Ridcully, tapping his staff once or twice on
hispam in ameaningful way.

Thewizards backed up against the wall.



The phantom trolley pusher was dmost on them.
Ridcully snarled, and legpt out of hiding.

“Aha, my fineyoung - bloody hdlfirel”

“Don’'t bepullin’ moi leg,” said Mrs. Cake. “Citiesain’'t dive. | know people saysthey are, but they
don’'t mean redly.”

Windle Poons turned one of the snowballs around in his hand.

“It must be laying thousands of them,” he said. “But they wouldn't dl survive, of course. Otherwise we d
be up to herein cities, yes?’

“Y outdling usthat these little balls hatch out into huge places?” said Ludmilla
not straight away. there’ sthe mobile stagefird.

“Something with whedlson,” said Windle.

that’ sright. i can see you know aready.

“I think I knew,” said Windle Poons, “but | didn’'t understand. And what happens after the mobile
Sage?’

“Don’'t know.”
Windle stood up.

“Thenit' stimetofind out, “ he sad.

He glanced at Ludmillaand Lupine. Ah. Yes. And why not?If you can help somebody as you passthis
way, Windle thought, then your living, or whatever, shal not beinvain.

Helet himsdlf fal into astoop and let alittle crackle enter hisvoice.

“But I'm rather unsteady on my legsthese days,” he quavered. ‘1t would redly be agreeat favour if
someone could help me along. Could you see me asfar asthe University, young lady?’

“Ludmilladoesn’t go out much these days because her health —* Mrs. Cake began briskly.
“Isabsolutely fing” said Ludmilla. *‘Mother, you know it’ s been awhole day since full moo -”
“Ludmillal”

“Well, it has”

“It’ snot safe for ayoung woman to walk the streetsthese days,” said Mrs. Cake.



“But Mr. Poons wonderful dog would frighten away the most dangerous crimind,” said Ludmilla.

On cue, Lupine barked helpfully and begged. Mrs. Cake regarded him critically.

“He scertainly avery obedient animd,” she said, reluctantly.

“That' s sttled, then,” said Ludmilla “ I’ Il fetch my shawl.”

Lupinerolled over. Windle nudged him with afoot.

“Begood, “ hesaid.

There was ameaningful cough from One-Man-Bucket.

“All right, dl right,” said Mrs. Cake. She took a bundle of matches from the dresser, lit one
absent-mindedly with her fingernail, and dropped it into the whisky glass. It burned with a blue flame, and

somewherein the spirit world the spectre of a<tiff double lasted just long enough.

AsWindle Poons | &ft the house, he thought he could hear aghostly voiceraised in song.

Thetrolley stopped. It swivelled from sideto Side, asif observing the wizards. Thenit did afast
three-point turn and trundled off at high speed.

“Get it!” bdlowed the Archchancdlor.

Heamed his staff and got off afirebal which turned asmal area of cobblestonesinto something yellow
and bubbly. The speeding trolley rocked wildly but kept going, with one whed rattling and squeaking.

“It' sfrom the Dungeon Dimensiond” said the Dean.

“Cream the basket!”

The Archchancellor laid a steadying hand on his shoulder. “Don’t be daft. Dungeon Things have alot
more tentacles and things. They don't look made.”

They turned at the sound of another trolley. It rattled unconcernedly down a side passage, stopped when
it saw or otherwise perceived the wizards, and did a creditable impression of atrolley that had just been

|eft there by someone.

The Bursar crept up to it.

“It' sno use you looking like that,” he said. “We know you can move.”
“Weal seed you,” said the Dean.

Thetrolley maintained alow profile.

“It can't bethinking,” said the Lecturer in Recent Runes. “ There sno room for abrain.”



“Who saysit’ sthinking?’ said the Archchancellor. ‘ All it doesis move. Who needs brainsfor that?
Prawnsmove.”

Heran hisfingers over the metawork.
“Actudly, prawns are quiteintell —* the Senior Wrangler began.
“Shut up,” said Rideully. *Hmm. Isthis made, though?’

“It'swire,” said the Senior Wrangler. ‘Wire' s something that you have to make. And there swhedls.
Hardly anything naturd’ s got whedls”

“It'sjust that up closg, it looks-”

“- dl onething, “ said the Lecturer in Recent Runes, who had knelt down painfully to inspect it the
better.

“Likeoneunit. Made dl in onelump. Like amachine that' s been grown. But that’ sridiculous.”
“Maybe. Isn't there asort of cuckoo in the Ramtops that builds clocksto nest in?’ said the Bursar.

“Yes, but that’ sjust courtship ritua,” said the Lecturer in Recent Runes airily. “Besides, they keep lousy
time”

Thetrolley legpt for agap in the wizards and would have made it except that the gap was occupied by
the Bursar, who gave a scream and pitched forward into the basket. Thetrolley didn’t stop buit rattled
onwards, towards the gates.

The Dean raised his staff. The Archchancellor grabbed it.

“You might hit the Bursar,” hesaid.

“Jugt onesmadl firebal|?’

“It' stempting, but no. Come on. After it.”

“Yol”

“If youlike”

The wizards lumbered in pursuit. Behind them, as yet unnoticed, awhole flock of the Archchancellor's
swearwords fluttered and buzzed. And Windle Poons was leading asmall deputation to the Library.

The Librarian of Unseen University knuckled hisway hurriedly across the floor asthe door shook to a
thunderous knocking.

“I know you'rein there,” camethe voice of Windle Poons. “Y ou must let usin. It svitdly important.”



“Oo0ok.”

“Y ou won't open the doors?’

“Oook!”

“Then you leave meno choice. . .”

Ancient blocks of masonry moved aside dowly.

Mortar crumbled. Then part of thewall fell in, leaving Windle Poons standing in aWindle Poons-shaped
hole. He coughed on the dust.

“| hate having to do that,” he said. ‘| can’t help feding it’s pandering to popular prejudice.”
The Librarian landed on his shoulders. To the orangutan’ s surprise, this made very little difference.

A 300-pound orangutan usualy had a noticeable effect on aperson’srate of progress, but Windle wore
himlikeacdllar.

“I think we need Ancient History,” he said. “1 wonder, could you stop trying to twist my head off?’

The Librarian looked around wildly. It was atechnique that normaly never failed.

Then hisnodrilsflared.

The Librarian hadn’t ways been an ape. A magicd library is adangerous place to work, and he' d been
turned into an orangutan as aresult of amagical explosion. He d been a quite inoffensve human, athough
by now so many people had come to terms with his new shape that few people remembered it.

But with the change had come the key to awhole bundle of senses and racial memories. And one of the
deepest, most fundamental, most borne-in-the-bone of all of them wasto do with shapes. It went back
to the dawn of sgpience. Shapes with muzzles, teeth and four legs were, in the evolving Smian mind,

definitdy filed under Bad News.

A very large wolf had padded through the holein thewall, followed by an attractive young woman. The
Librarian’ssgnd input was temporarily fused.

“Also,” said Windle, “itisjust possiblethat | could knot your arms behind you.”
“Eeek!”

“He snot an ordinary wolf. You'd better believeit.”

“O00k?’

Windle lowered hisvoice. “And she might not technically be awoman,” he added.
The Librarian looked at Ludmilla. His nogtrilsflared again. His brow wrinkled.

“Oook 7’



“All right, | may have put that rather clumsly. Do let go, there sagood felow.”

The Librarian released his grip very cautioudy and sank to the floor, keeping Windle between himself
and Lupine.

Windle brushed mortar fragments off the remains of hisrobe.
“We need to find out,” he said, “about the lives of cities. Specificaly, | need to know -”
Therewasafant jangling noise.

A wire basket rolled nonchdantly around the massive stack of the nearest bookcase. It wasfull of
books. It stopped as soon asiit redlised that it had been seen and contrived to ook as though it had never
moved at al.

“The mobile stage,” breathed Windle Poons.
The wire basket tried to inch backwards without appearing to move. Lupine growled.

“Isthat what One-Man-Bucket was talking about?’ said Ludmilla Thetrolley vanished. The Librarian
grunted, and went after it.

“Oh, yes. Something that would makeitsaf useful,” said Windle, suddenly almost maniacaly cheerful.
‘That’s how it' d work. First, something that you’ d want to keep, and put away somewhere. Thousands
wouldn’t get the right conditions, but that wouldn’t matter, because there would be thousands. And then
the next stage would be something that would be handy, and get everywhere, and no-one would ever
think it had got there by itsdf. But it’sdl happening at the wrong time!”

“But how can acity bedive? It sonly made up of dead partsl” said Ludmilla.

“So're people. Takeit from me. | know. But you areright, | think. This shouldn’t be happening. It' sall
thisextralifeforce. It's. . . it' stipping the baance. It' sturning something that isn't redlly red into a
redity. And it’s happening too early, and it' s hgppening too quickly.”

“Oh, the poor thing! Look at him!”

Ludmillarushed acrossthe floor and knelt down by the stricken wolf.

“It went right over his paws, look!”

“And he' s probably lost a couple of teeth,” said Windle. He helped the Librarian up. Therewasared
glow inthe ape' seyes. It had tried to steal his books.

Thiswas probably the best proof any wizard could require that the trolleys were brainless.
He reached down and wrenched the whedls off the trolley.
“Ole)” sadWindle,

“Oook?’



“No, Not “with milk”,” said Windle.

Lupine was having his head cradled in Ludmilla slap. He had lost atooth, and his fur wasamess. He
opened one eye and fixed Windle with aconspiratorid yellow stare while his ears were stroked. There's
alucky dog, thought Windle, who' s going to push hisluck and hold up apaw and whine.

“Right,” sald Windle. ‘Now, Librarian . . . you were about to help us, | think.”

“Poor brave dog,” said Ludmilla

Lupine raised apaw patheticaly, and whined.

Burdened by the screaming form of the Bursar, the other wire basket couldn’t get up to the speed of its
departed comrade. One whed also trailed usalesdly. It canted recklesdy from side to side and nearly fell
over asit shot through the gates, moving Sdeways.

“I can seeit clear! | can seeit clear!” screamed the Dean.

“Don't! Y ou might hit the Bursar!” bellowed Ridcully. Y ou might damage University property!”

But the Dean couldn’t hear for the roar of unaccustomed testosterone. A searing green fireball struck the
skewing trolley. Theair wasfilled with flying wheds.

Ridcully took a deep bregth.

“You supid!” he screamed.

The word he uttered was unfamiliar to those wizards who had not had his robust country upbringing and
knew nothing of the finer points of animal husbandry. But it plopped into existence afew inchesfrom his
face; it wasfat, round, black and glossy, with horrible eyebrows. It blew him an insectile raspberry and
flew up tojoin thelittle swarm of curses.

“What the hell wasthat?”

A smadler thing flashed into existence by hisear.

Ridcully snatched at his hat.

“Damn!” - the swarm increased by one—*“ Something just bit me!”

A sguadron of newly-hatched Blasteds made avaiant bid for freedom. He swatted at them ineffectualy.
“Get away, you b —* he began.

“Don't say it!” said the Senior Wrangler. “Shut up!”

People never told the Archchancelor to shut up. Shutting up was something that happened to other
people. He shut up out of shock.



“I mean, every time you swear it comes alive,” said the Senior Wrangler hurriedly. “ Ghadtly littlewinged
things pop out of theair.”

“Bloody hdllfirel” said the Archchancellor.

Pop. Pop.

The Bursar crawled dazed out of the tangled wreckage of thewiretrolley. He found his pointy hat,
dusted it off, tried it on, frowned, and took awhed out of it. His colleagues didn’t seem to be paying him
much attention.

He heard the Archchancdllor say, “But I’ ve dways doneit! Nothing wrong with agood swear, it keeps
the blood flowing. Watch out, Dean, one of the bug -”

“Can’'t you say something else?” shouted the Senior Wrangler, above the buzz and whine of the swarm.
“Likewhat?’

“Like. . .oh. . like. . .darn.”

“Dan?’

“Y es, or maybe poot.”

“What?'Y ou want me to say poot?’

The Bursar crept up to the group. Arguing over petty details at times of dimensional emergency wasa
familiar wizardly trait.

“Mrs. Whitlow the housekeeper aways says* Sugar!” when she drops something,” he volunteered.
The Archchancellor turned on him.

“Shemay say sugar,” he growled, “but what she means, is shi-”

The wizards ducked. Ridcully managed to stop himsdif.

“Oh, darn,” he said miserably. The swearwords settled amiably on his hat.

“They likeyou,” said the Dean.

“You'retheir daddy,” said the Lecturer in Recent Runes.

Ridcully scowled. “Y ou b- boys can stop being silly a your Archchancellor’ s expense and da-jolly well
find out what’sgoing on,” he said.

The wizards|ooked expectantly at the air. Nothing appeared.

“You'redoing fine” said the Lecturer in Recent Runes. “Keep it up.”



“Darn darn darn,” said the Archchancellor. “ Sugar sugar sugar. Pooty pootity poot. “ He shook his
head.

“It'sno good, it doesn't relieve my fedings one bit.”

“It'scleared the air, at any rate,” said the Bursar.

They noticed his presencefor thefirst time.

They looked at the remains of thetrolley.

“Things zooming around,” said Ridcully. “Things coming dive.”

They looked up at asuddenly familiar squesking noise. Two more whedled baskets rattled acrossthe
square outsde the gates. Onewasfull of fruit. The other was haf full of fruit and haf full of smal
screaming child.

The wizards watched open-mouthed. A stream of people were galoping after thetrolleys. Slightly inthe
lead, elbows scything through the air, a desperate and determined woman pounded past the University
gates.

The Archchancellor grabbed a heavy-set man who was lumbering ong gamely at the back of the
crowd.

“What happened?’

“I wasjust loading some peachesinto that basket thing when it upped and ran away on me!”

“What about the child?’

“Search me. Thiswoman had one of the baskets and she bought some peaches off of mean’ then -”

They dl turned. A basket rattled out of the mouth of an aleyway, saw them, turned smartly and shot off
across the square.

“Butwhy?" sid Rideully.

“They’re so handy to put thingsin, right?” said the man. “I got to get them peaches. Y ou know how they
bruise”

“Andthey’redl going in the same direction,” said the Lecturer in Recent Runes. “ Anyone else notice
thet?”

“After them!” screamed the Dean. The other wizards, too bewildered to argue, lumbered after him.

“No -""Ridcully began, and redlised that it was hopeless. And he waslosing the initiative. He carefully
formulated the most gented battle cry in the history of bowdlerism.

“Darn them to Heck!” he yelled, and ran after the Dean.



Bill Door worked through the long heavy afternoon at the head of atrail of binders and stackers.
Until there was a shout, and the men ran towards the hedge.

Peedbury’ s big field was right on the other sde. His farmhands were whedling the Combination
Harvester through the gate.

Bill joined the others leaning over the hedge. The distant figure of Smnel could be seen, giving
ingructions. A frightened horse was backed into the shafts. The blacksmith climbed into the little metal
Seet in the middle of the machinery and took up thereins.

The horse walked forward. The sparge arms unfolded.

The canvas sheets started to revolve, and probably the riffling screw was turning, but that didn’t matter
because something somewhere went * clonk’ and everything stopped.

From the crowd at the hedge there were shouts of ‘ Get out and milk it!”, “We had one but the end fell
off!”, “Tuppence more and up goes the donkey!” and other time-honoured witticisms.

Simnd got down, held awhispered conversation with Peedbury and his men, and then disappeared into
the machinery for amoment.

“It' Il never fly!”
“Ved will be chegp tomorrow!”

Thistime the Combination Harvester got severa feet before one of the rotating sheets split and folded
up.

By now some of the older men at the hedge were doubled up with laughter.
“Any old iron, sixpence aload!”
“Fetch the other one, this one' s broke!”

Simnel got down again. Digtant catcalls drifted towards him as he untied the sheet and replaced it with a
new one; heignored them.

Without moving his gaze from the scenein the opposite field, Bill Door pulled a sharpening stone out of
his pocket and began to hone his scythe, dowly and deliberately.

Apart from the distant clink of the blacksmith’ stools, the schip-schip of stone on metal wasthe only
sound inthe heavy air.

Simnd climbed back into the Harvester and nodded to the man leading the horse.
“Herewego again!”

“Any morefor the Skylark?’



“Putasockinit...”
The criestrailed off.

Haf adozen pairs of eyesfollowed the Combination Harvester up thefield, stared while it wasturned
around on the headland, watched it come back again.

It clicked past, reciprocating and oscillating.

At the bottom of thefidld it turned around nestly.

It whirred by again.

After awhile one of the watchers said, gloomily, “1t’ Il never catch on, you mark my words.”
“Right enough. Who' s going to want agadget likethat?’ said another.

“Sureand it’sonly likeabig clock. Can't do anything more than go up and down afield -”
“-very fast -”

“- cutting the corn like that and stripping the grain of f -~

“It' sdone three rows already.”

“Bugger me!”

“You can't hardly see the bitsmove! What do you think of that, Bill ? Bill ?’

They looked around.

Hewas halfway up his second row, but accelerating.

Miss Flitworth opened the door afraction.

“Yes?' shesad, suspicioudy.

“It'sBill Door, Miss Flitworth. We ve brought him home.”
She opened the door wider.

“What happened to him?’

The two men shuffled in awkwardly, trying to support afigure afoot taler than they were. It raised its
head and squinted muzzily a Miss Hitworth.

Duke Bottomley.

“He sadevil for working,” said William.



“Don’'t know what come over him,” said Spigot. * Y ou’ re getting your money’ sworth out of him al right,
MissHitworth.”

“It' Il bethefirgt time, then, in these parts,” she said sourly.

“Up and down thefield like amadman, trying to better that contraption of Ned Simnél’s. Took four of
usto do the binding. He nearly best it, too.”

“Put him down on the sofa”
“Wetole him he was doing too much in dl that sun -”

Duke craned his neck to see around the kitchen, just in case jewd s and treasure were hanging out of the
dresser drawers.

Miss Flitworth eclipsed hisview.

“I’'m sureyou did. Thank you. Now | expect you' |l be wanting to be off home.”

“If there sanything we cando -”

“I know where you live. And you ain't paid no rent there for five years, too. Goodbye. Mr. Spigot.”
She ushered them to the door and shut it in their faces, then she turned around.

“Whét the hell have you been doing, Mr. So-Called Bill 7’

| AM TIRED AND IT WON'T STOP.

Bill Door clutched at his skull.

ALSO SPIGOT GAVE ME A HUMOROUS APPLE JUICE FERMENTED DRINK BECAUSE
OF THEHEAT AND NOW | FEEL ILL.

“I a@n't surprised. He makesit up in thewoods. Applesisn’t the half of it.”
| HAVENEVER FELT ILL BEFORE. OR TIRED.

“It' sdl part of being dive.”

AND HOW DO HUMANS STAND IT?

“Wadll, fermented apple juice can help.”

Bill Door sat saring gloomily &t thefloor.

BUT WE FINISHED THE FIELD, he said, with ahint of triumph. ALL STACKED IN STOOKS,
ORPOSSIBLY THE OTHER-WAY AROUND.

He clutched a his skull again.



AARCH.

Miss Hitworth disappeared into the scullery. There was the creaking of a pump. She returned with a
damp flannel and aglass of water.

THERE'SA NEWT IN IT!

“Showsit’ sfresh,” said Miss Hitworth, fishing the amphibian out and releasing it on the flagstones,
where it scuttled away into a crack.

Bill Door tried to stand up.

NOW | ALMOST KNOW WHY SOME PEOPLE WISH TO DIE. he said. | HAD HEARD OF
PAIN AND MISERY BUT | HAD NOT HITHERTO FULLY UNDERSTOOD WHAT THEY

MEANT.

Miss Flitworth peered through the dusty window. The clouds that had been piling up all afternoon
towered over the hills, grey with amenacing hint of yellow. The hest pressed down like avice.

“There sabig storm coming.”
WILL IT SPOIL MY HARVEST?
“No. It'll dry out after.”

HOW ISTHE CHILD?

Bill Door unfolded his pam. Miss Flitworth raised her eyebrows. The golden glasswas there, thetop
bulb amost empty. But it Smmered in and out of vison.

“How comeyou' vegot it? It supstairsl Shewasholding it like,” - she floundered —*like someone holds
something very tightly.”

SHESTILL IS. BUT IT ISALSO HERE. OR ANYWHERE. ITISONLY A METAPHOR. AFTER
ALL.

“What she’ sholding looks redl enough.”
JUST BECAUSE SOMETHING ISA METAPHOR DOESN'T MEAN IT CAN’'T BE REAL.

Miss Hitworth was aware of afaint echo in the voice, as though the words were being spoken by two
people dmost, but not quite, in sync.

“How long have you got?’
A MATTER OF HOURS.
“And the scythe?’

| GAVE THE BLACKSMITH STRICT INSTRUCTIONS.



Shefrowned. “I’'m not saying young Smnedl’ sabad lad, but are you sure he'll doit?It' sasking alot of a
man like him to destroy something like that.”

| HAD NO CHOICE. THE LITTLE FURNACE HERE ISN’'T GOOD ENOUGH.

“It' sawicked sharp scythe.”

| FEARIT MAY NOT BE SHARP ENOUGH.

“And no-one ever tried thison you?’

THERE ISA SAYING: YOU CAN'T TAKEIT WITH YOU?

“yes”

HOW MANY PEOPLE HAVE SERIOUSLY BELIEVED IT?

“I remember reading once,” said Miss Hitworth. “about these heathen kingsin the desert somewhere
who build huge pyramids and put al sorts of Suff in them. Even boats. Even gelsin transparent trousers

and acouple of saucepan lids. You can't tell methat’ sright.”

I"'VENEVER BEEN VERY SURE ABOUT WHAT ISRIGHT, said Bill Door. | AM NOT SURE
THERE ISSUCH A THING ASRIGHT. OR WRONG. JUST PLACESTO STAND.

“No, right’ sright and wrong’ swrong,” said Miss Flitworth. “1 was brought up to tell the difference.”
BY A CONTRABANDISTOR.

“A what?’

A MOVER OF CONTRABAND.

“Theré snothing wrong with smuggling!”

| MERELY POINT OUT THAT SOME PEOPLE THINK OTHERWISE.

“They don't count!”

BUT -

Lightning struck, somewhere on the hill. The thunder-clap rocked the house; afew bricksfrom the
chimney rattled into the grate. Then the windows shook to afierce wind.

Bill Door strode across the room and threw open the door.
Hailstones the size of hens' eggs bounced off the doorstep and into the kitchen.
OH. DRAMA.

“Oh, helll”



Miss Hitworth ducked under hisarm.
“ And where' sthe wind come from?’
THE SKY?said Bill Door, surprised at the sudden excitement.

“Comeon!” Shewhirled back into the kitchen and scrabbled on the dresser for acandle lantern and
ome matches.

BUT YOU SAID IT WOULD DRY.

“Inanorma storm, yes. Inthislot?1t'sgoing to be ruined! We Il find it soread dl over the hill inthe
morning!”

Shefumbled the candle alight and ran back again.
Bill Door looked out into the storm. Strawswhirred past, tumbling on the gale.

RUINED?MY HARVEST?He straightened up. BUGGER THAT.

The hail rumbled on the roof of the smithy.

Ned Smnel pumped the furnace bellows until the heart of the coa s was white with the merest hint of
ydlow.

It had been agood day. The Combination Harvester had worked better than he' d dared to hope; old
Peedbury had insisted on keeping it to do another field tomorrow, so it had been left out with atarpaulin
over it, securely tied down. Tomorrow he could teach one of the men to use it, and start work on anew
improved model. Success was assured. The future definitely lay ahead.

Then there was the matter of the scythe. He went to the wal where it had been hung. A bit of amystery,
that. Here was the most superb instrument of itskind he'd ever seen. Y ou couldn’t even blunt it. Its
sharpness extended well beyond its actual edge. And yet he was supposed to destroy it. Where wasthe
sensein that? Ned Simnel was agreat believer in sense, of acertain specialised kind.

Maybe Bill Door just wanted to berid of it, and that was understandable, because even now when it
hung innocuoudy enough from thewall it seemed to radiate sharpness. Therewas afaint violet corona
around the blade, caused by the draughtsin the room driving luckless air moleculesto their severed
desth.

Ned Simnd picked it up with great care.

Weird fellow, Bill Door. He d said he wanted to be sure it was absolutely dead. Asif you could kill a
thing.
Anyway, how could anyone destroy it? Oh, the handle would burn and the metal would cacineand, if

he worked hard enough, eventudly there’ d be nothing more than alittle hegp of dust and ashes. That was
what the customer wanted.



On the other hand, presumably you could destroy it just by taking the blade off thehandle. . . After dl,
it wouldn’'t be ascytheif you did that. It'd just be, well . . . bits. Certainly, you could make a scythe out
of them, but you could probably do that with the dust and ashesif you knew how to do it.

Ned Smnel was quite pleased with thisline of argumen.

And, after dl. Bill Door hadn't even asked for proof that the thing had been, er, killed.

Hetook sight carefully and then used the scythe to chop the end off the anvil. Uncanny. Tota sharpness.

Hegavein. It was unfair. Y ou couldn’t ask someone like him to destroy something likethis. It wasa
work of art.

It was better than that. It was awork of craft.

He walked across the room to astack of timber and thrust the scythe well out of the way behind the
heap. There was a brief, punctured squeak.

Anyway, it would bedl right. He d give Bill hisfarthing back in the morning.

The Degth of Rats materiaised behind the heagp in the forge, and trudged to the sad little heap of fur that
had been arat that got in the way of the scythe.

Its ghost was standing beside it, looking apprehensive. It didn’t seem very pleased to see him.
“Squeak? Squeak?’

SQUEAK. the Degath of Rats explained.

“ Squeak?’

SQUEAK, the Death of Rats confirmed.

“[Preen whiskerg] [twitch nosg]?’

The Death of Rats shook its head.

SQUEAK.

Therat was crestfalen. The Deeath of Ratslaid abony but not entirely unkind paw on its shoulder.
Squesk.

Therat nodded sadly. It had been agood life in the forge. Ned' s housekeeping was almost non-existent,

and he was probably the world champion absent-minded-leaver of unfinished sandwiches. It shrugged,
and trooped after the small robed figure. It wasn't asif it had any choice.



People were streaming through the streets. Most of them were chasing trolleys. Most of thetrolleys
werefull of whatever people had found atrolley useful to carry - firewood, children, shopping.

And they were no longer dodging, but moving blindly, dl in the samedirection.

Y ou could stop atrolley by turning it over, when its whedls soun madly and usdesdy. Thewizardssaw a
number of enthusiagtic individuastrying to smash them, but the trolleys were practically indestructible -
they bent but didn’t break, and if they had even one whed |eft they’ d make avaliant attempt to keep
going.

“Look at that onel” said the Archchancdllor. *It'sgot my laundry init! My actud laundry! Darn that for a
lark!”

He pushed hisway through the crowds and rammed his st&ff into the trolley’ swhedls, toppling it over.
“We can't get aclear shot at anything with dl these civiliansaround,” complained the Dean.

“There’ shundreds of trolleys” said the Lecturer in Recent Runes. “It'sjust like vermine! Get away from
me, you - you basket!”

Heflalled at an importunate trolley with his Saff.

Thetide of whedled baskets was flowing out of the city. The struggling humans gradually dropped out or
fell under the wobbling wheds. Only the wizards stayed in the flowing tide, shouting at one another and
attacking the slvery swarm with their staves. It wasn't that magic didn’t work. It worked quite well.

A good zap could turn atrolley into athousand intricate little wire puzzles. But what good did that do? A
moment later two otherswould trundle over their stricken sibling.

Around the Dean trolleys were being splashed into metal droplets.

“He sredlly getting the hang of it, isn't he?” said the Senior Wrangler, as he and the Bursar levered yet
another basket on to its back.

“He scertanly saying Yo alot,” said the Bursar.

The Dean himself didn’t know when he’ d been happier. For sixty years he' d been obeying al the
sdf-regulating rules of wizardry, and suddenly he was having thetime of hislife. He' d never redised that,
deep down insde, what he redlly wanted to do was make things go splat.

Firelegpt from thetip of his staff. Handles and bits of wire and patheticaly spinning whed stinkled down
around him. And what made it even better was that there was no end to the targets. A second wave of
trolleys, crammed into atighter space, wastrying to advance over the tops of those till in actua contact
with the ground. It wasn't working, but they were trying anyway. And trying desperately, because athird
wave was aready crunching and smashing itsway over the top of them. Except that you couldn’t use the
word “trying”. It suggested some sort of conscious effort, some sort of possibility that there might dso be
adtate of ‘not trying’ . Something about the relentless movement, the way they crushed one another in
their surge, suggested that the wire baskets had as much choice in the matter aswater has about flowing
downhill.



“Yo!” shouted the Dean. Raw magic smacked into the grinding tangle of meta. It rained whedls.
“Eat hot thaumaturgy, you m-,” the Dean began.

“Don’'t swear! Don't swear!” shouted Ridcully above the noise. Hetried to swat a Slly Bugger that was
orbiting hishat. “ There sno telling what it might turn into!”

“Bother!” screamed the Dean.

“It' sno good. We might aswell betrying to hold back the sea,” said the Senior Wrangler. “I vote we
head back to the University and pick up some redly tough spells.”

“Good ideg,” said Rideully. He looked up at the advancing wall of twisted wire. “Any ideahow?’ he
sad.

“Yo! Scalywags!” said the Dean. He aimed his staff again. It made asad little noise that, if it waswritten
down, could only be spelled pfffft. A feeble spark fell off the end and on to the cobbles.

Windle Poons dammed another book shut. The Librarian winced.

“Nothing! Volcanoes, tidal waves, wrath of gods, meddlingwizards. . . | don’t want to know how other
cities have been killed, | want to know how they ended . . .”

The Librarian stacked another pile of books on the reading desk. Another plus about being dead,
Windle was finding, was an ability with languages. He could see the sense in the words without knowing
the actua meaning. Being deed wasn't like faling adeep after dl. It was like waking up.

He glanced acrossthe Library to where Lupine was having his paw bandaged.

“Librarian?’ he said softly.

“Oook?’

“Y ou’ ve changed speciesin your time . . . what would you do if, for the sake of argument, you found a
couple of peoplewho . . . well, suppose there was awolf that changed into awolfman at the full moon,
and awoman that changed into awolfwoman at the full moon . . . you know, gpproaching the same
shape but from opposite directions? And they’ d met. What do you tell them? Do you let them sort it out
for themsdves?”’

“Oook, “ said the Librarian, ingtantly.

“It’ stempting.”

“Oook.”

“Mrs. Cakewouldn't likeit, though.”

“Eeek oook.”



“You'reright. You could have put it alittle less coarsdly, but you' re right. Everyone hasto sort things
out for themsalves”

He sighed, and turned the page. His eyeswidened.

“Thecity of Kahn Li,” he said. “Ever heard of it? What' sthis book?* Stripfettle’ s Believe-1t-Or-Not
Grimoire. “ Sayshere. . . “littlecarts. . . none knew from wherethey came. . . of such great use, men
were employed to herd them and bring them into the city . . . of asudden, like unto arush of creatures. .
. men followed them and behold, there was a new city outside thewalls, acity as of merchants booths
whereinthecartsran” . . .”

He turned the page.

“Itseemstosay .. .”

| still haven't understood it properly, hetold himself. One-Man-Bucket thinks we' re talking about the
breeding of cities. But that doesn't fed right.

A city isalive. Supposing you were agreat dow giant, like a Counting Pine, and looked down at a city?

Y ou' d see buildings grow; you' d see attackers driven off; you' d see fires put out. Y ou’ d see the city
was dive but you wouldn’t see people, because they’ d movetoo fast. Thelife of acity, the thing that
drivesit, isn't some sort of mysteriousforce. Thelife of acity ispeople.

He turned the pages absently, not really looking . . .

So we have the cities - big, sedentary creatures, growing from one spot and hardly moving at al for
thousands of years. They breed by sending out people to colonise new land. They themselvesjust lie
there. They'redive, but only in the sameway that ajelly fishisdive. Or afairly bright vegetable. After
al, we cal Ankh-Morpork the Big Wahooni . . .

And where you get big dow living things, you get small fast thingsthat egt them . ..

Windle Poonsfdt the brain cdllsfiring. Connections were made. Thought gushed dong new channels.
Had he ever redly thought properly when he was dlive? He doubted it. He' d just been alot of
complicated reactions attached to alot of nerve endings, with everything from idle rumination about the
next meal to random, distracting memories getting between him and redl thought.

It'd grow insdethe city, whereit’swarm and protected. And then it’d bregk out, outside the city, and
build . . . something, not ared city, afasecity . . . that pullsthe people, thelife, out of thehost . . .

The word we relooking for hereis predator.

The Dean stared a his gaff in dishdlief. He gaveit ashake, and amed it again.
Thistime the sound would be spelled pfwi.

Helooked up. A curling wave of trolleys, rooftop high, was poised to fal on him.



“Oh. .. shucks” hesaid, and folded hisarms over his head.

Someone grabbed the back of hisrobe and pulled him away asthe trolleys crashed down.
“Comeon,” said Ridcully. ‘If we run we can keep ahead of ‘em.”

“I'm out of magic! I’m out of magic!” moaned the Dean.

“You'll be out of alot moreif you don't hurry, “ said the Archchancellor.

Trying to keep together, bumping into one another, the wizards staggered ahead of the trolleys. Streams
of them were surging out of the city and acrossthefields.

“Know what thisreminds me of 7’ said Ridcully, asthey fought their way through.

“Dotdl, “ muttered the Senior Wrangler.

“Sdmon run, “ said the Archchancdllor.

“What?’

“Not inthe Ankh, of course,” said Ridcully. “1 don’t reckon asalmon could get upstream in our river -
“Unlessit walked,” said the Senior Wrangler.

“~ but I’ ve seen ‘em thick as milk in somerivers,” said Ridcully. “Fightin® to get ahead. Thewholeriver
just amassof slver.”

“Fine, fine,” said the Senior Wrangler. *What' d they do that for?”’
“Wadll . ..it'sdl to dowith breeding.”
“Disgusting. And to think we have to drink water,” said the Senior Wrangler.

“Right, we' rein the open now, thisiswherewe out-flank ‘em,” said Ridcully. “Well just aim for aclear
spaceand - “

“I don’t think s0,” said the Lecturer in Recent Runes.

Every direction wasfilled with an advancing, grinding, fighting wall of trolleys.

“They’re coming to get us! They’re coming to get us!” wailed the Bursar. The Dean snatched his staff.
“Hey, that’smine!”

The Dean pushed him away and blew off thewhedls of aleading trolley.

“That'smy gaff!”

Thewizards stood back to back in anarrowing ring of metd.



“They’renot right for thiscity, “ said the Lecturer in Recent Runes.

“I know what you mean, “ said Ridcully. “Alien.”

“1 suppose no-one' s got aflying spell on them today?” the Senior Wrangler enquired.

The Dean took aim again and melted a basket.

“That’ smy staff you're using, you know.”

“Shut up, Bursar,” said the Archchancdllor. * And, Dean, you' re getting nowhere picking them off one by
onelikethat. OK, lads? We want to do them all as much damage as possible. Remember - wild,

uncontrolled bursts. . .”

Thetrolleys advanced.

Ow. Ow.

Miss Hitworth staggered through the wet, rattling gloom. Hail stones crunched underfoot. Thunder
cannonaded around the sky.

“They sting, don't they,” shesaid.

THEY ECHO.

Bill Door filded a stook as it was blown past, and stacked it with the others. Miss Hitworth scuttled
past him, bent double under aload of corn. The two of them worked steadlily, crisscrossing thefieldin
the teeth of the storm to snaich up the harvest before the wind and hail stoleit away. Lightning flickered

around the sky. It wasn’'t anormal storm. It waswar.

“It'sgoing to pour with raininaminute. “ screamed Miss Flitworth, above the noise. ‘“We' Il never get it
down to the barn! Go and fetch atarpaulin or something! That’ll do for tonight!”

Bill Door nodded, and ran through the squelching darkness towards the farm buildings. Lightning was
griking so many times around the fieds that the air itsalf was Szzling, and a corona danced dong the top
of the hedge.

And there was Degth.

He saw it looming ahead of him, acrouched skeletal shape poised to spring, its robe flapping and rattling
behind it in thewind.

Tightness gripped him, trying to force him to run while at the same time rooting him to the spot. It
invaded his mind and froze there, blocking al thought save for theinnermosgt, tiny voice which said, quite
camly: SO THISISTERROR.

Then Death vanished asthe lightning glow faded, regppeared as atree was struck on the next hill.

Then the quiet, interna voice added: BUT WHY DOESN'T IT MOVE?



Bill Door let himsdlf inch forward dightly. There was no response from the hunched thing.

Then it dawned on him that the thing on the other side of the hedge was only arobed assemblage of ribs
and femurs and vertebraeif viewed from one point of view but, if looked at dightly differently, was
equally just acomplexity of sparging arms and reciprocating levers that had been covered by atarpaulin
which was now blowing off.

The Combination Harvester wasin front of him.

Bill Door grinned horribly. Un-Bill Door thoughts rose up in his mind. He stepped forward.

Thewal of trolleys surrounded the wizards.
Thelast flare from a staff melted a hole, which wasingantly filled up by moretrolleys.

Ridcully turned to hisfellow wizards. They werered in the face, their robesweretorn, and severd
over-enthusiastic shots had resulted in singed beards and burnt hats.

“Hasn't anyone got any more spellson them?’ he said.

They thought feveridhly.

“I think | can remember one,” said the Bursar hesitantly.

“Go on, man. Anything’ sworth trying a atimelikethis.”

The Bursar gtretched out a hand. He shut his eyes. He muttered afew syllables under his breath.
Therewas abrief flicker of octarinelight and -

“Oh, “ said the Archchancdlor. ‘And that’sal of it?’

“ “Eringyas Surprisng Bouquet”,” said the Bursar, bright eyed and twitching. “1 don’t know why, but
it'sonel’ ve dways been able to do. Just aknack, | suppose.”

Ridcully eyed the huge bunch of flowers now gripped in the Bursar’ sfidt.
“But not, | venture to point out, entirely useful at thistime,” he added.
The Bursar |looked at the gpproaching walls and his smile faded.

“1 suppose not,” he said.

“Anyonedsegot any ideas?’ said Ridcully.

Therewasno reply.

“Niceroses, though,” said the Dean.



“That was quick,” said Miss Hitworth, when Bill Door arrived at the pile of stooks dragging atarpaulin
behind him.

YES, WASN'T IT, he mumbled noncommittally, as she helped him drag it over the stack and weigh it
down with stones. The wind caught at it and tried to drag it out of his hands; it might aswell havetried to
blow amountain over.

Rain swept over thefidds, among shreds of mist that shimmered with blue eectric energies.

“Never known anight likeit,” MissFlitworth said.

There was another crack of thunder. Sheet lightning fluttered around the horizon.

Miss Hitworth clutched Bill Door’ sarm.

“Isn'tthat . .. afigureonthehill?” shesaid. ‘Thought | saw a . .shape.”

NO, ITSMERELY A MECHANICAL CONTRIVANCE.

There was another flash.

“Onahorse?’ said Miss Flitworth.

A third sheet seared across the sky. And thistime there was no doubt about it. There was a mounted
figure on the nearest hilltop. Hooded. Holding a scythe as proudly as alance.

POSING. Bill Door turned towards Miss Hitworth. POSING. | NEVER DID ANY THING LIKE
THAT. WHY DO ANYTHING LIKE THAT? WHAT PURPOSE DOESIT SERVE?

He opened his pam. The gold timer appeared.

“How much longer have you got?’

PERHAPS AN HOUR. PERHAPS MINUTES.
“Come on, then!”

Bill Door remained where he was, looking at thetimer.
“I said, come on!”

ITWON'TWORK. | WASWRONG TO THINK THAT IT WOULD. BUT IT WON'T. THERE
ARE SOME THINGS THAT YOU CANNOT ESCAPE. YOU CANNOT LIVE FOREVER.

“Why not?’

Bill Door looked shocked. WHAT DO YOU MEAN?



“Why can't you livefor ever?’

| DON'T KNOW. COSMIC WISDOM?

“What does cosmic wisdom know about it? Now, will you come on?’
Thefigure on the hill hadn’t moved.

The rain had turned the dust into afine mud. They dithered down the dope and hurried acrossthe yard
and into the house.

| SHOULD HAVE PREPARED MORE. | HAD PLANS -

“But there was the harvest.”

YES.

“Isthere any way we can barricade the doors or something?’

DO YOU KNOW WHAT YOU'RE SAYING?

“Well, think of something! Didn't anything ever work againgt you?’
NO, said Bill Door with atiny touch of pride.

Miss Flitworth peered out of the window, and then flung hersdf dramaticaly againgt thewal on oneside
of it.

“He sgone!”

IT, sad Bill Door. IT WON'T BEA HE YET.
“It'sgone. It could be anywhere.”

IT CAN COME THROUGH THE WALL.
She darted forward, and then glared a him.

VERY WELL. FETCH THE CHILD. | THINK WE SHOULD LEAVE HERE. A thought struck him.
He brightened up alittle bit.

WE DO HAVE SOME TIME. WHAT ISTHE HOUR?

“I don’t know. Y ou go around stopping the clocks the whole time.”
BUT IT ISNOT YET MIDNIGHT?

“I shouldn’t think it's more than a quarter past eleven.”

THEN WE HAVE THREE-QUARTERS OF AN HOUR.



“How can you be sure?’

BECAUSE OF DRAMA, MISS FLITWORTH. THE KIND OF DEATH WHO POSES AGAINST
THE SKYLINE AND GETSLIT UPBY LIGHTNING FLASHES, said Bill Door, disapprovingly,
DOESN'T TURN UPAT FIVE AND-TWENTY PAST ELEVEN IFHE CAN POSSIBLY TURN
UPAT MIDNIGHT.

She nodded, white-faced, and disappeared upstairs. After aminute or two she returned, with Sal
wrapped up in ablanket.

“Still fast adeep,” shesad.
THAT SNOT SLEEP.
Therain had stopped, but the storm till marched around the hills. The air Sizzled, still seemed oven-hot.

Bill Door led the way past the henhouse, where Cyril and his elderly harem were crouched back in the
darkness, dl trying to occupy the same few inches of perch.

There was apae green glow hovering around the farmhouse chimney.

“We cdl that Mother Carey’sFire,” said MissHitworth. “It'san omen.”

AN OMEN OF WHAT?

“What? Oh, don't ask me. Just an omen, | suppose. Just basic omenery. Where are we going?’
INTO THE TOWN.

“To be near the scythe?’

YES.

He disappeared into the barn. After awhile he came out leading Binky, saddled and harnessed. He
mounted up, then leaned down and pulled both her and the deeping child on to the horsein front of him.

IFI’'M WRONG, he added, THISHORSE WILL TAKE YOU WHEREVER YOU WANT TO GO.
“| shan’t want to go anywhere except back home!”
WHEREVER.

Binky brokeinto atrot asthey turned on to the road to the town. Wind blew the leaves off the trees,
which tumbled past them and on up the road. The occasiona flash of lightning till hissed acrossthe sky.

Miss Hitworth looked at the hill beyond the farm.
| KNOW.

“-it'sthereagain-”



| KNOW.

“Why ign't it chasing us?’

WE RE SAFE UNTIL THE SAND RUNS OUT.
“And you die when the sand runs out?’

NO. WHEN THE SAND RUNSOUT ISWHEN | SHOULD DIE. | WILL BE IN THE SPACE
BETWEEN LIFE AND AFTERLIFE.

“Bill, it looked as though the thing it wasriding . . . | thought it was a proper horse, just very skinny, but .

”

IT"SA SKELETAL STEED. IMPRESSIVE BUT IMPRACTICAL. | HAD ONE ONCE BUT THE
HEAD FELL OFF.

“A bit likeflogging adead horse, | should think.”

HA. HA. MOST AMUSING, MISS FLITWORTH.

“I think thet at atime like this you can stop calling me Miss FHitworth,” said Miss FHitworth.
RENATA?

Shelooked gtartled. ‘How did you know my name? Oh. Y ou’ ve probably seen it written down, right?’
ENGRAVED.

“On one of them hourglasses?’

YES.

“With dl them sands of time pouring through?’

YES.

“Everyone sgot one?’

YES.

“So you know how long I’'ve -”

YES.

“It must be very odd, knowing . . . the kind of thingsyou know . . ."

DO NOT ASK ME.

“That’ snot fair, you know. If we knew when we were going to die, people would live better lives”



IF PEOPLE KNEW WHEN THEY WERE GOING TO DIE, | THINK THEY PROBABLY
WOULDN'T LIVEAT ALL.

“Oh, very gnomic. And what do you know about it, Bill Door?’

EVERYTHING.

Binky trotted up one of the town’s meagre handful of streets and over the cobbles of the square. There
was no-one ese around. In cities like Ankh-Morpork midnight was just late evening, because there was
no civic night at al, just eveningsfading into dawns. But here people regulated their lives by thingslike

sunsets and migpronounced cockcrows. Midnight meant what it said.

Even with the storm stalking the hills, the square itsalf was hushed. Theticking of the clock initstower,
unnoticeable at midday, now seemed to echo off the buildings.

Asthey approached, something whirred deep in its cogwhedled innards. The minute hand moved with a

clonk, and shuddered to ahalt on the 9. A trapdoor opened in the clock face and two little mechanical
figureswhirred out saf-importantly and tapped asmall bell with greet apparent effort.

Ting-ting-ling.

Thefigureslined up and wobbled back into the clock.

“They’ ve been there ever sncel wasagirl. Mr. Smnel’ s great-great-grandad made them,” said Miss
Hitworth. “1 dwayswondered what they did between chimes, you know. | thought they had alittle house
inthere, or something.”

| DON'T THINK SO. THEY'RE JUST A THING. THEY'RE NOT ALIVE.

“Hmm. Wéll, they’ ve been there for hundreds of years. Maybe life is something you sort of acquire?’
YES.

They waited in slence, except for the occasiona thud as the minute hand climbed the night.

“It’' s been quite nice having you around the place, Bill Door.”

Hedidn't reply.

“Heping me with the harvest and everything.”

ITWAS...INTERESTING.

“It was wrong of meto delay you, just for alot of corn.”

NO. THE HARVEST ISIMPORTANT.

Bill Door unfolded his palm. Thetimer appeared.



“I dill can’'t work out how you do that.”

ITISNOT DIFFICULT.

The hiss of the sand grew until it filled the square.

“Have you got any last words?’

YES. | DON'T WANT TO GO.

“Wdl. Succinct, anyway.”

Bill Door was amazed to find she was trying to hold his hand.

Above him the hands of midnight came together. There was awhirring from the clock. The door
opened. The automata marched out. They clicked to ahalt on either side of the hour bell, bowed to one
another, and raised their hammers.

Dong.

And then there was the sound of a horse trotting.

Miss Hitworth found the edge of her vision filling with purple and blue blotches, like the flashes of
after-image with no image to come &fter.

If shejerked her head quickly and peered out of thetail of her eye, she could see small greyclad shapes
hovering around thewalls.

The Revenooers, she thought. They’ ve come to make sureit al happens.
“Bill?” shesad.

He closed his pam over the gold timer.

NOW IT STARTS.

The hoofbesats grew louder, and echoed off the buildings behind them.
REMEMBER: YOU ARE IN NO DANGER.

Bill Door stepped back into the gloom.

Then he regppeared momentarily.

PROBABLY, he added, and retreated into the darkness.

Miss Flitworth sat down on the steps of the clock, cradling the body of the girl across her knees.
“Bill?" sheventured.

A mounted figure rode into the square.



It was, indeed on askeleta horse. Blue flame crackled over the creature’ s bones asit trotted forward,
Miss Hitworth found herself wondering whether it was ared skeleton, animated in some way, something
that had once been the inside of ahorse, or askeletd creaturein itsown right. It was aridiculous chain of
thought to follow, but it was better than dwelling on the ghastly redlity that was approaching.

Did it get rubbed down, or just given agood polish?

Itsrider dismounted. It was much taler than Bill Door had been, but the darkness of its robe hid any
detalls; It hdd something that wasn't exactly a scythe but which might have had ascytheinitsancestry in
the same way that even the most cunningly-fashioned surgical implement has agtick somewhereinits
pagt. It was along way from any implement that ever touched a straw.

Thefigure stalked towards Miss Flitworth, scythe over its shoulder, and stopped.

WhereisHe?

“Don’'t know who you' re talking about,” said Miss Hitworth. “And if | wasyou, young man, I’d feed my
horse.”

The figure gppeared to have trouble digesting thisinformation, but findly it seemed to reach a conclusion.
It unshipped the scythe and looked down at the child.

| will find Him, it said. But first -
It giffened.
A voicebehind it said:

DROP THE SCYTHE. AND TURN AROUND SLOWLY.

Something within the city, Windle thought. Cities grow up full of people, but they’ re dso full of
commerce and shopsand religionsand . . .

Thisisstupid, hetold himsdlf. They’rejust things. They’renot dive.
Maybe life is something you acquire.

Parasites and predators, but not like the sort affecting animals and vegetables. They were somekind of
big, dower, metephoricd lifeform, living off cities.

But they incubate in the cities, like those, what are they? those icky newman wasp things. He could
remember now, just as he could remember everything, reading as a student about creaturesthat laid their
eggsingde other creatures. For months after he' d refused omelettes and caviar, just in case.

Andtheeggswould . . . look like the city, in away, so that citizenswould carry them home. Like
cuckoo eggs.

| wonder how many citiesdied in the past? Ringed by parasites, like acora reef surrounded by starfish.



They’ d just become empty, they’ d lose whatever spirit they had.
He stood up.

“Where severyone gone, Librarian?’

“Oook oook.”

“Judt like them. I’ d have done that. Rush off without thinking. May the gods bless them and hel p them, if
they can find thetime from their eternd family squabbles”

And then he thought: well, what now? I’ ve thought, and what am | going to do? Rush off, of course. But
dowly.

The centre of the hegp of trolleyswas no longer visible. Something was going on. A pae blue glow hung
over the huge pyramid of twisted metal, and there were occasiond flashes of lightning deep within the
pile. Trolleysdammed into it like asteroids accreting around the core of anew planet, but afew arrivas
did something €l se. They headed for tunnels that had opened within the structure, and disappeared into
the glittering core.

Then there was amovement at thetip of the mountain and something thrust itsway up through the
broken metd. It was aglistening spike, supporting a globe about two metres across. It did nothing very
much for aminute or two and then, asthe breeze dried it out, it split and crumbled.

White objects cascaded out, were caught by the wind, and fountained over Ankh-Morpork and the
watching crowds.

One of them zig-zagged gently down across the rooftops and landed at the feet of Windle Poonsashe
lurched outsdethe Library.

It was still damp, and there was writing on it. At least, an attempt at writing. It looked like the strange
organic inscription of the snowflake balls - words crested by something that was not at al at home with

words:

Solle S~ 1| solrel~~
d b
S~Q~--%S to/70rro~*-,
Windle reached the University gateway. People were streaming past.

Windle knew hisfellow citizens. They’d go to look at anything. They were suckersfor anything written
down with more than one exclamation mark after it.

Hefelt someone looking a him, and turned. A trolley was watching from an aleyway; it backed up and



whizzed away.
“What's happening, Mr. Poons?’ said Ludmilla

There was something unred about the expression of the passers-by. They wore an expression of
unbudgeabl e anticipation.

You didn't have to be awizard to know that something waswrong. And Windl€ s senseswere whining
like adynamo.

Lupinelegpt at adrifting sheet of paper and brought it to him.

~\M,..I\09 recloctio~sir)~l

J ~000,

Windle shook his head sadly. Five exclamation marks, the sure sign of an insane mind.
And then he heard the music.

Lupine sat back on his haunches and howled.

In the cellar under Mrs. Cake' s house, Schleppd the bogeyman paused hafway through histhird rat and
listened.

Then hefinished hismea and reached for hisdoor.

Count Arthur Winkings Notfaroutoe was working on the crypt.

Personaly, he could have lived, or re-lived, or un-lived, or whatever it was he was supposed to be
doing, without a crypt. But you had to have a crypt. Doreen had been very definite about the crypt. It
gave the place ton, she said. Y ou had to have a crypt ana avault, otherwise the rest of vampire society
would look down their teeth at you.

They never told you about that sort of thing when you started vampiring. They never told you to build
your own crypt out of some cheap two-by-four from Chdlry the Troll’ s Wholesale Building Supplies. It
wasn't something that happened to most vampires, Arthur reflected. Not your proper vampires. Y our
actua Count Jugular, for example. No, atoff like him’d have someone for it. When the villagers cameto
burn the place down, you wouldn't catch the Count his own self whipping down to the gate to drop the
draw-bridge. Oh, no. He'd just say, “Igor’ - asit might be - *Igor, just svort it out, chop chop’.

Huh. Wdll, they’ d had an advert in Mr. Keebl€' s job shop for months now. Bed, three medsaday, and
hump provided if necessary. Not so much as an enquiry. And people said therewas dl this



unemployment around. It made you livid.

He picked up another piece of wood and measured it, grimacing as he unfolded theruler.

Arthur’ sback ached from digging the moat. And that was another thing your posh vampire didn’t have
to worry about. The moat came with the job, style of thing. And it went al the way round, because other
vampires didn’t have the street out in front of them and old Mrs. Pivey complaining on onesideand a
family of trolls Doreen wasn't speaking to on the other and therefore they didn’t end up with amoat that
just went acrossthe back yard. Arthur kept falinginit.

And then there was the biting the necks of young women. Or rather, there wasn't. Arthur was dways
prepared to see the other person’ s point of view, but he felt certain that young women came into the
vampiring somewhere, whatever Doreen said. In digphanous pegnoyers. Arthur wasn't quite certain what
adiaphanous pegnoyer was, but he' d read about them and he definitely felt that he' d like to see one
before hedied . . . or whatever . . .

And other vampires didn’t suddenly find their wivestalking with Vsingtead of Ws. The reason being,
your naturd vampiretaked like that anyway.

Arthur Sghed.

It wasnolife, or half-life or after-life or whatever it was, being alower-middle-class wholesd e fruit and
vegetable merchant with an upper-class condition.

And then the music filtered in through the hole in the wall that he’ d knocked out to put in the barred
window.

“Ow,” hesaid, and clutched at hisjaw. ‘Doreen?’

Reg Shoe thumped his portable podium.

“- and, let me see, we shdl not lie back and let the grass grow over our heads,” he bellowed. “ So what
isyour seven-point plan for Equa Opportunitieswith theliving, | hear you cry?’

Thewind blew the dried grassesin the cemetery.

The only creature gpparently paying any atention to Reg was a solitary raven.

Reg Shoe shrugged and lowered hisvoice. “Y ou might at least make some effort,” he said, to the next
world at large. “Here' sme wearing my fingersto the bone” - he flexed his hands to demonstrate —“and
do | hear aword of thanks?’

He paused, just in case.

The raven, which was one of the extralarge, fat onesthat infested the rooftops of the University, put its
head on one side and gave Reg Shoe a thoughtful 1ook.

“Youknow,” said Reg, “sometimesl| just fed likegivingup -”



The raven cleared itsthroat.
Reg Shoe spun around.
“You say oneword, “ hesaid, “just one bloody word . . .”

And then he heard the music.

Ludmillarisked removing her handsfrom her ears.

“It'shorrible! What isit, Mr. Poons?’

Windletried to pull the remains of hishat over hisears.

“Don’t know,” he said. “It could be music. If you' d never heard music before.”

There weren't notes. There were strung-together noises that might have been intended to be notes, put
together as one might draw amap of a country that one had never seen.

Hnyip. Y nyip. Hulyomp.

“It'scoming from outsde the city,” said Ludmilla *Where dl thepeople. .. ae...going. .. They
can'tlikeit, can they?’

“I can’'t imaginewhy they should,” said Windle.

“It'sjustthat . . . you remember the trouble with the rats last year? That man who said he had a pipe that
played music only rats could hear?’

“Yes, but that was't redly true, it was dl afraud, it wasjust the Amazing Maurice and his Educated
Rodents-"

“But supposing it could have been true?
Windle shook his head.

“Music to atract humans? Isthat what you' re getting at? But that can't be true. It snot attracting us.
Quitethereverse, | assureyou.”

“Yes, but you're not human . . . exactly,” said Ludmilla. “And —* She stopped, and went red in the face.
Windle patted her on the shoulder.

“Good point. Good point,” was al he could think of to say.

“Y ou know, don't you,” she said, without looking up.

“Yes. | don't think it s anything to be ashamed of, if that’sany help.”



“Mother said it would be dreadful if anyone ever found out!”

“That probably dependsonwhoitis” said Windle, glancing at Lupine.
“Why isyour dog staring at melikethat?’ said Ludmilla

“He svery intdligent,” ssaid Windle,

Windlefdt in his pocket, tipped out acouple of handfuls of soil, and unearthed hisdiary. Twenty daysto
next full moon. Still, it'd be something to look forward to.

The metd debris of the heap started to collapse. Trolleyswhirred around it, and alarge crowd of
Ankh-Morpork’ s citizenswere standing in abig circle, trying to peer indde. The unmusical musicfilled
theair.

“There sMr. Dibbler,” said Ludmilla, asthey pushed their way through the unresisting people.

“What'she sling thistime?’

“I don't think he' strying to sdll anything, Mr. Poons.”

“It’ sthat bad? Then we' re probably in lots of trouble.”

Blue light shone out from one of the holesin the heap. Bits of broken trolley tinkled to the ground like
meta leaves.

Windle bent down stiffly and picked up apointy hat. It was battered and had been run over by alot of
trolleys, but it was still recognisable as something that by rights should be on someon€e' s head.

“There swizardsin there,” he said.

Silver light glittered off the metd. It moved like ail.

Windle reached out and afat spark jumped across and grounded itself on hisfingers.

“Hmm,” hesaid. “Lot of potentid, too -

Then he heard the cry of the vampires.

“Coo-ee, Mr. Poons!”

Heturned. The Notfaroutoes were bearing down on him.

“We - | mean, Ve vould have been here sooner, only -”

“- | couldn’t find the blasted collar stud,” muttered Arthur, looking hot and flustered. He waswesaring a

collgpsible opera hat, which was fine on the collapsible part but regrettably lacking in hatness, so that
Arthur appeared to be looking at the world from under a concertina.



“Oh, hallo,” said Windle. There was something dreadfully fascinating about the Winkings' dedication to
accurate vampirism.

“Unt who issthe yunk laty?” said Doreen, beaming at Ludmilla.

“Pardon?’ said Windle.

“Vot?'

“Doreen - | mean, the Countess asked who sheis,” Arthur supplied, wearily.

“I understood what | said,” snapped Doreen, in the more normal tones of one born and brought up in
Ankh-Morpork rather than some tran-sylvanian fastness. “Honestly, if | l€ft it to you, we' d have no
dandardsat all -~

“My name sLudmilla, * said Ludmilla

“Charmed,” said the Countess Notfaroutoe gracioudy, extending a hand that would have been thin and
paeif it had not been pink and stubby. “ Alvays nice to meet fresh blood. If you ever fancy adog biscuit
when you' re out and about, our door iss awace open.”

Ludmillaturned to Windle Poons.

“It'snot written on my forehead, isit?’ shesaid.

“Theseareaspecid kind of people. * said Windle gently.

“| should think s0,” said Ludmilla, levelly. “1 hardly know anyone who wears an opera cloak the whole
time”

“You've got to have the cloak,” said Count Arthur. “For thewings, you see. Like-”

He spread the cloak dramatically. There was abrief, implosive noise, and asmdl fat bat hungintheair.
It looked down, gave an angry squeak, and nosedived on to the soil. Doreen picked it up by itsfeet and
dusted it off.

“It' shaving to deep with the window open al night that | object to,” she said vagudly. “1 wish they’d
stop that music! I'm getting aheadache.”

There was another whoomph. Arthur regppeared upside down and landed on his head.

“It' sthe drop, you see,” said Doreen. “It’ slike arun-up, sort of thing. If he doesn't get at least aone
storey start he can't get up aproper airspeed.”

“I can't get aproper airspeed,” said Arthur, struggling to hisfet.
“Excuseme, “ said Windle, “The music doesn't affect you?’

“It puts my teeth on edgeiswhat it does,” said Arthur. “Which isnot agood thing for avampire, |
prob’ly don't haveto tell you.”



“Mr. Poonsthinksit does something to people,” said Ludmilla.
“Sets everyone steeth on edge?” said Arthur.
Windle looked at the crowd. No-one was taking any notice of the Fresh Starters.

“They look asthough they’ re waiting for something,” said Doreen. “Vaiting, | mean.’
“It sscary, “ sad Ludmilla

“Nothing wrong with scary,” said Doreen. “We' re scary.”

“Mr. Poonswantsto go ingde the hegp,” said Ludmilla.

“Good idea. Get them to turn that damn music off,” said Arthur.

“But you could get killed!” said Ludmilla

Windle clapped his hands together, and rubbed them thoughtfully.

“Ah,” he sad, “that’ swhere we re ahead of the game.”

Hewaked into the glow.

He d never seen such bright light. 1t seemed to emanate from everywhere, hunting down every last
shadow and eradicating it ruthlesdy. It was much brighter than daylight without being anything likeit -
therewas ablue edgeto it that cut vison like aknife.

“Youdl right, Count?” hesaid.
“Fine, fing” said Arthur.

Lupine growled.

Ludmillapulled a atangle of metal.

“There' s something under this, you know. It lookslike. . . marble. Orange-coloured marble. * Sheran
her hand over it. “But warm. Marble shouldn’t be warm, should it?”

“It can’'t be marble. There can't be this much marblein thewholeworld . . . vorld, “ said Doreen. “We
tried to get marble for the vault,” she tasted the sound of the word and nodded to hersdlf, “the vaullt, yes.

Those dwarfs should be shot, the pricesthey charge. It' sadisgrace.”

“I don't think dwarfs built this,” said Windle. He kndt down awkwardly to examine the floor.

“I shouldn’t think o, the lazy little buggers. They wanted nearly seventy dollarsto do our vault. Didn’t
they, Arthur?’

“Nearly seventy dollars” said Arthur.

“I don't think anyone builtit,” said Windle quietly.



Cracks. There should be cracks, he thought. Edges and things, where one dab joins another. It
shouldn’t be dl one piece. And dightly sticky.

“So Arthur did it himself.”
“I didit mysdf.”
Ah. Here was an edge. Wdll, not exactly an edge.

The marble became clear, like awindow, looking into ancther brightly lit space. Therewerethingsin
there, indigtinct and melted-looking, but no way in to them.

The chatter of the Winkings flowed over him as he crepe forward.

“- more of avaultette, realy. But he got adungeon in, even if you haveto go out into the hall to shut the
door properly -”

Gentility meant al sorts of things, Windle thought.

To some people it was not being avampire. To othersit was amatched set of flying plaster bats on the
wall.

Heran hisfingers over the clear substance. Theworld herewas dl rectangles. There were corners, and
the corridor was lined on both sideswith the clear panels. And the non-music played dl thetime.

It couldn’t be dlive, could it? Lifewas. . . more rounded.
“What do you think, Lupine?’ he said.

Lupine barked.

“Hmm. Not alot of help.”

Ludmillaknelt down and put her hand on Windl€ s shoulder.
“What did you mean, no-one built it?’ shesaid.

Windle scratched his head.

“I'mnot sure. . . but | think maybeitwas. . . secreted.”
“Secreted? From what? By what?’

They looked up. A trolley whirred out of the mouth of a side corridor and skidded away down another
on the opposite side of the passage.

“Them?’ said Ludmilla

“I shouldn’t think so. | think they’ re more like servants. Like ants. Beesin ahive, maybe.”



“What' sthe honey?’

“Not sure. But it' snot ripe yet. | don't think things are quite finished. No-one touch anything.”

They walked onward. The passage opened up into awide, bright, domed area. Stairways led up and
down to different floors, and there was afountain and agrove of potted plants that |ooked too hedlthy to
bered.

“lsn’'tit nice?” said Doreen.

“Y ou keep thinking there should be people,” said Ludmilla. L ots of people.”

“There should at least be wizards,” muttered Windle Poons. “Half adozen wizards don't just
disappear.”

The five of them moved closer. Passages the Size of the onethey’ d just walked down could have
accommodated a couple of eephantswalking abreast.

“Do you think it might be agood ideato go back outside?’ said Doreen.
“What good would that do?’ said Windle,

“Wadll, it'd get us out of here.”

Windle turned, counting. Five of the passages radiated equidistantly-out of the domed area.
“And presumably it’ s the same above and below, “ he said aoud.

“It' svery clean here, * Doreen said nervoudy. “Isn't it clean, Arthur?’
“It' svery clean.”

“What' sthat noise?” said Ludmilla

“What noise?’

“That noise. Like someone sucking something.”

Arthur looked around with a certain amount of interest.

“It'snot me.”

“It' sthedtairs,” said Windle.

“Don't beslly, Mr. Poons. Stairsdon't suck.”

Windle looked down.

“Thesedo.”

They were black, like adoping river. Asthe dark substance flowed out from under the floor it humped



itsdlf into something resembling steps, which travelled up the dope until they disappeared under the floor
again, somewhere above. When the steps emerged they made a dow, rhythmic shlup-shlup noise, like
someoneinvestigating a particularly annoying dental cavity.

“Do you know,” said Ludmilla, “that’ s quite possibly the most unpleasant thing I’ ve ever seen?”’
“I'veseenworse,” said Windle. “But it’ s pretty bad. Shall we go up or down?”’

“Y ou want to sand on them?”

“No. But thewizardsaren’t on thisfloor and it’ sthat or dide down the handrail. Have you looked
closdly at the handrail 7’

They looked at the handrail.
“I think,” said Doreen nervoudy, “that downismoreus.”

They went down in slence. Arthur fell over at the point where the travelling stairs were sucked into the
floor again.

“I had thishorrible feding it was going to drag me under,” he said apologetically, and then looked
around him.

“It'shig,” he concluded. “Roomy. | could do wonders down here with some stone-effect wallpaper.”
Ludmillawandered over to the nearest wall.

“You know,” she said, “there’ smore glass than |" ve seen before, but these clear bitslook abit like
shops. Does that make sense? A grest big shop full of shops?’

“And not ripeyet,” said Windle.

“Sorry?’

“Jugt thinking adoud. Can you see what the merchandiseis?’
Ludmillashaded her eyes.

“It just lookslikealot of colour and glitter.”

“Let me know if you seeawizard.”

Someone screamed.

“Or hear one, for example,” Windle added. L upine bounded off down a passageway. Windle lurched
swiftly after him.

Someone was on their back, trying desperately to fight off acouple of thetrolleys. They were bigger
than the ones Windle had seen before, with a golden sheen to them.

“Hey!” heydled,



They stopped trying to gore the prone figure and three-point-turned towards him.

“Oh, * hesaid, asthey got up speed.

Thefirst one dodged Lupin€e sjaws and butted Windle full in the knees, knocking him over. Asthe
second passed over him he reached up wildly, grabbed randomly at the metal, and pulled hard. A whedl
spun off and the trolley cartwheded into the wall.

He scrambled up in time to see Arthur hanging grimly on to the handle of the other trolley asthe two of
them whirred around in amad centrifugad waltz.

“Let go! Let go!” Doreen screamed.

“I can't! | can't!”

“Wdll, do something!”

Therewasapop of inrushing air. Thetrolley was suddenly not straining against the weight of a
middle-aged wholesdle, fruit and vegetable entrepreneur but only againgt asmall terrified bat. It rocketed
into amarble pillar, bounced off, hit awal and landed on its back, whedls spinning.

“Thewhedd” shouted Ludmilla. “Pull the whed s off!”

“I'll dothat,” said Windle. “You help Reg.”

“Isthat Reg down there?’ said Doreen.

Windlejerked histhumb towards the distant wall. The words “Better late than nev” ended in adesperate
Stresk of paint.

“Show him awall and apaint pot and he doesn’'t know what world he'sin,” said Doreen.

“He sonly got achoice of two,” said Windle, throwing the trolley wheels across the floor. “Lupine, keep
alook-out in case there’ sany more.”

The whed s had been sharp, like ice skates. He was definitely fedling tattered around the legs. Now, how
did heding go?

Reg Shoe was hel ped into asitting position.

“What' s happening?’ he said. “No-one el se was coming in, and | came down here to see where the
music was coming from, and the next thing, there' sthese whedls-”

Count Arthur returned to his approximately human form, looked around proudly, realised that no-one
was paying him any attention, and sagged.

“They looked alot tougher than the others” said Ludmilla. “Bigger and nastier and covered in sharp
edges.”

“Soldiers,” said Windle. ‘We ve seen the workers. And now there s soldiers. Just like ants.”



“I had an ant farm when | was alad,” said Arthur, who had hit the floor rather heavily and was having
temporary trouble with the nature of redity.

“Hang on,” said Ludmilla. “1 know about ants. We have antsin the back yard. If you have workers and
soldiers, then you must dso havea-”

“I' know. | know,” said Windle,

“-mind you, they cdledit afarm, | never saw them doing any farming -”
Ludmillaleaned againg thewall.

“It'll be somewhere close,” she said.

“I think s0, “ said Windle.

“What doesit look like, do you think?’

“-what you do is, you get two bits of glass and some ants-”

“I don’t know. How should I know? But the wizards will be somewhere near it.”

“I don’'t see vy you' re bothering about them,” said Doreen. * They buried you dive just because you vere
dead.”

Windlelooked up at the sound of wheels. A dozen warrior baskets turned the corner and pulled up in
formation.

“They thought they were doing it for the best,” said Windle. “ People often do. It' samazing, the things
that seem agood idea a thetime.”

The new Desgth straightened up.
Or?
AH.

ER.
Bill Door stepped back, turned round, and ran for it.

It was, as he was wonderfully well placed to know, merely putting off the inevitable. But was't that
what living was al about?

No-one had ever run away from him after they were dead. Many had tried it before they were dead,
often with great ingenuity. But the norma reaction of aspirit, suddenly pitched from one world into the

next, was to hang around hopefully. Why run, after dl? 1t wasn't asif you knew where you were running
to.



The ghost Bill Door knew where he was running to.

Ned Smnel’ s smithy was locked up for the night, athough this did not present a problem. Not dive and
not dead, the spirit Bill Door dived through thewall.

Thefirewas abardy-visble glow, sgtling in the forge.
The smithy wasfull of warm darkness.

Wheat it didn’t contain was the ghost of a scythe.

Bill Door looked around desperately.

SQUEAK?

There was asmdl dark-robed figure sitting on abeam above him. It gestured frantically towards the
corner.

He saw adark handle sticking out from the load of timber. Hetried to pull at it with fingers now as
Substantia as a shadow.

HE SAID HE WOULD DESTROY IT FOR ME!

The Degth of Rats shrugged sympatheticaly.

The new Degth stepped through the wall, scythe held in both hands.

It advanced on Bill Door.

Therewas arustling. The grey robes were pouring into the smithy.

Bill Door grinned in terror.

The new Degth stopped, posing dramaticaly in the glow from theforge.
It swung.

It dmost logt its balance.

Y ou' re not supposed to duck!

Bill Door dived through the wall again and pounded across the square, skull down, spectra feet making
no noise on the cobbles. He reached thelittle group by the clock.

ON THE HORSE! GO!
“What' s happening? What' s happening!”

ITHASN'T WORKED!



Miss Hitworth gave him a panicky look but put the unconscious child on Binky’ s back and climbed up
after her. Then Bill Door brought his hand down hard on the horse' sflank. There at least there was
contact - Binky existed in al worlds.

Gol

Hedidn't look around but darted on up the road towards the farm.

A weapon!

Something he could hold!

The only weapon in the undead world was in the hands of the new Degth.

AsBill Door ran hewas aware of afaint, higher-pitched clicking noise. He looked down. The Deseth of
Rats was keeping pace with him.

It gave him an encouraging squesk.

He skidded through the farm gate and flung himsdlf againgt thewall.

There was the distant rumble of the storm. Apart from that, sllence.

Herdaxed dightly, and crept cautioudy adong the wall towards the back of the farmhouse.

He caught aglimpse of something metallic. Leaning againg the wdl there where the men from thevillage
had |eft it when they brought him back, was his scythe; not the one he' d carefully prepared but the one
he' d used for the harvest. What edge it had had been achieved only by the whetstone and the caress of
the stalks, but it was afamiliar shape and he made atentative grab at it. His hand passed right through.
The further you run, the closer you get.

The new Death stepped unhurriedly out of the shadows.

Y ou should know that, it added.

Bill Door straightened up.

Wewill enjoy this.

ENJOY?

The new Death advanced. Bill Door backed away.

Y es. Thelacking of one Degth isthe same as achieving the end of abillion lesser lives.

LESSERLIVES? THISISNOT A GAME!

The new Degath hesitated. What is a game?

Bill Door fdt thetiny flicker of hope.



| COULD SHOW YOU -

The end of the scythe handle caught him under the chin and knocked him againgt thewall, where he did
to the ground.

We deed a Crick. We do not listen. The reaper does not listen to the harvest.

Bill Door tried to get up.

The scythe handle struck him again.

Wewill not make the same mistakes.

Bill Door looked up. The new Death was holding the golden timer; the top bulb was empty. Around
both of them the landscape shifted, reddened, began to take on the unreal appearance of redlity seen
from the other side.. . .

You ‘reout of Time, Mr. Bill Door.

The new Degth raised his cowl.

There was no face there. There was not even askull.

Smoke curled formlesdy between the robe and a golden crown.

Bill Door raised himsdlf on hiselbows.

A CROWN? Hisvoice shook with rage. | NEVER WORE A CROWN!

Y ou never wanted to rule.

The Death siwvung the scythe back.

And then it dawned on the old Death and the new Degth that the hissing of passing time had not, in fact,
stopped.

The new Death hesitated, and took out the golden glass.
It shook it.

Bill Door looked into the empty face under the crown. There was an expression of puzzlement there,
even with no festures actudly to wesr it; the expresson hung intheair al by itsdlf.

He saw the crown turn.

Miss Flitworth stood with her hands held afoot apart and her eyes closed. Between her hands, inthe air
infront of her hovered the faint outline of alifetimer, its sand pouring away in atorrent.

The Degths could just make out, on the glass the spidery name: Renata Flitworth.



The new Death'’ s featurel ess expression became one of termina puzzlement. It turned to Bill Door.

For YOU?

But Bill Door was dready rising and unfolding like the wrath of kings. He reached behind him, growling,
living on loaned time, and his hands closed around the harvest scythe.

The crowned Desth saw it coming and raised its own wesgpon but there was very possibly nothing in the
world that would stop the worn blade as it snarled through the air, rage arid vengeance giving it an edge
beyond any definition of sharpness. It passed through the metal without dowing.

NO CROWN, said Bill Daoor, looking directly into the smoke. NO CROWN. ONLY THE
HARVEST.

The robe folded up around his blade. There was athin wail, risng beyond the peak of hearing. A black
column, like the negative of lightning, flashed up from the ground and disappeared into the clouds.

Death waited for amoment, and then gingerly gave the robe aprod with hisfoot. The crown, bent
dightly out of shape, rolled out of it alittle way before evaporating.

OH, hesaid, dismissively. DRAMA. Hewaked over to Miss Hitworth and gently pressed her hands
together. Theimage of the lifetimer disappeared.

The blue-and-violet fog on the edge of sight faded as solid redlity flowed back.

Down in thetown, the clock finished striking midnight.

The old woman was shivering. Death snapped hisfingersin front of her eyes.

MISS FLITWORTH? RENATA?

“I' - 1 didn’t know what to do and you said it was't difficult and -~

Death walked into the barn. When he came out, he was wearing his black robe.

Shewas gtill standing there.

“I didn’t know what to do,” she repeated, possibly not to him. “What happened?Isit dl over?’

Desth looked around. The grey shapes were pouring into the yard. POSSIBLY NOT, he said.

Moretrolleys appeared behind the row of soldiers. They looked like the smal silvery workers with the
occasiond pae golden gleam of awarrior.

“We should retreat back to the stairs,” said Doreen.
“I think that’ swhere they want usto go,” said Windle.

“Then that' sfine by me. Anyway, | vouldn’'t think those whedls could manage steps, could they?”



“And you can't exactly fight to the death,” said Ludmilla. Lupine was keeping closeto her, yellow eyes
fixed on the dowly advancing whedls.

“Chance would be afinething,” said Windle. They reached the moving stairs. He looked up. Trolleys
clustered around the top of the upward stair, but the way to the floor below looked clear.

“Perhaps we could find another way up?’ said Ludmillahopefully.
They shuffled on to the moving stair. Behind them, the trolleys moved in to block thelr return.
The wizards were on the floor below. They werestanding so still among the potted plants and fountains

that Windle passed them at first, assuming that they were some sort of statue or piece of esoteric
furniture,

The Archchancellor had afalse red nose and was holding some balloons. Beside him, the Bursar was
juggling coloured balls, but like amachine, his eyes saring blankly a nothing.

The Senior Wrangler was standing alittle way off, wearing apair of sandwich boards. Thewriting on
them hadn’t fully ripened yet, but Windle would have bet his afterlife that it would eventualy say
something like SALE!!

The other wizards were clustered together like dolls whose clockwork hadn’t been wound up. Each one

had alarge oblong badge on hisrobe. The familiar organic-looking writing was growing into aword that
looked like:

IKY

athough why it was doing so was a complete mystery. The wizards certainly didn’t look very secure.
Windle snapped hisfingersin front of the Dean’ s pale eyes. There was no response.

“He snot dead,” said Reg.

“Judt resting,” said Windle. “ Switched off.”

Reg gave the Dean a push. The wizard tottered forward, and then staggered to a precarious, swaying
hdlt.

“Wdl, we ll never get them out,” said Arthur. “Not like that. Can’t you wake them up?’
“Light afeather under their nose,” Doreen volunteered.
“I don’t think that will work, “ said Windle. He based the statement on the fact that Reg Shoe was very

nearly under their noses, and anyone whose nasal equipment failed to register Mr. Shoewould certainly
not react to amere burning feather. Or a heavy weight dropped from agreat height, if it cameto that.



“Mr. Poons,” said Ludmilla

“I used to know agolem looked like him,” said Reg Shoe. “ Just like him. Greet big chap, made out of
clay. That’ swhat your typica golem basicdly is. You just have to write aspecia holy word on ‘emto
gat ‘emup.”

“What, like" security” ?’

“Could be”

Windle peered at the Dean. ‘No,” he said at last, “no-on€e' s got that much clay.“ He looked around
them. “We ought to find out where that blasted music’s coming from.”

“Where the musicians are hidden, you mean?’

“I don't think there are musicians.”

“You've got to have musicians, brother,” said Reg. “ That' swhy it' scaled music.”

“Firgly, thisisn't like any music I ve ever heard, and secondly | always thought you' ve got to have oil
lamps or candlesto make light and there aren’t any and there’ s il light shining everywhere,” sad
Windle

“Mr. Poons?’ said Ludmillaagain, prodding him.

-

“Here come sometrolleysagan.”

They were blocking all five passages |eading off the centra space.

“There sno stairsdown,” said Windle.

“Maybeit’s- she's- in one of the glassy bits,” said Ludmilla. * The shops?’

“I don't think s0. They don’t look finished. Anyway, that feddlswrong - “

Lupine growled. Spikes glistened on the leading trolleys, but they weren’t rushing to attack.

“They must have seen what we did to the others,” said Arthur.

“Yes. But how could they? That was upgtairs,” said Windle.

“Wéll, maybethey talk to each other.”

“How can they talk? How can they think? There can’t be any brainsin alot of wire* said Ludmilla

“Ants and beesdon’t think, if it comesto that,” said Windle. “They’re just controlled -”

He looked upwards.



They looked upwards.

“It'scoming from somewherein the celling,” he said. “We ve got to find it right now!”
“There sjust pandsof light,” said Ludmilla.

“Something ese! Look for something it could be coming from!”

“It'scoming from everywhere!”

“Whatever you're thinking of doing,” said Doreen, picking up a potted plant and holding it like aclub, “I
hopeyou doiit fast.”

“What' sthat round black thing up there?” said Arthur.

“Where?’

“There. “ Arthur pointed.

“OK, Reg and mewill help you up, comeon -”

“Me?But | can't stand heights!”

“I thought you could turn into abat?’

“Yeah, but avery nervous one!”

“Stop complaining. Right - one foot here, now your hand here, now put your foot on Reg’ s shoulder -”
“And don't go through,” said Reg.

“I don't likethig” Arthur moaned, asthey hoisted him up.

Doreen stopped glaring at the cregping trolleys.

“Artor! Nobblyesse obligay!”

“What? s that some sort of vampire code?’ Reg whispered.

“It means something like: a count’ s gotta do what a count’ sgottado,” said Windle.

“Count!” snarled Arthur, swaying dangeroudy. “I never should have listened to that lawyer! | should
have known nothing good ever comesin along brown envelope! And | can't reach the bloody thing
ayway!”

“Can’'t you jump?’ saidd Windle.

“Can’'t you drop dead?”’

1] No-”



“And I’m not jumping!”

“Fly, then. Turninto abat and fly.”

“I can't get the airgpeed!”

“Y ou could throw him up,” said Ludmilla. “Y ou know, like a paper dart.”

“Blow that! I’'m acount!”

“Youjust said you didn’'t want to be,” said Windlemildly.

“On the ground | don’t want to be, but when it comesto being chucked around like afrisbee -”
“Arthur! Do what Mr. Poons says!”

“I don't seeway -”

“Arthur!”

Arthur asabat was surprisngly heavy. Windle held him by the ears like a misshapen bowling ball and
tried to takeaim.

“Remember - I’'m an endangered species!” the Count squeaked, as Windle brought his arm back.
It was an accurate throw. Arthur fluttered to the disc in the calling and gripped it in his claws.
“Canyou moveit?’

“No!”

“Then hang on tight and change back.”

“No!”

“Well catchyou.”

“No!”

“Arthur!” screamed Doreen, prodding an advancing trolley with her makeshift club.

“Oh, dl right.”

Therewas amomentary vison of Arthur Winkings clinging desperately to the celling, and then he
dropped on Windle and Reg, the disc clasped to his chest.

The music stopped abruptly. Pink tubing poured out of the ravaged hole above them and coiled upon
Arthur, making him look like avery cheap plate of spaghetti and mesatballs. The fountains seemed to
operate in reverse for amoment, and then dried up.

Thetrolleys halted. The ones at the back ran into the ones at the front, and there was a chorus of



pathetic clanking noises.

Tubing ill poured out of the hole. Windle picked up abit. It was an unpleasant pink, and sticky.
“What do you think itis?’ said Ludmilla

“I think,” said Windle, “that we d better get out of here now.”

Thefloor trembled. Steam gushed from the fountain.

“If not sooner,” Windle added.

There was agasp from the Archchancellor. The Dean dumped forward. The other wizards remained
upright, but only just.

“They’' recoming out of it,” said Ludmilla. *But | don't think they’ Il managethe dairs.”

“I don't think anyone should even think about trying to manage the sairs,” said Windle. “L ook at them.”
The moving sairsweren't. The black steps glistened in the shadowlesslight.

“| seewhat you mean,” said Ludmilla. “I"d rather try and walk on quicksand.”

“It'd probably be safer,” said Windle.

“Maybe there’ saramp? There must be some way for the trolleysto get around.”

“Good idea.”

Ludmillaeyed thetrolleys. They were milling around aimlesdy. “I think | might have an even better one.
.. shesaid, and grabbed a passing handle.

Thetrolley fought for amoment and then, lacking any contrary instructions, settled down docildly.
“The onesthat can walk’ |l walk, and the onesthat can’'t walk’ |l get pushed. Come on, grandad. “ This
was to the Bursar, who was persuaded to flop acrossthe trolley. He said ‘yo', faintly, and shut his eyes

agan.

The Dean was manhandled on top of him.

“And now where?’ said Doreen.

A couple of floor tiles buckled upwards. A heavy grey vapour started to pour out.
“It must be somewhere a the end of a passage,” said Ludmilla. “Come on.”

Arthur looked down at the mists coiling around his feet.

“| wonder how you can do that?’ he said. “It'samazingly difficult to get stuff that doesthat. Wetried it,

you know, to make our crypt more.. . . more cryptic, but it just smokes up the place and setsfireto the
curtains-"



“Comeon, Artor. Wearegoing.”
“Y ou don’t think we ve done too much damage, do you? Perhaps we should leave anote -”
“Yeah, | could write something onthewall if you like,” said Reg.

He picked up a struggling worker trolley by its handle and, with some satisfaction, smashed it against a
pillar until its wheels dropped off.

Windle watched the Fresh Start Club head up the nearest passage, pushing abargain assortment of
wizardry.

“Wdl, well, wdl,” hesaid. “Assmple asthat. That'sdl we had to do. Hardly any dramaat al.”

He went to move forward, and stopped.

Pink tubeswereforcing their way through the floor and were already coiled tightly around hislegs. More
floor tileslegpt into the air. The stairways shattered, revealing the dark, serrated and above dl living

tissue that had powered them. The walls pulsed and caved inwards, the marble cracking to reved purple
and pinkness undernegth.

Of course, thought atiny cam part of Windle€ smind, none of thisisredly red. Buildingsaren’t redly
dive. It'sdl just ametaphor, only at the moment metaphors are like candlesin afirework factory.

That being said, what sort of creature is the Queen? Like aqueen bee, except she' saso the hive. Likea
caddisfly, which builds, if I'm not mistaken, ashdll out of bits of stone and things, to camouflage itsalf.

Or like anautilus, which adds on to its shell asit gets bigger. And very much, to judge by the way the
floorsareripping up, like avery angry starfish.

| wonder how citieswould defend themselves againgt this sort of thing? Creatures generdly evolve some
sort of defence against predators. Poisons and stings and spikes and things.

Here and now, that’ s probably me. Spiky old Windle Poons.
Atleast | cantry to seetoit that the others get out al right. Let’s make my presencefelt. . .
He reached down, grabbed a double handful of pulsating tubes, and heaved.

The Queen’ s screech of rage was heard al the way to the University.

The storm clouds sped towards the hill. They piled up in atowering mass, very fast. Lightning flashed,
somewherein the core.

THERE' S TOO MUCH LIFE AROUND, said Death. NOT THAT I’'M ONE TO COMPLAIN.
WHERE' STHE CHILD?

“1 put her to bed. She' sdegping now. Just ordinary deep.”



Lightning struck on the hill, like athunderbolt. It was followed by a clanking, grinding noise, somewhere
inthe middle distance.

Desth sighed.
AH. MORE DRAMA?

Hewalked around the barn, so that he could command a good view of the dark fields. Miss Hitworth
followed very closdly on hishedls, using him asashield against whatever terrors were out there.

A blue glow crackled behind adistant hedge. It was moving.
“What isit?’

ITWASTHE COMBINATION HARVESTER.

“Was? What isit now?’

Desth glanced at the clustering watchers.

A POOR LOSER.

The Harvester tore across the soaking fields, cloth armswhirring, levers moving insgde an eectric blue
nimbus. The shafts for the horse waved usdesdy inthe ar.

“How can it go without ahorse? It had a horse yesterday!”

I'T DOESN'T NEED ONE.

He looked around at the grey watchers. There were ranks of them now.

“Binky’s4till intheyard. Come on!”

No.

The Combination Harvester accelerated towards them. The schip-schip of its blades became awhine.
“Isit angry because you stoleitstarpaulin?’

THAT'SNOT ALL | STOLE.

Death grinned at the watchers. He picked up his scythe, turned it over in his hands and then, when he
was suretheir gaze wasfixed uponit, let it fall to the ground.

Then hefolded hisarms.
Miss Hitworth dragged at him.
“What do you think you' re doing?’

DRAMA.



The Harvester reached the gate into the yard and came through in a cloud of sawdust.

“Areyou surewe |l bedl right?’

Death nodded.

“Well. That'sdl right then.”

The Harvester’ swheelswere ablur.

PROBABLY.

Andthen...

... something in the machinery went clonk.

Then the Harvester was il travelling, but in pieces. Sparks fountained up from its axles. A few spindles
and arms managed to hold together, jerking madly asthey spun away from the whirling, dowing
confusion. The circle of blades tore free, smashed up through the machine, and skimmed away acrossthe
fidds

Therewas ajangle, aclatter, and then the last isolated boing, which isthe audible equivaent of the
famous pair of smoking boots.

And then therewas dlence.

Death reached down calmly and picked up acomplicated-looking spindle asit pinwheded towards his
feet. It had been bent into aright-angle.

Miss Hitworth peered around him.
“What happened?’

| THINK THE ELLIPTICAL CAM HASGRADUALLY SLID UP THE BEAM SHAFT AND
CAUGHT ON THE FLANGE REBATE. WITH DISASTROUS RESULTS.

Death stared defiantly at the grey watchers. One by one, they began to disappesr.
He picked up the scythe.

AND NOW | MUST GO, he said.

Miss Flitworth looked horrified. “What? Just like that?’

YES. EXACTLY LIKETHAT. I HAVE A LOT OF WORK TO DO.

“And | won't seeyou again? | mean -”

OH. YES. SOON. He sought for the right words, and gave up. THAT'S A PROMISE.



Death pulled up his robe and reached into the pocket of hisBill Door overal, which he was il wearing
undernesth.

WHEN MR. SSIMNEL COMES TO COLLECT THE BITSIN THE MORNING HE WILL

PROBABLY BE LOOKING FOR THIS, he said, and dropped something smal and bevelled into her
hand.

“What isit?’
A THREE-EIGHTHS GRIPLEY.
Death waked over to hishorse, and then remembered something.

AND HE OWESME A FARTHING, TOO.

Ridcully opened one eye. People were milling around. There were lights and excitement. Lots of people
weretaking at once.

He seemed to be Stting in a very uncomfortable pram, with some strange insects buzzing around him.
He could hear the Dean complaining, and there were groansthat could only be coming from the Bursar,
and the voice of ayoung woman. People were being ministered to, but no-one was paying him any
attention. Well, if there was ministering going on, he was damn well going to get ministered to aswell.
He coughed loudly.

“You could try,” he said, to the crud world in generd, “forcing some brandy between m’lips.”

An gpparition appeared above him holding alamp over its head. It was asizefivefacein asize thirteen
skin; it said ‘Oook?” in aconcerned way.

“Oh, it'syou,” said Ridcully. Hetried to it up quickly just in casethe Librarian tried the kiss of life.

Confused memories wobbled across his brain. He could remember awal of clanking metal, and then
pinkness, and then . . . music. Endless music, designed to turn the living brain to cream cheese.

Heturned around. There was a building behind him, surrounded by crowds of people. It was squat and
clung to the ground in astrangdy animd way, asif it might be possibleto lift up awing of the building and
hear the pop-pop-pop of suckers|etting go.

Light streamed out of it, and steam curled out of itsdoors.

“Ridcully’ swoken up!”

More faces appeared. Ridcully thought: it's not Soul Cake Night, so they’ re not wearing masks. Oh,
blast.

Behind them he heard the Dean say, “1 vote we work up Herpetty’s Seismic Reorganiser and lob it
through the door. No more problem.”



“No! We' retoo closeto the city walls! We just need to drop Quondum’ s Attractive Point in the right
place-”

“Or Sumpjumper’ s Incendiary Surprise, perhaps?’ thiswasthe Bursar’ svoice. “Burnit out, it' s the best
way -”

“Yeah?Yeah? And what do you know about military tactics? Y ou can't even say “yo” properly!”
Ridcully gripped the Sdes of thetrolley.

“Would anyonemind tellin’ me,” he said, “what the - what the heck isgoin’ on?’

Ludmillapushed her way through the members of the Fresh Start Club.

“Y ou' ve got to stop them, Archchancellor!” she said. ‘ They' re talking about destroying the big shop!”
More nasty recollections settled on Ridcully’ smind.

“Good idea,” he said.

“But Mr. Poonsisdill in therel”

Ridcully tried to focus on the glowing building.

“What, dead Windle Poons?’

“Arthur flew back when we redlised he wasn't with us and he said Windle was fighting something that’ d
come out of thewalls! We saw lots of trolleys but they weren’t bothered about us! He let us get out!”

“What, dead Windle Poons?’

“Y ou can’'t magic the place to bitswith one of your wizardsin therel”
“Wheat, dead Windle Poons?’

“yeg”

“But he'sdead,” said Ridcully. “Isn’'t he? He said hewas.”

“Hal” said someone who had much less skin than Ridcully would have liked him to have. “ That' stypical.
That' snaked vitalism, that is. | bet they’ d rescue someonein there if they happened to be dive.”

“But hewanted . . . hewasn'tkeenon. .. he. .. " Ridcully hazarded. A lot of thiswas beyond him, but
to people like Ridcully thisdidn’t matter for very long. Ridcully was smple-minded. Thisdoesn’'t mean
stupid. It just meant that he could only think properly about thingsif he cut away al the complicated bits
around the edges.

He concentrated on the single main fact. Someone who was technically awizard wasin trouble. He
could relate to that. It struck a chord. The whole dead-or-alive business could wait.



There was another minor point that nagged at him, though.
“CArthur?. L flew?.

“Hdlo.”

Ridcully turned his head. He blinked dowly.
“Niceteeth YOU got there,” he said.

“Thank you,” said Arthur Winkings.

“All your own, arethey?’

“Oh, yes.”

“Amazing. Of course, | expect you brush regularly.”
vy es?

“Hygienic. That' stheimportant thing.”

“Sowhat are you going to do?’ said Ludmilla

“Wdl, we'll just go and fetch him out, “ said Ridceully.

What wasit about the girl? He felt a strange urge to pat her on the head. “We Il get some magic and get
him out. Yes. Dean!”

“Yo!”

“We ‘rejust going to go in thereto get Windle out.”

“Yol”

“What?’ said the Senior Wrangler. 'Y ou must be out of your mind!”
Ridcully tried to ook as dignified as possible, given hisstuation.
“Remember that | am your Archchancellor,” he snapped.

“Then you must be out of your mind, Archchancellor!” said the Senior Wrangler. He lowered hisvoice.
“Anyway, he'san undead. | don't see how you can save undeads. It'sasort of contradiction in terms.”

“A dichotomy, “ said the Bursar helpfully.
“Oh, | don't think surgery isinvolved.”
“Anyway, didn’t we bury him?’ said the Lecturer in Recent Runes.

“And now we dig him up again,” said the Archchancedllor. “It's probably amiracle of existence.”



“Likepickles” said the Bursar, happily.
Even the Fresh Starters went blank.

“They do that in parts of Howondaland,” said the Bursar. “ They make these big, big jars of specia
pickles and then they bury them in the ground for monthsto ferment and they get thislovely piquant -”

“Tdl me,” Ludmillawhispered to Ridcully, “isthis how wizards usudly behave?

“The Senior Wrangler isan amazingly fine example,” said Ridcully. “ Got the same urgent grasp of redlity
asacardboard cut-out. Proud to have him on the team.” He rubbed his hands together. “ OK, lads.
Volunteers?’

“Yo! Hut!” said the Dean, who wasin an entirely different world now.

“I would beremissin my duty if | failed to help abrother,” said Reg Shoe.

“Oook.”

“You?Wecan't take you,” said the Dean, glaring at the Librarian. “Y ou don’'t know athing about
guerrillawarfare”

“Oook!” said the Librarian, and made asurprisingly comprehensive gesture to indicate that, on the other
hand, what he didn’t know about orangutan warfare could be written on the very smal pounded-up
remains of, for example, the Dean.

“Four of usshould be enough,” said the Archchancellor.
“I’ve never even heard him say “Y0”,” muttered the Dean.
He removed his hat, something awizard doesn't ordinarily do unless he' s abouit to pull something out of

it, and handed it to the Bursar. Then he tore athin strip off the bottom of hisrobe, held it dramaticaly in
both hands, and tied it around his forehead.

“It'spart of the ethos,” he said, in answer to their penetratingly unspoken question. ‘ That’ swhat the
warriors on the Counter-weight Continent do before they go into battle. And you have to shout - He
tried to remember some far-off reading. “- er, bonsai. Yes. Bonsai!”

“I thought that meant chopping bits off treesto make them small,” said the Senior Wrangler.

The Dean hestated. He was't too sure himsdlf, if it cametoit. But agood wizard never let uncertainty
gand in hisway.

“No, it'sdefinitely got to be bonsai,” he said. He considered it some more and then brightened up. “On
account of it al being part of bushido. Like. .. smal trees. Bush-i-do. Y eah. Makes sense, when you
think about it.”

“But you can't shout “bonsai!” here,” said the Lecturer in Recent Runes. “We ve got atotaly different
culturd background. It’' d be useless. No-one will know what you mean.”



“I'll work oniit,” said the Dean.

He noticed Ludmillastanding with her mouth open.

“Thisiswizard talk,” he said.

“Itis isn'tit,” said Ludmilla. “I never would have guessed.”

The Archchancellor had got out of thetrolley and waswheding it experimentally back and forth. It
usualy took quite along timefor afreshideato fully lodge in Ridcully’ smind, but he flt ingtinctively that
therewere all sorts of usesfor awire basket on four whesels.

“Arewe going or arewe standin’ around al night bandagin’ our heads?’ he said.

“Yol” sngpped the Dean.

“Y 07?7 said Reg Shoe.

“Oook!”

“Wasthat ayo?’ said the Dean, suspicioudy.

“Oook.”

“Wadl ... dl right, then.”

Death sat on amountaintop. It wasn't particularly high, or bare, or sinister. No witches held naked
sabbats on it; Discworld witches, on thewhole, didn’t hold with taking off any more clothes than was
absolutely necessary for the businessin hand. No spectres haunted it. No naked little men sat on the
summit digpensing wisdom, because the first thing the truly-wise man works out isthat Sitting around on
mountai ntops gives you not only haemorrhoids but frostbitten haemorrhoids.

Occasiondly people would climb the mountain and add a stone or two to the cairn at the top, if only to
provethat thereis nothing redly damn stupid that humanswon'’t do.

Degth sat on the cairn and ran a stone down the blade of his scythe in long, deliberate strokes.
There was amovement of air. Three grey servants popped into existence.

Onesad, Y ou think you have won?

Onesad, Y ou think you have triumphed?

Death turned the stonein his hand, to get afresh surface and brought it dowly down the length of the
blade.

Onesad, Wewill inform Azrad.

Onesad, You areonly, after all, alittle Degth.



Desth held the blade up to the moonlight, twisting it thisway and that, noting the play of light on thetiny
flecks of metal on itsedge.

Then he stood up, in one quick movement. The servants backed away hurriedly.

He reached out with the speed of a snake and grasped arobe, pulling its empty hood level with hiseye
sockets.

DO YOU KNOW WHY THE PRISONER IN THE TOWER WATCHES THE FLIGHT OF
BIRDS?he said.

It said, Take your hands off me. .. oops. ..

Blueflameflared for amoment.

Desth lowered his hand and looked around at the other two.

Onesad, You haven't heard thelast of this.

They vanished.

Death brushed a speck of ash off hisrobe, and then planted hisfeet squardly on the mountaintop. He
raised the scythe over his head in both hands, and summoned dl the lesser Deathsthat had arisenin his
absence.

After awhilethey sireamed up the mountain in afaint black wave.

They flowed together like dark mercury.

It went on for along time and then stopped.

Death lowered the scythe, and examined himself. Yes, dl there. Once again, he was the Desth,
containing dl the deaths of the world. Except for -

For amoment he hesitated. There was onetiny area of emptiness somewhere, some fragment of his
soul, something unaccounted for . . .

He couldn’t be quite certain what it was.
He shrugged. Doubtless he' d find out. In the meantime, therewas alot of work to bedone. . .
Herode away.

Far off, in his den under the barn, the Degth of Rats relaxed his determined grip on abeam.

Windle Poons brought both feet down heavily on atentacle snaking out from under thetiles, and lurched
off through the stleam. A dab of marble smashed down, showering him with fragments. Then he kicked

thewadll, savagdly.



Therewas very probably no way out now, heredised, and even if therewas he couldn’t find it.
Anyway, he was dready insdethe thing. It was shaking its own walls down in an effort to get at him. At
least he could giveit aredly bad case of indigestion.

He headed towards an orifice that had once been the entrance to awide passage, and dived awkwardly
through it just before it snapped shut. Silver fire crackled over thewalls. There was so much life hereit
couldn’t be contained.

Therewere afew trolleys ill here, skittering madly across the shaking floor, aslost asWindle.

He st off along another likely-looking corridor, athough most corridors he' d been down in the last one
hundred and thirty years hadn’t pulsated and dripped so much.

Another tentacle thrust through the wal and tripped him up.

Of course, it couldn't kill him. But it could make him bodiless. Like old One-Man-Bucket. A fate worse
than degth, probably.

He pulled himsdf up. The ceiling bounced down on him, flattening him againgt the floor.
He counted under his breath and scampered forward. Steam washed over him.
He dipped again, and thrust out his hands.

He could fedl himsdlf losing control. There were too many things to operate. Never mind the spleen, just
keeping heart and lungs going was taking too much effort. . .

“Topiary!”

“What the heck do you mean?’

“Topiary! Getit?Yo!”

“Oook!”

Windlelooked up through foggy eyes.

Ah. Obvioudy he waslosing control of hisbrain, too.

A trolley came sideways out of the steam with shadowy figures clinging on to its Sides. One hairy arm
and one arm that was barely an arm any more reached down, picked him up bodily and dumped him into
the basket. Four tiny wheels skidded on the floor, the trolley bounced off thewall, and then it righted
itsdlf and rattled away.

Windlewas only vaguely aware of voices.

“Off you go, Dean. | know you’ ve been looking forward to it.“ That was the Archchancellor.

“Yo!”



“You'll kill it totaly? | don’t think we want it ending up at the Fresh Start Club. | don’t think it' sa
joiner.” That was Reg Shoe.

“Oook!” That wasthe Librarian.
“Don’'t you worry, Windle. The Dean isgoing to do something military, gpparently, “ said Ridcully.

“Yo! Hut!”

“Oh, good grief.”
Windle saw the Dean’ shand float past with something glitteringiniit.

“What are you going to use?’ said Ridcully, asthetrolley rocketed through the steam. “The Seismic
Reorganiser, the Attractive Point or the Incendiary Surprise?’

“Yo,“ said the Dean, with satisfaction.
“What, dl three a once?’

“Yo!”
“That'sgoing abit far, isn't it? And incidentaly, if you say “yo” one moretime, Dean, | will personaly
have you thrown out of the University, pursued to the rim of the world by the finest demons that
thaumaturgy can conjure up, torn into extremely smal pieces, minced, turned into amixture reminiscent of

steak tartare, and turned out into a dog bowl.”

“Y —* The Dean caught Ridcully’ seye. “Yes. Yes? Oh, go on, Archchancellor. What' s the good of

having mastery over cosmic baance and knowing the secrets of fateif you can’t blow something up?
Please? I’ ve got them al ready. Y ou know how it upsetsthe inventory if you don’t use them after you've

got them ready -”
Thetrolley whirred up atrembling dope and cornered on two wheels.

“Oh, dl right,” said Ridcully. “If it meansthat much to you.”

“Y - sorry.”
The Dean started to mutter urgently under his breath, and then screamed.

“I’'ve gone blind!”

“Y our bonsai bandage has dipped over your eyes, Dean. * Windle groaned.

“How are you feding, brother Poons?’ Reg Shoe' s ravaged features occluded Windl€ sview.
“Oh, you know, “ said Windle. “ Could be better, could be worse.”

Thetrolley ricocheted off awall and jerked away in another direction.
“How arethose spells coming along, Dean?’ said Ridcully, through gritted teeth. “I’m having redl



difficulties controlling thisthing.”

The Dean muttered afew more words, and then waved his hands dramatically. Octarine flame spurted
from hisfingertips and earthed itself somewhereinthemigts.

“Yee-haw!” he crowed.

“Dean?’

“Yes, Archchancdlor?’

“The comment | made recently about the Y-word . . .”
“Yes?Yes?

“Y ou can definitely include Y ee-haw, too.”

The Dean hung his head.

“Oh. Yes. Archchancdllor.”

“And why hasn't everythin’ gone boom?’

“I put adight delay onit, Archchancdlor. | thought perhaps we ought to get out before things
happened.”

“Good thinking, that man.”

“Soon have you out, Windle,” said Reg Shoe. ‘We don't leave our peoplein there. Isn’t this-”
And then the floor erupted ahead of them.

And then, behind them.

Thething that arose from the shattered tiles was ether formless or many formsat once. It writhed
angrily, snapping itstubing at them.

Thetrolley skewed to ahalt.

“Got any more magic, Dean?’

“Er...no, Archchancdlor.”

“Andthe spdlsyou just said will go off . . . 7’

“Any second now, Archchancdlor.”

“S0. .. whatever’sgoing to happen . . . isgoing to happen to us?’

“Yes, Archchancdlor.”



Ridcully patted Windle on the head.
“Sorry about this” he said.
Windle turned awkwardly to look down the passageway.

There was something behind the Queen. It looked like a perfectly ordinary bedroom door, advancing in
aseries of smal steps, as though someone was carefully pushing it dong in front of them.

“What isit?’ said Reg.

Windleraised himsdlf asfar as he could.

“Schleppd!”

“Oh, comeon,” said Reg.

“It' s Schleppd!” shouted Windle. * Schleppd! 1t' sus! Can you help usout?’
The door paused. Then it was flung aside.

Schieppel unfolded himsdlf to hisfull height.

“Hdlo, Mr. Poons. Hallo, Reg,” he said.

They stared at the hairy shape that nearly filled the passageway.

“Er, Schleppdl . .. er. .. could you clear theway for us?” Windle quavered.
“No problem, Mr. Poons. Anything for afriend.”

A hand the size of awhedbarrow glided through the steam and tore into the blockage, ripping it out with
incredible ease.

“Hey, look at me!” said Schleppd. “ Y ou'reright. A bogeyman needs adoor like afish needsabicycle!
Say it now and say it loud, I'm -”

“And now could you get out of the way, please?’

“Sure. Sure. Wow!” Schleppel took another swipe at the Queen.

Thetrolley shot forward.

“And you d better come with usl” Windle shouted, as Schleppel disappeared inthe mids.
“No he shouldn’'t,” said the Archchancellor, asthey sped dong. “Believe me. What wasit?’
“He' sabogeyman,” said Windle.

“I thought you only get them in closets and things?” shouted Ridcully.



“He' scome out of the closet,” said Reg Shoe proudly. “ And he' sfound himself.”

“Just so long aswe canlosehim.”

“Wecan't just leavehim -”

“We can! We can!” snapped Ridcully.

There was a sound behind them like an eruption of swamp gas. Green light streamed past.

“The spellsare starting to go off!” shouted the Dean. *”Moveit!”

Thetrolley whirred out of the entrance and soared up into the cool of the night, wheels screaming.
“Yo!” bellowed Ridcully, asthe crowd scattered ahead of them.

“Doesthat mean | can say yo too?’ said the Dean.

“All right. Just once. Everyone can say it just once.”

“Yol”

“Yol” echoed Reg Shoe.

“Oook!”

“Yol” said Windle Poons.

“Yo!” said Schleppd.

(Somewhere in the darkness, where the crowd was thinnest, the gaunt shape of Mr. Ixoalite, the world's
last surviving banshee, Sdled up to the shaking building and bashfully shoved anote under the door. It

said: OO00eeeO00eecO00eee))

Thetrolley ploughed to avery definitive stop. No-one turned around. Reg said, dowly: “ Y ou're behind
us, right?’.

“That’ sright, Mr. Shoe, “ said Schleppel happily.

“Should we worry when he' sin front of us?” said Ridcully, “Or isit worse because we know he's
behind us?’

“Hah! No more closets and cellars for this bogey,” said Schleppd!.

“That’ sashame, because we ve got someredly big cellars at the University,” sad Windle Poons
quickly.

Schleppel was slent for awhile. Then he said, in an exploratory tone of voice, “How big?’

1] Huge.”



“Yeah? With rats?’

“Ratsaren’t the half of it. There' s escaped demons and dl sorts down there. Infested, they are.”
“What are you doing?’ hissed Ridcully. “That’s our cdlars you re talking aboout!”

“You'd prefer him under your bed, would you?” murmured Windle. * Or waking around behind you?’
Ridcully nodded briskly.

“Wow, yes, those rats are getting really out of hand down there,” he said loudly. “ Some of them - oh,
about two feet long, wouldn’t you say, Dean?’

“Threefest, “ said the Dean. “At least.”
“Fat as butter, t0o,” said Windle.

Schleppd gave this some thought. ‘“Wdll, dl right,” he said reluctantly. ‘Maybe I’ll just wander in and
have alook at them.”

The big store exploded and imploded at the same time, something it isalmost impossibleto achieve
without a huge specid effects budget or three spells al working against one another. There wasthe
impression of avast cloud expanding but at the same time moving away so rapidly thet the overal effect
was of ashrinking point. Walls buckled and were sucked in. Soil ripped up from the ravaged fields and
spiraled into the vortex. Therewas aviolent burst of non-music, which died dmost instantly.

And then nothing, except amuddy field.

And, floating down from the early morning sky like snow, thousands of white flakes. They did slently
through the air and landed lightly on the crowd.

“It'snot seeding, isit?’ said Reg Shoe.

Windle grabbed one of the flakes. It was a crude rectangle, uneven and blotchy. It wasjust about
possible, with a certain amount of imagination, to make out the words:
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“No, “ said Windle. ‘ Probably not.”

He lay back and smiled. It was never too late to have agood life.



And when no-onewaslooking, thelast surviving trolley on the Discworld rattled off sadly into the
oblivion of the night, lost and done.

“Pog-a-grodie-fig!”

Miss Hitworth sat in her kitchen.

Outside, she could hear the despondent clanking as Ned Simnel and his apprentice picked up the
tangled remains of the Combination Harvester. A handful of other people were theoreticaly helping, but
were redlly taking the opportunity to have agood look around. She'd made atray of tea, and left them to
Iit.

Now she sat with her chinin her hands, staring at nothing.

There was aknock at the open door. Spigot poked his red face into the room.

“Please, MissHitworth -”

“Hmm?’

“Pesase, Miss Hitworth, there’ saskeleton of ahorse walking around in the barn! 1t’s eating hay!”

“How?"

“Andit'sdl faling through!”

“Redly? We Il keep it, then. At leastit'll be chegp to feed.”

Spigot hung around for awhile, twisting his hat in hishands.

“Youdl right. Miss Hitworth?’

“You dl right, Mr. Poons?’

Windle stared at nothing.

“Windle? said Reg Shoe.

“Hmm?’

“The Archchancellor just asked if you wanted adrink.”
“He' dlikeaglass of distilled water,” said Mrs. Cake.

“What, just water?’ said Ridcully.



“That' swhat hewants,” said Mrs. Cake.

“I"dlikeaglass of ditilled water, please,” said Windle.

Mrs. Cake looked smug. At least, as much of her as was visible |looked smug, which was that part
between the Hat and her handbag, which was a sort of counterpart of the hat and so big that when she
sat clasping it on her lap she had to reach up to hold the handles. When she’ d heard that her daughter
had been invited to the University she'd cometoo. Mrs. Cake aways assumed that an invitation to
Ludmillawas an invitation to Ludmilla s mother aswell.

Motherslike her exist everywhere, and apparently nothing can be done about them.

The Fresh Starters were being entertained by the wizards, and trying to look as though they were
enjoying it. It was one of those problematical occasions with long silences, sporadic coughs, and people
saying isolated thingslike, “Wdl, isn't thisnice”

“Y ou looked a bit ot there, Windle, for amoment,” said Ridcully.

“I'mjugt ahit tired, Archchancellor.”

“I thought you zombies never dept.”

“I'm il tired,” said Windle.

“Y ou're sure you wouldn't like us to have another go with the burial and everything? We could do it
properly thistime.”

“Thank you dl the same, but no. I’m just not cut out for the undead life, | think. “ Windle looked at Reg
Shoe. “ Sorry about that. | don’t know how you manageit. “ He grinned gpologetically.

“You've got every right to be dive or dead, just asyou choose,” said Reg severdly.

“One-Man-Bucket says people are dying properly again,” said Mrs. Cake. “ So you could probably get
an gppointment.”

Windle looked around.

“She’ staken your dog for awalk,” said Mrs. Cake.

“Wheré sLudmilla?’ he said.

Windle smiled awvkwardly. Mrs. Cake' s premonitions could be very wearing.

“It'd be nice to know that Lupine was being looked after if | . . . went,” he said. “I wonder, could you
tekehimin?

“Wdl ..."“ sad Mrs. Cake uncertainly.
“But he's—* Reg Shoe began, and then saw Windl€' s expression.

“I must admit it'd be arelief to have adog around the place,” said Mrs. Cake. “I’m dwaysworrying



about Ludmilla. There salot of strange people around.”

“But your dau —* Reg began again.

“Shut up, Reg,” said Doreen.

“That'sdl sttled, then,” said Windle. “And have you got any trousers?’
“What?”’

“Any trousersin the house?’

“Well, | suppose |’ ve got some that belonged to the late Mr. Cake, but why -”

“Sorry,” said Windle. ‘“My mind was wandering. Don't know what I’ m saying, hdf thetime.”
“Ah,” said Reg, brightly, “1 see. What you' re saying isthat when he -”

Doreen nudged him vicioudly.

“Oh,” said Reg. * Sorry. Don’'t mind me. I’ d forget my own head if it wasn't sawn on.”

Windle leaned back, and shut his eyes. He could hear the occasiona scrap of conversation. He could
hear Arthur Winkings asking the Archchancellor who did his decorating, and where the University got its
vegetables. He heard the Bursar moaning about the cost of exterminating al the curse-words, which had
somehow survived the recent changes and had taken up resdence in the darkness of the roof. He could
even, if he strained his perfect hearing, hear the whoops of Schleppel in the distant cellars.

They didn’'t need him. At last. Theworld didn’t need Windle Poons.
He got up quietly and lurched to the door.
“I'mjust going out,” hesaid. “I may be sometime.”

Ridcully gave him ahaf-hearted nod, and concentrated on what Arthur had to say about how the Grest
Hall could be entirdly transformed with some pine-effect wallpaper.

Windle shut the door behind him and leaned againgt the thick, cool wall.

Oh, yes. There was one other thing.

“Areyou there, One-Man-Bucket?’ he said softly.

how did you know?

“You'regeneraly around.”

heh heh, you' ve caused some redl trouble there! you know what' s going to happen next full moon ?

“Yes, | do. And | think, somehow, that they do too.”



but he' Il become awolfman.
“Yes. And she |l become awolfwoman.”
al right, but what kind of relationship can people have one week in four?

“Maybe at least as good a chance of happiness as most people get. Lifeisn't perfect,
One-Man-Bucket.”

you'retdling me?

“Now, can | ask you apersona question?’ said Windle. ‘1 mean I’ ve just got to know . . .”

huh.

“After dl, you've got the astrd planeto yoursdlf again.”

oh, dl right.

“Why areyou caled One-"

isthat dl?1 thought you could work that one out, aclever man like you. in my tribe we' re traditionally
named after the First thing the mother sees when she looks out of the teepee after the birth. it’s short for
One-Man-Pouring-a-Bucket-of -Water-over-Two-Dogs.

“That’ s pretty unfortunate, “ said Windle.

it's not too bad, said One-Man-Bucket. it was my twin brother you had to fed sorry for. she looked out
ten seconds before me to give him his name.

Windle Poons thought abot it.
“Don't tdl me, let me guess,” he said. * Two-Dogs-Fighting?’

Two-Dogs-Fighting a Two-Dogs-Fighting? said One-Man-Bucket. Wow, he' d have given hisright arm
to be called Two-Dogs-Fighting.

It waslater that the story of Windle Poonsredlly cameto an end, if “story” meansall that he did and
caused and set in motion. In the Ramtop village where they dance the real Morris dance, for example,
they believe that no-oneisfindly dead until the ripplesthey causein theworld die away - until the clock
he wound up winds down, until the wine she made has finished itsferment, until the crop they planted is
harvested. The span of someone' slife, they say, isonly the core of their actua existence.

As hewalked through the foggy city to an gppointment he had been awaiting ever since he was born,
Windlefelt that he could predict that fina end.

It would bein afew weeks' time, when the moon was full again. A sort of codicil or addendum to the
life of Windle Poons - born in the year of the Significant Triangle in the Century of the Three Lice (he d
aways preferred the old caendar with its ancient namesto dl this new-fangled numbering they did today)



and died in the year of the Notiona Serpent in the Century of the Fruitbat, more or less.

Therée d be two figures running across the high moorland under the moon. Not entirely wolves, not
entirely human. With any luck, they’ d have best of both worlds. Not just feding . . . but knowing.

Always best to have both worlds.

Death sat in hischair in hisdark study, his hands steepled in front of hisface.
Occasiondly he' d swivd the chair backwards and forwards.

Albert brought him in acup of teaand exited with diplomatic soundlessness.
There was one lifetimer |eft on Desth’s desk. He stared &t it.

Swivd, swive. Swive, swivdl.

Inthe hall outside, the great clock ticked on, killing time.

Desth drummed his skeletal fingers on the desk’ s scarred woodwork. In front of him, stacked up with
impromptu bookmarksin their pages, were the lives of some of the Discworld’ sgreet lovers. Their fairly
repetitive experiences hadn’t been any hep at dl.

He got up and stalked to awindow and stared out at his dark domain, his hands clenching and
unclenching behind his back.

Then he snatched up the lifetimer and strode out of the room.

Binky waswaiting in the warm fug of the stables. Death saddled him quickly and led him out into the
courtyard, and then rode up into the night, towards the distant glittering jewel of the Discworld.

Hetouched down slently in thefarmyard, at sunset.

He drifted through awall.

He reached the foot of the stairs.

He raised the hourglass and watched the draining of Time,

And then he paused. There was something he had to know. Bill Door had been curious about things,
and he could remember everything about being Bill Door. He could look at emotionslaid out like trapped
butterflies, pinned on cork, under glass.

Bill Door was dead, or at least had ceased his brief existence. But - what wasit? - someone’ s actud life
was only the core of their rea existence? Bill Door had gone, but he had |eft echoes. The memory of Bill
Door was owed something.

Death had always wondered why people put flowers on graves. It made no sense to him. The dead had
gone beyond the scent of roses, after all. But now . . . it wasn't that he felt he understood, but at least he



felt that there was something there capable of understanding.

In the curtained blackness of Miss Hitworth's parlour a darker shape moved through the darkness,
heading towards the three chests on the dresser.

Death opened one of the smdler ones. It wasfull of gold coins. They had an untouched look about
them. Hetried the other small chest. It was aso full of gold.

He d expected something more from Miss Hitworth, athough probably not even Bill Door would have
known what.

Hetried thelarge chest.

There was alayer of tissue paper. Under the paper, some white silky thing, some sort of aveil, now
ydlowed and brittle with age. He gave it an uncomprehending stare and laid it aside. There were some
white shoes. Quite impractical for farm wear, he felt. No wonder they’ d been packed away.

There was more paper; abundle of letterstied together.

He put them on top of the vell. There was never anything to be gained from observing what humans said
to one another - language was just there to hide their thoughts.

And then there was, right at the bottom, asmaller box.
He pulled it out and turned it over and over in hishands.
Then he unclicked thelittle latch and lifted the lid.
Clockwork whirred.

The tune wasn't particularly good. Death had heard al the music that had ever been written, and dmost
al of it had been better than thistune. It had aplinkety plonkety qudity. atinny little one-two-three

rhythm.

Inthe musical box, over the busily spinning gears, two wooden dancers jerked around in aparody of a
wadltz.

Desgth watched them until the clockwork ran down.

Then heread theinscription.

It had been a present.

Beside him, thelifetimer poured its grainsinto the bottom bulb. Heignored it.

When the clockwork ran down, he wound it up again.

Two figures, spinning through time. And when the music stopped, al you needed wasto turn the key.

When it ran down again, he sat in the silence and the dark, and reached adecision.



There were only seconds left. Seconds had meant alot to Bill Door, because he' d had alimited supply.
They meant nothing at al to Death, who' d never had any.

He left the deeping house, mounted up, and rode away.
Thejourney took an ingtant that would have taken mere light three hundred million years, but Degth

travelsingde that space where Time has no meaning. Light thinksit travelsfaster than anything but it is

wrong. No matter how fast light travelsit finds the darkness has dways got therefirgt, and iswaiting for
it.

There was company on theride - galaxies, stars, ribbons of shining maiter, streaming and eventualy
spiraling towards the distant godl.

Desth on his pale horse moved down the darkness like abubble on ariver.

And every river flows somewhere.

And then, below, aplain. Distance was as meaningless here astime. but there was a sense of hugeness.
The plain could have been amile away, or amillion miles; it was marked by long valeysor rillswhich
flowed away to either Sde as he got closer.

And landed.

He dismounted, and stood in the slence. Then he went down on one knee.

Change the perspective. The furrowed landscape falls away into immense distances, curves at the edges,
becomes afingertip.

Azrad raised hisfinger to aface that filled the Ky, lit by the faint glow of dying galaxies.

Thereare abillion Deaths, but they are al aspects of the one Death: Azradl, the Great Attractor, the
Degth of Universes, the beginning and end of time.

Mogt of the universeis made up of dark matter, and only Azrael knowswhoitis.

Eyes so big that a supernovawould be a mere suggestion of agleam on theiristurned dowly and
focused on thetiny figure on theimmense whorled plains of hisfingertips. Beside Azrael the big Clock
hung in the centre of the entire web of the dimensions, and ticked onward. Stars glittered in Azradl’ s
eyes.

The Degath of the Discworld stood up.

LORD, | ASK FOR -

Three of the servants of oblivion did into existence dongside him.

One said, Do not listen. He stands accused of meddling.

Onesaid, And morticide.

Onesad, And pride. And living with intent to survive.



One said, And fighting with chaos against good order.

Azrad raised an eyebrow.

The servants drifted away from Degth, expectantly.

LORD, WE KNOW THERE ISNO GOOD ORDER EXCEPT THAT WHICH WE CREATE. ..
Azradl’ sexpression did not change.

THERE ISNO HOPE BUT US. THERE ISNO MERCY BUT US. THERE ISNO JUSTICE.
THERE ISJUST US.

The dark, sad face filled the sky.

ALL THINGSTHAT ARE, ARE OURS. BUT WE MUST CARE. FOR IF WE DO NOT CARE,
WE DO NOT EXIST. IFWE DO NOT EXIST, THEN THERE ISNOTHING BUT BLIND
OBLIVION. AND EVEN OBLIVION MUST END SOME DAY. LORD, WILL YOU GRANT ME
JUST A LITTLE TIME? FOR THE PROPER BALANCE OF THINGS. TO RETURN WHAT WAS
GIVEN. FOR THE SAKE OF PRISONERS AND THE FLIGHT OF BIRDS.

Death took a step backwards.

It wasimpossible to read expression in Azradl’ sfeatures.

Desgth glanced sdeways at the servants.

LORD, WHAT CAN THE HARVEST HOPE FOR, IF NOT FOR THE CARE OF THE REAPER
MAN?

He waited.
LORD? said Degth.

Inthetime it took to answer, severd gaaxies unfolded, whirled around Azrael like paper Streamers,
impacted, and were gone.

Then Azrad sad:

~ ~0) |



And another finger reached out across the darkness towards the Clock.

There werefaint screams of rage from the servants, and then screams of redlisation, and then three brief,
blueflames.

All other clocks, even the handless clock of Deseth, were reflections of the Clock. Exactly reflections of
the Clock; they told the universe what the time was, but the Clock told Timewhat timeis. It wasthe
mainspring from which dl time poured.

And the design d the Clock was this: that the biggest hand only went around once.

The second hand whirred dlong a circular path that even light would take daysto travel, forever chased
by the minutes, hours, days, months, years, centuries and ages.

But the Universe hand went around once.

At leadt, until someone wound up the clockwork.

And Degth returned home with ahandful of Time.

A shop bdll jangled.

Druto Pole, florist, looked over aspray of floribunda Mrs. Shooer. Someone was standing among the
vases of flowers. They looked dightly indistinct; in fact, even afterwards, Druto was never sure who had
been in his shop and how hiswords had actually sounded.

He oiled forward, rubbing his hands.

“How may | he -”

FLOWERS.

Druto hesitated only for amoment.

“And the, er, destination for these -”

A LADY.

“And do you have any pref -”

LILIES.

“Ah? Areyou surethat liliesare -7’

| LIKELILIES.

“Um...it'sjud that liliesare alittle bit sombre-”



| LIKE SOMB -

Thefigure hesitated.

WHAT DO YOU RECOMMEND?

Druto dipped smoothly into gear. “ Roses are dways very well received,” he said. ‘ Or orchids. Many
gentlemen these daystell me that ladies find a single specimen orchid more acceptabl e than abunch of
roses-"

GIVEMELQOTS.

“Would that be orchids or roses?’

BOTH.

Druto’ sfingerstwined sinuoudy, like edsin grease.

“And | wonder if | could interest you in these marvellous prays of Neroousa Gloriosa-”

LOTSOF THEM.

“Andif Sir'sbudget would stretch, may | suggest a single specimen of the extremely rare-”

YES.

“And possibly -

YES. EVERYTHING. WITH A RIBBON.

When the shop bell had jangled the purchaser out, Druto |ooked at the coinsin his hand. Many of them
were corroded, al of them were strange, and one or two were golden.

“Um,” hesaid. ‘That will donicely . . .”
He became aware of a soft pattering sound.

Around him, dl over the shop, petdswerefdling likerain.

AND THESE?

“That’sour De Luxe assortment,” said the lady in the chocolate shop. It was such ahighclass
establishment that it sold, not sweets, but confectionery - often in the form of individua gold-wrapped
swirly things that made even larger holesin abank balance than they did in atooth.

Thetall dark customer picked up abox that was about two feet square. On alid like asatin cushion it
had a picture of a couple of hopelesdy cross-eyed kittens looking out of a boot.

WHAT FOR ISTHISBOX PADDED?ISIT TOBE SAT ON?CAN ITBETHATIT IS



CAT-FLAVOURED? he added, his tone taking on a definite menace, or rather more menace than it had
dready.

“Um, no. That's our Supreme Assortment.”
The customer tossed it aside.
No.

The shopkeeper looked both ways and then pulled open adrawer under the counter, at the sametime
lowering her voice to aconspiratoria whisper. * Of course,” she said, “for that very specia occason. . .”

It was quite asmall box. It was aso entirely black, except for the name of the contentsin small white
letters; cats, evenin pink ribbons, wouldn't be alowed within amile of abox likethis. To deiver abox
of chocolateslike this, dark strangers drop from chairlifts and abseil down buildings.

The dark stranger peered at the lettering.

“DARK ENCHANTMENTS,” hesaid. | LIKEIT.

“For those intimate moments,” said the lady.

The customer appeared to consider the relevance of this.

YES. THAT SEEMS APPROPRIATE.

The shopkeeper beamed.

“Shdl | wrap them up, then?’

YES.WITH A RIBBON.

“And will there be anything else, Sr?’

The customer seemed to panic.

ELSE? SHOULD THERE BE ANYTHING ELSE?ISTHERE SOMETHING ELSE? WHAT ISIT
THAT SHOULD BE DONE?

“I'm sorry, Sr?°
A PRESENT FOR A LADY.

The shopkeeper was | eft alittle adrift by this sudden turning of the tide of conversation. She swam
towards ardiablecliche.

“Wadll, they do say, don't they, that diamonds are agirl’ sbest friend?” she said brightly.

DIAMONDS? OH. DIAMONDS. ISTHAT SO?



They glittered like bits of Sarlight on ablack velvet sky.

“Thisone. * said the merchant, “isaparticularly excellent sone, don’'t you think? Note thefire, the
exceptiond -”

HOW FRIENDLY ISIT?

The merchant hesitated. He knew about carats, about adamantine lustre, about “water” and “make’ and
“fire’, but he’ d never before been caled upon to judge gemsin terms of generd affability.

“Quite well-disposed?’ he hazarded.
NO.
The merchant’ sfingers seized on another splinter of frozen light.

“Now this” he said, confidence flowing back into hisvoice, “isfrom the famous Shortshanks mine. May
| draw your attention to the exquisite-”

Hefét the penetrating Sare drill through the back of his head.
“But not, | must admit, noted for itsfriendliness,” he said lamely.

The dark customer looked disapprovingly around the shop. In the gloom, behind troll-proof bars, gems
glowed like the eyes of dragonsin the back of acave.

ARE ANY OF THESE FRIENDLY ?hesaid.

“Sir, | think | can say, without fear of contradiction, that we have never based our purchasing policy on
the amiability of the tonesin question,” said the merchant. He was uncomfortably aware that things were
wrong, and that somewhere in the back of his mind he knew what was wrong with them, and that
somehow hismind was not |etting him make that fina link. And it was getting on his nerves.

WHERE ISTHE BIGGEST DIAMOND IN THE WORLD?

“Thebiggest? That'seasy. It'sthe Tear of Offler, it'sin theinnermost sanctuary of the Lost Jewelled
Temple of Doom of Offler the Crocodile God in darkest Howandaland, and it weighs eight hundred and
fifty carats. And, gSir, to forestall your next question, | personaly would go to bed withit.”

One of the nice things about being a priest in the Lost Jewelled Temple of Doom of Offler the Crocodile
God was that you got to go home early most afternoons. Thiswas because it was lost. Most worshippers
never found their way there. They were the lucky ones.

Traditionaly, only two people ever went into the innermost sanctuary. They were the High Priest and the
other priest who wasn't High. They had been there for years, and took turns at being the high one. It was
an undemanding job, given that most prospective worshippers were impaed, squashed, poisoned or
diced by booby-traps even before making it asfar asthelittle box and the jolly drawing of a
thermometer outside the vestry.



They were playing Cripple Mr. Onion on the high dtar, benegath the very shadow of the jewd-encrusted
dtatue of Offler Himsdlf, when they heard the distant cresk of the main door.

The High Priest didn’t look up.

“‘Logt Jewelled Temple Roof Repair Fund! Only 6,000 gold piecesto go!! Please Give Generoudy!!
Thank you!!!”

“Heyup.” hesad. “ Ancther onefor the big rolling bal, then.”

There was athump and arumbling, grinding sound. And then avery find bang.
“Now,” said the High Priest. “What was the stake?’

“Two pebbles,” said the low priest.

“Right.” The High Priest peered a hiscards. “OK, I’ll see your two peb-”

There wasthe faint sound of footsteps.

“Chap with awhip got asfar asthe big sharp spikeslast week,” said the low priest.
Therewas asound like the flushing of avery old dry lavatory. The footsteps stopped.
TheHigh Priest smiled to himsdf.

“Right,” he said. “ See your two pebbles and raise you two pebbles.”

Thelow priest threw down his cards.

“Double Onion’ he said.

The High Priest looked down suspicioudy.

The low priest consulted a scrap of paper.

“That’ s three hundred thousand, nine hundred and sixty-four pebbles you owe me,” he said.
There was the sound of footsteps.

The priests exchanged glances.

“Haven't had one for poisoned dart aley for quite sometime,” said the High Priest.
“Fve sayshemakesit,” said the low priest.

“You'reon.”

Therewas afaint clatter of metd points on stone.



“It' sashame to take your pebbles.”

There were footsteps again.

“All right, but there' s <till the—* acreak, asplash“ - the crocodile tank.”
There were footsteps.

“No-on€' s ever got past the dreaded guardian of the portals-”

The priests|ooked into one another’ s horrified faces.

“Hey,” said the one who was not High. “Y ou don't think it could be -”

“Here? Oh, come on. We rein the middle of agodsdamn jungle. “ The High Priest tried to smile.
‘There sno way it could be-"

The footsteps got nearer.
The priests clutched at one another in terror.
“Mrs. Cakel”

The doors exploded inwards. A dark wind drove into the room, blowing out the candles and scattering
the cardslike polka of snow.

The priests heard the chink of avery large diamond being lifted out of its socket.
THANK YOU.

After awhile, when nothing €l se seemed to be happening, the priest who wasn't High managed to find a
tinder box and, after several false sarts, got acandle aight.

The two priests looked up through the dancing shadows at the statue, where a hole now gaped that
should have contained avery large diamond.

After awhile, the High Priest Sghed and said, “Well, ook at it likethis: gpart from us, who'sgoing to
know?’

“Y eah. Never thought of it like that. Hey, can | be High Priest tomorrow?’
“It'snot your turn until Thursday.”

“Oh, comeon.”

The High Priest shrugged, and removed hisHigh Priesting hét.

“It'svery depressing, thiskind of thing,” he said, glancing up at the ravaged statue. * Some people just
don’t know how to behave in ahouse of religion.”



Death sped across the world, landing once again in the farmyard. The sun was on the horizon when he
knocked on the kitchen door.

Miss Hitworth opened it, wiping her hands on her gpron. She grimaced short-sightedly at the visitor, and
then took a step back.

“Bill Door? Y ou gave me quiteastart -”

| HAVE BROUGHT YOU SOME FLOWERS.

She stared at the dry, dead stems.

ALSO SOME CHOCOLATE ASSORTMENT, THE SORT LADIESLIKE.
She stared at the black box.

ALSOHERE ISA DIAMOND TO BE FRIENDSWITH Y OU.

It caught the last rays of the setting sun.

Miss Hitworth findly found her voice.

“Bill Door, whet are you thinking of 7’

| HAVE COME TO TAKE YOU AWAY FROM ALL THIS.

“Y ou have? Whereto?”

Degth hadn’t thought thisfar.

WHERE WOULD YOU LIKE?

“I a@n't proposing to go anywhere tonight except to the dance,” said Miss Flitworth firmly.
Death hadn’t planned for this, either.

WHAT ISTHIS DANCE?

“Harvest dance. Y ou know? It' stradition. When the harvest isin. It'sasort of celebration, and likea
thanksgiving.”

THANKSGIVING TO WHO?

“Dunno. No-onein particular, | reckon. Just generd thankfulness, | suppose.”

| HAD PLANNED TO SHOW YOU MARVELS. FINE CITIES. ANYTHING YOU WANTED.
“Anything?’

YES.



“Then we're going to the dance, Bill Door. | dways go every year. They rely on me. Y ou know how it
is”

YES. MISSFLITWORTH.

He reached out and took her hand.

“What, you mean now?’ shesaid, “I’m not ready -”
LOOK.

She looked down at what she was suddenly wearing.

“That'snot my dress. It'sgot dl glitter onit.”

Death sighed. The great lovers of history had never encountered Miss Hitworth. Casanunder would
have handed in his stepladder.

THEY’ RE DIAMONDS. A KING’SRANSOM IN DIAMONDS,
“Whichking?
ANY KING,

1] Cm.”

Binky walked easily dong the road to the town. After the length of infinity, a mere dusty road was a bit
of ardief.

Sitting Sde-saddle behind Degath, Miss Flitworth explored the rustling contents of the box of Dark
Enchantments.

“Here” shesad, “ someone shad dl the rum truffles.”

There was another crackle of paper. * And from the bottom layer, too. | hate that, people starting the
bottom layer before the top one’ s been properly finished. And | can tell you’ ve been doing it because
there salittle map in the lid and by rights there should be rum truffles. Bill Door?’

I'M SORRY, MISSFLITWORTH.
“Thisbig diamond sabit heavy. Nice, though,” she added, grudgingly. “Where d you get it?’
FROM PEOPLE WHO THOUGHT IT WASTHE TEAR OF A GOD.

“Andisit?’

NO. GODSNEVER WEEP. IT ISCOMMON CARBON THAT HASBEEN SUBJECT TO
GREAT HEAT AND PRESSURE. THAT ISALL.



“Indde every lump of cod there’ sadiamond waiting to get out, right?’
YES, MISSFLITWORTH.
There was no sound for awhile, except the clipclop of Binky’ s hoofs. Then Miss Hitworth said, archly:

“I do know what’ s going on, you know. | saw how much sand there was. And so you thought “She's
not abad old stick, I'll show her agood time for afew hours, and then when she’ snot expecting it, it'll

betimefor the old cut-de-grass, am | right?’

Degth said nothing.

“I amright, aren't 1?7’

| CAN'T HIDE ANYTHING FROM YOU, MISSFLITWORTH.

“Huh. | suppose | should beflattered. Yes? | expect you' ve got alot of calson your time.”
MORE THAN YOU COULD POSSIBLY IMAGINE, MISSFLITWORTH.

“In the circumstances, then, you might aswell go back to caling me Renataagain.”

There was a bonfirein the meadow beyond the archery field. Desth could see figures moving in front of
it. An occasiond tortured squesk suggested that someone was tuning up afiddle.

“I always come along to the harvest dance,” said Miss Flitworth, conversationaly. “Not to dance, of
course. | generdly look after the food and so on.”

WHY?

“Well, someone sgot to look after the food.”
| MEANT WHY DON'T YOU DANCE?

“*CosI’moald, that’ swhy.”

YOU AREASOLD ASYOU THINK YOU ARE.

“Huh! Yeah? Redlly? That' sthe kind of stupid thing people aways say. They dways say, My word,
you'relooking well. They say, There slifein the old dog yet. Many agood tune played on an old fiddle.
That kind of Stuff. It'sal supid. Asif being old was some kind of thing you should be glad about! Asif
being philosophica about it will earn you markst My head knows how to think young, but my knees

aren't that good at it. Or my back. Or my teeth. Try telling my kneesthey’ re as old asthey think they are
and see what good it does you. Or them.”

ITMAY BEWORTH A TRY.
Morefiguresmoved in front of thefirdight. Death could see striped poles strung with bunting.

“Thelads usudly bring a couple of barn doors down here and nail *em together for a proper floor,”



observed Miss Flitworth. “ Then everyone canjoinin.”

FOLK DANCING? said Desth, wesrily.

“No. We have some pride, you know.”

SORRY.

“Hey, it'sBill Door, isn'tit?’ said afigurelooming out of the dusk.
“It' sgood old Bill!”

“Hey, Bill!”

Death looked at acircle of guilelessfaces.

HALLO. MY FRIENDS.

“We heard you' d gone away,” said Duke Bottomley. He glanced at Miss FHitworth, as Desth helped her
down from the horse. His voice fatered abit as hetried to analyse the Situation.

“You'relooking very . .. sparkly . . . tonight, Miss Hitworth,” hefinished, gallantly.

Theair smelled of warm, damp grass. An amateur orchestrawas still setting up under an awning.
There were trestle tables covered with the kind of food that’ s normally associated with the word
“repast” - pork pieslike varnished military fortifications, vats of demonical pickled onions, jacket
potatoes wallowing in acholesterol ocean of melted butter. Some of thelocal elders had aready

established themsalves on the benches provided, and were chewing toicdly if toothlesdy through the
food with the air of people determined to St there dl night, if necessary.

“Niceto seethe old people enjoying themsalves,” said Miss Flitworth. Death looked at the eaters. Most
of them were younger than Miss Hitworth.

There was agiggle from somewherein the scented darkness beyond thefirdight.

“And the young people,” Miss Hitworth added, evenly. “We used to have a saying about thistime of
year. Let'ssee. . . something like * Corn be ripe, nuts be brown, petticoatsup . . . “ something.” She
sghed. “Don't timefly, en?’

YES.

“Y ou know, Bill Door, maybe you were right about the power of postivethinking. | fed alot better
tonight.”

YES?

Miss Flitworth looked speculatively at the dancefloor. “1 used to be agreat dancer when | wasagd. |
could dance anyone off their feet. | could dance down the moon. | could dance the sun up.”

She reached up and removed the bands that held her hair initstight bun, and shook it out in awaterfall



of white.
“| takeit you do dance, Mr. Bill Door?’
FAMED FORIT, MISSFLITWORTH.

Under the band’ sawning, the lead fiddler nodded to hisfellow musicians, stuck hisfiddle under his chin,
and pounded on the boards with hisfoot -

“Hwun! Htwo! Hwun htwo threefour . . ."

Picture alandscape. with the orange light of a crescent moon drifting acrossit. And, down below, a
crdeof fire-light in the night.

There were the old favourites - the square dances, the redl's, the whirling, intricate measures which, if the
dancers had carried lights, would have traced out topological complexities beyond the reach of ordinary
physics, and the sort of dancesthat |lead perfectly sane people to shout out thingslike ‘ Do-s-do!” and
‘Ochrayel” without feding massvely ashamed for quite along time.

When the casudties were cleared away the survivors went on to polka, mazurka, fox-trot, turkey-trot
and trot avariety of other plants and beasts, and then to those dances where people form an arch and
other people dance down it, which are incidentally generally based on folk memories of executions, and
other dances where peopleform acircle, which are generdly based on folk memories of plagues.
Through it dl two figures whirled as though there was no tomorrow.

The lead fiddler was dimly aware that, when he paused for breath, a spinning figure tapdanced astorm
out of thefloor and avoice by hisear said:

YOU WILL CONTINUE, | PROMISE Y OU.

When he flagged a second time adiamond as big as hisfist landed on the boards in front of him. A
gmaller figure sashayed out of the dancersand said:

“If you boys don’t go on playing, William Spigot. | will persondly make sure your life becomes
absolutely foul.”

And it returned to the press of bodies.

Thefiddler looked down at the diamond. It could have ransomed any five kings the world would care to
name. Hekicked it hurriedly behind him.

“More power to your ebow, eh?’ said the drummer, grinning.
“Shut up and play!”

He was aware that tunes were turning up at the ends of hisfingersthat his brain had never known. The
drummer and the piper fdt it too. Music was pouring in from somewhere. They weren't playing it. It was

playing them.



ITISTIMEFORA NEW DANCE TO BEGIN.

“Duurrrump-da-dum-dum,” hummed the fiddler, the sweat running off his chin ashewas caught upina
different tune.

The dancers milled around uncertainly, unsure about the steps. But one pair moved purposefully through
them at a predatory crouch, arms clasped ahead of them like the bowsprit of akiller galleon. At theend
of the floor they turned in aflurry of limbsthat appeared to defy normal anatomy and began the angular
advance back through the crowd.

“What' sthis one called?’

TANGO.

“Can you get put in prison for it?’

| DON'T BELIEVE SO.

“Amazing.”

The music changed.

“I know thisone! It' sthe Quirmish bullfight dance! Oh-lay!”

WITH MILK?

A high-speed fusillade of hollow snapping noises suddenly kept time with the music.

“Who's playing the maracas?’

Desth grinned.

MARACAS?1 DON'T NEED ... MARACAS.

And then it was now.

The moon was aghost of itsaf on one horizon. On the other there was dready the distant glow of the
advancing day.

They left the dancefloor.

Whatever had been propelling the band through the hours of the night drained dowly away. They looked
at one another. Spigot the fiddler glanced down at thejewd.

It was il there.
The drummer tried to massage some life back into hiswrists,

Spigot stared helplesdy at the exhausted dancers.



“Wdl, then . .. " hesaid, and raised the fiddle one moretime.

Miss Hitworth and her companion listened from the mists that were threading around the field in the
dawn light.

Degth recognised the dow, inggtent beat. It made him think of wooden figures, whirling through Time
until the spring unwound.

| DON'T KNOW THAT ONE.
“It' sthelast waltz.”
| SUSPECT THERE'SNO SUCH THING.

“You know,” said Miss Hitworth, “1’ ve been wondering al evening how it’ s going to happen. How
you'regoing to doit. | mean, people haveto die of something, don’t they? | thought maybe it was going
to be of exhaustion, but I ve never felt better. I’ ve had the time of my life and I’'m not even out of bresth.
Infact it sbeen ared tonic, Bill Door. And | -”

She stopped.

“I'm not bresthing, am 1.* It wasn't aquestion. She held ahand in front of her face and huffed on it.

NO.

“I see. I've never enjoyed mysdf somuchindl my life...ha So...when-?7
YOU KNOW WHEN YOU SAID THAT SEEING ME GAVE YOU QUITE A START?

HYS?I
| GAVE YOU QUITE A STOP.

Miss Flitworth didn’t appear to hear him. She kept turning her hand backwards and forwards, as if
she'd never seeniit before.

“| see you made afew changes, Bill Door,” she said.

NO. IT ISLIFETHAT MAKESMANY CHANGES.

“I mean that | appear to be younger.”

THAT SWHAT | MEANT ALSO.

He snapped hisfingers. Binky stopped his grazing by the hedge and trotted over.

“You know,” said MissFlitworth, “I’ ve often thought . . . | often thought that everyone hastheir, you

know, natura age. Y ou see children of ten who act asthough they’ re thirty-five. Some people are born
middle-aged, even. It'd be niceto think I'vebeen . . . “ shelooked down at herself, “oh, let’s say



eighteen.. .. dl my life. Insgde”

Death said nothing. He helped her up on to the horse.

“When | see what life does to people, you know, you don’t seem so bad. “ she said nervoudly.
Death made a clicking noise with histeeth. Binky walked forward.

“You've never met Life, haveyou?’

| CAN SAY IN ALL HONESTY THAT | HAVE NOT.

“Probably some great white crackling thing. Like an dectric sormin trousers,” said Miss Flitworth.
| THINK NOT.

Binky rose up into the morning sky.

“Anyway . .. deathto dl tyrants,” said Miss Flitworth.

YES.

“Where arewe going?’

Binky was gdloping, but the landscape did not move.

“That’ sa pretty good horse you' ve got there,” said Miss Hitworth. her voice shaking.

YES.

“But what ishedoing?’

GETTING UP SPEED.

“But we're not going anywhere-”

They vanished.

They reappeared.

The landscape was snow and green ice on broken mountains. These weren't old mountains, worn down
by time and weather and full of gentle ski dopes, but young, sulky, adolescent mountains. They held
secret ravines and merciless crevices. One yodd out of place would attract, not the jolly echo of alonely
goat herd, but fifty tons of express-delivery snow.

The horse landed on a snowbank that should not, by rights, have been able to support it.

Death dismounted and helped Miss Hitworth down.



They walked over the snow to afrozen muddy track that hugged the mountain side.
“Why arewe here?’ said the spirit of Miss Fitworth.

| DO NOT SPECULATE ON COSMIC MATTERS.

“I mean here on this mountain. Here on this geography,” said Miss Hitworth patiently.
THAT ISNOT GEOGRAPHY. .

“What isit, then?’

HISTORY .

They rounded abend in the track. There was a pony there, eating a bush, with apack on its back. The
track ended in awall of suspicioudy clean snow.

Death removed alifetimer from the recesses of hisrobe.
Now, he said, and stepped into the snow.

Shewatched it for amoment, wondering if she could have done that too. Solidity was an avfully hard
habit to give up.

And then shedidn't haveto.

Someone came out.

Death adjusted Binky’ s bridle, and mounted up. He paused for amoment to watch the two figures by
the avalanche.

They had faded dmost to invigibility, their voices no more than textured air.

“All he said was“WHEREVER YOU GO, YOU GO TOGETHER. “ | said where? He said he didn’t
know. What' s happened?’

“Rufus - you're going to find this very hard to believe, my love-”

“And who was that masked man?’ They both looked around. There was no-one there.

In the village in the Ramtops where they understand what the Morris danceisall about, they danceit just
once, a dawn, onthefirst day of spring. They don't danceit after that, all through the summer. After dl,
what would be the point? What use would it be?

But on acertain day when the nights are drawing in, the dancers leave work early and take, from attics
and cupboards, the other costume, the black one, and the other bells. And they go by separate waysto a
valey among the leafless trees. They don't spesk. Thereisno music. It' s very hard to imagine what kind



there could be.

The bellsdon’t ring. They’ re made of octiron, amagic meta. But they’ re not, precisely, slent bells.
Silenceismerely the absence of noise. They make the opposite of noise, a sort of heavily textured
Slence.

And in the cold afternoon, asthelight drains from the sky, among the frosty leaves and in the damp air,
they dance the other Morris. Because of the balance of things.

Y ou’ ve got to dance both, they say. Otherwise you can't dance either.

Windle Poons wandered across the Brass Bridge. It wasthe time in Ankh-Morpork’ s day when the
night people were going to bed and the day people were waking up. For once, there weren't many of
ether around.

Windle had felt moved to be here, at this place, on this night, now. It wasn't exactly the feeling he'd had
when he knew hewas going to die. It was more the fedling that acogwhed getsinsde aclock - things
turn, the spring unwinds, and thisiswhereyou’'vegot to be. . .

He stopped, and leaned over. The dark water, or at least very runny mud, sucked at the stone supports.

Therewasan old legend . . . what wasit, now? If you threw acoin into the Ankh from the Brass Bridge
you' d be sureto return? Or wasit if you just threw wood into the Ankh? Probably the former. Most of
the citizens, if they dropped a coin into the river, would be sure to come back if only to look for the coin.

A figureloomed out of the mist. He tensed.

“Morning, Mr. Poons.”

Windlelet himsdif relax.

“Oh. Sergeant Colon? | thought you were someone else.”

“Just me, your lordship,” said the watchman cheerfully. “Turning up like abad copper.”

“| see the bridge has got through another night without being stolen, sergeant. Well done.”

“You can't betoo careful, | dwayssay.”

“I’m sure we citizens can degp safely in one another’ s beds knowing that no-one can make off with a
five-thousand-ton bridge overnight, “ said Windle.

Unlike M odo the dwarf, Sergeant Colon did know the meaning of the word ‘irony’ . He thought it meant
“sort of likeiron”. He gave Windle arespectful grin.

“Y ou haveto think quick to keep ahead of today’ sinternationa crimina, Mr. Poons,” he said.

“Good man. Er. You haven't, er, seen anyone e se around, have you?’



“Dead quiet tonight,” said the sergeant. He remembered himself and added, “No offence meant.”
“Oh.”

“I'll be moving dong, then,” said the sergeant.

“Fine. Fine”

“Areyou dl right, Mr. Poons?’

“Fine. Fine”

“Not going to throw yourself intheriver again?’

“No.”

“Sure?’

“yes”

“Oh. Wdll. Good night, then. “ He heditated. “ Forget my own head next,” he said. “Chap over there
asked meto givethisto you. “ He held out agrubby envelope.

Windle peered into the mists.

“What chap?’

“That ch- oh, he'sgone. Tdl chap. Bit odd-looking.”

Windle unfolded the scrap of paper, on which was written: OO000EeeeO00EeeeO00eee.
“Ah,” hesad.

“Bad news?’ sad the sergeant.

“That depends,” said Windle, “on your point of view.”

“Oh. Right. Fine. Well . . . good night, then.”

“Goodbye.”

Sergeant Colon hesitated for amoment, and then shrugged and strolled on.
As hewandered away, the shadow behind him moved and grinned.
WINDLE POONS?

Windledidn't look around.

I‘Y$?l



Out of the corner of his eye Windle saw apair of bony arms rest themselves on the parapet. There was
thefaint sound of afiguretrying to makeitsalf comfortable, and then arestful silence.

“Ah,” ssid Windle. “I supposeyou' Il want to be getting dong?’
NO RUSH.
“I thought you were dways so punctud.”

IN THE CIRCUMSTANCES, A FEW MINUTESMORE WILL NOT MAKE A LOT OF
DIFFERENCE.

Windle nodded. They stood side by side in silence, while around them was the muted roar of the city.
“You know,” said Windlg, “it' sawonderful afterlife. Where were you?’
| WASBUSY.

Windlewasn't redly listening. “I’ ve met people | never even knew existed. I’ ve done dl sorts of things.
I’veredly got to know who Windle Poonsis.”

WHO ISHE, THEN?

“Windle Poons.

| CAN SEE WHERE THAT MUST HAVE COME AS A SHOCK.

“Wdl, yes”

ALL THESE YEARSAND YOU NEVER SUSPECTED.

Windle Poons did know exactly what irony meant, and he could spot sarcasm too.

“It' sdl very wel for you,” he mumbled.

PERHAPS.

Windlelooked down &t theriver again.

“It' sbeen great,” hesaid. “ After dl thistime. Being needed isimportant.”

YES. BUT WHY?

Windle looked surprised.

“I don’'t know. How should | know? Because we' re dl in this together, | suppose. Because we don't
leave our peoplein there. Because you' re along time dead. Because anything is better than being aone.

Because humans are human.”

AND SIXPENCE IS SIXPENCE. BUT CORN ISNOT JUST CORN.



“Itign't?

NO.

Windle leaned back. The stone of the bridge was till warm from the day’ s hest.
To hissurprise, Death leaned back aswell.

BECAUSE YOU'RE ALL YOU'VE GOT, said Degth.

“What? Oh. Yes. That aswell. It'sagreat big cold universe out there.”
YOU D BEAMAZED.

“Onelifdimejust isn't enough.”

OH, | DON'T KNOW.

“Hmm?’

WINDLE POONS?

-

THAT WASYOUR LIFE.

And, with grest relief, and generd optimism, and afedling that on the whole everything could have been
much worse, Windle Poons died.

Somewherein the night, Reg Shoe looked both ways, took afurtive paintbrush and smal pot of paint
from ingde hisjacket, and painted on ahandy wall: Insde Every Living Person isaDead Person Waiting
to Get Out. . .

Andthenitwasdl over. Theend.

Desgth stood at the window of hisdark study, looking out on to his garden. Nothing moved in that till
domain. Dark lilies bloomed by the trout pool, where little plaster skeleton gnomesfished. Therewere
disant mountains.

It was his own world. It appeared on no map.
But now, somehow, it lacked something.
Death selected a scythe from the rack in the huge hall. He strode past the huge clock without hands and

went outside. He stalked through the black orchard, where Albert was busy about the beehives, and on
until he climbed asmall mound on the edge of the garden.



Beyond, to the mountains, was unformed land - it would bear weight, it had an existence of sorts, but
there had never been any reason to defineit further.

Until now, anyway.

Albert came up behind him, afew dark bees till buzzing around his head.
“What are you doing, master?’ he said.

REMEMBERING.

“Ah?’

| REMEMBER WHEN ALL THISWAS STARS.

What wasit?Oh, yes. . .

He snapped hisfingers. Fields gppeared, following the gentle curves of the land.

“Golden,” said Albert. ‘ That’ s nice. I’ ve dways thought we could do with abit more colour around
here”

Death shook his head. It wasn't quiteright yet.

Then heredlised what it was. The lifetimers, the great room filled with the roar of disappearing lives, was
efficient and necessary; you needed something like that for good order. But . . .

He snapped his fingers again and abreeze sprang up. The cornfields moved, billow after billow unfolding
across the dopes.

ALBERT?

“Yes master?’

HAVE YOU NOT GOT SOMETHING TO DO? SOME LITTLE JOB?

“I don't think s0,” said Albert.

AWAY FROM HERE, ISWHAT | MEAN.

“Ah. What you mean is, you want to be done,” said Albert.

| AM ALWAYSALONE. BUT JUST NOW | WANT TOBE ALONEBY MY SELF.

“Right. I'll just go and, uh, do somelittle jobs back at the house, then,” said Albert.

YOU DO THAT.

Desath stood aone, watching the wheat dance in thewind. Of course, it was only ametaphor. People

were more than corn. They whirled through tiny crowded lives, driven literdly by clock work, filling ther
days from edge to edge with the sheer effort of living. And dl liveswere exactly the same length. Even



the very long and very short ones. From the point of view of eternity, anyway.

Somewhere, thetiny voice of Bill Door said: from the point of view of the owner, longer ones are best.
SQUEAK.

Desth looked down.

A smdll figure was standing by hisfest.

He reached down and picked it up, held it up to an investigative eye socket.

| KNEW I'D MISSED SOMEONE.

The Death of Rats nodded.

SQUEAK?

Death shook his head.

NO, | CAN'T LET YOU REMAIN, hesaid. IT'SNOT ASTHOUGH I'M RUNNING A
FRANCHISE OR SOMETHING.

SQUEAK?
ARE YOU THE ONLY ONE LEFT?

The Death of Rats opened atiny skeletal hand. The tiny Death of Fleas stood up, looking embarrassed
but hopeful.

NO. THISSHALL NOT BE. | AM IMPLACABLE.| AM DEATH ... ALONE.
He looked at the Desth of Rats.

He remembered Azradl in histower of londiness.

ALONE...

The Death of Rats|ooked back at him.

SQUEAK?

Pictureatall, dark figure, surrounded by cornfields. . .

NO. YOU CAN'T RIDE A CAT. WHO EVER HEARD OF THE DEATH OF RATSRIDING A
CAT? THE DEATH OF RATSWOULD RIDE SOME KIND OF DOG.

Picture morefidds, agreat horizon-spanning network of fields, rolling in gentlewaves. . .



DON'T ASK ME | DON’'T KNOW. SOME KIND OF TERRIER, MAYBE.
... fidddsof corn, alive, whispering in the breeze.. . .

RIGHT, AND THE DEATH OF FLEASCAN RIDE IT TOO. THAT WAY YOU KILL TWO
BIRDSWITH ONE STONE.

... awaiting the clockwork of the seasons.

METAPHORICALLY.

And at theend of dl stories Azragl, who knew the secret, thought:

| REMEMBER WHEN ALL THISWILL BE AGAIN.

THEEND



