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Corpord Carrot, Ankh-Morpork City Guard (Night Watch), sat down in his nightshirt, took up his
pencil, sucked the end for amoment, and then wrote:

“Dearest Mume and Dad,

“Wéll hereisanother fine Turnup for the Books, for | have been made Corpord!! It means another Five
Doallarsamonth plusaso | have anew jerkin with, two stripes upon it aswell. And anew copper badge!
It isaGreat responshbility!! Thisisal because we have got new recruits because the Patrician who, as|
have formerly vouchsafed isthe ruler of the city, has agreed the Watch must reflect the ethnic makeup of
the City—"

Carrot paused for amoment and stared out of the small dusty bedroom window at the early evening
aunlight sdling acrossthe river. Then he bent over the paper again.

“—which | do not Fulley understand but must have something to do with the dwarf Grabpot
Thundergust’ s Cosmetic Factory. Also, Captain Vimes of who | have often written to you of is, leaving
the Watch to get married and Become a Fine Gentleman and, I’ m sure we wish him All the Best, he
taught me All I Know apart, from the things | taught myself. We are clubbing together to get hima
Surprise Present, | thought one of those new Watches that don’t need demons to make them go and we
could inscribe on the back something like“ A Watch from, your Old Freindsin the Watch”, thisisa pune
or Play on Words. We do not know who will be the new Captain, Sgt Colon says hewill Resigniif it's
him, Cpl Nobbs—"

Carrot gtared out of the window again. His big honest forehead wrinkled with effort as he tried to think
of something positive to say about Corporal Nobbs.

“—ismore suited in his current Rall, and | have not been in the Watch long enough. So we shdl just
haveto wait and See—"

It began, as many things do, with adeath. And aburid, on aspring morning, with mist on the ground so
thick that it poured into the grave and the coffin was lowered into cloud.

A smdl greyish mongrel, host to so many assorted doggy diseasesthat it was surrounded by acloud of
dust, watched impassively from the mound of earth.

Various elderly femalerelatives cried. But Edward d' Eath didn’t cry, for three reasons. He wasthe
eldest son, the thirty-seventh Lord d’ Eath, and it was Not Done for ad’ Eath to cry; he was—jugt, the
diplomadtill had the crackleinit —an Assassin, and Assassinsdidn’t cry at adesath, otherwisethey'd
never be sopping; and he was angry. In fact, he was enraged.

Enraged at having to borrow money for this poor funeral. Enraged at the westher, at this common
cemetery, at the way the background noise of the city didn’t change in any way, even on such an
occasion asthis. Enraged at history. It was never meant to be likethis.



It shouldn’t havebeen likethis.

He looked acrosstheriver to the broodingbulk of the Palace, and his anger screwed itself up and
became alens.

Edward had been sent to the Assassins' Guild because they had the best school for those whose socia
rank israther higher than their intdligence. If he’ d been trained as aFool, he' d have invented satire and
made dangerous jokes about the Patrician. If he' d been trained asa Thief,[1] he' d have broken into the
Pdace and stolen something very vauable from the Peatrician.

However . . . he'd been sent to the Assassins. . .

That afternoon he sold what remained of the d’ Eath estates, and enrolled again at the Guild school.

For the post-graduate course.

He got full marks, the first person in the history of the Guild ever to do so. His seniors described him as
aman to watch — and, because there was something about him that made even Assassins uneasy,
preferably from along way away.

In the cemetery the solitary gravedigger filled in the hole that was the last resting place of d’ Eath senior.

He became aware of what seemed to be thoughtsin his head. They went something like this:.

Any chance of abone? No, no, sorry, bad taste there, forget | mentioned it. Y ou’ ve got beef
sandwichesin your wossname, lunchbox thingy, though. Why not give oneto the nice little doggy over
there?

The man leaned on his shovel and looked around.

The grey mongrd waswatching him intently.

It said, “Woof 7’

It took Edward d’ Eath five monthsto find what he was|ooking for. The search was hampered by the
fact that he did notknow what he was looking for, only that he’d know it when he found it. Edward was
agreat believer in Degtiny. Such people often are.

The Guild library was one of the largest in the city. In certain specidized areasit wasthe largest. These
arees mainly had to do with the regrettable brevity of human life and the means of bringing it about.

Edward spent alot of time there, often at the top of aladder, often surrounded by dust.
He read every known work on armaments. He didn’t know what he was looking for and hefounditin a
note in the margin of an otherwise very dull and inaccurate treatise on the balistics of crossbows. He

copied it out, carefully.

Edward spent alot of time among history books aswell. The Assassins Guild was an association of
gentlemen of breeding, and people like that regard the whole of recorded history as akind of stock



book. There were agreat many booksin the Guild library, and awhole portrait gallery of kingsand
queens,[2] and Edward d' Eath came to know their aristocratic faces better than he did his own. He spent
hislunch hoursthere.

It was said later that he came under bad influences at this stage. But the secret of the history of Edward
d Eath wasthat he came under no outside influences at dl, unless you count al those dead kings. He just
came under theinfluence of himsf.

That’ swhere people get it wrong. Individuals aren’t naturaly paid-up members of the human race,
except biologicaly. They need to be bounced around by the Brownian motion of society, whichisa
mechanism by which human beings constantly remind one another that they are. . . well . . . human
beings. He was dso spirdling inwards, as tends to happen in caseslikethis.

He' d had no plan. He' d just retreated, as people do when they feel under attack, to amore defensible
position, i.e. the past, and then something happened which had the same effect on Edward asfinding a
plesiosaur in his goldfish pond would on a student of ancient reptiles.

He' d stepped out blinking in the sunlight one hot afternoon, after aday spent in the company of departed
glory, and had seen the face of the past strolling by, nodding amiably to people.

He hadn’t been able to control himsdlf. He'd said, “Hey, you! Who are y-ou?’

The past had said, “Corporal Carrot, sir. Night Watch. Mr d' Eath, isn'tit? Can | help you?’

“What? No! No. Be about your b-usiness!”

The past nodded and smiled & him, and strolled on, into the future.

Carrot stopped staring at the wall.

“| have expended three dollars on an iconograph box which, isathing with abrownei insde that paints
picturesof thing's, thisisal the Rage these days. Please find enclosed pictures of my room and my

freindsin the Watch, Nobby isthe one making the Humerous Gesture but heis a Rough Diamond and a
good soul deep down.”

He stopped again. Carrot wrote home at least once aweek. Dwarfs generaly did. Carrot was two
metrestall but he’ d been brought up as adwarf, and then further up asahuman. Literary endeavour did
not come easly to him, but he persevered.

“The wesather,” he wrote, very dowly and carefully, “continuesVery Hot . . .”

Edward could not believe it. He checked the records. He double-checked. He asked questions and,
because they were innocent enough questions, people gave him answers. And finaly hetook aholiday in
the Ram-tops, where careful questioning led him to the dwarf mines around Copperhead, and thence to
an otherwise unremarkabl e glade in a beech wood where, sure enough, afew minutes of patient digging
unearthed traces of charcoal.

He spent the whole day there. When hel d finished, carefully replacing the leafmould as the sun went
down, he was quite certain.

Ankh-Morpork had aking again.



And thiswasright. And itwas fate that had let Edward recognize thisjust when he'd got his Plan. And it
wasright that it wasFate, and the city would beSaved from itsignoble present by itsglorious past. He
had theMeans, and he had theend. And soon.. . . Edward’ sthoughts often ran like this.

He could think initalics. Such people need watching.

Preferably from a safe distance.

“I was Interested in your letter where you said people have been coming and asking about me, thisis
Amazing, | have been here hardly Five Minutes and aready | am Famus.

“| was very pleased to hear about the opening of #7 shaft. | don’t mind Telling Y ou that although, | am
very happy herel missthe Good Times back Home. Sometimes on my day Off | go and, it in the Cellar
and hit my head with an axe handle but, it is Not the Same.

“Hoping thisfindsyou in Good Hedth, Yrsfathfully,
“Y our loving son, adopted,
Carrot.”

Hefolded the letter up, inserted the iconographs, sedled it with ablob of candle wax pressed into place
with histhumb, and put it in his pants pocket. Dwarf mail to the Ramtops was quite reliable. More and
more dwarfs were coming to work in the city, and because dwarfs are very conscientious many of them
sent money home. This made dwarf mail just about as safe as anything, Sincetheir mail was closdy
guarded. Dwarfs are very attached to gold. Any highwayman demanding ‘Y our money or your life had
better bring afolding chair and packed lunch and abook to read while the debate goes on.

Then Carrot washed hisface, donned hisleather shirt and trousers and chainmail, buckled on his
breastplate and, with his helmet under his arm, stepped out cheerfully, ready to face whatever the future
would bring.

Thiswas another room, somewhere ese.

It was a poky room, the plaster walls crumbling, the ceilings sagging like the underside of afat man's
bed. And it was made even more crowded by the furniture.

It was old, good furniture, but thiswasn’t the placefor it. It belonged in high echoing halls. Here, it was
crammed. There were dark oak chairs. There were long sideboards. There was even a suit of armour.
There was barely room for the half dozen or so people who szt at the huge table. There was barely room
for thetable.

A clock ticked in the shadows.

The heavy velvet curtains were drawn, even though therewas ill plenty of daylight left in the ky. The
ar was dtifling, both from the heet of the day and the candlesin the magic lantern.

The only illumination was from the screen which, at that moment, was portraying avery good profile of



Corpord Carrot Ironfoundersson.

The small but very sdlect audience watched it with the carefully blank expressions of people who are half
convinced that their host is severa cards short of afull deck but are putting up with it because they’ve
just eaten amed and it would be rude to leave too soon.

“Wedl?" said one of them. “I think I’ ve seen him walking around the city. So? He sjust awatchman,
Edward.”

“Of course. It isessentid that he should be. A humble sationinlife. It dl fitsthe classc p-attern.”
Edward d’ Eath gave asignal. Therewas aclick as another glass dide was dotted in. “ Thisone was not
p-ainted from life. King P-paragore. Taken from an old p-ainting. Thisone —click! - ‘isKing Vetrick
[11. From another p-portrait. Thisoneis Queen AlguinnalV . . . notethe line of the chin? Thisone' —
clickl —isasavenpenny p-iece from the reign of Webhblethorpe the Unconscious, note again the detall
of the chin and generd b-bone structure, and this' —click! - ‘is. ..an upside d-own picture of avase of
flowers. D-ephiniums, | believe. Why isthis?’

“Er, sorry, Mr Edward, | *ad afew glass plates |eft and the demons weren't tired and—"

“Next dide, please. And then you may leave us.”

“Yes, Mr Edward.”

“Report to the d-uty torturer.”

“Yes, Mr Edward.”

Click!

“And thisisarather good —well done, Bl-enkin —image of the bust of Queen Coanna.”

“Thank you, Mr Edward.”

“More of her face would have enabled usto be certain of the likeness, however. Thereis sufficient, |
believe. Y ou may go, Bl-enkin.”

“Yes, Mr Edward.”

“A little something off the ears, | th-ink.”

“Yes, Mr Edward.”

The servant respectfully shut the door behind him, and then went down to the kitchen shaking his head
sadly. The d’ Eaths hadn’t been able to afford afamily torturer for years. For the boy’ s sake he' d just
have to do the best he could with a kitchen knife.

The visitorswaited for the host to speak, but he didn’t seem about to do so, dthough it was sometimes
hard to tell with Edward. When he was excited, he suffered not so much from a speech impediment as
from misplaced pauses, asif his brain were temporarily putting his mouth on hold.

Eventualy, one of the audience said: *Very well. So what isyour point?’



“You've seen thelikeness. Isn't it ob-vious?’

“Oh, come now—"

Edward d’ Eath pulled alesther case towards him and began undoing the thongs.

“But, but the boy was adopted by Discworld dwarfs. They found him as ababy in the forests of the
Ramtop mountains. There were some b-urning wagons, corpses, that sort of thing. B-andit attack,

apparently. The dwarfsfound asword in the wreckage. He hasit now. A veryold sword. Andit's
dwayssharp.”

“So? Theworldisfull of old swords. And grindstones.”
“This one had been very well hidden in one of the carts, which had broken up. Strange. One would
expect it to be ready to hand, yes? To be used? In b-andit country? And then the boy grows up and, and

... Fae. .. conspiresthat he and his sword come to Ankh-Morpork, where heis currently awatchman
inthe Night Watch. | couldn’t believeit!”

“That’ s till not—"
Edward raised his hand amoment, and then pulled out a package from the case.

“I made careful eng-uiries, you know, and was able to find the place where the attack occurred. A most
careful search of the ground reveded old cart n-alls, afew copper coinsand, in some charcod . . . this”

They craned to see.

“Lookslikearing.”

“Yes It's, it's, it’ ssuperficialy d-iscoloured, of course, otherwise someone would have spot-ted it.
Probably secreted somewhere on acart. I've had it p-artly cleaned. Y ou can just read the inscription.
Now, here isanill-ustrated inventory of theroya jewellery of Ankh donein AM 907, in thereign of King
Tyrril. May |, please, may | draw your attention to the small wedding ring in the b-ottom left-hand
corner of the page? Y ou will seethat the artist has hel-pfully drawn the inscription.”

It took severd minutesfor everyoneto examineit. They were naturaly suspicious people. They wereall
descendants of people for whom suspicion and paranoia had been prime survivd traits.

Because they were dl aristocrats. Not one among them did not know the name of hisor her
great-great-greatgrandfather and what embarrassing disease he' d died of.

They had just eaten a not-very-good mea which had, however, included some ancient and worthwhile
wines. They’ d attended because they’ d all known Edward’ sfather, and the d Eaths were afine old
family, if now in very reduced circumstances.

“Soyou see,” said Edward proudly, “the evidence is overwhelming. We have aking!”

Hisaudiencetried to avoid looking at one another’ sfaces.

“1 thought you' d be pl-eased,” said Edward.



Findly, Lord Rust voiced the unspoken consensus. There was no room in those true-blue eyesfor pity,
which was not asurviva trait, but sometimesit was possible to risk alittle kindness.

“Edward,” he said, “thelast king of Ankh-Morpork died centuries ago.”

“Executed by t-raitorg!”

“Even if adescendant could till be found, the roya blood would be somewhat watered down by now,
don't you think?’

“Theroya b-loodcannot be wa-tered down!”

Ah, thought Lord Rust. So he' sthat kind. Y oung Edward thinks the touch of aking can cure scrofula, as
if royalty wasthe equivaent of asulphur ointment. Y oung Edward thinksthat thereis no lake of blood
too big to wade through to put arightful king on athrone, no deed too base in defence of acrown. A

romantic, in fact.

Lord Rust was not aromantic. The Rusts had adapted well to Ankh-Morpork’ s post-monarchy
centuries by buying and selling and renting and making contacts and doing what aristocrats have dways

done, which istrim sailsand survive.

“Wel, maybe,” he conceded, in the gentle tones of someone trying to talk someone ese off aledge, “but
we must ask ourselves: does Ankh-Morpork, at this point in time,require aking?’

Edward looked at him as though he were mad.

“Need?Need? While our fair city languishes under the hed of the ty-rant?’

“Oh. Y ou mean Veinari.”
“Can’'t you seewhat he'sdoneto thiscity?’

“Heisavery unpleasant, jJumped-up little man,” said Lady Sdlachii, “but | would not say he actudly
terrorizes much. Not as such.”

“You haveto hand it to him,” said Viscount Skater, “the city operates. More or less. Fellas and whatnot
dothings”

“The streets are safer than they used to be under Mad Lord Snapcase,” said Lady Selachii.
“Safer? Vetinar set up the Thieves Guild!” shouted Edward.

“Yes, yes, of course, very reprehensible, certainly. On the other hand, amodest annual payment and one
waksinsafety ...

“Headwayssays,” said Lord Rugt, “that if you' re going to have crime, it might aswell be organized
crime”

“Seemsto me,” said Viscount Skater, “that adl the Guild chappies put up with him because anyone e'se
would be worse, yes? We ve certainly had some. . . difficult ones. Anyone remember Homicidd Lord



Winder?’
“Deranged Lord Harmoni,” said Lord Monflathers.
“Laughing Lord Scapula,” said Lady Sdachii. “A man with avery pointed sense of humour.”

“Mindyou, Vetinari . . . there’ s something not entirely . . .” Lord Rust began.

“I know what you mean,” said Viscount Skater. “I don't like the way he aways knowswhat you're

thinking before you think it.”
“Everyone knows the Assassins have sethis fee at amillion dollars,” said Lady Sdachii. “That' s how

much it would cost to have him killed.”
“Onecan’'t hdpfeding,” said Lord Rug, “that it would cost alot more than that to make sure he stayed

dead.”
“Yegods! What happened to pride? What happened to honour?’

They perceptibly jumped asthelast Lord d' Eath thrust himself out of hischair.

“Will you listen to yoursalves? Please? Look at you. What man among you has not seen hisfamily name
degraded since the days of the kings? Can’t you remember the men your forefathers were?’ He strode
rapidly around the table, so that they had to turn to watch him. He pointed an angry finger.

“You, Lord Rust! Y our ancestor was cr-eated a Baron after sngle-handedly killing thirty-seven
Klatchianswhile armed with nothing more than ap-in, isn't that 07’

“Yes, but—"
“You, gr. .. Lord Monflathers! Thefirst Duke led six hundred men to aglorious and epic de-feat at the

Battle of Quirm! Does that mean n-othing? And you, Lord Venturii, and you, Sir George. . . Stting in
Ankh inyour old houses with your old names and your old money, while Guilds—Guilds! Ragtags of

tradesmen and merchants! — Guilds, | say, have avoicein the r-unning of the city!”
He reached a bookshelf in two strides and threw a huge | eather-bound book on the table, where it upset

Lord Rudt’sglass.

“Twurp’s P-eerage,” he shouted. “We dl have pagesin there! Weown it. But thisman hasyou
mesmerized! | assure you heisflesh and blood, amere mortal! No-one dares remove him because they

th-ink it will makethingsalittle worse for themselved Y e g-ods!”
Hisaudience looked glum. It was dl true, of course. . . if you put it that way. And it didn’t sound any
better coming from awild-eyed, pompous young man.

“Yes, yes, the good old days. Towerin’ spires and pennants and chivary and dl that,” said Viscount
Skater. “Ladiesin pointy hats. Chappiesin armour bashin’ one another and whatnot. But, y’ know, we

have to move with thetimes—"

“It wasagolden age,” said Edward.



My god, thought Lord Rust. He actudlydoes bdieveit.

“You see, dear boy,” said Lady Selachii, “afew chance likenesses and a piece of jewdllery —that
doesn't redly add up to much, doesit?’

“My nursetold me,” said Viscount Skater, “that atrue king could pull asword from astone.”
“Hah, yes, and cure dandruff,” said Lord Rust. “That'sjust alegend. That' snotreal. Anyway, I've
always been a bit puzzled about that story. What' s so hard about pulling a sword out of astone? The redl

work’ s aready been done. Y ou ought to make yoursalf useful and find the man who put the sword in the
goneinthefirs place, en?”

Therewas a sort of relieved laughter. That’swhat Edward remembered. It dl ended up in laughter. Not
exactly athim, but he was the type of person who always takes laughter personally.

Ten minutes later, Edward d’ Eath was done.

They’re being sonice about it. Moving with the times! He' d expected more than that of them. A lot
more. He' d dared to hope that they might beinspired by hislead. He d pictured himsdlf at the head of an

amy —
Blenkin camein at arespectful shuffle.

“I saw ‘emadl off, Mr Edward,” he said.
“Thank you, Blenkin. Y ou may clear thetable.”
“Yes, Mr Edward.”

“Whatever happened to honour, Blenkin?’
“Dunno, gr. | never took it.”

“They didn’t want to ligten.”

“No, gr.”

“They didn’'t want to |-isten.”

Edward sat by the dying fire, with a dog-eared copy of Thighbiter’sThe Ankh-Morpork Succesfion
open on hislap. Dead kings and queens looked at him reproachfully.

And thereit might have ended. In fact it did end there, in millions of universes. Edward d' Eath grew
older and obsession turned to asort of bookish insanity of the gloves-with-the-fingers-cut-out and carpet
dippersvariety, and became an expert on royalty athough no-one ever knew this because he seldom | eft
hisrooms. Corpora Carrot became Sergeant Carrot and, in the fullness of time, died in uniform aged
seventy in an unlikely accident involving an antegter.

Inamillion universes, Lance-Congtables Cuddy and Detritus didn’t fal through the hole. Inamillion
universes, Vimesdidn't find the pipes. (In one strange but theoretically possible universe the Watch
House was redecorated in pastel colours by afreak whirlwind, which aso repaired the door latch and



did afew other odd jobs around the place.) In amillion universes, the Watch failed. -In amillion
universes, thiswas avery short book.

Edward dozed off with the book on his knees and had a dream. He dreamed of glorious struggle.
Glorious was another important word in his persona vocabulary, like honour.

If traitors and dishonourable men would not see the truth then he, Edward d’ Eath, was the finger of
Dedtiny.

The problem with Destiny, of course, isthat sheis often not careful where she puts her finger.

Captain Sam Vimes, Ankh-Morpork City Guard (Night Watch), sat in the draughty anteroom to the
Patrician’ s audience chamber with his best cloak on and his breastplate polished and his helmet on his
knees.

He stared woodenly at thewall.

He ought to be happy, hetold himself. And hewas. In away. Definitely. Happy as anything.

Hewas going to get married in afew days.

Hewas going to stop being aguard.

He was going to be agentleman of leisure.

Hetook off his copper badge and buffed it absent-mindedly on the edge of hiscloak. Then he hdd it up
S0 that the light glinted off the patina d surface. AMCW No.177. He sometimes wondered how many
other guards had had the badge before him.

Well, now someone was going to have it after him.

Thisis Ankh-Morpork, Citie of One Thousand Surprises (according to the Guild of Merchants
guidebook). What more need be said? A sprawling place, hometo amillion people, greatest of citieson
the Discworld, located on either Sde of the river Ankh, awaterway so muddy that it looks asif itis
flowing upside down.

And visitors say: how does such abig city exiss? What keegpsit going? Sinceit’sgot ariver you can
chew, where doesthe drinking water come from?What is, in fact, the basis of its civic economy? How

comeit, againg al probability,works?

Actualy, vistorsdon't often say this. They usudly say thingslike ‘Which way to the, you know, the. . .
er ... you know, the young ladies, right?’

But if they started thinking with their brainsfor alittle while, that’ swhat they’ d be thinking.

The Patrician of Ankh-Morpork sat back on his austere chair with the sudden bright smile of avery busy
person at the end of acrowded day who' s suddenly found in his schedule areminder saying: 7.00-7.05,
Be Cheerful and Relaxed and a People Person.

“Well, of course | was very saddened to recelve your |etter, captain .. .”



“Yes, dr,” said Vimes, gill aswooden as afurniture warehouse,
“Pleasest down, captain.”
“Yes, gr.” Vimesremained standing. It was amatter of pride.

“But of course | quite understand. The Ramkin country estates are very extensive, | beieve. I’'m sure
Lady Ramkin will appreciate your strong right hand.”

“Sr?’ Captain Vimes, whilein the presence of the ruler of the city, always concentrated hisgazeon a
point one foot above and six inchesto the left of the man’s head.

“And of course you will be quite arich man, captain.”

“Yes gr.”

“I hope you have thought about that. Y ou will have new respongbilities”
“Yes, gr.”

It dawned on the Patrician that he was working on both ends of this conversation. He shuffled through
the papers on his desk.

“And of course | shal haveto promote anew chief officer for the Night Watch,” said the Patrician.
“Have you any suggestions, cagptain?’

Vimes appeared to descend from whatever cloud his mind had been occupying. Thiswasguard work.
“WEéll, not Fred Colon . . . HE' sone of Nature' s sergeants. . .”

Sergeant Colon, Ankh-Morpork City Guard (Night Watch) surveyed the bright faces of the new
recruits.

He sghed. Heremembered hisfirst day. Old Sergeant Wimbler. What atartar! Tongue like awhiplash!
If the old boy had lived to seethis. . .

What wasit caled? Oh, yeah. Affirmative action hirin’ procedure, or something. Silicon
Anti-Defamation League had been going on at the Patrician, and now—

“Try it one more time, Lance-Constable Detritus,” he said. “Thetrick is, you stops your hand just above
your ear. Now, just get up off thefloor and try salutin’ one more time. Now, then . . . Lance-Congtable
Cuddy?’

“Herel”

“Where?’

“In front of you, sergeant.”

Colon looked down and took a step back. The swelling curve of his more than adequate ssomach
moved asde to reved the upturned face of Lance-Congtable Cuddy, with its helpful intelligent expresson



and oneglasseye.
“Oh. Right.”
“I'mtaler than | look.”

Oh, gods, thought Sergeant Colon wearily. Add ‘em up and divide by two and you’ ve got two normal
men, except normal men don't join the Guard. A troll and adwarf. And that ain't the worst of it—

Vimes drummed hisfingers on the desk.

“Not Colon, then,” he said. “He s not as young as he was. Time he stayed in the Watch House, keeping
up on the paperwork. Besides, he'sgot alot on hisplate.”

“Sergeant Colon has dways had alot on hisplate, | should say,” said the Patrician.

“With the new recruits, | mean,” said Vimes, meaningfully. “'Y ou remember, Sr?’

The onesyou told me| had to have? he added in the privacy of hishead. They weren't to go in theDay
Watch, of course. And those bastards in the Palace Guard wouldn't take them, either. Oh, no. Put ‘emin
the Night Watch, becauseit’ s ajoke anyway and no-on€' |l redly see‘em. No-one important, anyway.

Vimes had only given in because he knew it wouldn't be his problem for long.

It wasn't asif hewas speciess, hetold himsdlf. But the Watch was ajob for men.

“How about Corporal Nobbs?' said the Patrician.

“Nobby?’

They shared amenta picture of Corporal Nobbs.

“No.”

“ NO_”

“Then of coursethereis,” the Patrician smiled, “ Corpord Carrot. A fine young man. Already making a
namefor himsdlf, | gather.”

“That's. . .true” said Vimes.

“A further promotion opportunity, perhaps? | would vaue your advice.”

Vimes formed amenta picture of Corpora Carrot—

“This” said Corpord Carrot, “isthe Hubwards Gate. To the whole city. Which iswhat we guard.”
“What from?’ said Lance-Constable Angua, the last of the new recruits.

“Oh, you know. Barbarian hordes, warring tribesmen, bandit armies. . . that sort of thing.”



“What? Justus 7’

“Us?Oh, no!” Carrot laughed. “ That’ d be silly, wouldn't it? No, if you see anything like thet, you just
ring your bell ashard asyou like.”

“What happensthen?’

“Sergeant Colon and Nobby and the rest of ‘em will come running aong just as soon asthey can.”

L ance-Congtable Angua scanned the hazy horizon.

Sheamiled.

Carrot blushed.

Congtable Angua had mastered saluting first go. Shewouldn’t have afull uniform yet, not until someone
had taken a, well, let’ sfaceit, abreastplate dong to old Remitt the armourer and told him to best it out
redly wdlhere andhere, and no hemet in the world would cover dl that mass of ash-blond hair but, it

occurred to Carrot, Constable Anguawouldn’t need any of that stuff really. People would be queuing up
to get arrested.

“So what do we do now?’ shesaid.

“Proceed back to the Watch House, | suppose,” said Carrot. “ Sergeant Colon’ll be reading out the
evening report, | expect.”

She' d mastered * proceeding’, too. It'sa specia walk devised by best officers throughout the multiverse
—agentlelifting of the instep, acareful swing of the leg, awalking pace that can be kept up hour after
hour, street after street. Lance-Constable Detritus wasn't going to be ready to learn ‘ proceeding’ for
sometime, or at least until he stopped knocking himsdlf out every time he saluted.

“Sergeant Colon,” said Angua. “Hewasthefat one, yes?’
“Thet'sright.”

“Why has he got a pet monkey?’

“Ah,” said Carrot. 1 think it is Corpora Nobbsto whom you refer ...
“It'shuman? He' sgot aface like ajoin-the-dots puzzle!”

“He does have a very good collection of boils, poor man. He does tricks with them. Just never get
between him and amirror.”

Not many people were on the streets. It was too hot, even for an Ankh-Morpork summer. Heat
radiated from every surface. Theriver dunk sullenly in the bottom of its bed, like astudent around 11
am. People with no pressing business out of doorslurked in cellars and only came out at night.

Carrot moved through the baking streets with aproprietorid air and adight patinaof honest swedt,
occasondly exchanging a greeting. Everyone knew Carrot. He was easily recognizable. No-one else
was about two metrestall with flame-red hair. Besdes, he walked asif he owned the city.



“Who was that man with the granite face | saw in the Watch House?’ said Angua, asthey proceeded
aong Broad Way.

“That was Detritusthetroll,” said Carrot. “ He used to be ahbit of acriminal, but now he' s courting Ruby
she sayshe' sgot to—"

“No, thatman,” said Angua, learning as had so many othersthat Carrot tended to have a bit of trouble
with metaphors. “Face like thu—face like someone very disgruntled.”

“Oh, that was Captain Vimes. But he's neverbeen gruntled, | think. He sretiring at the end of the week,
and getting married.”

“Doesn’'t look very happy about it,” said Angua.

“Couldn’t say.”

“I don't think helikesthe new recruits.”

The other thing about Constable Carrot was that he was incapable of lying.

“Wall, he doesn't liketrollsmuch,” he said. “We couldn’'t get aword out of him al day when he heard
we had to advertise for atroll recruit. And then we had to have adwarf, otherwise they’ d be trouble. I'm
adwarf, too, but the dwarfs here don’t believe it.”

“Youdon't say?’ said Angua, looking up a him.

“My mother had me by adoption.”

“Oh. Yes, but I'm not atrollor adwarf,” said Angua swestly.

“No, but you'reaw—"

Angua stopped. “That'sit, isit? Good grief! Thisisthe Century of the Fruitbat, you know. Y e gods,
doesheredly think like that?’

“He sabit st in hisways.”

“Congeded, | should think.”

“The Patrician said we had to have a bit of representation from the minority groups,” said Carrot.
“Minority groups!”

“Sorry. Anyway, he/ sonly got afew more days—"

There was a splintering noise across the street. They turned as afigure sprinted out of atavern and hared
away up the street, closely followed — at least for afew steps— by afat man in an apron.

“Stop! Stop! Unlicensed thief!”



“Ah,” said Carrot. He crossed the road, with Angua padding aong behind him, as the fat man dowed to
awaddle.

“*Morning, Mr Hannel,” he said. “Bit of trouble?’

“Hetook seven dollarsand | never saw no Thief Licence!” said Mr Flannel. “What you going to do
about it? | pay my taxes!”
“We shdl be hotly in pursuit any moment,” said Carrot camly, taking out his notebook. “ Seven dollars,

wasit?'

“At least fourteen.”
Mr Hannel looked Angua up and down. Men seldom missed the opportunity.

“Why’sshe got ahelmet on?’ he said.

“She' sanew recruit, Mr Flannd.”

Anguagave Mr Hannd asmile. He stepped back.

“Butshesa—"
“Got to move with thetimes, Mr Flannd,” said Carrot, putting his notebook away.

Mr Hannd drew his mind back to business.

“In the meantime, ther€’ s eighteen dollars of minethat | won't seeagain,” he said sharply.

“Oh,nil desperandum, Mr Flannd,nil desperandum,” said Carrot cheerfully. “Come, Constable
Angua. Let us proceed upon our inquiries.”

He proceeded off, with Flannd staring at them with his mouth open.

“Don't forget my twenty-five dollars,” he shouted.
“Aren’'t you going tochase the man?’ said Angua, running to keep up.

“No point,” said Carrot, stepping sidewaysinto an aley that was so narrow asto be bardly visible. He
strolled between the damp, moss-grown walls, in deep shadow.

“Interesting thing,” he said. “| bet there' s not many people know that you can get to Zephire Street from
Broad Way. Y ou ask anyone. They’ll say you can't get out of the other end of Shirt Alley. But you can
because, dl you do, you go up Mormius Street, and then you can squeeze between these bollardshere

into Borborygmic Lane—good, aren't they, very good iron —and here we arein Whilom Alley—"
He wandered to the end of the alley and stood listening for awhile.

“What are we waiting for?’ said Angua.

There was the sound of running feet. Carrot leaned against the wall, and stuck out one arm into Zephire



Street. There was athud. Carrot’ sarm didn’t move an inch. It must have been like running into a girder.
They looked down at the unconscious figure. Silver dollars rolled across the cobbles.

“Oh dear, oh dear, oh dear,” said Carrot. “Poor old Here' n” now. Hepromised me hewasgoing to give
it up, too. Ohwell.” He picked up aleg.

“How much money?’ he said.

“Lookslikethreedollars,” sad Angua.

“Well done. The exact amount.”

“No, the shopkeeper said—"

“Come on. Back to the Watch House. Come on, Here' " now. It’syour lucky day.”
“Why isit hislucky day?’ said Angua. “Hewascaught, wasn't he?’

“Yes. By us. Thieves Guild didn't get him first. They aren’t so kind asus.”

Here' n"now’ s head bounced from cobblestone to cobblestone.

“Pinching three dollars and then trotting straight home,” sighed Carrot. “ That's Here'n’ now. Wordt thief
intheworld.”

“But you said Thieves Guild—"

“When you' ve been here awhile, you'll understand how it all works,” said Carrot. Here' n'now’ s head
banged on the kerb. “ Eventually,” Carrot added. “Buit it al doeswork. You' d be amazed. It al works. |
wishit didn’'t. But it does.”

While Here' n"now was being mildly concussed on the way to the safety of the Watch'sjail, aclown was
being killed.

He was ambling dong an dley with the assurance of onewho isfully paid up thisyear with the Thieves
Guild when a hooded figure stepped out in front of him.

“Beano?’

“Oh, hdlo...it' sEdward, right?’

Thefigure hesitated.

“I wasjust going back to the Guild,” said Beano.
The hooded figure nodded.

“Areyou OK?" said Beano.

“I’'m sorry about th-is,” it said. “But it isfor the good of the city. It is nothing p-ersond.”



He stepped behind the clown. Beano felt acrunch, and then his own persona internal universe switched
off.

Then he sat up.

“Ow,” hesad, “that hur—"

Butit didn't.

Edward d’ Eath was|ooking down at him with ahorrified expresson.
“Oh...Ididn"t meanto hit you that hard! | only wanted you out of the way!”
“Why'd you haveto hit meat al?’

And then the feeling stole over Beano that Edward wasn't exactly looking at him, and certainly wasn't
takingtohim.

He glanced at the ground, and experienced that peculiar sensation known only to the recently dead
-horror at what you seelying in front of you, followed by the nagging question: so who'sdoing the

looking?

KNOCK KNOCK.
Helooked up. “Who' s there?’
DEATH.

“Degth who?’

Therewasachill intheair. Beano waited. Edward wasfrantically patting hisface.. . . well, what until
recently had been hisface.

| WONDER ... CAN WE START AGAIN?I DON'T SEEM TO HAVE THE HANG OF THIS.
“Sorry?’ said Beano.

“I’'m s-orry!” moaned Edward, “I meant it for the best!”

Beano watched hismurderer drag his. . .the . . . body away.

“Nothing persond, hesays,” hesaid. “I'm glad it was't anything persondl. | should hateto think I’ ve
just been killed because it waspersonal.”

ITSJUST THAT IT HASBEEN SUGGESTED THAT | SHOULD BE MORE OF A PEOPLE
PERSON.

“I mean,why ?1 thought we were getting on redlly well. It svery hard to make friendsin my job. In your
job too, | suppose.”



BREAK IT TOTHEM GENTLY, ASIT WERE.
“One minute walking aong, the next minute dead. Why?’
THINK OF IT MORE ASBEING. .. DIMENSIONALLY DISADVANTAGED.
The shade of Beano the clown turned to Degth.
“Whatare you talking about?’
YOU’RE DEAD.
“Yes. | know.” Beano relaxed, and stopped wondering too much about eventsin an increasingly
irrdlevant world. Desth found that people often did, after theinitial confusion. After dl, the worst had
aready happened. At least . . . with any luck.
IFYOU WOULD CARETO FOLLOW ME. ..
“Will there be custard pies? Red noses?Juggling? Aretherelikely to be baggy trousers?’
NO.
Beano had spent amogt dl his short life asaclown. He smiled grimly, under his make-up.
“llikeit”

Vimes meseting with the Petrician ended as dl such meetings did, with the guest going away in
possession of an unfocused yet nagging suspicion that he'd only just escaped with hislife.

Vimes trudged on to see his bride-to-be. He knew where she would be found.
The sign scrawled across the big double gatesin Morphic Street said: Here be Dragns.
The brass plaguebeside the gates said: The Ankh-Morpork Sunshine Sanctuary for Sick Dragons.

Therewas asmal and hollow and pathetic dragon made out of papier-mache and holding a collection
box, chained very heavily to thewall, and bearing the sign: Don’'t Let My FHlame Go Out.

Thiswaswhere Lady Sybil Ramkin spent most of her days.

She was, Vimes had been told, the richest woman in Ankh-Morpork. In fact she wasricher than al the
other women in Ankh-Morpork rolled, if that were possible, into one.

It was going to be a strange wedding, people said. Vimestreated his socid superiors with barely
concealed distaste, because the women made his head ache and the men made hisfistsitch. And Sybil
Ramkin wasthe last survivor of one of the oldest familiesin Ankh. But they’ d been thrown together like
twigsinawhirlpool, and had yidlded to theinevitable. . .

When hewasalittle boy, Sam Vimes had thought that the very rich ate off gold platesand livedin
marble houses.



He d learned something new: the veryvery rich could afford to be poor. Sybil Ramkin lived in the kind
of poverty that was only available to the very rich, a poverty approached from the other sde. Women
who were merely well-off saved up and bought dresses made of silk edged with lace and pearls, but
Lady Ramkin was 0 rich she could afford to ssomp around the place in rubber boots and atweed skirt
that had belonged to her mother. She was so rich she could afford to live on biscuits and cheese
sandwiches. She was 0 rich she lived in three roomsin a thirty-four-roomed mansion; the rest of them
werefull of very expensve and veryold furniture, covered in dust sheets.

The reason that the rich were so rich, Vimes reasoned, was because they managed to spend less money.

Take boots, for example. He earned thirty-eight dollars a month plus alowances. A really good pair of
leather boots codt fifty dollars. But anaffordable pair of boots, which were sort of OK for a season or
two and then leaked like hell when the cardboard gave out, cost about ten dollars. Those were the kind
of boots Vimes aways bought and wore until the soleswere so thin that he could tell where hewasin
Ankh-Morpork on afoggy night by the fed of the cobbles.

But the thing was thatgood boots lasted for years and years. A man who could afford fifty dollarshad a
pair of bootsthat’d till be keeping hisfeet dry inten years time, while a poor man who could only
afford cheagp boots would have spent a hundred dollars on boots in the same timeand would still have
wet feet.

Thiswasthe Captain Samuel Vimes*Boots' theory of socio-economic unfairness.

The point was that Sybil Ramkin hardly ever had to buy anything. The manson wasfull of thisbig, solid
furniture, bought by her ancestors. It never wore out. She had whole boxesfull of jewelery which just
seemed to have accumulated over the centuries. Vimes had seen awine cdllar that aregiment of
speleologists could get so happily drunk in that they wouldn't mind that they’ d got lost without trace.

Lady Sybil Ramkin lived quite comfortably from day to day by spending, Vimes estimated, about half as
much as he did. But she spent alot more on dragons.

The Sunshine Sanctuary for Sick Dragons was built with very, very thick walsand avery, very
lightweight roof, an idiosyncrasy of architecture normaly only found € sewherein firework factories.

Andthis is because the natura condition of the common swamp dragon isto be chronicdly ill, and the
natura state of an unhedthy dragon isto be laminated acrossthewalls, floor and ceiling of whatever
roomitisin. A swamp dragon isabadly run, dangeroudy unstable chemica factory one step from
disaster. One quite small step.

It has been speculated that its habit of exploding violently when angry, excited, frightened or merely plain
bored isadeveloped survival trait[3]to discourage predators. Eat dragons, it proclaims, and you' |l have a
case of indigestion to which the term ‘blast radius will be appropriate.

Vimestherefore pushed the door open carefully. The smdll of dragons engulfed him. It was an unusua
smdll, even by Ankh-Morpork standards—it put Vimesin mind of apond that had been used to dump
achemical waste for severd years and then drained.

Smadll dragons whistled and yammered at him from pens on either sde of the path. Severd excited gusts
of flame sizzled the hair on hisbare shins.

He found Sybil Ramkin with a couple of the miscellaneous young women in breeches who helped run the



Sanctuary; they were generally called Saraor Emma, and all looked exactly the sameto Vimes. They
were struggling with what seemed to be an irate sack. She looked up as he approached.

“Ah, heré s Sam,” she said. “Hold this, there salamb.”

The sack wasthrust into hisarms. At the same moment a talon ripped out of the bottom of the sack and
scraped down his breastplate in a spirited attempt to disembowel him. A spiky-eared head thrust its way
out of the other end, two glowing red eyes focused on him briefly, atooth-serrated mouth gaped open
and agush of evil-ameling vapour washed over him.

Lady Ramkin grabbed the lower jaw triumphantly, and thrust the other arm up to the elbow down the
little dragon’ sthroat.

“Got you!” Sheturned to Vimes, who was dlill rigid with shock. “Little devil wouldn't take hislimestone
tablet. Swalow.Swallow!, therel Who'sagood boy then? Y ou can let him go now.”

The sack dipped from Vimes arms.
“Bad case of Flameless Gripe,” said Lady Ramkin. “Hopewe vegot it intime—"

The dragon ripped itsway out of the sack and looked around for something to incinerate. Everyonetried
to get out of the way.

Thenitseyes crossed, and it hiccuped.

The limestone tabletpinged off the oppositewall.

“Everybody down!”

They legpt for such cover aswas provided by awatertrough and apile of clinkers.

The dragon hiccuped again, and looked puzzled.

Then it exploded.

They stuck their heads up when the smoke had cleared and looked down at the sad little crater.
Lady Ramkin took a handkerchief out of apocket of her lesther overal and blew her nose.
“Sily little bugger,” she sad. “Oh, well. How are you, Sam? Did you go to see Havelock?’

Vimes nodded. Never in hislife, he thought, would he get used to the idea of the Peatrician of
Ankh-Morpork having afirst name, or that anyone could ever know him well enough to cal him by it.

“I’ve been thinking about this dinner tomorrow night.” he said desperately. “'Y ou know, | redlly don’t
think I can—"

“Don’'t beslly,” said Lady Ramkin. “You'll enjoy it. It’ stime you met the Right People. Y ou know that.”

He nodded mournfully.



“We shall expect you up at the house a eight o’ clock, then,” she said. “And don’t ook like thet. It'|I
help youtremendously. Y ou'refar too good a man to spend his nights traipsing around dark wet Streets.
It stimeyou got onintheworld.”

Vimeswanted to say that heliked traipsing around dark wet streets, but it would be no use. Hedidn't
likeit much. It was just what he' d aways done. He thought about his badge in the same way he thought
about hisnose. Hedidn't loveit or hateit. It was just his badge.

“Sojusgt you run dong. It' Il beterrific fun. Have you got ahandkerchief?’

Vimes panicked. “What?’

“Giveittome.” Shehdd it closeto hismouth. “Spit. . .” she commanded.

She dabbed at a smudge on his cheek. One of the Interchangeable Emmas gave a giggle that wasjust
audible. Lady Ramkinignored it.

“There” shesad. “That's better. Now off you go and keep the streets safe for dl of us. And if you want
to do somethingreally useful, you could find Chubby.”

“Chubby?’
“Hegot out of hispen last night.”
“A dragon?’

Vimes groaned, and pulled a cheap cigar out of his pocket. Swamp dragons were becoming aminor
nuisancein the city. Lady Ramkin got very angry about it.

People would buy them when they were six incheslong and a cute way of lighting fires and then, when
they were burning the furniture and leaving corrosive holesin the carpet, the floor and the cdllar celling
undernegth it, they’ d be shoved out to fend for themselves.

“We rescued him from ablacksmith in Easy Street,” said Lady Ramkin. “1 said, “My good man, you can
useaforgelike everyonedse’. Poor little thing.”

“Chubby,” said Vimes. “Got alight?’

“He sgot ablue callar,” said Lady Ramkin.

“Right, yes”

“He Il follow you likealamb if he thinks you' ve got acharcod biscuit.”
“Right.” Vimes patted his pockets.

“They'realittle bit over-excited in this heet.”

Vimes reached down into a pen of hatchlings and picked up asmall one, which flapped its stubby wings
excitedly. It spurted abrief jet of blue flame. Vimesinhaed quickly.



“Sam, | really wish you wouldn’t do that.”

“Sorry.”

“So if you could get young Carrot and thatnice Corpora Nobbsto keep an eye out for—"

“No problem.”

For some reason Lady Syhil, keen of eyein every other respect, persisted in thinking of Corpora
Nobbs as a cheeky, lovablerascd. It had dways puzzled Sam Vimes. It must be the attraction of
opposites. The Ram-kins were more highly bred than a hilltop bakery, whereas Corpora Nobbs had
been disqualified from the human race for shoving.

As hewaked down the street in his old leather and rusty mail, with his helmet screwed on his head, and
thefed of the cobbles through the worn soles of hisbootstelling him hewasin Acre Alley, no-onewould

have believed that they were looking a a man who was very soon going to marry the richest woman in
Ankh-Morpork.

Chubby was not a happy dragon.

He missed the forge. HE'd quite liked it in the forge. He got al the coa he could eat and the blacksmith
hadn’t been a particularly unkind man. Chubby had not demanded much out of life, and had got it.

Then thislarge woman had taken him away and put him in apen. There had been other dragons around.
Chubby didn’t particularly like other dragons. And peopl€ d given him unfamiliar cod.

He' d been quite pleased when someone had taken him out of the pen in the middle of the night. He'd
thought he was going back to the blacksmith.

Now it was dawning on him that thiswas not happening. He was in abox, he was being bumped
around, and now hewas gettingangry . . .

Sergeant Colon fanned himself with his clipboard, and then glared at the assembled guards.
He coughed.

“Right then, people,” he said. “ Settle down.”

“We are settled down, Fred,” said Corporal Nobbs.

“That's Sergeant to you, Nobby,” said Sergeant Colon.

“What do we haveto sit down for anyway? We didn't used to do dl this. | feel aright berk, sitting down
lisgenin’ to you goin’ on about—"

“Wegot to do it proper, now there’ smore of us,” said Sergeant Colon. “Right! Ahem. Right. OK. We
welcome to the guard today Lance-Constable Detritus—don’t salute! - and Lance-Constable Cuddy,



aso Lance-Constable Angua. We hope you will have along and —what’ s that you' ve got there,
Cuddy?’

“What?’ said Cuddy, innocently.

“I can't help noticing that you still has got there what appears to be a double-headed throwing axe,
lance-congtable, despite what | vouchsafed to you earlier re Guard rules.”

“Cultura wegpon, sergeant?’ said Cuddy hopefully.

“You can leaveit in your locker. Guards carry one sword, short, and one truncheon.”

With the exception of Detritus, he added mentaly. Firstly, because even the longest sword nestled in the
troll’ s huge hand like atoothpick, and secondly, because until they’ d got this saluting business sorted out
he wasn't about to see amember of the Watch nail his own hand to his own ear. HE d have atruncheon,

and likeit. Even then, he' d probably best himsdf to death.

Trollsand dwarfsl Dwarfs and trollsl He didn't deserveit, not at histime of life. And that wasn't the
worgt of it.

He coughed again. When he read from his clipboard, it was in the Sng-song voice of someone who
learned his public speaking at school .

“Right,” he said again, alittle uncertainly. “ So. Says here—"

“Sergeant”’

“Now wh —Oh, it'syou, Corporal Carrot. Yes?’

Aren't you forgetting something, sergeant?’ said Carrot.

“I dunno,” said Colon cautioudy. Am 1?7’

“About the recruits, sarge. Something they’ ve got to take?” Carrot prompted.

Sergeant Colon rubbed hisnose. Let’'ssee. . . they had, as per standing orders, taken and signed for
one shirt (mail, chain) one helmet, iron and copper, one breastplate, iron (except in the case of
Lance-Constable Angua, who' d need to be fitted special, and Lance-Constable Detritus, who' d signed
for ahagtily adapted piece of armour which had once belonged to awar elephant), one truncheon, oak,
one emergency pike or halberd, one crossbow, one hourglass, one short sword (except for
Lance-Constable Detritus) and one badge, office of, Night Watchman’s, copper.

“I think they’ ve got thelot, Carrot,” he said. “All signed for. Even Detritus got someone to make an X
for him.”

“They’ve got to take the oath, sarge.”
“Oh. Er. Havethey?”’

“Yes, sarge. It sthelaw.”



Sergeant Colon looked embarrassed. It probably was the law, at that. Carrot was much better at this
sort of thing. He knew the laws of Ankh-Morpork by heart. He was the only person who did. All Colon
knew wasthathe d never taken an oath when he joined, and asfor Nobby, the best he'd ever get to an

oath was something like ‘ bugger thisfor agame of soldiers.

“All right, then,” hesaid. “You'veall, er, got to takethe oath . . . eh.. . . and Corpora Carrot will show
you how. Did you take the, er, oath when you joined us, Carrot?’

“Oh, yes, sarge. Only no-one asked me, 0 | gaveit to mysdlf, quiet like.”
“Oh?Right. Carry on, then.”
Carrot stood up and removed his hemet. He smoothed down his hair. Then he raised hisright hand.

“Raiseyour right hands, too,” hesaid. “Er. . . that’ sthe one nearest Lance-Congtable Angua,
Lance-Congtable Detritus. And repest after me. . .” He closed hiseyes and hislips moved for a
moment, as though he was reading something off theinsde of his skull.

“ *1 comma sguare bracket recruit’ s name square bracket comma’ . . .”

Henodded at them. “You say it.”
They chorused areply. Anguatried not to laugh.

“*. .. dosolemnly swear by square bracket recruit’s deity of choice square bracket .. .” *

Anguacouldn’t trust herself to look at Carrot’ sface.

“*. .. touphold the Laws and Ordinances of the city of Ankh-Morpork, serve the public truft comma
and defend the fubjects of His ftroke Her bracket del ete whichever isinappropriate bracket Mgjefty
bracket name of reigning monarch bracket . ..” *

Anguatried tolook at apoint behind Carrot’ s ear. On top of everything else, Detritus patient monotone
was dready severad dozen words behind everyone ese.

“ ... without fear commafavour commaor thought of perfond fafety semi-colon to purfue evildoers

and protect the innocent commalaying down my lifeif necefsary in the caufe of said duty commaso help
me bracket aforefaid deity bracket full stop Gods Save the King stroke Queen bracket del ete whichever

isinappropriate bracket full stop.”

Angua subsided gratefully, and thendid see Carrot’ s face. There were unmistakabl e tears trickling down
his cheek.

“Er...right...that'sit, then, thank you,” said Sergeant Colon, after awhile.
“—pro-tect the in-no-cent com-ma—"
“Inyour own time, Lance-Constable Detritus.”

The sergeant cleared histhroat and consulted the clipboard again.



“Now, Grabber Hoskins has been let out of jail again, so be on thelook out, you know what he' slike
when he’ shad his celebratory drink, and bloody Coalface the troll beat up four men last night—"

“—in the caufe of said du-ty com-ma—"
“Where' s Captain Vimes?' demanded Nobby. “He should be doing this.”

“Captain Vimesis. . . sorting thingsout,” said Sergeant Colon. “ * S not easy, learning civilianing. Right.”
He glanced at his clipboard again, and back to the guardsmen. Men.. . . hah.

Hislips moved as he counted. There, Sitting between Nobby and Constable Cuddy, was avery smal,
raggedy man, whose beard and hair were so overgrown and matted together that he looked like aferret
peering out of abush.

“—me brack-et af-ore-said de-it-y brack-et full stop.”

“Oh, no,” hesaid. “What' re you doing here, Here' n” now? Thank you, Detritus—don’t salute - you can
gt down now.”

“Mr Carrot bringsmein,” said Here n’ now.
“Protective custody, sarge,” said Carrot.

“Again?’ Colon unhooked the cell keysfrom their nail over the desk and tossed them to the thief. “All
right. Cdl Three. Takethe keysin with you, we Il holler if we need ‘em back.”

“You'reatoff, Mr Colon,” said Here’ n’ now, wandering down the stepsto the cells.
Colon shook his head.

“Worg thief intheworld,” he said.

“He doesn’t look that good,” said Angua.

“No, | meantheworst,” said Colon. “Asin*not good at it”.”

“Remember when he was going to go al the way up to Dunmanifestin to stedl the Secret of Fire from the
gods?’ said Nobby.

“And | said “but we vegot it, Here' n’ now, we' ve had it for thousands of years” * said Carrot. Andhe
sad, “thet’ sright, soit has antique value”.” [4]

“Poor old chap,” said Sergeant Colon. “ OK. What else have we got. . . yes, Carrot?’
“Now, they’ ve got to take the King's Shilling,” said Carrot.

“Right. Yes. OK.” Colon fished in his pocket, and took out three sequin-sized Ankh-Morpork dollars,
which had about the gold content of seawater. He tossed them one at atime to the recruits.

“Thisiscdled theKing' s Shilling,” he said, glancing a Carrot. “ Dunno why. Y ou gotta get giveit when
you join. Regulations, see. Showsyou' vejoined.” Helooked embarrassed for amoment, and then



coughed. “Right. Oh, yeah. Loadaroc—sometrolls,” he corrected himsdf, “got some kind of march
down Short Street. Lance-Constable Detritus—don’t let him salute! Right. What' sthis about, then?’

“It Troll New Year,” said Detritus.

“Isit? S pose we got to learn about this sort of thing now. And says here there' sthis gritsuc—this dwarf
raly or something—"

“Battle of Koom Vadley Day,” said Constable Cuddy. “Famous victory over thetrolls.” He looked
smug, insofar as anything could be seen behind the beard.

“Y eah? From ambush,” grunted Detritus, glowering at the dwarf.
“What? It wasthetrolls—* Cuddy began.

“Shut up,” said Colon. “Look, it says here. . . saysherethey’ re marching. . . says here they’re marching
up Short Street.” He turned the paper over. “Isthisright?’

“Trolls going one way, dwarfs going the other?’ said Carrot.

“Nowthere' s aparade you don’t want to miss,” said Nobby.

“What' swrong?’ said Angua

Carrot waved his hands vaguedly intheair. “Oh, dear. It sgoing to be dreadful. We must do something.”
“Dwarfsand trolls get dlong like ahouse onfire,” said Nobby. “ Ever been in aburning house, miss?’

Sergeant Colon’ snormally red face had gone pae pink. He buckled on his sword belt and picked up his
truncheon.

“Remember,” hesad, “let’ s be careful out there”

“Yeah,” said Nobby, “let’s be careful to stay in here.”

To understand why dwarfs and trolls don't like each other you have to go back along way.

They get along like chalk and cheese. Very like chak and cheese, redly. Oneis organic, the other isn't,
and dso smdlsabhit cheesy. Dwarfs make aliving by smashing up rocks with vauable mineralsin them
and the sllicon-based lifeform known astrolls are, bascdly, rocks with vauable mineralsin them. Inthe
wild they aso spend most of the daylight hours dormant, and that’ s not a Situation arock containing

va uable minerad's needs to be in when there are dwarfs around. And dwarfs hate trolls because, after
you' vejust found an interesting seam of vauable minerds, you don’t like rocks that suddenly stand up
and tear your arm off because you' ve just stuck a pick-axein their ear.

It was astate of permanent inter-species vendettaand, like al good vendettas, didn’t really need a
reason any more. It was enough that it had aways existed.[5] Dwarfs hated trolls because trolls hated
dwarfs, and vice versa



The Watch lurked in Three Lamps Alley, which was about halfway down Short Street. Therewasa
digtant crackle of fireworks. Dwarfs et them off to drive avay evil mine spirits. Trollslet them off
because they tasted nice.

“Don't seewhy we can't let *em fight it out amongst themselves and then arrest the losers,” said
Corpora Nobbs. “ That’swhat we always used to do.”

“The Patrician getsredly shirty about ethnic trouble,” said Sergeant Colon moodily. “He getsredly
sarcadtic about it.”

A thought struck him. He brightened up alittle bit.
“Got any ideas, Carrot?’ he said.

A second thought struck him. Carrot was asimple lad.
“Corpord Carrot?’

“Sarge?’

“Sort thislot out, will you?’

Carrot peered around the corner at the advancing walls of trolls and dwarfs. They’ d aready seen each
other.

“Right you are, sergeant,” he said. “ Lance-Constables Cuddy and Detritus—don’t salute! —you come
withme”

“Youcan't let him go out therel” said Angua. “It’ s certain death!”

“Got ared sense 0’ duty, that boy,” said Corpora Nobbs. He took a minute length of dog-end from
behind his ear and struck amatch on the sole of his boot.

“Don’'t worry, miss,” sad Colon. “He—"

“Lance-Congtable,” said Angua.

“What?'

“Lance-Congtable,” she repeated. “Not miss. Carrot says| don't have any sex while I’ m on duty.”

To the background of Nobby’ sfrantic coughing, Colon said, very quickly, “What | mean s,
lance-constable, young Carrot’ s got krisma. Bags of krisma.”

“Krisma?’

“Bagsof it”

Thejolting had stopped. Chubby was realy annoyed now. Really, redly annoyed.



Therewas arustling noise. A piece of sacking moved aside and there, staring at Chubby, was another
male dragon.

It looked annoyed.

Chubby reacted in the only way he knew how.

Carrot stood in the middle of the street, armsfolded, while the two new recruits stood just behind him,
trying to keep an eye on both approaching marches at the sametime.

Colon thought Carrot was smple. Carrot often struck people assmple. And he was.

Where people went wrong was thinking that smple meant the same thing as stupid.

Carrot was not stupid. He was direct, and honest, and good-natured and honourable in al hisdedlings.
In Ankh-Morpork thiswould normaly have added up to *stupid’ in any case and would have given him
the surviva quotient of ajellyfishin ablast furnace, but there were acouple of other factors. Onewasa

punch that even trolls had learned to respect. The other was that Carrot was genuinely, amost
supernaturaly, likesble. He got on well with people, even while arresting them. He had an exceptiond

memory for names.

For mogt of hisyoung life he' d lived in asmal dwarf colony where there were hardly any other people
to know. Then, suddenly, hewasin ahuge city, and it was asif atalent had been waiting to unfold. And

was il unfolding.

Hewaved chearfully a the gpproaching dwarfs.

“ “Morning Mr Cumblethigh! ‘Morning, Mr Stronginthearm!”

Then he turned and waved at the leading troll. There was a muffled * pop’ as afirework went off.
“ “Morning, Mr Bauxite!”

He cupped his hands.

“If you could dl just stop and listen to me—" he bellowed.

The two marchesdid stop, with some hesitation and agenerd piling up of the people in the back. It was
that or walk over Carrot.

If Carrot did have aminor fault, it [ay in not paying attention to smal details around him when hismind
was on other things. So the whispered conversation behind his back was currently escaping him.

“—hah! It was too an ambush! And your mother was an ore—’

“Now then, gentlemen,” said Carrot, in areasoned and amiable voice, “I’m sure there’ sno need for this
belligerent manne—"



“—you ambush ustoo! my great-great-grandfather he at Koom Valley, he tell me!”
“—in our fair city on such alovely day. | must ask you as good citizens of Ankh-Morpork—"

“—yeah? you even know who your father is, do you?”

“—that, while you must certainly celebrate your proud ethnic folkways, to profit by the example of my
fellow officers here, who have sunk their ancient differences—’

“—Ilsmash you head, you roguesome dwarfs!”

“—for the grester benefit of—"

“—Icould take you with one hand tied behind my back!”

“—the city, whose badge they are—"

“ —you get opportunity! | tie BOTH hands behind you back!”

“—proud and privileged to wear.”

“Aargh!”

“Ooow!”

It dawned on Carrot that hardly anyone was paying any attention to him. He turned.

L ance-Constable Cuddy was upside down, because L ance-Constable Detritus was trying to bounce
him on the cobbles by his hemet, athough Lance-Constable Cuddy was putting the position to good

effect by gripping Lance-Constable Detritus around the knee and trying to sink histeeth into
Lance-Congtable Detritus ankle.

The opposing marchers watched in fascination.

“We should do something!” said Angua, from the guards' hiding placeinthedley.
“Weed|,” said Sergeant Colon, dowly, “it’' sawaysvery tricky, ethnic.”

“Can put afoot wrong very easily,” said Nobby. “Very thin-skinned, your basic ethnic.”
“Thin-skinned? They'retrying tokill one another!”

“It'scultural,” said Sergeant Colon, miserably. “No sense ustryin’ to force our culture on *em, isthere?
That'sspeciess.”

Out in the street, Corpora Carrot had gone very red in the face.

“If helaysafinger on ether of ‘em, with dl their friendswatching,” said Nobby, “the planis, werun
away like hdl—"

Veins stood out on Carrot’ s mighty neck. He stuck his hands on hiswaist and bellowed:



“Lance-Constable Detritus! Salute!”

They’ d spent hours trying to teach him. Detritus brain took sometimeto latch on to an idea, but onceit
wasthere, it didn’'t fade away fast.

He saluted.
His hand wasfull of dwarf.
S0 he saluted while holding Lance-Constable Cuddy, swinging him up and over likeasmal angry club.

The sound of their helmets meeting echoed off the buildings, and it was followed a moment later by the
crash of them both hitting the ground.

Carrot prodded them with the toe of his sandal.

Then he turned and strode towards the dwarf marchers, shaking with anger.

Inthe dleyway, Sergeant Colon started to suck the rim of his helmet out of terror.

“Y ou' ve gotweapons, haven't you?” snarled Carrot a a hundred dwarfs. “Own up! If the dwarfs
who' ve got weapons don’t drop them right this minute the entire parade, and | mean theentire parade,

will be put in the cellg! I'm serious about thig”

The dwarfsin the front row took a step backwards. There was a desultory tinkle of metalic objects
hitting the ground.

“Allof them,” said Carrot menacingly. “ That includes you with the black beard trying to hide behind Mr
Hamdinger! | cansee you, Mr Stronginthearm! Put itdown. No-one' s amused!”

“He'sgoingtodie, isTt he” said Angua, quietly.

“Funny, that,” said Nobby. “Ifwe wasto try it, we' d belittle bits of mince. But it ssemsto work for
him.”

“Krisma,” said Sergeant Colon, who was having to lean on thewall.

“Do you mean charisma?’ said Angua.

“Y egh. One of them things. Yeah.”

“How does he manage it?’

“Dunno,” said Nobby. “ S pose he' san easy lad to like?’

Carrot had turned on the trolls, who were smirking at the dwarfs' discomfiture.

“And asfor you,” hesaid, “I shall definitely be patrolling around Quarry Lanetonight, and | won't be
seaing any trouble. Will 17



There was ashuffling of huge oversized feet, and agenera muttering.
Carrot cupped hishand to his ear.
“I couldn’t quite hear,” he said.

There was alouder mutter, asort of toccata scored for one hundred reluctant voices on the theme of
‘Yes, Corpord Carrot.”

“Right. Now off you go. And let’ s have no more of this nonsense, there' s good chaps.”

Carrot brushed the dust off his hands and smiled a everyone. Thetrollslooked puzzled. In theory,
Carrot was athin film of grease on the street. But somehow it just didn’t seem to be happening . . .

Anguasad, “Hejust cdled ahundred trolls“ good chaps’. Some of them arejust down off the
mountains! Some of them have gotlichen on them!”

“Smartest thing on atroll,” said Sergeant Colon.

And then the world exploded.

The Watch had |eft before Captain Vimes got back to Pseudopolis Y ard. He plodded up the stairs to
his office, and sat down in the sticky leather chair. He gazed blankly at the wall.

Hewanted to leave the Guard. Of course he did.
It wasn't what you could cal away of life. Notlife.

Unsocid hours. Never being certain from one day to the next what the Law actudly was, in this
pragmatic city. No home life, to speak of. Bad food, eaten when you could; he' d even eaten some of
Cut-Me-Own-Throat Dibbler’ s sausages-in-a-bun before now. It always seemed to be raining or baking
hot. No friends, except for the rest of the squad, because they were the only people who lived inyour
world.

Whereasin afew days he would, as Sergeant Colon had said, be on the gravy boat. Nothing to do all
day but eat his meals and ride around on a big horse shouting orders at people.

At timeslike thistheimage of old Sergeant Kepple floated across his memory. He' d been head of the
Watch when Vimeswas arecruit. And, soon afterwards, heretired. They’d all clubbed together and
bought him a cheap watch, one of those that’ d keegp going for afew years until the demoninsdeit
evaporated.

Bloody stupid idea, Vimes thought moodily, staring at the wall. Bloke leaves work, handsin his badge
and hourglass and bell, and what' d we get him? A watch.

But he'd still comein to work the next day, with his new watch. To show everyone the ropes, he said; to
tidy up afew loose ends, haha. See you youngsters don’t get into trouble, haha. A month later he was
bringing the cod in and sweeping the floor and running errands and helping people write reports. He was
dill therefive yearslater. He was dlill there six years later, when one of the Watch got in early and found



him lying onthefloor . ..

And it emerged that no-one,no-one, knew where helived, or even if there was aMrs Kepple. They had
awhip-round to bury him, Vimes remembered. There were just guards at thefunerd . . .

Cometo think of it, there were dwaysjust guards at aguard’ sfunera.

Of courseit wasn't like that now. Sergeant Colon had been happily married for years, perhaps because
he and hiswife arranged their working lives so that they only met occasionally, normaly on the doorstep.
But sheleft him decent medsin the oven, and there was clearly something there; they’d got
grandchildren, even, so obvioudy there had been times when they’ d been unable to avoid each other.

Y oung Carrot had to fight young women off with astick. And Corporal Nobbs. . . well, he probably
made his own arrangements. He was said to have the body of atwenty-five year old, although no-one
knew where he kept it.

The point was that everyone el se had someone, even if in Nobby’ s case it was probably against their
will.

So, Captain Vimes, what isit really? Do you care for her? Don’t worry too much about love, that’sa
dicey word for the over-forties. Or are you just afraid of becoming some old man dying in the groove of
hislife and buried out of pity by abunch of youngsterswho never knew you as anything other than some
old fart who aways seemed to be around the place and got sent out to bring back the coffee and hot
figgins and was laughed a behind his back?

He' d wanted to avoid that. And now Fate was handing him afairy tae.
Of course hel d known she wasrich. But he hadn’t expected the summons to Mr Morecombe' s office.

Mr Morecombe had been the Ramkins family solicitor for along time. Centuries, in fact. Hewasa
vampire.

Vimes didiked vampires. Dwarfs were law-abiding little buggers when they were sober, and eventrolls
weredl right if you kept them where you could see them. But al the undead made his neck itch. Live and
let livewasdl very well, but there was a problem right there, when you thought about it logicdly . . .

Mr Morecombe was scrawny, like atortoise, and very pale. It had taken him agesto come to the point,
and when it came the point nailed Vimesto hischair.

“Howmuch?’

“Er. | believel amright in saying the etate, including the farms, the areas of urban development, and the
smdl areaof unrea estate near the University, are together worth approximately . . . seven million dollars
ayear. Yes. Sevenmillion at current vauation, | would say.”

“Itsdlmine ?’

“From the hour of your wedding to Lady Syhil. Although sheingtructs mein this|etter that you areto
have accessto al her accounts as of the present moment.”

The pearly dead eyes had watched Vimes carefully.



“Lady Syhil,” he said, “owns approximately one-tenth of Ankh, and extensive propertiesin Morpork,
plus of course consderablefarm landsin—"

“But...but...well ownthemtogether...”

“Lady Syhbil isvery specific. Sheisdeeding al the property to you as her husband. She has asomewhat.
.. old-fashioned approach.” He pushed afolded paper acrossthe table. Vimestook it, unfolded it, and
Stared.

“Should you predecease her, of course,” Mr Morecombe droned on, “it will revert to her by common
right of marriage. Or to any fruit of the union, of course.”

Vimes hadn’t even said anything at that point. He' d just felt his mouth drop open and smdll areas of his
brain fuse together.

“Lady Sybil,” said the lawyer, the words coming from far away, “while not asyoung as shewas, isafine
healthy woman and thereis no reason why—"

Vimes had got through the rest of the interview on automatic.

He could hardly think about it now. When he tried, his thoughts kept skidding away. And, just as aways
happened when the world got too much for him, they skidded somewhereelse,

He pulled open the bottom drawer of his desk and stared at the shiny bottle of Bearhugger’s Very Fine
Whiskey. Hewasn't sure how it had got there. Somehow he’ d never got around to throwing it out.

Start that again and you won't evensee retirement. Stick to cigars.
He shut the drawer and leaned back, taking a half-smoked cigar from his pocket.

Maybe the guards weren't so good now anyway. Politics. Hah! Watchmen like old Kepple would turn
inther gravesif they knew that the Watch had taken on aw—

And the world exploded.
Thewindow blew in, peppering the wal behind Vimes' desk with fragments and cutting one of hisears.
Hethrew himsdlf to the floor and rolled under the desk.

Right, that did it! The achemists had blown up their Guild House for the last time, if Vimes had anything
todowithit. ..

But when he peered over the window sl he saw, acrosstheriver, the column of dust rising over the
Assassins Guild. ..

Therest of the Watch came trotting dong Filigree Street as Vimes reached the Guild entrance. A couple
of black-clad Assassins barred hisway, in a polite manner which neverthel ess indicated that impoliteness
was afuture option. There were sounds of hurrying feet behind the gates.

“You seethisbadge? You seeit?” Vimes demanded.



“Nevertheless, thisis Guild property,” said an Assassin.
“Let usin, inthe name of thelaw!” bellowed Vimes.
The Assassin smiled nervoudy at him. “Thelaw isthatGuild law prevailsindgde Guild walls,” hesaid.

Vimesglared a him. But it wastrue. The laws of the city, such asthey were, sopped outside the Guild
Houses. The Guilds had their own laws. The Guild owned the. . .

He stopped.
Behind him, Lance-Constable Angua reached down and picked up afragment of glass.

Then she stirred the debris with her foot.

And then her gaze met that of asmall, non-descript mongrel dog watching her very intently from under a
cart. In fact non-descript was not what it was. It was very easy to descript. It looked like halitosiswith a

Wet nose.

“Woof, woof,” said the dog, in abored way. “Woof, woof, woof, and growl, growl.”

The dog trotted into the mouth of an alleyway. Angua glanced around, and followed it. The rest of the
sguad were gathered around Vimes, who' d gone very quiet.

“Fetch methe Master of Assassins,” hesaid. “Now!”

The young Assassin tried to sneer.
“Hah! Y our uniform doesn’t scareme,” he said.

Vimes|ooked down at his battered breastplate and worn mail.

“You'reright,” hesaid. “ Thisisnot ascary uniform. I’m sorry. Forward, Corpora Carrot and
Lance-Congtable Detritus.”

The Assassin was suddenly aware of the sunlight being blocked ouit.

“Nowthese, | think you'll agree,” said Vimes, from somewhere behind the eclipse, “ are scary uniforms.”

The Assassin nodded dowly. He hadn’t asked for this. Usually there were never any guards outside the
Guild. What would be the point? He had, tucked away in hisexquisitely tailored black clothes, at least
eighteen devicesfor killing people, but he was becoming aware that Lance-Congtable Detritus had one

on the end of each of hisarms. Closer, asit were, to hand.

“I'll, er, I'll go and get the Master, then, shall 17" he said.

Carrot leaned down.

“Thank you for your co-operation,” he said gravely.



Anguawatched the dog. The dog watched her.

She squatted on her haunches asit sat down and scratched an ear furioudly.

Looking around carefully to make sure that no-one could see them, she barked an inquiry.
“Don't bower,” said the dog.

“You cantalk?”

“Huh.That don't take much intelligence,” said the dog. “ And it don’t take much intelligence to spot what
you are, neither.”

Angualooked panicky.
“Where doesit show?’

“It' sthesmell, girl. Din't you learn nuffm? Smelled you amile orf. | thought, oh-ho, what' s one of them
doing in the Watch, en?’

Anguawaved afinger wildly.

“If you tell anyone—!”

The dog looked more pained than normd.

“No-one'dlisten,” it said.

“Why not?’

“ *Cos everyone knows dogs can't talk. Theyhear me, see, but unlessthings are redlytough they just
think they’ rethinking to ‘emsalves.” Thelittle dog Sighed. “ Trust me. | know what I’ m talking about. I've
read books. Well . . . chewed books.”

It scratched an ear again. “ Seemsto me,” it said, “we could help each other . . "

“Inwhat way?’

“Well, you could put mein theway of apound of steak. That does wonders for my memory, steak.
Makesit go clean away.”

Anguafrowned.
“People don't like the word “blackmail”,” she sad.

“It ain’t the only word they don't like,” said the dog. “ Take my case, now. I’ ve got chronic intelligence.
Isthat any useto adog? Did | ask for it? Not me. | just finds a cushy spot to spend my nightsalong at
the High Energy Magic building at the Univergity, no-one toldme about al this bloody magic leaking out
thewholetime, next thing | know | open me eyes, head startsfizzing like adose of sdts, oh-oh, thinksl,
here we go again, hello abstract conceptudizing, intellectua development herewe come. . . What bloody



useisthat to me? Larst time it happened, | ended up savin’ the world from horrible wossnames from the
Dungeon Dimensions, and did anyone say fanks? Wot a Good Dog, Give Him A Bone? Har har.” 1t held
up athreadbare paw. “My name' s Gaspode. Something like this happens to mejust about every week.
Apart fromthat, I’'m just adog.”

Angua gave up. She grasped the moth-eaten limb and shook it.

“My name' sAngua. Y ou know what | am.”

“Forgottenitalready,” said Gaspode.

Captain Vimeslooked at the debris scattered across the courtyard from ahole in one of the
ground-floor rooms. All the surrounding windows had broken, and therewas alot of glass underfoot.
Mirror glass. Of course, assassins were notorioudy vain, but mirrors would bein rooms, wouldn't they?

Y ou wouldn’'t expect alot of glass outside. Glass got blown in, not ot.

He saw Lance-Constable Cuddy bend down and pick up a couple of pulleys attached to a piece of
rope, which was burned at one end.

There was arectangle of card in the debris.

The hairs on the back of Vimes hand prickled.

He sniffed ranknessin theair.

Vimeswould bethe first to admit that he wasn’t agood copper, but he' d probably be spared the chore
because lots of other people would happily admit it for him. There was a certain core of stubborn

bl oody-mindedness there which upset important people, and anyone who upsets important peopleis
automaticaly not agood copper. But he/ d devel oped ingtincts. Y ou couldn’t live on the Streets of acity
al your life without them. In the same way that the whole jungle subtly changes at the distant approach of
the hunter, there was an dteration in thefed of the city.

There was something happening here, something wrong, and he couldn’t quite see what it was. He
started to reach down—

“What isthe meaning of this?’
Vimes straightened up. He did not turn around.

“Sergeant Colon, | want you to go back to the Watch House with Nobby and Detritus,” he said.
“Corporal Carrot and Lance-Constable Cuddy, you stay with me.”

“Yes,sah!” said Sergeant Colon, slamping heavily and ripping off asmart salute to annoy the Assassins.
Vimes acknowledged it.

Thenheturned around.
“Ah, Dr Cruces,” hesad.

The Magter of Assassinswas white with rage, contrasting nicely with the extreme black of his clothing.



“No-one sent for you!” he said. “What gives you the right to be here, mister policeman? Walking around
asif you own the place?’

Vimes paused, his heart singing. He savoured the moment. He' d like to take this moment and pressit
carefully in abig book, so that when he was old he could take it out occasionally and remember it.

He reached into his breastplate and pulled out the lawyer’ s etter.
“Wadll, if you would like the most fundamenta reason,” he said, “it isbecause | rather think | do.”

A man can be defined by the things he hates. There were quite alot of thingsthat Captain Vimes hated.
Assassinswere near thetop of theligt, just after kings and the undead.

He had to allow, though, that Dr Cruces recovered very quickly. He didn’t explode when he read the
letter, or argue, or claim it was aforgery. He smply folded it up, handed it back, and said, coldly, “1 see.
Thefreehold, a least.”

“Quite so. Could you tell me what has been happening, please?’

Hewas aware of other senior Assassins entering the courtyard through the holein the wal. They were
very carefully looking at the debris.

Dr Cruces hesitated for amoment.

“FHreworks,” hesaid.

“What happened,” said Gaspode, “was that someone put adragon in abox right up againgt the wall
insde the courtyard, right, and then they went and hid behind one of the statues and pulled astring and
next minute—bang!”

“Bang?

“ “S'right. Then our friend nipsinto the hole for afew seconds, right, comes out again, trots around the
courtyard and next minute there' s Assassins everywhere and he' samong ‘em. What the hell. Another
man in black. No-one notices, see?’

“Y ou mean he sl in there?

“How do | know? Hoods and cloaks, everyone in black

“How come you were ableto seethis?’

“Oh, | dwaysnipinto the Assassins Guild on aWednesday night. Mixed grill night, see?” Gaspode
sghed at Angua s blank expression. “The cook always does amixed grill of a Wednesday night. No-one
ever eatsthe black pudding. So it’ sround the kitchens, see, woof woof, beg beg, who'sagood boy
then, look at the little bugger, helooks as though he understands every word I’'m sayin’, let’ s see what
we' ve got herefor agood doggy . . "

He looked embarrassed for a moment.



“Prideisdl very well, but asausageisasausage,” hesad.

“Fireworks? said Vimes.

Dr Cruces|ooked like aman grasping afloating log in achoppy sea.

“Yes. Fireworks. Y es. For Founder’s Day. Unfortunately someone threw away alighted match which
ignited the box.” Dr Cruces suddenly smiled. “My dear Captain Vimes,” he said, clapping his hands,
“much as | appreciate your concern, | redly—"

“They were stored in that room over there?” said Vimes.

“Yes, but that’ s of no account—"

Vimes crossed to the hole in the wall and peered inside. A couple of Assassins glanced at Dr Cruces
and reached nonchdantly towards various areas of their clothing. He shook his head. His caution might
have had something to do with the way Carrot put his hand on the hilt of his sword, but it could dso have

been because Assassins did have acertain code, after dl. It was dishonourable to kill someoneif you
weren't being paid.

“It seemsto be somekind of . . . museum,” said Vimes. “Guild memorabilia, that sort of thing?’
“Yes, exactly. Odd and ends. Y ou know how they mount up over the years.”

“Oh. Well, that all seemsin order,” said Vimes. “ Sorry to have troubled you, doctor. | will be going. |
hope | have not inconvenienced you in any way.”

“Of course not! Glad to have been able to put your mind at rest.”
They were ushered gently yet firmly towards the gateway.

“| should clean up thisglass,” said Captain Vimes, glancing at the debris again. “ Someone could hurt
themsalves, dl thisglasslying around. Wouldn't like to see one of your people get hurt.”

“We shdl| be doing it right this minute, captain,” said Dr Cruces.

“Good. Good. Thank you very much.” Captain Vimes paused at the doorway, and then thumped the
palm of hishand on hisforehead. “ Sorry, excuse me—mind like as eve these days—what wasiit you
sad was stolen?”

Not amuscle, not asinew moved on Dr Cruces face.

“| didn’'t say anything was stolen, Cgptain Vimes.”

Vimes gaped a him for amoment.

“Right! Sorry! Of course, you didn't. . . Apologies. . . Work getting on top of me, | expect. I'll be
going, then.”

The door dammed in hisface.



“Right,” said Vimes.
“Captain, why—?" Carrot began. Vimes held up ahand.

“That wrapsit up, then,” he said, dightly louder than necessary. “Nothing to worry about. Let’s get back
to the Yard. Where' s Lance-Congtable Whatshername?’

“Here, captain,” said Angua, stepping out of the aley.
“Hiding, eh? And what’ sthat?”

“Woof woof whinewhine.”

“It'salittle dog, captain.”

“Good grief.”

The clang of the big corroded Inhumation Bell echoed through the Assassins' Guild. Black-clad figures
came running from al directions, pushing and shoving in their haste to get to the courtyard.

The Guild council, assembled hurriedly outside Dr Cruces office. His deputy, Mr Downey, knocked
tentatively a the door.

“Come.”
Thecouncil filed in.

“Cruces office was the biggest room in the building. It dways seemed wrong to vistorsthat the
Assassins Guild had such light, airy, well-designed premises, more like the premises of agentlemen’s
club than a building where desth was plotted on adaily bass.

Cheery sporting prints lined the walls, although the quarry was not, when you looked closdly, stags or
foxes. There were aso group etchings—and, more recently, new-fangled iconographs — of the Guild,
rows of smiling faces on black-clad bodies and the youngest members sitting cross-legged in front, one of
them making aface.[6]

Down one side of the room was the big mahogany table where the elders of the Guild sat in weekly
session. The other side of theroom held Cruces private library, and asmall workbench. Abovethe
bench was an apothecary cabinet, made up of hundreds of little drawers. The names on the drawer labels
werein Assassins code, but visitors from outside the Guild were generdly sufficiently unnerved not to

accept adrink.

Four pillars of black granite held up the celling. They had been carved with the names of noted Assassins
from history. Cruces had his desk foursquare between them. He was standing behind it, his expression
amost as wooden as the desk.

“I want aroll-cal,” he snapped. “Has anyone | eft the Guild?’



“No, gr.”

“How can you be so sure?’

“The guards on the roofsin Filigree Street say no-one camein or went out, Sir.”

And who' swatchingthem?”

“They’ re watching one ancther, Sir.”

“Very well. Listen carefully. | want the mess cleaned up. If anyone needsto go outside the building, |
want everyone watched. And then the Guild is going to be searched from top to bottom, do you
understand?’

“What for, doctor?’ said ajunior lecturer in poisons.

“For . . . anything that is hidden. If you find anything and you don’t know what it i, send for a council
member immediately. And don't touchiit.”

“But doctor, dl sorts of things are hidden—"
“Thiswill be different, do you understand?’
“No, gr.”

“Good. And no-oneisto speak to the wretched Watch about this. You, boy . . . bring me my hat.” Dr
Crucessighed. “1 suppose | shdl have to go and tell the Patrician.”

“Hard luck, sr.”
The captain didn’t say anything until they were crossing the Brass Bridge.

“Now then, Corpora Carrot,” he said, “you know how I’ ve dways told you how observation is
important?’

“Yes, captain. | have dways paid careful attention to your remarks on the subject.”
“So what did you observe?’

“Someone d smashed amirror. Everyone knows Assassnslike mirrors. But if it was a museum, why
wasthere amirror there?’

“Please, Sr?’

“Who said that?’

“Down here, sir. Lance-Constable Cuddy.”
“Oh, yes. Yes?’

“I know abit about fireworks, sr. There sasmell you get after fireworks. Didn't smdll it, Sir. Smelled



something dse”

“Wadll . .. smdled, Cuddy.”

“And there were bits of burned rope and pulleys.”

“| smelled dragon,” said Vimes.

“Sure, captain?’

“Trust me.” Vimes grimaced. If you spent any timein Lady Ramkin’s company, you soon found out
what dragons smelled like. If something put its head in your lap while you were dining, you said nothing,
you just kept passing it titbits and hoped like hell it didn’t hiccup.

“Therewas aglass casein that room,” he said. “It was smashed open. Hah! Something was stolen.
Therewasabit of card in the dust, but someone must have pinched it while old Cruces was talking to
me. I’d give ahundred dollarsto know what it said.”

“Why, captain?’ said Corpora Carrot.

“Because that bastard Cruces doesn’t want me to know.”

“I know what could have blown the hole open,” said Angua.

“What?”’

“An exploding dragon.”

They walked in stunned silence.
“That could doit, Sr,” said Carrot loyaly. “ Thelittle devils go bang at the drop of ahdmet.”

“Dragon,” muttered Vimes. “What makes you think it was a dragon, Lance-Constable Angua?’

Angua hesitated. “ Because adog told me’ was not, she judged, a career-advancing thing to say at this
poirt.

“Woman'sintuition?’ she suggested.

“lsuppose,” said Vimes, “you wouldn't hazard an intuitive guess asto what was stolen?’
Angua shrugged. Carrot noticed how interestingly her chest moved.

“ Something the Assassins wanted to keep where they could look at it?” she said.
“Oh,yes,” sadVimes. “I suppose next you'll tell methisdog saw it al?’

“Woof?’

Edward d’ Eath drew the curtains, bolted the door and leaned on it. It had been so easy!



He d put the bundle on the table. It wasthin, and about four feet long.
He unwrapped it carefully, and there. . . it . . . was.

It looked pretty much like the drawing. Typica of the man —awhole page full of meticulous drawings of
crosshows, and thisin the margin, asthough it hardly mattered.

It was so smple! Why hide it away? Probably because people were afraid. People were dways afraid
of power. It made them nervous.

Edward picked it up, cradled it for awhile, and found that it seemed to fit his arm and shoulder very
ugly.

You're mine.

And that, more or less, was the end of Edward d’ Eath. Something continued for awhile, but what it
was, and how it thought, was't entirely human.

It was nearly noon. Sergeant Colon had taken the new recruits down to the archery buttsin Butts Treat.
Vimeswent on patrol with Carrot.

He fdt something inside him bubbling over. Something was brushing the tips of his corroded but
neverthdess ill-active ingincts, trying to draw attention to itself. He had to be on the move. It was dl
that Carrot could do to keep up.

There weretrainee Assassnsin the streets around the Guild, still siveeping up debris.

“Assassinsin daylight,” snarled Vimes. “1’m amazed they don’t turn to dust.”

“That’ svampires, sir,” said Carrot.

“Hah! You'reright. Assassins and licensed thieves and bloody vampires! Y ou know, thiswas agreat
old city once, lad.”

Unconscioudly, they fell into step . . . proceeding.

“When we had kings, Sr?’

“Kings?Kings? Hell, no!”

A couple of Assassinslooked around in surprise.

“I'll tell you,” said Vimes. “ A monarch’ s an absolute ruler, right? The head honcho—"
“Unlesshe’ saqueen,” said Carrot.

Vimesglared at him, and then nodded.

“OK, or the head honchette—"



“No, that’d only apply if she was ayoung woman. Queenstend to be older. She d havetobea. .. a
honcharina? No, that’ s for very young princesses. No. Um. A honchesa, | think.”

Vimes paused. There' ssomething inthe air in this city, he thought. If the Creator had said, “L et there be
light' in Ankh-Morpork, he' d have got no further because of dl the people saying ‘What colour?’

“The supremeruler, OK,” he said, Sarting to stroll forward again.

“OK.”

“But that’ s not right, see? One man with the power of life and death.”

“But if he sagood man—' Carrot began.

“Wha?What? OK. OK. Let’ s believe he' sagood man. But his second-in-command —is he agood

man too? Y ou’ d better hope so. Becausehe' s the supremerruler, too, in the name of the king. And the
rest of the court . . . they’ ve got to be good men. Becauseif just one of them’ sabad man theresult is

bribery and patronage.”

“The Patrician’ sasupremeruler,” Carrot pointed out. He nodded at apassing troll. “G’ day, Mr
Carbuncle”

“But he doesn’t wear acrown or St on athrone and he doesn't tell you it’ sright that he should rule,”
said Vimes. “| hate the bastard. But he' shonest. Honest like a corkscrew.”

“Even s0, agood man asking—"

“Y es? And then what? Royalty pollutes people’ s minds, boy. Honest men start bowing and bobbing just
because someone' s grandad was a bigger murdering bastard than theirswas. Listen! We probably had
good kings, once! But kings breed other kings! And blood tells, and you end up with abunch of
arrogant, murdering bastards! Chopping off queens heads and fighting their cousins every five minutes!
And we had centuries of that! And then one day aman said “No more kings!” and we rose up and we
fought the bloody nobles and we dragged the king off histhrone and we dragged him into Setor Square
and we chopped his bloody head off! Job well done!”

“Wow,” said Carrot. “Who was he?’

“Who?’

“The man who said “No MoreKings’.”

People were staring. Vimes' face went from the red of anger to the red of embarrassment. There was
little differencein the shading, however.

“Oh. .. hewas Commander of the City Guard in those days,” he mumbled. “They caled him Old
Stoneface”

“Never heard of him,” said Carrot.

“He, er, doesn't gppear much in the history books,” said Vimes. “ Sometimes there hasto be acivil war,
and sometimes, afterwards, it's best to pretend something didn’t happen. Sometimes people haveto do a



job, and then they have to be forgotten. He wielded the axe, you know. No-oneedsed doiit. It wasa
king' s neck, after dl. Kingsare,” he spat the word, “ special . Even after they’d seenthe. . . private

rooms, and cleaned up the . . . bits. Even then. No-one'd clean up the world. But he took the axe and
cursed them dl and did it.”

“What king wasit?’ said Carrot.
“LorenzotheKind,” said Vimes, distantly.

“I’ve seen his picture in the paace museum,” said Carrot. “ A fat old man. Surrounded by lots of
children.”

“Ohyes” sad Vimes, carefully. “Hewasvery fond of children.”

Carrot waved at a couple of dwarfs.
“I didn’t know this,” he said. “I thought there was just some wicked rebellion or something.”
Vimes shrugged. “It'sin the history books, if you know whereto look.”

“And that was the end of the kings of Ankh-Morpork.”

“Oh, therewas asurviving son, | think. And afew mad relatives. They were banished. That' s supposed
to be aterriblefate, for roydty. | can't seeit mysdf.”

“I think | can. Andyou likethecity, Sr.”

“Wadll, yes. But if it was a choice between banishment and having my head chopped off, just help me
down with this suitcase. No, we' rewell rid of kings. But, | mean . . . thecity used to work.”

“Still does,” said Carrot.

They passed the Assassins Guild and drew level with the high, forbidding walls of the Fools Guild,
which occupied the other corner of the block.

“No, it just keeps going. | mean, look up there.”

Carrot obediently raised his gaze.

Therewas afamiliar building on the junction of Broad Way and Alchemists. The facade was ornate, but
covered in grime. Gargoyles had colonized it.

The corroded motto over the portico said ‘NEITHER RAIN NOR SNOW NOR GLOM OF NIT
CAN STAY THESE MESENGERS ABOT THIER DUTY’ and in more spacious days that may have
been the case, but recently someone had found it necessary to nail up an addendum which read:

DONT ARSK US ABOUT: rocks troll’ swith sticks All sorts of dragons Mrs Cake Huje green
things with teeth Any kinds of black dogs with orange eyebrows Rains of spaniel’s. fog.

Mrs Cake



“Oh,” hesad. “The Royd Mail.”

“The Post Office,” corrected Vimes. “My granddad said that once you could post aletter thereand if d
be delivered within amonth, without fail. Y ou didn’t have to giveit to a passing dwarf and hopethelittle
bugger wouldn't eet it before. . .”

Hisvoicetrailed off.

“Uh. Sorry. No offence meant.”

“Nonetaken,” said Carrot cheerfully.

“It'snot that I’ ve got anything againgt dwarfs. I've dways said you' d have to look very hard before
you'd find a, abetter bunch of highly skilled, law-abiding, hard-working—"

“—little buggers?”’

“Yes. No!”

They proceeded.

“That Mrs Cake,” said Carrot, “ definitely a strong-minded woman, eh?’

“Tootrue” said Vimes.

Something crunched under Carrot’ s enormous sanddl.

“Moreglass” hesad. “It went along way, didn’t it.”

“Exploding dragons! What an imagination the girl has”

“Woof woof,” said avoice behind them.

“That damn dog’ s been following us,” said Vimes.

“It'sbarking at something onthewall,” said Carrot.

Gaspode eyed them coldly.

“Woof woof, bloody whinewhine,” he said. “Are you bloody blind or what?’

It was true that normal people couldn’t hear Gaspode speak, because dogsdon’t speak. It'sa
well-known fact. It' swell known at the organic levd, like alot of other well-known facts which overrule
the observations of the senses. Thisis because if people went around noticing everything that was going
on dl thetime, no-onewould ever get anything done.[7] Besides, amost al dogs don’t talk. Onesthat do
aremerdly agatigtica error, and can therefore be ignored.

However, Gaspode had found he did tend to get heard on a subconsciouslevel. Only the previous day

someone had absent-mindedly kicked him into the gutter and had gone afew steps before they suddenly
thought: I'm abastard, what am 1?



“Thereis something up there,” said Carrot. “Look . . . something blue, hanging off that gargoyle.”
“Woof woof,woof! Would youcredit it?’

Vimes stood on Carrot’ s shoulders and waked his hand up the wal, but the little blue strip was il out
of reach.

The gargoylerolled astony eye towardshim.

“Doyoumind?’ said Vimes. “It'shanging on your ear.” With agrinding of stone on stone, the gargoyle
reached up ahand and unhooked the intrusive materid.

“Thank you.”

“‘on'tent-onit.”

Vimes climbed down again.

“Y ou like gargoyles, don't you, captain,” said Carrot, asthey strolled away.

“Yep. They may only beakind of troll but they keep themselves to themselves and seldom go below the
firgt floor and don’t commit crimes anyone ever finds out about. My type of people.”

He unfolded the gtrip.

It wasacollar or, at least, what remained of acollar —it was burnt at both ends. The word ‘ Chubby’
was just readable through the soot.

“Thedevild” sad Vimes. “Theydid blow up adragon!”
The most dangerous man in the world should be introduced.

He has never, in hisentire life, harmed aliving creature. He has dissected afew, but only after they were
dead, [8] and had marvelled a how well they’ d been put together considering it had been done by
unskilled labour. For severd years he hadn’'t moved outside alarge, airy room, but thiswas OK,
because he spent most of histimeinsde hisown head in any case. There sacertain type of personit’'s
very hard to imprison.

He had, however, surmised that an hour’ s exercise every day was essentia for ahealthy appetite and
proper bowed movements, and was currently sitting on amachine of hisown invention.

It conssted of a saddle above apair of treadles which turned, by means of achain, alarge wooden
whed currently held off the ground on ametal stand. Ancther, freewheeling, wooden whed was
positioned in front of the saddle and could be turned by means of atiller arrangement. He d fitted the
extrawhed and tiller so that he could whed the entire thing over to the wall when he' d finished taking his
exercise and, besides, it gave the whole thing a pleasing symmetry.

He cdlled it * the-turning-the-whed-with-pedal s-and-another-whed -machine'.

Lord Vetinari was also at work.



Normally, he wasin the Oblong Office or seated in his plain wooden chair at the foot of the stepsin the
paace of Ankh-Morpork; there was an ornate throne at the top of the steps, covered with dust. It was
the throne of Ankh-Morpork and was, indeed, made of gold. He' d never dreamed of sitting on it.

But it was anice day, so he wasworking in the garden.

Vistorsto Ankh-Morpork were often surprised to find that there were some interesting gardens
attached to the Patrician’s Palace.

The Patrician was not agardens kind of person. But some of his predecessors had been, and Lord
Vetinari never changed or destroyed anything if therewas no logical reason to do so. He maintained the
little zoo, and the racehorse stable, and even recognized that the gardens themselves were of extreme
historic interest because this was so obvioudy the case.

They had been laid out by Bloody Stupid Johnson.

Many great |andscape gardeners have gone down in history and been remembered in avery solid way
by the magnificent parks and gardens that they designed with dmost god-like power and foresight,
thinking nothing of making lakes and shifting hillsand planting woodlands to enable future generations to
appreciate the sublime beauty of wild Nature transformed by Man. There have been Capability Brown,
Sagacity Smith, Intuition De Vere Sade-Gore. . .

In Ankh-Morpork, there was Bloody Stupid Johnson.

Bloody Stupid ‘It Might Look A Bit Messy Now But Just Y ou Come Back In Five Hundred Y ears
Time Johnson. Bloody Stupid ‘ Look, The Plans Were The Right Way Round When | Drew Them'’
Johnson. Bloody Stupid Johnson, who had 2,000 tons of earth built into an artificia hillock in front of
Quirm Manor because ‘It'd drive me mad to have to look at abunch of trees and mountainsal day long,
how about you?’

The Ankh-Morpork palace grounds were considered the high spot, if such it could be caled, of his
career. For example, they contained the ornamenta trout lake, one hundred and fifty yardslong and,
because of one of thosetrifling errors of notation that were such adigtinctive feature of Bloody Stupid’'s
designs, oneinch wide. It was the home of one trout, which was quite comfortable provided it didn’t try
to turn around, and had once featured an ornate fountain which, when first switched on, did nothing but
groan ominoudly for five minutes and then firea small stone cherub athousand feet into the air.

It contained the hoho, which was like ahahaonly deeper. A hahaisaconceded ditch and wall designed
to dlow landownersto look out across rolling vistas without getting cattle and inconvenient poor people
wandering across the lawns. Under Bloody Stupid’ s errant pencil it was dug fifty feet deep and had
claimed three gardeners aready.

The maze was so smdl| that people got lost lookingfor it.

But the Patrician rather liked the gardens, in aquiet kind of way. He had certain views about the
mentaity of most of mankind, and the gardens made him fed fully justified.

Piles of paper were stacked on the lawn around the chair. Clerks renewed them or took them away
periodicaly. They were different clerks. All sorts and types of information flowed into the Palace, but
therewas only one place where it all came together, very much like strands of gossamer coming together
in the centre of aweb.



A great many rulers, good and bad and quite often dead, know what happened; arare few actually
manage, by dint of much effort, to know what’ s happening. Lord Vetinari considered both typesto lack
ambition.

“Yes, Dr Cruces,” he said, without looking up.

How thehell does he do it? Cruces wondered. [ know | didn't make any noise. . .

“Ah, Havelock—" he began.

“Y ou have something to tell me, doctor?’

“It sbeen. .. midad.”

“Yes. And no doubt you are anxioudy seeking it. Very well. Good day.”

The Patrician hadn’t moved his head the whole time. He hadn’'t even bothered to ask what It was. He
bloody well knows, thought Cruces. How isit you can never tell him anything he doesn't know?

Lord Vetinari put down a piece of paper on one of the piles, and picked up another.
“You are till here, Dr Cruces.”

“I can assure you, m'Lord, that—"

“I’m sureyou can. I’m sure you can. Thereis one question that intrigues me, however.”
“M’Lord?

“Why wasit in your Guild House to be stolen? | had been given to understand it had been destroyed.
I’'m quite sure| gave orders.”

Thiswas the question the Assassin had been hoping would not be asked. But the Patrician was good at
that game.

“Er. We—that is, mypredecessor - thought it should serve asawarning and an example.”
The Petrician looked up and smiled brightly.

“Capitd!” hesaid. “| have dways had agreat belief in the effectiveness of examples. So | am sureyou'll
be able to sort this out with minimum inconvenience dl round.”

“Certainly, m’Lord,” said the Assassin, glumly. “But—"

Noon began.

Noon in Ankh-Morpork took sometime, since twelve o’ clock was established by consensus. Generaly,
thefirg bell to sart wasthat onein the Teachers Guild, in responseto the universa prayersof its

members. Then the water clock on the Temple of Smal Godswould trigger the big bronze gong. The
black bl inthe Temple of Fate struck once, unexpectedly, but by then the silver peda-driven carillonin



the Fools Guild would be tinkling, the gongs, bells and chimes of dl the Guilds and templeswould bein
full swing, and it wasimpossibleto tell them apart, except for the tonguel ess and magical octiron bell of
Old Tom in the Unseen University clock tower, whose twelve measured silences temporarily overruled
thedin.

Andfinaly, saverd strokes behind al the others, wasthe bell of the Assassins Guild, which was dways
legt.

Beside the Petrician, the ornamental sundial chimed twice and fell over.
“Youwere saying?’ sad the Patrician mildly.

“Captain Vimes,” said Dr Cruces. “He staking an interest.”

“Dear me. But itishisjob.”

“Redly? | must demand that you cal him off!”

The words echoed around the garden. Severa pigeons flew away.
“Demand?’ said the Patrician, swesetly.

Dr Cruces backed and filled desperatdly. “Heisaservant after al,” he said. “1 see ho reason why he
should be dlowed to involve himsdlf in affairsthat don’t concern him.”

“| rather bdieve hethinks he' s aservant of thelaw,” said the Patrician.
“He sajack-in-office and an insolent upstart!”

“Dear me. | did not appreciate your strength of fedling. But since you demand it, | will bring him to hedl
without delay.”

“Thank you.”
“Don’t mention it. Do not let me keep you.”
Dr Cruces wandered off in the direction of the Patrician’ sidle gesture.

Lord Vetinari bent over his paperwork again, and did not even look up when there was a distant,
muffled cry. Instead, he reached down and rang asmall silver bell.

A clerk hurried up.
“Go and fetch theladder, will you, Drumknott?’ he said. “ Dr Cruces seemsto have fdlen in the hoho.”

The back door to the dwarf Bjorn Hammerhock’ s workshop lifted off the latch and creaked open. He
went to seeif there was anyone there, and shivered.

He shut the door.

“Bit of achilly breeze,” he said, to the room'’ s other occupant. “ Still, we could do with it.”



The cealling of the workshop was only about five feet above the floor. That was more than tall enough for
adwarf.

OW,said avoice that no-one heard.

Hammerhock looked at the thing clamped in the vice, and picked up a screwdriver.

Ow.

“Amazing,” he said. “I1think that moving this tube down the barrel forcesthe, er, sx chambersto dide
aong, presenting anew oneto the, er, firing hole. That seems clear enough. The triggering mechanismis
redly just atinderbox device. Thespring . . .here . . . hasrusted through. | can easily replacethat. You
know,” he said, looking up, “thisisavery interesting device. With the chemicasin thetubesand dl. Such
asmple idea. Isit aclown thing? Some kind of autometic dap-stick?’

He sorted through abin of metal offcutsto find a piece of stedl, and then selected afile.

“I"d like to make a few sketches afterwards,” he said.

About thirty seconds later there was apop and a cloud of smoke.

Bjorn Hammerhock picked himself up, shaking his head.

“That waslucky!” he said. “Could have been anasty accident there.”

Hetried to fan some of the smoke away, and then reached for thefile again.

His hand went throughtit.

AHEM.

Bjorntried again.

Thefilewas asinsubstantial asthe smoke.

“What?’

AHEM.

The owner of the trange device was staring in horror at something on the floor. Bjorn followed his gaze.

“Oh,” he said. Redlization, which had been hovering on the edge of Bjorn’s consciousness, finaly
dawned. That was the thing about death. When it happened to you, you were among thefirst to know.

Hisvisitor grabbed the device from the bench and rammed it into a cloth bag. Then he looked around
wildly, picked up the corpse of Mr Hammerhock, and dragged it through the door towards the river.

There was adistant splash, or as close to a splash as you could get from the Ankh.

“Oh dear,” said Bjorn. “And | can’'t swim, either.”



THAT WILL NOT, OF COURSE, BE A PROBLEM,said Degth.

Bjorn looked at him.

“You'realot shorter than | thought you' d be,” he said.
THISISBECAUSE I'M KNEELING DOWN, MR HAMMER-HOCK.
“That damn thingkilled me!”

YES.

“That' sthefirgt time anything like that hasever happened to me.” ,

TO ANYONE. BUT NOT, | SUSPECT, THE LAST TIME.

Death stood up. Therewas aclicking of kneejoints. He no longer cracked his skull on the celling. There
wasn't acelling any more. The room had gently faded away.

There were such things as dwarf gods. Dwarfs were not anaturdly religious species, but inaworld
where pit props could crack without warning and pockets of fire damp could suddenly explode they’d
seen the need for gods as the sort of supernatural equivaent of ahard hat. Besides, when you hit your
thumb with an eight-pound hammer it’ s nice to be able to blaspheme. It takesavery specia and
strong-minded kind of atheist to jump up and down with their hand clasped under their other armpit and
shout, “ Oh, random-fluctuations-in-the-gpace-time-continuum!” or * Aaargh,
primitive-and-out-moded-concept on acrutch!”

Bjorn didn’t waste time asking questions. A lot of things become a shade urgent when you' re dead.

“I believein reincarnation,” he said.

| KNOW.

“I tried to liveagood life. Doesthat help?’

THAT ISNOT UP TO ME. Desth coughed. OF COURSE . . . SINCE YOU BELIEVEIN
REINCARNATION ... YOU'LL BE BJORN AGAIN.

He waited.

“Yes. That'sright,” said Bjorn. Dwarfs are known for their sense of humour, in away. People point
them out and say: * Thoselittle devils haven'tgot asense of humour.”

UM. WASTHERE ANYTHING AMUSING IN THE STATEMENT | JUST MADE?
“Uh. No. No.. . .| don't think so.”
IT WASA PUN, ORPLAY ON WORDS. BJORN AGAIN.

“YS?’



DID YOU NOTICEIT?
“| can'tsay | did.”

OH.

“Sorry.”

I"'VEBEEN TOLD | SHOULD TRY TO MAKE THE OCCASION A LITTLE MORE
ENJOYABLE.

“Bjornagain.”
YES.

“I'll think about it?’
THANK YOU.

“Hright,” said Sergeant Colon, “this, men, isyour truncheon, also nomenclatured your night stick or
baton of office.” He paused while hetried to remember hisarmy days, and brightened up.

“Handyou will lookafter hit,” he shouted. “Y ou will egt with hit, you will degp with hit, you—"

“‘Scuseme.”

“Who said that?’

“Down here. It'sme, Lance-Constable Cuddy.”
“Yes, pilgrim?’

“How do we eat with it, sergeant?’

Sergeant Colon’ s wound-up machismo wound down. He was suspicious of Lance-Constable Cuddy.
He strongly suspected L ance-Constable Cuddy was a trouble-maker.

“What?’

“Well, dowe useit asaknife or afork or cut in half for chopsticks or what?’
“What are you talking about?’

“Excuse me, sergeant?’

“Whatis it, Lance-Congtable Angua?’

“How exactly do wedeep withit, sir?’

“Well, ...l meant...Corporal Nobbs, stop that sniggering right now!” Colon adjusted his



breastplate and decided to strike out in anew direction.

“Now, hwat we have‘ ereis a puppet, mommet or heffigy’” —indicating avaguely humanoid shape made
of leather and stuffed with straw, mounted on a stake —" called by the hnickname of Harthur, wegpons
training, for the use hof. Forward, Lance-Constable Angua. Tell me, Lance-Constable, do you think you
could kill aman?’

“How long will | have?’

There was a pause while they picked up Corpora Nobbs and patted him on the back until he settled
down.

“Very wdl,” said Sergeant Colon, “what you must do now istake your truncheon like so, and on the
command one, proceed smartly to Harthur and on the command two, tap him smartly upon the bonce.
Hwun...two...

Thetruncheon bounced off Arthur’shelmet.

“Very good, only one thing wrong. Anyone tell mewhat it was?’

They shook their heads.

“Frombehind,” said Sergeant Colon. “Y ou hit ‘em frombehind. No sensein risking trouble, isthere?
Now you have ago, Lance-Constable Cuddy.”

“But sarge—"

“Doit.”

They watched.

“Perhapswe could fetch him achair?’ said Angua, after an embarrassing fifteen seconds.
Detritus sniggered.

“Himtoolittle to beaguard,” he said.

Lance-Constable Cuddy stopped jumping up and down.

“Sorry, sergeant,” he said, “thisisn’'t how dwarfsdo it, see?’

“It'showguards do it,” said Sergeant Colon. “All right, Lance-Constable Detritus—don’t salute —you
giveitatry.”

Detritus held the truncheon between what must technicaly be called thumb and forefinger, and smashed
it over Arthur' s helmet. He stared reflectively at the truncheon’ s ssump. Then he bunched up his, for want
of abetter word, fist, and hammered Arthur over what was briefly its head until the stake was driven
three feet into the ground.

“Now the dwarf, he can haveago,” hesad.



There was another embarrassed five seconds. Sergeant Colon cleared histhroat.

“Wéll, yes, | think we can consider him thoroughly apprehended,” he said. “Make anote, Corporal
Nobbs. Lance-Constable Detritus—don’t salute! - deducted one dollar for loss of truncheon. And
you' re supposed to be able to ask ‘em questions afterwards.”

Helooked at the remains of Arthur.

“I think around about now isagood time to demondtrate the fine points of harchery,” he said.

Lady Sybil Ramkin looked at the sad strip of |eather that was all that remained of the late Chubby.

“Who' d do something like thisto a poor little dragon?’ she said.

“We'retrying to find out,” said Vimes. “We. . . we think maybe he was tied up next toawall and
exploded.”

Carrot leaned over thewall of apen.

“Coochee-coochee-coo?’ he said. A friendly flame took his eyebrows off.

“I mean, hewas astame asanything,” said Lady Ramkin. “Wouldn't hurt afly, poor little thing.”
“How could someone make adragon blow up?’ said Vimes. “Could you do it by giving it akick?’
“Oh, yes” said Syhil. “You'd lose your leg, mind you.”

“Then it wasn't that. Any other way? So you wouldn't get hurt?”

“Not redly. It'd be easier to makeit blow itsdf up. Redly, Sam, | don’t like talking about—"

“I have to know.”

“Wel . .. a thistime of year the malesfight. Make themsalveslook big, you know? That’ swhy | dways
keep them gpart.”

Vimes shook his head. “ There was only one dragon,” he said.

Behind them, Carrot leaned over the next pen, where a pear-shaped ma e dragon opened one eye and
glared a him.

“Whosagoodboyden?’ murmured Carrot. “1I’m sure I’ ve got abit of cod somewhere—"

The dragon opened the other eye, blinked, and then was fully awake and rearing up. Its ears flattened.
Its nogtrilsflared. Itswings unfurled. It breathed in. From its somach came the gurgle of rushing acids as
duices and valves were opened. Itsfeet |eft the floor. Its chest expanded—

Vimeshit Carrot a waist height, bearing him to the ground.

Inits pen the dragon blinked. The enemy had mysterioudy gone. Scared off!



It subsided, blowing off ahugeflame.

Vimes unclasped his hands from his head and rolled over.

“What' d you do thet for, captain?’ said Carrot. “1 wasn't—"

“It was attacking adragon!” shouted Vimes. “One that wouldn't back down!”

He pulled himsdlf to his knees and tapped Carrot’ s breast-plate.

“You polish that up redl bright!” he said. “Y ou can see yoursdf init. So can anything ese!”

“Oh, yes, of coursethere' sthat,” said Lady Syhbil. “ Everyone knows you should keep dragons away
from mirrors—’

“Mirrors,” said Carrot. “Hey, there were bits of—"

“Y es. He showed Chubby amirror,” said Vimes.

“The poor little thing must have been trying to make himsalf bigger than himsdlf,” said Carrot.
“Werededing here” said Vimes, “with atwisted mind.”

“Oh, no! You think so?’

“yes”

“But...no...youcan't beright. Because Nobby waswith usall thetime.”

“NotNobby,” said Vimestedtily. “Whatever he might do to adragon, | doubt if he’'d make it explode.
There' s stranger peoplein thisworld than Corporal Nobbs, my lad.”

Carrot’ sexpression did into arictus of intrigued horror.
“Gosh,” hesad.
Sergeant Colon surveyed the butts. Then he removed his helmet and wiped his forehead.

“I think perhaps Lance-Constable Angua shouldn’t have another go with the longbow until we' ve
worked out how to stop her . . . her getting in theway.”

“Sorry, sergeant.”

They turned to Detritus, who was standing sheepishly behind a hesp of broken longbows. Crossbows
were out of the question. They sat in hismassive hands like ahairpin. In theory the longbow would be a
deadly weapon in his hands, just as soon as he mastered the art of when to let go.

Detritus shrugged.

“Sorry, miger,” hesad. “Bows aren't troll wegpon.”



“Ha” said Colon. “Asfor you, Lance-Constable Cuddy—"

“Just can't get the hang of aiming, sergeant.”

“I thought dwarfswere famousfor their skillsin battle!”

“Yeah, but . . . not these kills,” said Cuddy.

“Ambush,” murmured Detritus.

Since hewas atrall, the murmur bounced off distant buildings. Cuddy’ s beard bristled.

“You devioustroll, | get my—"

“Wel now,” said Sergeant Colon quickly, “I think we' |l goptraining. You'll haveto. . . sort of pick it
up asyou go adong, dl right?’

He sghed. He was not acruel man, but he' d been either asoldier or aguard dl hislife, and hewas
fedling put-upon. Otherwise he wouldn't have said what he said next.

“I don't know, | redlly don't. Fighting among yourselves, smashing your own weapons. . . | mean, who

do wethink we re fooling? Now, it’s nearly noon, you take afew hours off, we' |l see you again tonight.
If you think it’ sworth turning up.”

There was aspang! noise. Cuddy’ s crossbow had gone off in his hand. The bolt whiffled past Corporal
Nobbs' ear and landed in the river, where it stuck.

“Sorry,” said Cuddy.
“Tsk, tsk,” said Sergeant Colon.

That was the worst part. It would have been better all round if he' d called the dwarf some names. It
would have been better if he'd made it seem that Cuddy was worth an insult.

He turned around and walked off towards Pseudo-polis Y ard.
They heard his muttered comment.

“What him say?’ said Detritus.

“*A finebody of men” ,” said Angua, going red.

Cuddy spat on the ground, which didn’t take long on account of its closeness. Then he reached under
his cloak and produced, like aconjuror extracting asize 10 rabbit from asize 5 hat, his double-headed
battle axe. And started to run.

By the time he reached the virgina target he was ablur. Therewas arip and the dummy exploded like a
nuclear haystack.

The other two wandered up and inspected the result, as pieces of chaff gently drifted to the ground.



“Yes, dl right,” said Angua. “But he did say you' re supposed to be able to ask them questions
afterwards.”

“Hedidn’t say they’ ve got to be able to answer them,” said Cuddy grimly.

“Lance-Constable Cuddy, deduct one dollar for target,” said Detritus, who aready owed eleven dollars
for bows.

““If it sworth turning up”!” said Cuddy, losing the axe somewhere about his person again. “ Speciesist!”

“I don't think he meant it that way,” said Angua.

“Ho, it'sdl right foryou,” said Cuddy.

“Why?

“ *Cosyou aman,” said Detritus.

Anguawas bright enough to pause for amoment to think this over.

“A woman,” shesaid.

“Samething.”

“Only in broad terms. Comeon, let’sgo and have adrink . . .”

The trangent moment of camaraderie in adversity completely evaporated.

“Drink with atrall?’

“Drink with adwarf?’

“All right,” said Angua. “How aboutyou andyou coming and having adrink withme?”

Anguaremoved her hdmet and shook out her hair. Femaletrolls don't have hair, athough the more
fortunate ones are able to cultivate afine growth of lichen, and afemae dwarf ismore likely to be
complimented on the silkiness of her beard than on her scalp. But it was just possible the sght of Angua
scraped little sparks off some shared, ancient, cosmic maleness.

“I haven't redly had achanceto look around,” she said. “But | saw aplacein Gleam Street.”

Which meant that they had to crosstheriver, at least two of them trying to indicate to passers-by that

they weren't with at least one of the other two. Which meant that, with desperate noncha ance, they were
looking around.

Which meant that Cuddy saw the dwarf in the water.
If you could cal it water.

If you could gtill call it adwarf.



They looked down.

“You know,” said Detritus, after awhile, “that look like that dwarf who make wegponsin Rime Street.”
“Bjorn Hammerhock?’ said Cuddy.

“That the one, yeah.”

“It looks abit like him,” Cuddy conceded, still talking in acold flat voice, “but notexactly likehim.”
“What d'you mean?’ said Angua.

“Because Mr Hammerhock,” said Cuddy, “didn’t have such agreat big hole where his chest should be.”

Doesn't he ever degp? thought Vimes. Doesn't the bloody man ever get hishead down? Isn't there a
room somewhere with ablack dressing gown hanging on the door?

He knocked on the door of the Oblong Office.

“Ah, captain,” said the Patrician, looking up from his paperwork. “Y ou were commendably quick.”
“Was1?

“Y ou got my message?’ said Lord Vetinari.

“No, gr. I’'vebeen . . . occupied.”

“Indeed. And what could occupy you?’

“Someone has killed Mr Hammerhock, sir. A big man in the dwarf community. He'sbeen . . . shot with

something, some kind of siege wegpon or something, and dumped in theriver. We ve just fished him out.
| was on theway to tell hiswife. | think helivesin Treacle Street. And then | thought, Since | was passing

“Thisisvery unfortunate.”

“Certainly it wasfor Mr Hammerhock,” said Vimes.
The Patrician leaned back and stared at Vimes.
“Tell me” hesaid, “how was hekilled?’

“I don't know. I’ ve never seen anything likeit . . . therewasjust agreeat big hole. But I'm going to find
out what it was.”

“Hmm. Did | mention that Dr Cruces came to see me thismorning?’
“No, gr.”

“Hewasvery . .. concerned.”



“Yes gr.”

“| think you upset him.”

“Sr?’

The Patrician seemed to be reaching a decision. His chair thumped forward.
“Cgptain Vimes—"

“Sr?’

“I know that you areretiring the day after tomorrow and fed, therefore, alittle. . . restless. But while
you are captain of the Night Watch | am asking you to follow two very specific ingructions. . .”

“Sr?’

“Y ou will ceaseany investigations connected with thistheft from the Assassins Guild. Do you
understand? It isentirely Guild business.”

“Sir.” Vimes kept hisface carefully immobile.
“I’m choosing to believe that the unspoken word in that sentence was ayes, captain.”
“Sr.”

“And that one, too. Asfor the matter of the unfortunate Mr Hammerhock . . . The body was discovered
just ashort while ago?’

“Yes, gr.”

“Thenit' sout of your jurisdiction, captain.”

“What? Sr?’

“The Day Watch can ded withit.”

“But we venever bothered with that hours-of-daylight jurisdiction stuff!”

“Neverthdess, in the current circumstances | shal instruct Captain Quirke to take over theinvestigation,
if it turns out that oneis necessary.”

If oneis necessary. If people don’'t end up with half their chest gone by accident. Meteorite strike,
per haps, thought Vimes.

He took a deep breath and leaned on the Patrician’s desk.

“Mayonnaise Quirke couldn’t find hisarse with an atlasl And he' s got no ideaabout how to talk to
dwarfd He calsthem gritsuckerst My men found the body! It'smy jurisdiction!”

The Patrician glanced at Vimes hands. Vimes removed them from the desk asif it had suddenly grown



red-hot.
“Night Watch. That'swhat you are, captain. Y our writ runsin the hours of darkness.”

“It sdwarfs we retalking about! If we don’t get it right, they’ll take the law into their own hands! That
usualy means chopping the head off the nearest troll! And you'll putQuirke onthis?’

“I’ve given you an order, captain.”
“BU—"

“Youmay go.”

“You can't—"

“I said you maygo, Captain Vimed”
“gr.”

Vimes saluted. Then he turned about, and marched out of the room. He closed the door carefully, so
that there was bardly aclick.

The Patrician heard him thump thewall outside. Vimes wasn't aware, but there were anumber of barely
perceptible dentsin thewall outside the Oblong Office, their depths corresponding to hisemotiond state
a thetime.

By the sound of it, this onewould need the services of aplasterer.

Lord Vetinari permitted himsalf asmile, although there was no humour iniit.

Thecityoperated. It wasasdf-regulating college of Guildslinked by the inexorable laws of mutua
sf-interest, and itworked. On average. By and large. Overdll. Normally.

Thelast thing you needed was some Watchman blundering around upsetting things, likealoose. . . a
loose. . . aloose siege catapult.

Normdly.

Vimes seemed in asuitable emotiond state. With any luck, the orders would have the desired effect . . .

There sabar likeit in every big city. It swhere the coppers drink.

The Guard seldom drank in Ankh-Morpork’s more cheerful taverns when they were off duty. It wastoo
easy to see something that would put them back on duty again.[9] So they generaly went to The Bucket,
in Gleam Street. It was smdl and low-cellinged, and the presence of city guards tended to discourage
other drinkers. But Mr Cheese, the owner, wasn't too worried about this. No-one drinks like a copper
who has seen too much to stay sober.

Carrot counted out his change on the counter.

“That’ sthree beers, one milk, one molten sulphur on coke with phosphoric acid—"



“Withumbrdlainit,” said Detritus.

“—and A Sow Comfortable Double-Entendre with lemonade.”

“With afruit sdadinit,” said Nobby.

“Woof?’

“And some beer inabowl,” said Angua.

“Thet little dog seemsto have taken quite ashineto you,” said Carrot.

“Yes” said Angua “I can't think why.”

The drinkswere put in front of them. They stared at the drinks. They drank the drinks.

Mr Cheese, who knew coppers, wordlesdy refilled the glasses and Detritus' insulated mug.

They stared at the drinks. They drank the drinks.

“You know,” said Colon, after awhile, “what gets me, what redllygets me, isthey just dumped himin
the water. | mean, not even weights. Just dumped him. Likeit didn’t matter if he wasfound. Y ou know
what | mean?’

“What getsme,” said Cuddy, “isthat he was adwarf.”

“What gets meisthat he was murdered,” said Carrot.

Mr Cheese passed dong the line again. They stared at the drinks. They drank the drinks.

Because the fact was that, despite al evidence to the contrary, murder was not acommonplace
occurrence in Ankh-Morpork. There were, it wastrue, nations. And as aforesaid there were
many ways one could inadvertently commit suicide. And there were occasiond domestic fracason a
Saturday night as people sought a cheaper dternative to divorce. Therewere al these things, but at least

they had areason, however unreasonable.

“Big man in the dwarfs, was Mr Hammerhock,” said Carrot. “A good citizen, too. Wasn't dways
dirring up old trouble like Mr Stronginthearm.”

“He sgot aworkshop in Rime Street,” said Nobby.

“Had,” said Sergeant Colon.

They stared at the drinks. They drank the drinks.

“What | want to knowis,” said Angua, “what put that holein him?’
“Never see anything likethat,” said Colon.

“Hadn’'t someone better go and tell Mrs Hammer-hock?” said Angua.



“Captain Vimesisdoingit,” said Carrot. “He said hewouldn't ask anyoneelseto doit.”

“Rather him than me,” said Colon fervently. “1 wouldn’t do that for abig clock. They can be fearsome
when they’ re angry, those little buggers.”

Everyone nodded gloomily, including the little bugger and the bigger little bugger by adoption.

They stared at the drinks. They drank the drinks.

“Shouldn’t we be finding out who did it?” said Angua.

“Why?" said Nobby.

She opened and shut her mouth once or twice, and findly came out with: *In case they do it again?’
“It wasn't an assassination, wasit?’ said Cuddy.

“No,” said Carrot. “They dwaysleave anote. By law.”

They looked at the drinks. They drank the drinks.

“What acity,” said Angua.

“It al works, that’ sthe funny thing,” said Carrot. “D’you know, when | firgt joined the Watch | was so
samplel arrested the head of the Thieves' Guild for thieving?’

“Sounds good to me,” said Angua.

“Got into abit of trouble for that,” said Carrot.

“You see,” sad Colon, “thieves areorganized here. | mean, it' sofficial. They'reallowed acertain
amount of thieving. Not that they do much these days, mind you. If you pay them alittle premium every
year they give you acard and leave you done. Savestime and effort al round.”

“And dl thievesare members?’ said Angua.

“Oh,yes,” said Carrot. “ Can't go thieving in Ankh-Morpork without a Guild permit. Not unlessyou' ve
got aspecid talent.”

“Why? What happens? Whattalent?” shesad.

“Well, like being able to survive being hung upside down from one of the gates with your ears nailed to
your knees,” said Carrot.

Then Anguasad: ‘ That' sterrible.”

“Yes, | know. But thethingis” sad Carrot, “thething is: it works. The whole thing. Guilds and
organized crimes and everything. It al seemsto work.”

“Didn’t work for Mr Hammerhock,” said Sergeant Colon.



They looked at their drinks. Very dowly, like amighty sequoia beginning the first step towards
resurrection asamillion Save The Trees |egflets, Detritus toppled backwards with hismug still in his
hand. Apart from the 90° change in position, he didn’t move amuscle.

“It’ sthe sulphur,” said Cuddy, without looking around. “1t goesright to their heads.”

Carrot thumped hisfist on the bar.

“We ought to do something!”

“We could nick hisboots,” said Nobby.

“1 mean about Mr Hammerhock.”

“Oh, yeah, yeah,” said Nobby. “Y ou sound like old Vimesy. If we wasto worry about every dead body
inthistown—"

“But not like thid” sngpped Carrot. “Normally it'sjust . . . well . . . suicide, or Guild fighting, Stuff like
that. But hewasjust adwarf! Rillar of the community! Spent al day making swords and axes and buria
wegpons and crossbows and torture implements! And then he' sin the river with agreat big holein his
chest! Who' sgoing to do anything about it, if not us?’

“Y ou been putting anything in your milk?" said Colon. “L ook, the dwarfs can sort it out. It' s like Quarry
Lane. Don't gtick your nose where someone can pull it off and est it.”

“We retheCity Watch,” said Carrot. “That doesn't mean just that part of the city who happensto be
over four feet tal and made of flesh!”

“No dwarf didit,” said Cuddy, who was swaying gently. “No troll, neither.” Hetried to tap the side of
his nose, and missed. “ The reason being, he fill had al hisarmsand legson.”

“Captain Vimes || want it investigated,” said Carrot.
“Captain Vimesistrying to learn to be acivilian,” said Nobby.
“Wadl, I'm not going to—" Colon began, and got off his stoal.

He hopped. He jumped up and down abit, his mouth opening and shutting. Then the words managed to
come oLt.

“My foot!”

“What about your foot?’

“Something suck init!”

He hopped backwards, clutching at one sandal, and fell over Detritus.

“You' d be amazed what can get stuck to your bootsin thistown,” said Carrot.



“There' s something on the bottom of your sandd,” said Angua. “ Stop waving it about, you slly man.”
She drew her dagger.

“Bit of card or something. With adrawing pininit. You picked it up somewhere. Probably took awhile
for youto tread it through . . . there.”

“Bit of card?’ said Carrot.
“There ssomething written onit . . .” Anguascraped away the mud.

‘GONNFE’

“What does that mean?’ she said.

“I don’t know. Something’ s gone, | suppose. Perhapsit’s Mr Gonne svisiting card, whoever heis,”
said Nobby. “Who cares? Let’ s have ano—"

Carrot took the card and turned it over and over in his hands.
“Savethepin,” said Cuddy. “Y ou only get five of them for apenny. My cousin Gimick makesthem.”

“Thisisimportant,” said Carrot, dowly. “The captain ought to know about this. | think he waslooking
forit.”

“What' simportant about it?’ said Sergeant Colon. “ Apart from my foot hurting like blazes.”
“I don’t know. The captain’ll know,” said Carrot stubbornly.

“Youtdl him, then,” said Colon. “He' s staying up at her ladyship’snow.”

“Learning to be agentleman,” said Nobby.

“I'mgoing to tell him,” said Carrot.

Angua glanced through the grubby window. The moon would be up soon. That was one trouble with
cities. The damn thing could be lurking behind atower if you weren't careful.

“And I’ d better be getting back to my lodgings,” she said.

“I'll accompany you,” said Carrot, quickly. “I ought to go and find Captain Vimesin any case.”
“It'll be out of your way . ..”

“Honedtly, I'd liketo.”

Shelooked at his earnest expression.



“I couldn’t put you to the trouble,” she said.
“That'sdl right. | likewaking. It hdpsmethink.”
Anguasmiled, despite her desperation.

They stepped out into the softer heat of the evening. Ingtinctively, Carrot settled into the policeman’s
pace.

“Very old dtreet, this” he said. “ They say there’ s an underground stream under it. | read that. What do
you think?’

“Doyouredly likewaking?' said Angua, faling into step.

“Oh, yes. There are many interesting byways and historical buildingsto be seen. | often go for walkson
my day off.”

Shelooked at hisface. Y e gods, she thought.
“Why did you join the Watch?’ she said.

“My father said it'd make aman of me.”

“It seemsto have worked.”

“Yes. It' sthe best job thereis.”

“Redly?”

“Oh, yes. Do you know what “policeman” means?’
Anguashrugged. “No.”

“It means“man of thepolis’. That'san old word for city.”
vy e’

“I read it in abook. Man of the city.”

She glanced Sdeways at him again. Hisface glowed in the light of atorch on the street corner, but it had
someinner glow of itsown.

He sproud. She remembered the oath.
Proud of being in the damnWatch, for gods sake—
“Why didyou join?’ hesaid.

“Me?0h, | ... 1 liketo eat meadlsand deep indoors. Anyway, thereisn’t that much choice, isthere? It
wasthat or become. . . hah. .. aseamstress.” [10]



“And you're not very good at sewing?’
Angua s sharp glance saw nothing but honest innocencein hisface.

“Yes” shesad, giving up, “that’ sright. And then | saw this pogter. “ The City Watche Needs Men! Be
A Man In The City Watche!” So | thought I'd giveit ago. After dl, I'd only have something to gain.”

Shewaited to seeif he'd fall to pick this one up, too. Hedid.
“Sergeant Colon wrotethe notice,” said Carrot. “He safairly direct thinker.”
He sniffed.

“Canyou smdl something?’ hesaid. “Smellslike. . . abit like someone' sthrown away an old privy
carpet?’

“Oh, thank you very much,” said avoice very low down, somewherein the darkness. “ Oh, yes. Thank
you very much. That's very wossname of you. Old privy carpet. Oh, yes”

“Can’'t amdl anything,” Angualied.
“Liar,” said thevoice.

“Or hear anything.”

Captain Vimes' bootstold him he wasin Scoone Avenue. His feet were doing the walking of their own
volition; hismind was somewhere dse. In fact, some of it was dissolving gently in Jmkin Bearhugger’s
finest nectar. If only they hadn't been so damnpolite! There were anumber of thingshe' d seenin hislife
which he'd dways try, without success, to forget. Up until now he would have put, at the top of thelist,
looking at the tonsils of agiant dragon asit drew the bresth intended to turn him into asmall pile of
impure charcod. He still woke up swesting at the memory of the little pilot light. But he dreaded now that
it was going to be replaced by the recollection of dl those impassive dwarf faces, watching him politely,
and the fedling that hiswords were dropping into a deep pit.

After dl, what could he say?* Sorry he' sdead — and that' s official. We're putting our worst men on the
case ?

Thelate Bjorn Hammerhock’ s house had been full of dwarfs—silent, owlish,polite dwarfs. The news
had got around. He wasn't telling anyone anything they didn’t know. Many of them were holding
wegpons. Mr Stronginthearm was there. Captain Vimes had talked to him before about his speecheson
the subject of the need for grinding al trollsin little bits and using them to make roads. But the dwarf
wasn't saying anything now. He was just looking smug. Therewas an air of quiet, polite menace, that
said: We'll listen to you. Then we' Il do what we decideto do.

He hadn’t even been sure which one was Mrs Hammerhock. They dl looked dike to him. When she
was introduced — helmeted, bearded — he' d got polite, noncommittal answers. No, she' d locked his
workshop and seemed to have midaid the key. Thank you.

He d tried to indicate as subtly as possible that awholesale march on Quarry Lane would be frowned



upon by the guard (probably from avantage point at asafe distance) but hadn’t the face to spdll it out.
He couldn’t say: don't take mattersinto your own hands for the guard are mightily in pursuit of the
wrongdoer, because he didn’t have a clue where to start. Had your husband any enemies? Y es, someone
put ahuge great holein him, but apart fromthat, did he have any enemies?

So he' d extracted himself with as much dignity as possible, which wasn't very much, and after abattle
with himself which he' d logt, he' d picked up half abottle of Bearhugger’ s Old Persnickety and wandered
into the night.

Carrot and Anguareached the end of Gleam Street.

“Where are you staying?’ said Carrot.

“Just down there.” She pointed.

“Elm Street? NotMrs Cake' s?”

“Yes. Why not?1 just wanted aclean place, reasonably priced. What’ swrong with that?’

“Wel ...l mean, I've nothing against Mrs Cake, alovely woman, one of thebest. . . but. . . well. ..
you must have noticed . . .”

“Noticed what?’

“Well. .. she'snot very . .. you know . . .choosy.”

“Sorry. I'm il not with you.”

“Y ou must have seen some of the other guests? | mean, doesn’t Reg Shoe till have lodgings there?’
“Oh, said Angua, “you mean the zombie.”

“And there’ sabansheein the attic.”

“Mr Ixalite. Yes”

“And thereé sold MrsDrull.”

“The ghoul. But she sretired. She does children’ s party catering now.”

“I mean, doesn't it strike you the place isabit odd?’

“But the rates are reasonable and the beds are clean.”

“I shouldn’t think anyone ever degpsin them.”

“Allright ! | had to take what | couldget!”

“Sorry. | know how itis. | waslike that myself when | first arrived here. But my advice isto move out as

soon asit’s polite and find somewhere. . . well . . . more suitable for ayoung lady, if you know what |



“Not redly. Mr Shoe even tried to help me upstairs with my stuff. Mind you, | had to help him upstairs
with hisarms afterwards. Bitsfal off him dl thetime, poor soul.”

“But they’renot redlly . . . our kind of people,” said Carrot wretchedly. “Don’'t get mewrong. | mean.. .
. dwarfs? Some of my best friends are dwarfs. Myparents are dwarfs. Trolls? No problem atall with
trolls. Sat of the earth. Literally. Wonderful chaps under dl that crust. But . . . undead .. . . | just wish
they’ d go back to where they came from, that'sall.”

“Most of them came from round here.”

“I just don't like ‘em. Sorry.”

“I’'vegot to go,” said Angua, coldly. She paused at the dark entrance of an dley.

“Right. Right,” said Carrot. “Um. When shdl | seeyou again?’

“Tomorrow. W€ rein the samejob, yes?’

“But maybe when we're off duty we could take a—"

“Gottogo!”

Anguaturned and ran. The moon’shao was dready visible over the rooftops of Unseen University.

“OK. Wdll. Right. Tomorrow, then,” Carrot called after her.

Angua could fed the world spinning as she sumbled through the shadows. She shouldn’'t have left it so
long!

She stumbled out into a cross-street with afew peoplein it and managed to make it to an dley mouth,
pawing at her clothes. . .

She was seen by Bundo Prung, recently expelled from the Thieves' Guild for unnecessary enthusiasm
and conduct unbecoming in amugger, and adesperate man. Anisolated woman in adark aley wasjust
about what he felt he could manage.

He glanced around, and followed her in.

Silence followed, for abouit five seconds. Then Bundo emerged, very fast, and didn’t stop running until
he reached the docks, where aboat was leaving on the tide. He ran up the gangplank just before it was

pulled up, and became a seaman, and died three yearslater when an armadillo fell on hishead in afar-off
country, and in al that time never said what he’ d seen. But he did scream a bit whenever he saw adog.

Anguaemerged afew seconds later, and trotted away.
Lady Sybil Ramkin opened the door and sniffed the night air.
“Samud Vimed You'redrunk!”

“Not yet! But | hopeto bel” said Vimes, in cheerful tones,



“And you haven't changed out of your uniform!”
Vimes looked down, and then up again.
“That’sright!” he said brightly.

“The guests will be here any minute. Go on up to your room. There' satub drawn and Willikins haslaid
out asuit for you. Get dongwithyou. ..

“Jolly good!”

Vimes bathed in lukewarm water and arosy acoholic glow. Then he dried himsdlf off as best he could
and looked at the suit on the bed.

It had been made for him by the finest tailor in the city. Sybil Ramkin had agenerous heart. Shewasa
woman out for dl she could give.

The suit was blue and deep purple, with lace on the wrists and at the throat. It was the height of fashion,
he had been told. Sybil Ramkin wanted him to go up in the world. She' d never actualy said it, but he
knew she felt he was far too good to be a copper.

Hegtared at it in muzzy incomprehension. He d never really worn asuit before. When hewas akid
there' d been whatever rags could betied on, and later on there’ d been the leather knee britches and
chainmalil of the Watch —comfortable, practica clothes.

Therewas ahat with the suit. It had pearlsoniit.

Vimes had never worn any headgear before that hadn’t been hammered out of one piece of metal.
The shoes werelong and pointy.

He' d dwaysworn sandalsin the summer, and the traditiona cheap bootsin the winter.

Captain Vimes could just about manage to be an officer. Hewasn't at al sure how to become a
gentleman. Putting on the suit would seemto be part of it . . .

Guestswere arriving. He could hear the crunch of carriage whedls on the driveway, and the flip-flop of
the sedan-chair carriers.

He glanced out of the window. Scoone Avenue was higher than most of Morpork and offered unrivalled
views of the city, if that was your idea of agood time. The Patrician’s Palace was adarker shapein the
dusk, with one lighted window high up. It was the centre of awell-lit area, which got darker and darker
asthe view widened and began to take in those parts of the city where you didn’t light a candle because
that was wasting good food. There was red torchlight around Quarry Lane. . . well, TrollS New Y ear,
understandable. And afaint glow over the High Energy Magic building at Unseen University; Vimes
would arrest al wizards on suspicion of being too bloody clever by hdf. But more lights than you' d
expect to see around Cable and Sheer, the part of the city that people like Captain Quirke referred to as
‘tinytown’ . ..

“Samud!”



Vimes adjusted his cravat as best he could.

He d faced trolls and dwarfs and dragons, but now he was having to meet an entirely new species. The
rich.

It was dways hard to remember, afterwards, how the world looked when she wasdans une certaine
condition, as her mother had delicately called it.

For example, sheremembered seeing smells. The actua streetsand buildings. . . they werethere, of
course, but only as a drabb monochrome background against which the sounds and, yes, the smells seared
likebrilliant linesof . . . coloured fireand clouds of . . . well, of coloured smoke.

That wasthe point. That was where it dl broke down. There were no proper words afterwards for what
she heard and smdlled. If you could see an eighth distinct colour just for awhile, and then describe it
back in the seven-coloured world, it'd haveto be. . . “ something like asort of greenish-purple’.
Experience did not cross over well between species.

Sometimes, athough not very often, Anguathought she was very lucky to get to see both worlds. And
there was aways twenty minutes after a Change whenall the senses were heightened, so that the world
glowed in every sensory spectrum like arainbow. It was nearly worth it just for that.

There were varieties of werewolf. Some people merely had to shave every hour and wear a hat to cover
the ears. They could passfor nearly normal.

But she could recognize them, nevertheess. Werewol ves could spot another werewolf acrossa
crowded street. There was something about the eyes. And, of course, if you had time, there were dl
sorts of other clues. Werewolves tended to live done and take jobs that didn’t bring them into contact

with animals. They wore scent or aftershave alot and tended to be very fastidious about their food. And
kept diaries with the phases of the moon carefully marked in red ink.

It was no life, being awerewolf in the country. A stupid chicken went missing and you were a number
one suspect. Everyone said it was better in the city.

It was certainly overpowering.
Angua could see severd hours of EIm Street dl in one go. The mugger’ sfear was afading orangeline.

Carrot’ strail was an expanding pae green cloud, with an edge that suggested he was dightly worried;
there were additional tones of old leather and armour polish. Other trails, faint or powerful, crisscrossed

the street.
Therewas onethat smelled like an old privy carpet.
“Yo, bitch,” said avoice behind her.

She turned her head. Gaspode looked no better through canine vision, except that he was at the centre
of acloud of mixed odours.

“Oh. It'syou.”

“‘Sright,” said Gaspode, feverishly scratching himsdlf. He gave her ahopeful look. “ Just askin’, you



understand, just gettin’ it over with right now, for thelook of the thing, for wossname' s sake asit might
be, but | s pose there' s no chance of me sniffing—"

“None.”

“Just askin'. No offence meant.”

Anguawrinkled her muzzle.

“How come you smell so bad? | mean, you smelled bad enough when | was human, but now—"

Gaspode |ooked proud.

“Good, innit,” hesaid. “It didn’t just happen. | had to work at it. If you was atrue dog, this d be like
redly great aftershave. By the way, you want to get acollar, miss. No-one bothersyou if you' ve got a
collar.”

“Thanks”

Gaspode seemed to have something on hismind.

“Er...youdon't rip hearts out, do you?’

“Not unless| want to,” said Angua.

“Right, right, right,” said Gaspode hurriedly. “Where re you going?’

He broke into awaddling, bow-legged trot to keep up with her.

“To have asniff around Hammerhock’ s place. | didn't ask you to come.”

“Got nothing elseto do,” said Gaspode. “The House of Ribs don’t put its rubbish out till midnight.”

“Haven’'t you got ahometo go to?’ said Angua, asthey trotted under afish-and-chip stall.

“Home? Me?Home? Y eah. Of course. No problemo. Laughing kids, big kitchen, three medsaday,
humorous cat next door to chase, own blanket and spot by thefire, he's an old softy but we love him,
ekcetra. No problem there. | just like to get out abit,” said Gaspode.

“Only, | seeyou haven't got acollar.”

“Itfdl off.”

“Right?

“It wastheweight of dl them rhinestones”

“I expect it was”

“They let medo pretty much asl like,” said Gaspode.



“I can seethat.”

“Sometimes| don’'t go homefor, oh, daysat atime.”

“Right?

“Weeks, sometimes.”

“Sure”

“But they’ re dways so glad to see mewhen | do,” said Gaspode.

“I thought you said you dept up at the Univerdity,” said Angua, asthey dodged acart in Rime Street.
For amoment Gaspode smelled uncertain, but he recovered magnificently.

“Yeah, right,” hesad. “We-ell, you know how it is, families. . . All them kids picking you up, giving you
biscuits and smilar, people pattin’ you the wholetime. Gets on yer nerves. So | degps up there quite
often.”

“Right.”

“More often than not, point of fact.”

“Redly?’

Gaspode whimpered alittle.

“Y ou want to be careful, you know. A young bitch like you can meet red troublein thisdog' s city.”
They had reached the wooden jetty behind Hammerhock’ s workshop.

“How d’'you—" Angua paused.

There was amixture of smells here, but the overpowering one was as sharp as a saw.

“Freworks?’

“Andfear,” said Gaspode. “Lots of fear.”

He sniffed the planks. “ Human fear, not dwarf. You can tdl if it'sdwarfs. It stherat diet, see? Phew!
Must have been red bad to stay this strong.”

“I smell one mae human, one dwarf,” said Angua.
“Y eah. One dead dwarf.”
Gaspode stuck his battered nose along the line of the door, and snuffled noisily.

“There sother suff,” he said, “but it'sabugger what with the river so close and everything. There' sail
and...grease. .. and dl sorts— hey, where' re you going?’



Gaspode trotted after her as Angua headed back to Rime Street, nose close to the ground.
“Following thetrail.”

“What for? He won'’t thank you, you know.”

“Who won't?’

“Y our young man.”

Angua stopped so suddenly that Gaspode ran into her.

“Y ou mean Corpora Carrot? He' s not my young man!”

“Yeah?I’'madog, right?It'sal in the nose, right? Smell can't lie. Pheremonies. It' sthe ole sexud

achemy Suff.”

“I"'ve only known him a couple of nightsl”

“«Ahal”

“What do you mean,aha?”

“Nothing, nothing. Nothing wrong with it, anyway—"
“Thereisn't anyit to bewrong!”

“Right, right. Not that it would be,” said Gaspode, adding hurriedly, “even if therewas. Everyone likes
Corpora Carrot.”

“They do, don't they,” said Angua, her hackles settling down. “He' svery . . . likeable.”
“Even Big Fido only bit his hand when Carrot tried to pat him.”

“Who'sBig Fido?’

“Chief Barker of the Dog Guild.”

“Dogs have got a Guild? Dogs? Pull one of the other ones, it’sgot bellson—"

“No, straight up. Scavenging rights, sunbathing spots, night-time barking duty, breeding rights, howling
rotas.. . . the whole bone of rubber.”

“Dog Guild,” snarled Angua sarcasticdly. “Oh, yeah.”

“Chase arat up apipeinthewrong street and call mealiar. ‘S good job for you I’'m around, €else you
could get into big trouble. There shig trouble for adog in thistown who ain’t aGuild member. It'slucky
for you,” said Gaspode, “that you met me.”

“| suppose you' re abig ma—dog in the Guild, yes?’



“Ain’'t amember,” said Gaspode smugly.

“How comeyou survive, then?’

“I can think on my paws, me. Anyway, Big Fido leaves me adone. | got the Power.”
“What power?’

“Never youmind. BigFido . .. he safriend 0 mine.”

“Bitingaman’sarm for patting you doesn’t sound very friendly.”

“Y eah? Last man who tried to pat Big Fido, they only ever found his belt buckle.”
vy g7’

“And that wasin atree.”

“Where arewe?’

“Not even atree near here. What?’

Gaspode sniffed the air. His nose could read the city in away reminiscent of Captain Vimes educated
soles.

“ Junction of Scoone Avenue and Prouts,” he said.
“Trall’ sdying out. It'smixed up with too much other stuff.”

Anguasniffed around for awhile. Someone had come up here, but too many people had crossed the
trall. The sharp smell was il there, but only as asuggestion in the welter of conflicting scents.

She was aware of an overwhelming smell of gpproaching soap. She' d noticed it before, but only asa
woman and only asafaint whiff. Asaquadruped, it seemed to fill theworld.

Corpora Carrot waswalking up the road, looking thoughtful. He was't looking where he was going,
however, but he didn’t need to. People stood aside for Corpora Carrot.

It wasthefirst time she' d seen him through these eyes. Good grief. How did people not noticeit? He
walked through the city like atiger through tall grass, or a hubland bear across the snow, wearing the
landscape likea skin—

Gaspode glanced sdeways. Anguawas sitting on her haunches, staring.

“Y er tongue shanging out,” he said.

“What?. .. S0? Sowhat? That' s natura. I'm panting.”

“Har, har.”



Carrot noticed them, and stopped.
“Why, it'sthelittlemongrel dog,” he said.
“Woof, woof,” said Gaspode, histraitor tail wagging.

“| seeyou’ ve got alady friend, anyway,” said Carrot, patting him on the head and then absent-mindedly
wiping his hand on histunic.

“And, my word, what asplendid bitch,” he said. “A Ramtop wolfhound, if I’m any judge.” He stroked
Anguain avaguefriendly way. “Oh, well,” he said. “Thisisn't getting any work done, isit?’

“Woof, whine, give the doggy abiscuit,” said Gaspode.

Carrot stood up and patted his pockets. “I think I’ ve got a piece of biscuit here—well, | could believe
you understand every word | say .. ."

Gaspode begged, and caught the biscuit easlly.
“Woof, woof, fawn, fawn,” he said.

Carrot gave Gaspode the dightly puzzled look that people always gave him when he said *woof instead
of barking, nodded at Angua, and carried on towards Scoone Avenue and Lady Ramkin’s house.

“There,” said Gaspode, crunching the stale biscuit noisily, “goesavery nice boy. Simple, but nice.”

“Yes, heissmple, isn't he?” said Angua. “That' swhat | first noticed about him. He'ssmple. And
everything se hereis complicated.”

“Hewas making sheep’'seyesat you earlier,” said Gaspode. “Not that I’ ve got anything against sheep’s
eyes, mind you. If they’ re fresh.”

“You'redisgusting.”

“Yeah, but at least | stay the same shape dl month, no offence meant.”

“You'reasking for abite”

“Oh, yeah,” moaned Gaspode. “Y eah, you'll bite me. Aaargh. Oh, yes, that’ Il really worry me, that will.
| mean, think about it. I’ ve got so many dog diseasesI’m only dive ‘ costhe little buggers are too busy
fighting among ‘emsdves. | mean, I’ ve even got Licky End, and you only get thet if you' re a pregnant
sheep. Go on. Bite me. Change my life. Every time there' safull moon, suddenly | grow hair and yellow
teeth and have to go around on al fours. Yes, | can seethat making abig difference to my ongoing
gtuation. Actudly,” hesaid, “I’m definitely on alosing streak in the hair department, so maybe a, you
know, not the whole bite, maybe just anibble—"

“Shut up.” At leastyou’ ve got alady friend, Carrot had said. Asif there was something onhismind. . .
“A quick lick, even—"

“Shut up.”



“Thisunrest isdl Vetinari’ sfault,” said the Duke of Eorle. “The man hasno style! So now, of course, we
have a city where grocers have as much influence as barons. He even let theplumbers form aGuild!
That’ sagaing nature, in my humble opinion.”

“It wouldn't be so bad if he set some kind of social example,” said Lady Omnius,
“Or even governed,” said Lady Sdlachii. * People seem to be able to get away with anything.”

“| admit that the old kings were not necessarilyour kind of people, towardsthe end,” said the Duke of
Eorle, “but at least they stood for something, in my humble opinion. We had a decent city in those days.
People were more respectful and knew their place. People put in a decent day’ swork, they didn’t laze
around al thetime. And we certainly didn’t open the gates to whatever riffraff was capable of waking
through. And of coursewe aso had law. 1sn't that so, captain?’

Captain Samud Vimes stared glassily at a point somewhere to the left and just above the speaker’ sl eft
eqr.

Cigar smoke hung amost motionlessinthear. Vimeswas dimly aware that he' d spent severa hours
edting too much food in the company of people hedidn’t like.

He longed for the smell of damp streets and the fedl of the cobbles under his cardboard soles. A tray of
postprandia drinks was orbiting the table, but Vimes hadn’t touched it, because it upset Sybil. And she
tried not to show it, and that upset him even more.

The Bearhugger’ s had worn off. He hated being sober. 1t meant he started to think. One of the thoughts
jostling for space was that there was no such thing as ahumble opinion.

He hadn’t had much experience with the rich and powerful. Coppersdidn’t, asarule. It wasn't that they
were less prone to commit crimes, it wasjust that the crimes they committed tended to be so far above
the normd levd of criminality that they were beyond the reach of men with bad boots and rusting mail.
Owning ahundred dum propertieswasn't acrime, dthough living in onewas, dmogt; Being an Assassin
—the Guild never actudlysaid so, but an important qualification was being the son or daughter of a
gentleman —wasn't acrime. If you had enough money, you could hardly commit crimesat dl. You just

perpetrated amusing little peccadilloes.

“And now everywhere you look it’s uppity dwarfs and trolls and rude people,” said Lady Sdlachii.
“There smore dwarfsin Ankh-Morpork now than there arein any of their own cities, or whatever they
cdl their holes”

“What do you think, captain?’ said the Duke of Eorle.

“Hmm?’ Captain Vimes picked up agrape and started turning it over and over in hisfingers.

“The current ethnic problem.”

“Arewe having one?’

“Wdll, yes. .. Look at Quarry Lane. There sfighting there every night!”



“And they have absolutely no concept of religion!”

Vimes examined the grape minutely. What he wanted to say was. Of course they fight. They'retrolls. Of
course they bash one another with clubs—trollish is basicaly body language and, well, they like to shouit.
In fact, the only onewho ever gives anyone any red trouble isthat bastard Chrysoprase, and that’ s only
because he apes humans and isaquick learner. Asfor rdigion, troll gods were hitting one another with
clubs ten thousand years before we' d even stopped trying to eat rocks.

But the memory of the dead dwarf stirred something perversein hissoul.

He put the grape back on his plate.

“Définitely,” hesaid. “In my view, the godless bastards should be rounded up and marched out of the
city at spearpoint.”

There was amoment’ ssilence.
“It'sno more than they deserve,” Vimes added.

“Exactly! They're bardly more than animals,” said Lady Omnius. Vimes suspected her first namewas
Sara

“Have you noticed how massive their headsare?’ said Vimes. “That' sredlly just rock. Very smal
brains”

“And morally, of course. ..” said Lord Eorle.

There was amurmur of vague agreement. Vimes reached for hisglass.

“Willikins, | don’t think Captain Vimeswants any wine,” said Lady Ramkin.

“Wrong!” said Vimes cheerfully. “ And while we' re on the subject, how about the dwarfs?’

“I don’'t know if anyone’ snoticed,” said Lord Eorle, “but you certainly don’t see as many dogs about as
you used to.”

Vimes stared. It was true about the dogs. There didn’t seem to be quite so many mooching around these
days, that was afact. But he' d visited afew dwarf barswith Carrot, and knew that dwarfs would indeed
egt dog, but only if they couldn’t get rat. And ten thousand dwarfs eating continuoudy with knife, fork
and shovel wouldn't make adent in Ankh-Morpork’ srat population. It was amajor feature in dwarfish
|etters back home: come on, everyone, and bring the ketchup.

“Notice how smdl their heeds are?’ he managed. “Very limited capacity, surely. Fact of measurement.”

“And you never seetheir women,” said Lady Sara Omnius. “I find that very . . . suspicious. Y ou know
what they say about dwarfs,” she added darkly.

Vimes sighed. Hewas just about aware that you saw their women al the time, although they looked just
likethe made dwarfs. Surelyeveryone knew that, who knew anything about dwarfs?



“Cunning little devilstoo,” said Lady Sdlachii. “ Sharp as needles”

“Y ou know,” Vimes shook his head, “you know, that'swhat' s So damn annoying, isn't it? Theway they
can be so incapable of any rationd thought and so bloody shrewd at the sametime.”

Only Vimes saw the look Lady Ramkin flashed him. Lord Eorle stubbed out hiscigar.

“They just movein and take over. And work away like antsall thetime real people should be getting
some deep. It snot naturd.”

Vimes mind circled the comment and compared it to the earlier one about a decent day’ swork.

“Wéll, one of them won’'t beworking so hard,” said Lady Omnius. “My maid said one of them was
found in theriver thismorning. Probably sometriba war or something.”

“Hah...it'sadart, anyway,” said Lord Eorle, laughing. “Not that anyone will notice one more or less.”
Vimesamiled brightly.

There was awine bottle near his hand, despite Willikins' tactful best effortsto removeit. The neck
looked invitingly grippable—

Hewas aware of eyes on him. Helooked across the table into the face of aman who was watching him
intently and whose last contribution to the conversation had been “Could you be so kind asto pass me

the seasonings, captain?’ There was nothing remarkable about the face, except for the gaze —which was
absolutely cam and mildly amused. It was Dr Cruces. Vimes had the strong impression that his thoughts

were being read.

“Samud!”

Vimes hand stopped hafway to the bottle. Willikins was standing next to her ladyship.

“Apparently there'sayoung man at the door asking for you,” said Lady Ramkin. “Corporal Carrot.”

“Gogh, thisisexciting!” said Lord Eorle. “Has he cometo arrest us, do you think? Hahaha.”

“Ha” sad Vimes.

Lord Eorle nudged his partner.

“| expect that somewhere acrimeis being committed,” he said.

“Yes” sad Vimes. “Quiteclosg, | think.”

Carrot was shown in, with hishelmet under hisarm at arespectful angle.

He gazed at the select company, licked hislips nervoudy, and saluted. Everyone was looking a him. It
was hard not to notice Carrot in aroom. There were bigger people than him in the city. He didn’'t loom.

Hejust seemed, without trying, to distort things around him. Everything became background to Corpora
Carrot.



“At ease, corporal,” said Vimes. “What'sup? | mean,” he added quickly, knowing Carrot’ serratic
gpproach to colourful language, “what is the reason for you being here at thistime?’

“Got something to show you, gr. Uh. Sir, | think it’sfrom the Assass—"

“We'll just go and talk about it outside, shal we?” said Vimes. Dr Cruces hadn't twitched amuscle,

Lord Eorle sat back. “Wdll, | must say I’'m impressed,” he said. “I’d dways thought you Watchmen
were apretty ineffectivelot, but | see you' re pursuing your duty at al times. Alwayson the dert for the
crimind mind, eh?’

“Oh, yes,” said Vimes. “Thecrimina mind. Yes.”

The cooler air of the ancestral hallway came as ablessing. He leaned againgt the wall and squinted &t the
card.

““Gonne’?’
“Y ou know you said you saw something in the courtyard—-* Carrot began.
“What' sagonne?’

“Maybe somethingwasn’t in the Assassns museum, and they put thissign onit?’ said Carrot. “You
know, like “ Removed for Cleaning”? They do that in museums.”

“No, I shouldn’t think th—What do you know about museums, anyway?’

“Oh, wdl, dr,” said Carrot. “I sometimesvisit them on my day off. The onein the University, of course,
and Lord Vetinari lets melook around the old Palace one, and then there’ sthe Guild ones, they generdly
let meinif | ask nicdly, and there' sthe dwarf museum off Rime Street—"

“Isthere?’ said Vimes, interested despite himsalf. He' d walked aong Rime Street a thousand times.
“Yes dgr, just up Whirligig Alley.”

“Fancy that. What'sinit?’

“Many interesting examples of dwarf bread, sir.”

Vimes thought about thisfor amoment. “That’ s not important right now,” hesaid. “Thisisn't how you
spell gone, anyway.”

“Yesitis, dr,” said Carrot.

“I' meant, it'snot how goneisnormaly spelled.”

Heflicked the card back and forth in hisfingers.

“A man'd haveto be afool to break into the Assassins Guild,” he said.

“Y%, s'r.n



The anger had burned away the fumes. Once again hefdt . . . not, not the thrill, that wasn't the right
word . . . thesense of something. He till wasn't surewhat it was. But it was there, waiting for him—

“Samud Vimes, what’ sgoing on?’

Lady Ramkin shut the dining-room door behind her.

“| waswatching you,” she said. “Y ou were being very rude, Sam.”
“I wastrying not to be.”

“Lord Eorleisavery old friend.”

“Ishe?’

“Widl, I've known him along time. | can’t stand the man, actualy. But you were making him look
foolish.”

“Hewas making himself look foolish. | was merdly helping.”
“But I’'ve often heard you being . . . rude about dwarfs and trolls.”
“That' sdifferent. I’'ve got aright. That idiot wouldn't know atroll if it walked over him.”

“Oh, hewould know if atroll waked over him,” said Carrot, hel pfully. “ Some of them weigh asmuch
m_n

“What' s so important, anyway?’ said Lady Ramkin.

“WEe're. . . looking for whoever killed Chubby,” said Vimes.

Lady Ramkin's expression changed ingtantly.

“That' sdifferent, of course,” she said. “People like that should be publicly flogged.”

Why did | say that? thought Vimes. Maybe becauseit’strue. The. . . gonne. . . goes missing, next
minute there salittle dwarf artificer thrown in theriver with anasty draught where his chest should be.
They'relinked. Now dl | haveto doisfind thelinks. ..

“Carrot, can you come back with me to Hammerhock’ s?’

“Yes, captain. Why?’

“I want to see insde that workshop. And thistime I’ ve got adwarf with me.”

More than that, he added, I’ ve got Corpora Carrot. Everyonelikes Corpora Carrot.

Vimes listened while the conversation droned on in dwarfish. Carrot seemed to be winning, but it wasa
near thing. The clan was giving in not because of reason, or in obedience to the law, but because. . . well
... because it was Carrot who was asking.



Findly, the corpora looked up. He was sitting on adwarf stool, so hisknees practicaly framed his
head.

“Y ou have to understand, you see, that adwarf’ sworkshop is very important.”
“Right,” said Vimes. “| understand.”
“And, er...youreabigger.”

“Sorry?’

“A bigger. Bigger than adwarf.”

HAh.”

“Er. Theindde of adwarf’sworkshopislike. .. well, it'sliketheingde of hisclothes, if you know what

| mean. They say you can ook, if I'm with you. But you mustn’t touch anything. Er. They’re not very
happy about this, captain.”

A dwarf who was possibly Mrs Hammerhock produced a bunch of keys.
“I've dways got on well with dwarfs” said Vimes.

“They’re not happy, sir. Um. They don't think we'll do any good.”

“WEe Il do our best!”

“Um. | didn’t trandate that properly. Um. They don’t thinkwe' re any good. They don’'t mean to be
offengve, Sr. They just don’t think we' Il be allowed to get anywhere, Sir.”

“O’V!"

“Sorry about that, captain,” said Carrot, who waswaking like an inverted L. “ After you. Mind your
head on the—"

“Q’V!”
“Perhapsit’ d be best if you sat down and I’ ll ook around.”

The workshop was long and, of course, low, with another small door at thefar end. There was abig
workbench under askylight. On the opposite wall was aforge and atool rack. And ahole.

A chunk of plaster had fallen away afew feet above the ground, and cracks radiated away from the
shattered brickwork underneath.

Vimes pinched the bridge of hisnose. He hadn’t found time to deep today. That was another thing.
He' d have to get used to deeping when it was dark. He couldn’t remember when he' d last dept at night.

He sniffed.



“l can smdl fireworks” hesaid.

“Could befrom theforge,” said Carrot. “ Anyway, trolls and dwarfs have been | etting fireworks off al
over thecity.”

Vimes nodded.

“All right,” he said, “so what can we see?’

“Someone thumped the wall pretty hard just here,” said Carrot.

“Could have happened at any time,” said Vimes.

“No, sir, because there’ sthe plaster dust underneath and a dwarf always keeps his workshop clean.”
“Redly?’

There were various weapons, some of them haf finished, on racks by the bench. Vimes picked up most
of acrosshow.

“Hedid good work,” he said. “Very good a mechanisms.”

“Wel known for it,” said Carrot, poking around aimlesdy on the bench. “ A very ddlicate hand. He made
musical boxesfor ahobby. Could never resst amechanica chalenge. Er. What are we looking for
actually, sr?’

“Not sure. Nowthisisgood . . .”

It was awar axe, and so heavy that Vimes arm sagged. Intricate etched lines covered the blade. It must
have represented weeks of work.

“Not your actuad Saturday night specid, en?’
“Ohno,” said Carrot, “that’sa burid weapon.”
“I should think itigl”

“I mean, it' smade to be buried with adwarf. Every dwarf is buried with aweapon. Y ou know? To take
withhimto. . . wherever he' sgoing.”

“But it’ sfineworkmanship! And it’sgot an edge like—aargh,” Vimes sucked hisfinger, “like arazor.”
Carrot looked shocked. “ Of course. It'd be no good him facing them with aninferior weapon.”
“What them are you taking about?’

“ Anything bad he encounters on his journey after death,” said Carrot, a shade awvkwardly.

“Ah.” Vimes hestated. Thiswas an areain which he did not fed comfortable.

“It'san ancient tradition,” said Carrot.



“I thought dwarfs didn’t believe in devils and demons and stuff like that.”
“That’strue, but . . . we're not sureif they know.”

“Oh”

Vimeslaid down the axe and picked up something e se from the work rack. It was aknight in armour,
about nineinches high. Therewas akey initsback. He turned it, and then nearly dropped the thing when

thefigure slegs started to move. He put it down, and it began to march siffly acrossthefloor, waving its
sword.

“Movesahit like Colon, don't it,” said Vimes. “Clockwork!”
“It'sthe coming thing,” said Carrot. “Mr Hammerhock was good at that.”

Vimes nodded. “WEe relooking for anything that shouldn’t be here,” he said. “Or something that should
beand isn't. Isthere anything missng?’

“Hardto say, gr. Itisn’t here.”

“What?’

“Anything that’smissng, dr,” said Carrot conscientioudy.

“I mean,” said Vimes, patiently, “anything not here which you' d expect to find.”

“Waéll, he' sgot —hehad - dl the usud tools, sir. Nice ones, too. Shame, redlly.”

“What is?’

“They’ll be melted down, of course.”

Vimes stared at the nest racks of hammersand files.

“Why? Can't some other dwarf use them?’

“What, use another dwarf’s actualtools?” Carrot’s mouth twisted in distaste, as though someone had

suggested he wear Corporal Nobbs' old shorts. “Oh, no. That’snot . . . right. | mean, they're. . . part of
him. | mean . . . someone e se using them, after he' sused them dl theseyears, | mean . . . urrgh.”
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The clockwork soldier marched under the bench.
“Itdfed ...wrong,” said Carrot. “Er. Yukky.”

“Oh.” Vimes stood up.

“Capt—"



“Owl”
“—mind your head. Sorry.”

Rubbing his head with one hand, Vimes used the other to examine the holein the plaster.
“Ther€'s. .. something in here,” he said. “Pass me one of those chisdls”
Therewasslence.

“A chisdl, please. If it makes you fed any better, weare trying to find out who killed Mr Hammerhock.
All right?’

Carrot picked one up, but with considerable reluctance.
“ThisisMr Hammerhock’schisd, thisis,” he said reproachfully.

“Corpord Carrot, will you stop being adwarf for two seconds? Y ou' re aguard! And give me the damn
chisd! It'sbeen along day! Thank you!”

Vimes prised a the brickwork, and arough disc of lead dropped into his hand.
“Singshot?’ said Carrot.

“Noroomin here)” said Vimes. “Anyway, how the hdll could it get thisfar into the wall?’
He dipped the disc into his pocket.

“That seems about it, then,” he said, straightening up. “We d better —ow! — oh, fish out that clockwork
soldier, will you? Better leave the placetidy.”

Carrot scrabbled in the darkness under the bench. There was arustling noise.

“There sapiece of paper under here, Sir.”

Carrot emerged, waving asmdl yelowing sheet. Vimes squinted at it.

“Lookslike nonsenseto me,” he said, eventualy. “It’ s not dwarfish, | know that. But these symbols—
these things I’ ve seen before. Or something like them.” He passed the paper back to Carrot. “What can
you make of it?’

Carrot frowned. “I could make ahat,” he said, “or aboat. Or asort of chrysanthemum—"

“I mean the symbols. These symbals, just here.”

“Dunno, captain. They do look familiar, though. Sort of . . . like alchemigts writing?’

“Oh, no!” Vimes put hishands over his eyes. “Not the bloody achemists! Oh, no! Not that bloody gang
of mad firework merchants! | can take the Assassins, but not thoseidiots! No! Pleasel What timeisit?’

Carrot glanced at the hourglass on hisbelt. “ About half past eleven, captain.”



“Then I’'m off to bed. Those clowns can wait until tomorrow. Y ou could make me a happy man by
telling methat this paper belonged to Hammerhock.”

“Doubt it, Sr.”

“Metoo. Come on. Let’s go out through the back door.”

Carrot squeezed through.

“Mind your head, 9r.”

Vimes, dmost on his knees, stopped and stared at the doorframe.

“Wéll, corpord,” he said eventualy, “we know it wasn't atroll that did it, don’t we? Two reasons. One,
atroll couldn’t get through thisdoor, it's dwarf szed.”

“What' sthe other reason, sr?’
Vimes carefully pulled something off asplinter on thelow door lintdl.
“The other reason, Carrat, isthat trolls don't have hair.”

The couple of strands that had been caught in the grain of the beam were red and long. Someone had
|eft them there inadvertently. Someonetall. Taler than adwarf, anyway.

Vimes peered at them. They looked more like threads than hair. Finered threads. Oh, well. A cluewas
aclue,

He carefully folded them up in a scrap of paper borrowed from Carrot’ s notebook, and handed them to
the corporal.

“Here. Kegp thissafe.”

They crawled out into the night. There was anarrow, plank walkway attached to the walls, and beyond
that wastheriver.

Vimes straightened up carefully.

“I don't likethis, Carrot,” he said. “ There' s something bad underneath dl this”
Carrot looked down.

“I mean, there are hidden things happening,” said Vimes, patiently.

“Yes, gr.”

“Let'sget back tothe Yard.”

They proceeded to the Brass Bridge, quite dowly, because Carrot cheerfully acknowledged everyone
they met. Hard-edged ruffians, whose norma response to aremark from aWatchman would be



gentedly paraphrased by astring of symbols generally found on the top row of atypewriter’ skeyboard,
would actualy smile awkwardly and mumble something harmlessin responseto his hearty, “Good
evening, Masher! Mind how you go!”

Vimes stopped hafway acrossthe bridgeto light hiscigar, striking a match on one of the ornamental
hippos. Then he looked down into the turbid waters.

“Carrot?’

“Yes, captain?’

“Do you think there’ ssuch athing asacrimind mind?’

Carrot dmost audibly tried to work this out.

“What . . . youmean like. .. Mr Cut-Me-Own-Throat Dibbler, sr?’

“He snotacrimind.”

“Y ouhave eaten one of hispies, Sr?’

“I'mean...yes...but...he'sjust geographicaly divergent in thefinancia hemisphere”

“Sr?’

“I mean he just disagrees with other people about the position of things. Like money. He thinks it should
al bein hispocket. No, I meant—* Vimes closed his eyes, and thought about cigar smoke and flowing
drink and laconic voices. There were people who' d steal money from people. Fair enough. That wasjust
theft. But there were people who, with one easy word, would stedl the humanity from people. That was
something ese.

The point was. . . well,he didn't like dwarfs and trolls. But he didn’t like anyone very much. The point
wasthat he moved in their company every day, and he had aright to didike them. The point was that no
fat idiot had the right to say thingslike that.

He stared at the water. One of the piles of the bridge was right below him; the Ankh sucked and gurgled
around it. Debris— baulks of timber, branches, rubbish —had piled up in asort of sordid floating idand.

Therewas even fungus growing on it.

What he could do with right now was a bottle of Bearhugger’s. The world swam into focus when you
looked at it through the bottom of abottle.

Something ese swam into focus.

Doctrine of sgnatures, thought Vimes. That’swhat the herbdistscall it. It'slikethe gods put a* Use Me
labd on plants. If aplant looks like apart of the body, it's good for ailments peculiar to that part. There's
teethwort for teeth, spleenwort for . . . spleens, eyebright for eyes. . . there' s even atoadstool called
Phallus impudicus, and | don’t know whatthat’ s for but Nobby isabig man for mushroom omel ettes.
Now . . . ether that fungus down there isexactly the medicinefor hands, or . . .

Vimessghed.



“Carrot, can you go and get a boathook, please?’

Carrot followed his gaze.

“Just to the left of that log, Carrot.”

“Oh, no!”

“I'm afraid so. Haul it out, find out who he was, make out areport for Sergeant Colon.”

The corpse was a clown. Once Carrot had climbed down the pile and moved the debris aside, he
floated face up, abig sad grin painted on hisface.

“He's dead!”
“Catching, isn'tit?"

Vimeslooked at the grinning corpse. Don't investigate. Keep out of it. Leaveit to the Assassinsand
bloody Quirke. These are your orders.

“Corpord Carot?’

“Sr?’

Theseareyour orders. . .

Well, damn that. What did Vetinari think he was? Some kind of clockwork soldier?
“WEe re going to find out what' s been going on here.”

“Yes gr!”

“Whatever €lse happens. We' re going to find out.”

Theriver Ankhis probably the only river in the universe on which the investigators can chak the outline
of the corpse.

“Dear Sgt Colon,

“I hopeyou arewell. The wegther isFine. Thisisacorpse who, we fished out of theriver last night but,
we don’t know who heis except heisamember of the Fools Guild called Beano. He has been serioudy
hit on the back of the head and has been stuck under the bridge for sometime, heisnot a Pretty sight.
Captain Vimes saysto find out things. He says he thinks it is mixed up with the Murder of Mr
Hammerhock. He saystalk to the Fools. He says Do It. Also please find attached Piece of Paper.
Captain Vimes says, try it out on the Alchemistis—’

Sergeant Colon stopped reading for awhileto curse dl achemidts.



“—hecauseit is Puzzling Evidence. Hoping thisfinds you in Good Hedlth, Y ours Faithfully, Carrot
Ironfoundersson, (Cpl).”

The sergeant scratched hishead. What the hell did that all mean?

Just after breskfast a couple of senior jesters from the Fools Guild had cometo pick up the corpse.
Corpsesintheriver . . . well, there was nothing very unusua about that. But it wasn't the way clowns
died, usualy. After dl, what did aclown have that was worth stealing? What sort of danger wasa
clown?

Asfor the dchemigts, he was blowed if he was—

Of course, he didn’t have to. He looked up at the recruits. They had to be good for something.

Cuddy and Detritus—don’t salute! - I’ve got alittle job for you. Just take this piece of paper to the
Alchemigs Guild, al right? And ask one of the looniesto tell you what he makes of it.”

“Where sthe Alchemists Guild, sergeant?’ said Cuddy.
“Inthe Street of Alchemists, of course,” said Colon, “at the moment. But | should run, if | wasyou.”

The Alchemigts Guild is opposite the Gamblers Guild. Usudly. Sometimesit’ saboveit, or below it, or
fdlinginbitsaround it.

The gamblers are occasiondly asked why they continue to maintain an establishment opposite aGuild
which accidentaly blows up its Guild Hal every few months, and they say: “Did you read thesgn on the
door when you camein?’

Thetroll and the dwarf walked towardsit, occasionally barging into each other by deliberate accident.

“Anyway, you so clever, he gave paper tome?”

“Hah! Can you read it, then? Can you?’

“No, | tell youtoread it. That called del-eg-ay-shun.”

“Hah! Can't read! Can't count! Stupid troll!”

“Not stupid!”

“Hah! Y es? Everyone knowstrolls can’t even count up to four!” [11]

“Eater of rats!”

“How many fingersam | holding up? Y ou tel me, Mr Clever Rocksin the Head.”

“Many,” Detritus hazarded.

“Har har, no, five. You'll beinbig trouble on payday. Sergeant Colon’ll say, stupid troll, he won't know

how many dollars| give him! Hah! How come you read the notice about joining the Watch, anyway?
Got someoneto read it to you?



“How comeyou read notice? Get someone to hold you up?’
They walked into the door of the Alchemists' Guild.

“I knock. My job!”

“I'll knock!”

When Mr Sendivoge, the Guild secretary, opened the door it wasto find adwarf hanging on the
knocker and being swung up and down by atroll. He adjusted his crash helmet.

“Yes? hesad.

Cuddy let go.

Detritus massive brows knitted.

“Er. You loony bastard, what you make of this?” he said.

Sendivoge stared from Detritus to the paper. Cuddy was struggling to get around the troll, who was
amost completely blocking the doorway.

“What' d you go and call himthat for?”
“Sergeant Colon, he said—"’
“I could make ahat out of it,” said Sendivoge, “or astring of dollies, if | could get some scissors—"

“What my . . . colleague means, Sr, iscan you help usin our inquiriesin re the writing on thisalleged
piece of paper here?’ said Cuddy. “That bloody hurt!”

Sendivoge peered at him.
“Areyou Watchmen?’ hesaid.

“I’m Lance-Constable Cuddy and this,” said Cuddy, gesturing upwards, “is
L ance-trying-to-be-Congtable Detritus—don’t salu-oh . . .”

There was athump, and Detritus dumped sideways.

“Suicide squad, ishe?’ said the alchemidt.

“He Il comeround inaminute,” said Cuddy. “It’ sthe sdluting. It stoo much for him. Y ou know trolls.”
Sendivoge shrugged and stared at the writing.

“Looks. .. familiar,” hesaid. “Seen it somewhere before. Here.. . . you're adwarf, aren’t you?’

“It' sthenose, isn'tit?’ said Cuddy. “It dways givesme away.”



“Wadl, I'm sure we dwaystry to be of help to the community,” said Sendivoge. “Do comein.”
Cuddy’ s stedl-tipped boots kicked Detritus back into semi-sensibility, and he lumbered after them.

“Why the, er, why the crash hdmet, mister?’ said Cuddy, asthey waked adong the corridor. All around
them was the sound of hammering. The Guild was usudly being rebuilt.

Sendivogerolled hiseyes.

“Bdls” hesad, “billiard balls, in fact.”

“I knew aman who played likethat,” said Cuddy.

“Oh, no. Mr Silverfishisagood shot. That tends rather to be the problem, in fact.”
Cuddy looked &t the crash helmet again.

“It'stheivory, you see”

“Ah,” said Cuddy, not seeing, “ elephants?’

“Ivorywithout eephants. Transmuted ivory. Sound commercia venture.”

“I thought you were working on gold.”

“Ah, yes. Of course, you people know al about gold,” said Sendivoge.

“Oh, yes,” said Cuddy, reflecting on the phrase ‘ you peopl€'.

“Thegold,” said Sendivoge, thoughtfully, “isturning out to beabit tricky . . .”
“How long have you been trying?’

“Three hundred years.”

“That'salong time”

“But we' ve been working on theivory for only aweek and it'sgoing very well!” said the alchemist
quickly. “ Except for some side effects which we'll doubtless soon be able to sort out.”

He pushed open a door.

It was alarge room, heavily outfitted with the usual badly ventilated furnaces, rows of bubbling crucibles,
and one stuffed dligator. Thingsfloated in jars. Theair smeled of alimited life expectancy.

A lot of equipment had been moved away, however, to make room for abilliard table. Half adozen
achemigts were standing around it in the manner of men poised to run.

“It'sthethird thisweek,” said Sendivoge, gloomily. He nodded to afigure bent over acue.

“Er, Mr Slverfish—" he began.



“Quiet! Gameon!” said the head dchemigt, squinting at the white ball.

Sendivoge glanced at the scorerall.

“Twenty-one points,” he said. “My word. Perhaps we re adding just the right amount of camphor to the
nitro-cdlulose after dl—”

Therewasaclick. The cue bdl rolled away, bounced off the cushion—

—and then accelerated. White smoke poured off it asit bore down on an innocent cluster of red balls.

Silverfish shook his head.
“Ungable,” he said. “ Everybodydown!”

Everyone in the room ducked, except for the two Watchmen, one of whom wasin a sense pre-ducked
and the other of whom was severa minutes behind events.

The black ball took off on acolumn of flame, whiffled past Detritus facetrailing black smoke and then
shattered awindow. The green ball was staying in one spot but spinning furioudy. The other balls
cannoned back and forth, occasiondly burgting into flame or caroming off thewalls.

A red one hit Detritus between the eyes, curved back on to the table, holed itself in the middle pocket
and then blew up.

Therewas Slence, except for the occasional bout of coughing. Silverfish appeared through the oily
smoke and, with ashaking hand, moved the score point one notch with the burning end of his cue.

“Ong” hesad. “Oh wdll. Back to the crucible. Someone order ancther hilliard table—"
“*Scuseme,” said Cuddy, prodding himin the knee.

“Who'sthere?’

“Down herel”

Siverfish looked down.

“Oh. Areyou adwarf?’
Cuddy gave him ablank stare.
“Areyouagiant?’ hesad.
“Me? Of course not!”

“Ah. Then | must beadwarf, yes. And that’ satroll behind me,” said Cuddy. Detritus pulled himsdlf into
something resembling attention.

“We ve cometo seeif you can tell uswhat's on this paper,” said Cuddy.



“Yur,” said Detritus.

Silverfish looked &t it.

“Oh, yes” hesad, “some of old Leonard' s stuff. Well?’

“Leonard?’ said Cuddy. He glared a Detritus. “Write thisdown,” he snapped.
“Leonard of Quirm,” said the dchemidt.

Cuddy till looked lost.

“Never heard of him?’ said Siiverfish.

“Can'tsay | have, gir.”

“I thought everyone knew about Leonard da Quirm. Quite barmy. But agenius, too.”
“Washean achemigt?’

Write this down, write thisdown . . . Detrituslooked around blearily for aburnt bit of wood and a

handy wal.

“Leonard? No. He didn't belong to a Guild. Or he belonged to al the Guilds, | suppose. He got around
quiteabit. Hetinkered, if you know what | mean?’

“No, gr.”

“He painted a bit, and messad about with mechanisms. Any old thing.”

Or ahammer and chisel even, thought Detritus.

“This” sad Siverfish, “isaformulafor . . . oh, wdl, | might aswdl tell you, it' shardly abig secret . . .
it saformulafor what we called No. 1 Powder. Sulphur, saltpetre and charcod. Y ou useit in fireworks.
Any fool could make it up. But it looks odd because it’ swritten back to front.”

“This soundsimportant,” hissed Cuddy to thetrall.

“Oh, no. He aways used to write back to front,” said Silverfish. “He was odd like that. But very clever
al the same. Haven't you seen his portrait of the Mona Ogg?’

“l don't think s0.”

Silverfish handed the parchment to Detritus, who squinted at it asif he knew what it meant. Maybe he
could write on this, he thought.

“The teeth followed you around the room. Amazing. In fact some people said they followed themout of
the room and al the way down the street.”

“I think we should talk to Mr daQuirm,” said Cuddly.



“Oh, you could do that, you could do that, certainly,” said Silverfish. “But he might not bein apostion
to listen. He disappeared a couple of years ago.”

... then when | find something to write with, thought Detritus, | have to find someone teach me how
write. ..

“Disappeared? How?" said Cuddy.

“Wethink,” said Silverfish, leaning closer, “that he found away of making himsdf invisble”
“Redly?”

“Because,” said Slverfish, nodding conspiratoridly, “ no-one' s seen him.”

“Ah,” said Cuddy. “Er. Thisisjust off of the top of my head, you understand, but | suppose he couldn’t
... just have gone somewhere where you couldn’t see him?”’

“Nah, that wouldn't be like old Leonard. He wouldn't disappear. But he might vanish.”

“Oh.”

“Hewasabit . . . unhinged, if you know what | mean. Head too full of brains. Ha, | remember he had
thisideaonce of getting lightning out of lemons! Hey, Sendivoge, you remember Leonard and hislightning
lemons?’

Sendivoge made little circular motions alongside his head with one finger. “ Oh, yes. “If you stick copper
and zinc rodsin the lemon, hey presto, you get tame lightning.” Man wasanidiot!”

“Oh, not anidiot,” said Silverfish, picking up abilliard bl that had miraculoudy escaped the
detonations. “ Just so sharp he kept cutting himself, as my granny used to say. Lightning lemons! Where's
the sensein that? It was as bad as his * voices-in-the-sky” machine. | told him: Leonard, | said, what are
wizardsfor, eh? There s perfectly norma magic availablefor that kind of thing. Lightning lemons?It'll be
men with wings next! And you know what he said? Y ou know what he said? He said: Funny you should
say that . . . Poor old chap.”

Even Cuddy joined in the laughter.

“And did you try it?’ hesaid, afterwards.

“Try what?’ said Siverfish.

“Har. Har. Har,” said Detritus, toiling behind the others.

“Putting the metd rodsin thelemons?’

“Don’'t beadamnfool.”

“What dis|etter mean?’ said Detritus, pointing at the paper.

They looked.



“Oh, that’ snot asymbol,” said Silverfish. “That’sjust old Leonard’ sway. He was dways doodling in
margins. Doodle, doodle, doodle. | told him: you should call yourself Mr Doodle.”

“I thought it was some achemy thing,” said Cuddy. “It looks abit like a crossbow without the bow. And
thisword Ennogeht. What does that mean?’

“Search me. Sounds barbarian to me. Anyway . . . if that’sall, officer . . . we' ve got some serious
research to do,” said Siiverfish, tossing thefakeivory bdl up in theair and catching it again. “We re not
al daydreamerslike poor old Leonard.”

“Ennogeht,” said Cuddy, turning the paper round and round. “T-h-e-g-o-n-n-e—"

Silverfish missed the bal. Cuddy got behind Detritusjust intime.

“I’'ve donethis before,” said Sergeant Colon, as he and Nobby approached the Fools Guild. “Keep up
againg thewall when | bangsthe knocker, al right?’

It was shaped like apair of artificid breasts, the sort that are highly amusing to rugby players and anyone
whose sense of humour has been surgicaly removed. Colon gaveit aquick rap and then flung himsdlf to

sety.

There was awhoop, afew honks on ahorn, alittle tune that someone somewhere must have thought
was very jolly, asmall hatch did aside above the knocker and a custard pie emerged dowly, on theend
of awooden arm. Then the arm snapped and the pie collapsed in alittle heap by Colon’ sfoot.

“It'ssad, isn't it?” said Nobby.

The door opened awkwardly, but only by afew inches, and asmall clown stared up at him.

“I sy, | say, | say,” it said, “why did the fat man knock at the door?”

“I don't know,” said Colon automaticaly. “Whydid the fat man knock at the door?’

They stared at each other, tangled in the punchline.

“That’swhat | askedyou,” said the clown reproachfully. He had a depressed, hopeless voice.

Sergeant Colon struck out towards sanity.

“Sergeant Colon, Night Watch,” he said, “and this here is Corporal Nobbs. We' ve cometo talk to
someone about the manwho . . . wasfound in theriver, OK?’

“Oh. Yes. Poor Brother Beano. | suppose you' d better comein, then,” said the clown.
Nobby was about to push at the door when Colon stopped him, and pointed wordlesdy upwards.
“There seemsto be abucket of whitewash over the door,” he said.

“Isthere?’ said the clown. Hewas very smdl, with huge boots that made him look like acapitd L. His
face was plastered with flesh-coloured make-up on which abig frown had been painted. His hair had



been made from a couple of old mops, painted red. Hewasn't fat, but a sort of hoop in histrouserswas
supposed to make him look amusingly overweight. A pair of rubber braces, so that his trousers bounced
up and down when he walked, were afurther component in the overall picture of acomplete and utter
twerp.

“Yes” said Colon. “Thereis”

“Sure?’

“Pogtive”

“Sorry about that,” said the clown. “It’ s stupid, | know, but kind of traditional. Wait amoment.”

There were sounds of a stepladder being lugged into position, and various clankings and swearwords.

“All right, comeonin.”

The clown led the way through the gatehouse. There was no sound but the flop-flop of hisboots on the
cobbles. Then an idea seemed to occur to him.

“It'salong shat, | know, but | suppose neither of you gentlemen’d like asniff of my buttonhole?’
113 No-”
“No.”

“No, | suppose not.” The clown sighed. “1t’ snot easy, you know. Clowning, | mean. I’'m on gate duty
‘cos|’m on probation.”

“You are?

“I keep on forgetting: isit crying on the outside and laughing on theinsde? | dways get it mixed up.”
“About this Beano—" Colon began.

“We rejust holding hisfunerd,” said thelittle clown. “That’ swhy my trousers are a haf-magt.”
They stepped out into the sunlight again.

Theinner courtyard was lined with clowns and fools. Bdllstinkled in the breeze. Sunlight glinted off red
noses and the occasiond nervous jet of water from afake buttonhole.

The clown ushered the guardsinto aline of fools.

“I’'m sure Dr Whiteface will talk to you as soon aswe vefinished,” he said. “My name s Boffo, by the
way.” He held out his hand hopefully.

“Don’t shakeit,” Colon warned.

Boffo looked crestfdlen.



A band struck up, and a procession of Guild members emerged from the chapel. A clown walked alittle
way ahead, carryingasmdl urn.

“Thisisvery moving,” said Boffo.

On adais on the opposite Side of the quadrangle was afat clown in baggy trousers, huge braces, abow
tie that was spinning gently in the breeze, and atop hat. His face had been painted into a picture of
misery. He held abladder on astick.

The clown with the urn reached the dais, climbed the steps, and waited.

The band fell silent.

The clown in the top hat hit the urn-carrier about the head with the bladder — once, twice, threetimes. .

The urn-bearer stepped forward, waggled hiswig, took the urn in one hand and the clown’sbelt in the

other and, with great solemnity, poured the ashes of the late Brother Beano into the other clown’s
trousers.

A sgh went up from the audience. The band struck up the clown anthem * The March of the Idiots, and
the end of the trombone flew off and hit aclown on the back of the head. He turned and swung a punch
at the clown behind him, who ducked, causing athird clown to be knocked through the bass drum.

Colon and Nobby looked at one another and shook their heads.

Boffo produced alarge red and white handkerchief and blew his nose with a humorous honking sound.
“Classc,” hesad. “It' swhat he would have wanted.”

“Have you any ideawhat happened?’ said Colon.

“Oh, yes. Brother Grineldi did the old hedl-and-toe trick and tipped the urn down—"

“I mean, why did Beano die?’
“Um. Wethink it was an accident,” said Boffo.

“An accident,” said Colon flatly.

“Yes. That' swhat Dr Whiteface thinks.” Boffo glanced upwards, briefly. They followed hisgaze. The
rooftops of the Assassins Guild adjoined the Fools Guild. It didn’t do to upset neighbourslike that,
especialy when the only weapon you had was a custard pie edged with short-crust pastry.

“That’ swhat Dr Whiteface thinks,” said Boffo again, looking at his enormous shoes.

Sergeant Colon liked aquiet life. And the city could spare aclown or two. In hisopinion, theloss of the
whole boiling could only make theworld adightly happier place. Andyet . . . and yet . . . honestly, he
didn’t know what had got into the Watch lately. It was Carrot, that was what it was. Even old Vimes had
picked it up. Wedon't let thingslieany more. . .



“Maybe he was cleaning a club, sort of thing, and it accidentally went off,” said Nobby. He' d caught i,
too.

“No-one‘d want to kill young Beano,” said the down, in aquiet voice. “Hewas afriendly soul. Friends
everywhere”

“Almost everywhere,” said Colon.
The funerd was over. The jesters, jokers and clowns were going about their business, getting stuck in
door-ways on the way. There was much pushing and shoving and honking of noses and faling of prats. It

was a scene to make ahappy man dit hiswrists on afine spring rang.

“All I know is,” said Boffo, in alow voice, “that when | saw him yesterday he waslooking very . . . odd.
| caled out to him when he was going through the gates and—"

“How do you mean, odd?’ said Colon. | am detector-ing, he thought, with afaint touch of pride. People
are Helping mewith My Inquiries.

“Dunno. Odd. Not quite himsel f—"

“Thiswas yesterday?’

“Oh, yes. Inthe morning. | know because the gate rota—"

“Yesterdaymorning?’

“That' swhat | said, mister. Mind you, we were dl abit nervous after the bang—"

“Brother Boffo!”

“Oh, no—* mumbled the clown.

A figure was gtriding towards them. A terriblefigure.

No clownswere funny. That was the whole purpose of aclown. People laughed at clowns, but only out
of nervousness. The point of clownswasthat, after watching them, anything el se that happened seemed
enjoyable. It was nice to know there was someone worse off than you. Someone had to be the butt of
theworld.

But even clowns are frightened of something, and that is the white-faced clown. The onewho never gets
inthe way of the custard. The one in the shiny white clothes, and the deadpan white make-up. The one
with thelittle pointy hat and the thin mouth and the delicate black eyebrows.

Dr Whiteface.

“Who are these gentlemen?’ he demanded.

“Er—* Boffo began.

“Night Watch, sr,” said Colon, saluting.



“And why are you here?’

“Investigating our inquiries asto the fatal demise of the clown Beano, Sir,” said Colon.
“I rather think that is Guild business, sergeant. Don't you?’

“Wall, sr, hewas found in the—"

“I am sureit is something we don’t need to bother the Watch with,” said Dr Whiteface.

Colon hesitated. He' d prefer to face Dr Cruces than this gpparition. At least the Assassnswere
supposed to be unpleasant. Clowns, were only one step away from mime artists, too.

“No, gr,” hesaid. “It was obvioudy an accident, right?’

“Quite s0. Brother Boffo will show you to the door,” said the head clown. “And then,” he added, “he
will report to my office. Does he understand?’

“Yes, Dr Whiteface,” mumbled Boffo.

“What'll he do to you?’ said Nobby, asthey headed for the gate.

“Hat full of whitewash, probably,” said Boffo. “Pieinnafaceif I’'m lucky.”
He opened the wicket gate.

“A lot of usain't happy about this” he whispered. “I don’t see why those buggers should get away with
it. We ought to go round to the Assassins and have it out with them.”

“Why the Assassins?” said Colon. “Why would they kill aclown?’

Boffo looked guilty. “1 never said athing!”

Colon glared a him. “There s definitely something odd happening, Mr Boffo.”
Boffo looked around, asif expecting avengeful custard pie a any moment.
“Youfind hisnose” hehissed. *Y ou just find his nose. His poor nosel”

The gate dammed shut.

Sergeant Colon turned to Nobby.

“Did exhibit A have anose, Nobby?’

“Yes, Fred.”

“Then what was that about?’

“Search me.” Nobby scratched apromising boil. “ P raps he meant afase nose. Y ou know. Thosered
oneson elagtic? Theones,” said Nobby, grimacing, “they think are funny. He didn't have one”



Colon rapped on the door, taking care to stand out of the way of any jolly amusing booby traps.
The hatch did aside.

“Yes?' hissed Boffo.

“Did you mean hisfase nose?’ said Colon.

“Hisred one! Now bugger off!”

The hatch snapped back.

“Mental,” said Nobby, firmly.

“Beanohad ared nose. Did it look wrong to you?” said Colon.

“No. It had acouple of holesinit.”

“WEell, | don’'t know about noses,” said Colon, “but either Brother Boffo is dead wrong or there's
something fishy going on.”

“Likewhat?’

“Waell, Nobby, you' rewhat | might cal acareer soldier, right?’

“*Sright, Fred.”

“How many dishonourable discharges have you had?’

“Lots,” said Nobby, proudly. “But | aways puts a poultice on ‘em.”

“You've been on alot of battlefields, ain’t you?’

“Dozens”

Sergeant Colon nodded.

“So you've seen alot of corpses, right, when you' ve been ministering to the fallen—"

Corpora Nobbs nodded. They both knew that ‘ ministering’ meant harvesting any persond jewellery
and geding their boots. In many afaraway battlefied the last thing many amortaly wounded foeman
ever saw was Corporal Nobbs heading towards him with asack, aknife and a calculating expression.

“Shameto let good stuff go to waste,” said Nobby.

“So you' ve noticed how dead bodies get. . . deader,” said Sergeant Colon.

“Deader than dead?’

“Y ou know. More corpsey,” said Sergeant Colon, forensic expert.



“Goin’ iff and purple and suchlike?’

“Right”

“And then sort of manky and runny .. .”

“Yes, dl right—"

“Makesit easier to get the rings off, mind you—"

“Thepoint is, Nobby, that you can tell how old acorpseis. That clown, for e.g. You saw him, same as
me. How long, would you say?’

“About 5’ 9", I'd say. Hisboots didn't fit, | know that. Too floppy.”
“I meant how long he' d been dead.”

“Couple of days. Y ou can tell because there’ sthis—"

“So how come Boffo saw him yesterday morning?’

They strolled onwards.

“Bit of aposer, that is,” said Nobby.

“You'reright. | expect the captain’ll be very interested.”
“Maybe he was azombie?’

“Shouldn’t think s0.”

“Never could stand zombies,” Nobby mused.

“Redly?’

“It was always so hard to nick their boots.”

Sergeant Colon nodded at a passing beggar.

“Y ou il doing thefolk dancing on your nights off, Nobby?’

“Yes, Fred. We're practising “ Gathering Sweet Lilacs’ thisweek. Thereisavery complicated double
crossover-step.”

“Y ou' re definitely aman of many parts, Nobby.”
“Only if I couldn’t cut the rings off, Fred.”

“What | meanis, you presents an intriguing dichotomy.”



Nobby took akick at asmall scruffy dog.

“Y ou been reading books again, Fred?’

“Got to improve my mind, Nobby. It' s these new recruits. Carrot’ s got hisnosein abook haf thetime,
Anguaknowswords | hasto look up, even the shortarseis brighter’ n me. They keep on extracting the
urine. I'm definitely abit under-endowed in the head department.”

“You're brighter than Detritus,” said Nobby.

“That' swhat | tell mysdlf. | say, “Fred, whatever happens, you' re brighter than Detritus.” But then | say,
“Fred —so'syeast.””

He turned away from the window.

So. The damn Watch!

That damn Vimes Exactly the wrong man in the wrong place. Why didn’t people learn from history?
Treachery wasin hisvery genest How could acity run properly with someone like that, poking around?
That wasn't what a Watch was for. Watchmen were supposed to do what they weretold, and seeto it
that other people did too.

Someone like Vimes could upset things. Not because hewas clever. A clever Watchman wasa
contradiction in terms. But sheer randomness might cause trouble. The gonne lay on thetable. “What
shdl | do about Vimes?’ Kill him.

Anguawoke up. It was almost noon, shewasin her own bed at Mrs Cake's, and someone was
knocking at the door.

“Mmm?’ shesad.

“Oi don't know. Shall | ask himto go away?’ said avoice from around keyhole level.
Anguathought quickly. The other resdents had warned her about this. She waited for her cue.
“Oh, thanks, love. Oi wasforgetting,” said the voice.

Y ou had to pick your time, with Mrs Cake. It was difficult, living in ahouse run by someone whose mind
was only nominaly attached to the present. Mrs Cake was a psychic.

“Y ou’ ve got your precognition switched on again, Mrs Cake,” said Angua, swinging her legs out of bed
and rummaging quickly through the pile of clothes on the chair.

“Where' d we got to?” said Mrs Cake, till on the other side of the door.

“Youjust sad, “I don't know, shal | ask himto go away?’ Mrs Cake,” said Angua. Clothes! That was
awaysthetrouble! At least amae werewolf only had to worry about apair of shortsand pretend he'd
been on abrisk run.

“Right.” Mrs Cake coughed. “* There’ sayoung man downgtairs asking for you”,” she said.



“Whoisit?’,” sad Angua.
Therewas amoment’ sslence.

“Yes, ol think that’sall sorted out,” said Mrs Cake. “ Sorry, dear. Oi get terrible headaches i’ n people
don't fill in theright bits. Are you human, dear?’ [12]

“You can comein, Mrs Cake.”

It was't much of aroom. It was mainly brown. Brown oilcloth flooring, brown walls, apicture over the
brown bed of abrown stag being attacked by brown dogs on abrown moorland against asky which,
contrary to established meteorological knowledge, was brown. There was abrown wardrobe. Possibly,
if you fought your way through the mysterious old coats[13] hanging init, you' d bregk throughinto a
meagica fairyland full of talking animasand goblins, but it’d probably not beworthiit.

Mrs Cake entered. She was asmdll fat woman, but made up for her lack of height by wearing ahuge
black hat; not the pointy witch variety, but one covered with stuffed birds, wax fruit and other assorted
decorative items, dl painted black. Angua quite liked her. The rooms were clean,[14]the rates were
cheap, and Mrs Cake had a very understanding approach to people who lived dightly unusua lives and
had, for example, an aversion to garlic. Her daughter was awerewolf and she knew al about the need
for ground floor windows and doors with long handles that apaw could operate.

“He sgot chainmail on,” said Mrs Cake. She was holding abucket of gravel in either hand. “He sgot
sogp in hisears, t0o.”

“Oh. Er. Right.”

“Oi cantdl ‘imto bugger off if you like,” said Mrs Cake. “ That’swhat | dlusdoesif the wrong sort
comes round. Especidly if they’ve got astake. | can’t be having with that sort of thing, people messing
up the hallways, waving torches and stuff.”

“I think I know whoitis” said Angua. “I’ll seetoit.”

Shetucked in her shirt.

“Pull the door toif you go out,” Mrs Cake called after her as she went out into the hall. “ Oi’ m just off to
changethedirtin Mr Winkins' coffin, on account of hisback giving him trouble.”

“It looks like gravel to me, Mrs Cake.”
“Orthopaedic, see?’

Carrot was standing respectfully on the doorstep with his helmet under hisarm and avery embarrassed
expression on hisface.

“Well?" said Angua, not unkindly.

“Er. Good morning. | thought, you know, perhaps, you not knowing very much about the city, redly. |
could, if you like, if you don’t mind, not having to go on duty for awhile. . . show you someof it. . .7’

For amoment Anguathought she' d contracted pre-science from Mrs Cake. Various futures flitted



across her imaginaion.

“I haven’t had breskfast,” she said.

“They make avery good breskfast in Gimlet’ s dwarf delicatessen in Cable Street.”

“It'slunchtime.”

“It' sbreskfast time for the Night Watch.”

“I'm practically vegetarian.”

“Hedoesasoyarat.”

Shegavein. “I'll fetch my coat.”

“Har, har,” said avoice, full of withering cynicism.

She looked down. Gaspode was sitting behind Carrot, trying to glare while scratching himself furioudly.

“Last night we chased acat up atree,” said Gaspode. “Y ou and me, eh? We could make it. Fate has
thrown ustogether, Syle of fing.”

“Goaway.”

“Sorry?’ said Carrot.

“Not you. That dog.”

Carrot turned.

“Him?1s he bothering you now? He sanicelittle chap.”
“Woof, woof, biscuit.”

Carrot automaticaly patted his pocket.

“See?’ said Gaspode. “Thisboy isMigter Smple, am | right?’
“Dothey let dogsin dwarf shops?’ said Angua

“No,” said Carrot.

“On ahook,” said Gaspode.

“Really? Sounds good to me,” said Angua. “Let’sgo.”
“Vegetarian?” mumbled Gaspode, limping after them. “Oh, my.”

“ S.lljt up.”



“Sorry?’ said Carrot.

“I wasjust thinking aoud.”

Vimes pillow was cold and hard. Hefdt it gingerly. It was cold and hard because it was not a pillow
but atable. His cheek appeared to be stuck to it, and he was not interested in speculating what with.

He hadn’t even managed to take his armour off.

But he did manage to unstick one eye.

He' d been writing in his notebook. Trying to make sense of it all. And then he/ d goneto deep.
What time wasit? No time to look back.

He traced ouit:

Solen from Afsafsins’ Guild: gonne —> Hammerhock killed.

Smell of fireworks. Lump of lead. Alchemical Symbols. 2ndbody in river. A clown. Where was his
red nose? Gonne.

He stared at the scrawled notes.

I’'m on the path, he thought. | don’t have to know whereit leads. | just haveto follow. Thereé sawaysa
crime, if you look hard enough. And the Assassins are in this somewhere.

Follow every lead. Check every detail. Chip, chip away.

I’m hungry.

He staggered to hisfeet and looked at hisface in the cracked mirror over the basin.

Events of the previous day filtered through the dogged gauze of memory. Centra to adl of them wasthe
face of Lord Vetinari. Vimes grew angry just thinking about that. The cool way he' d told Vimesthat he
mustn't take an interest in the theft from—

Vimes stared at hisreflection—

—something stung his ear and smashed the glass.

Vimes sared a the hole in the plaster, surrounded by the remains of amirror frame. Around him, the
mirror glasstinkled to thefloor.

Vimes stood stock il for along moment.

Then hislegs, reaching the conclusion that his brain was somewhere else, threw the rest of him to the
floor.



There was another tinkle and ahaf bottle of Bearhugger’ s exploded on the desk. Vines couldn’'t even
remember buying it.

He scrambled forward on hands and knees and pulled himself upright dongside the window.
Images flashed through hismind. The dead dwarf. Theholeinthewall . ..

A thought seemed to start in the small of his back and spread upwardsto his brain: These were lath and
plaster walls, and old ones at that; you could push afinger through them with abit of effort. Asfor alump

of metal—

He hit the floor at the same time as apock coincided with a hole punched through the wall on one side of
the window. Plaster dust puffed into the air.

His crosshow was leaning against the wall. He wasn't an expert but, hells, who was? Y ou pointed it and
you firedit. He pulled it towards him, rolled on hisback, stuck hisfoot in the stirrup and hauled on the

sring until it clicked into place.
Then herolled back on to one knee and dotted a quarrel into the groove.

A catapult, that’ swhat it was. It had to be. Troll-szed, perhaps. Someone up on the roof of the opera
house or somewhere high. ..

Draw their fire, draw their fire. . . he picked up his helmet and balanced it on the end of another quarrdl.
The thing to do was crouch below the window and . . .

He thought for amoment. Then he shuffled across the floor to the corner, where therewas apolewith a
hook on the end. Once upon atime it had been used to open the upper windows, now long rusted shui.

He baanced his helmet on the end, wedged himsdlf into the corner, and with a certain amount of effort
moved the pole so that the helmet just showed over thewindow s . . .

Pock.

Splintersflew up from apoint on the floor where it would undoubtedly have severely inconvenienced
anyone lying on the boards cautioudy raising adecoy helmet on astick.

Vimes smiled. Someonewastrying to kill him, and that made him fed more dive than he had done for
days.

And they were aso dightly lessintelligent than hewas. Thisisaquaity you should dways pray for in
your would-be murderer.

He dropped the pole, picked up the crosshow, spun past the window, fired at an indistinct shape on the
opera house roof opposite asif the bow could possibly carry acrossthat range, legpt across the room
and wrenched at the door. Something smashed into the doorframe as the door swung to behind him.

Then it was down the back stairs, out of the door, over the privy roof, into Knuckle Passage, up the
back steps of Zorgo the Retrophrenologi<t,[15] into Zorgo' s operating room and over to the window.

Zorgo and his current patient looked at him curioudly.



Pugnant’ s roof was empty. Vimes turned back and met apair of puzzled gazes.
“*Morning, Captain Vimes,” said the retrophrenologist, ahammer il upraised in one massive hand.
Vimessmiled manicaly.

“Just thought—" he began, and then went on, “—I saw an interesting rare butterfly on the roof over
there”

Troll and patient stared politely past him.

“But therewasn't,” said Virnes.

He walked back to the door.

“Sorry to have bothered you,” he said, and | eft.

Zorgo' s patient watched him go with interest.

“Didn’'t he have a crossbow?’ he said. “Bit odd, going after interesting rare butterflies with a crossbow.”
Zorgo readjusted thefit of the grid on his patient’ s bald head.

“Dunno,” hesad, “I supposeit sopsthem creating al these damn thunderstorms.” He picked up the
mallet again. “Now, what were we going for today? Decisveness, yes?’

“Yes. Well, no. Maybe.”

“Right.” Zorgotook aim. “This,” he said with absolute truth, “won'’t hurt abit.”

It was more than just adelicatessen. It was asort of dwarf community centre and meseting place. The
babble of voices stopped when Angua entered, bending amost double, but started up again with dightly
more volume and afew laughs when Carrot followed. He waved cheerfully at the other customers.
Then he carefully removed two chairs. It wasjust possibleto St upright if you sat on thefloor.

“Vey ...nice” said Angua “Ethnic.”

“I comein here quitealot,” said Carrot. “ The food s good and, of course, it paysto keep your ear to
the ground.”

“That' d certainly be easy here,” said Angua, and laughed.

“Pardon?’

“Well, | mean, thegroundis...somuch...closer...”

Shefelt apit opening wider with every word. The noise level had suddenly dropped again.

“Er,” sad Carrot, staring fixedly at her. “How can | put this? People are talking in Dwarfish . . . but



they’ religening in Human.”

“Sorry.”

Carrot smiled, and then nodded at the cook behind the counter and cleared histhroat noisly.
“I think I might have athroat sweet somewhere—* Angua began.

“1 was ordering breskfast,” said Carrot.

“Y ou know the menu off by heart?’

“Oh, yes. But it swritten on thewa | aswell.”

Anguaturned and looked again at what she’ d thought were merely random scratches.

“It'sOggham,” said Carrot. “ An ancient and poetic runic script whose origins arelost in the mists of time
but it' s thought to have been invented even before the Gods.”

“Gosh. What doesit say?

Carrot really cleared histhroat thistime.

“Soss, egg, beansand rat 12p
Soss, rat and fried dice 10p
Cream-cheeserat 9p
Rat and beans 8p

Rat and ketchup 7p

Rat 4p’

“Why does ketchup cost dmost as much astherat?’ said Angua

“Have you tried rat without ketchup?’ said Carrot. “ Anyway, | ordered you dwarf bread. Have you
ever egten dwarf bread?’

143 NO_”

“Everyone should try it once,” said Carrot. He appeared to consider this. “Most people do,” he added.
[16]

Three and ahalf minutes after waking up, Captain Samud Vimes, Night Watch, staggered up the last
few stepsto the roof of the city’s opera house, gasped for breath and threw upallegro ma non troppo.



Then heleaned againgt thewall, waving his crossbow vaguely in front of him.

There wasn't anyone else on the roof. There were just the leads, Stretching away, drinking up the
morning sunlight. It was dready dmost too hot to move.

When he felt abit better he poked around among the chimneys and skylight. But there were adozen
ways down, and a thousand placesto hide.

He could seeright into hisroom from here. Come to that, he could see into the rooms of most of the
city.

Catapult...no...

Oh, well. At least there d been witnesses.

He walked to the edge of the roof, and peered over.

“Hello, there,” he said. He blinked. It was six storeys down, and not asight to look at on arecently
emptied scomach.

“Er . .. could you come up here, please?’ he said.
“‘Ight oo are.”

Vimes stood back. There was a scrape of stone and agargoyle pulled itself [aborioudy over the parapet,
moving like a chegp stop-motion animation.

He didn’'t know much about gargoyles. Carrot had said something once about how marvellousit was, an
urban troll speciesthat had evolved a symbiotic relationship with gutters, and he had admired the way
they funndled run-off water into their ears and out through fine sevesin their mouths. They were

probably the strangest species on the Disc.[17]Y ou didn't get many birds nesting on buildings colonized
by gargoyles, and bats tended to fly around them.

“What' syour name, friend?’

“ *ornice-oggerooking-Oardway.”

Vimes lipsmoved as he mentally inserted al those sounds unobtainable to a creature whose mouth was
stuck permanently open. Cornice-overlooking-Broad-way. A gargoyl€e' s persond identity wasintimately
bound up with itsnorma locetion, like alimpet.

“Wel now, Cornice” hesaid, “do you know who | am?’

“Oh,” said the gargoyle sullenly.

Vimes nodded. It sitsup herein al weather straining gnats through its ears, he thought. People like that
don’'t have a crowded address book. Even whelks get out more,

“I’'m Captain Vimes of the Watch.”



The gargoyle pricked up its huge ears.

“Ar. Oo erk or Ister Arrot?’

Vimesworked this one out, too, and blinked.

“Y ou know Corpora Carrot?’

“Oh, Ess. Air-ee-un owes Arrot.”

Vimes snorted. | grew up here, he thought, and when | walk down the street everyone says, “Who's
that glum bugger?’ Carrot’ s been here afew months andeveryone knows him. And he knows everyone.

Everyone likeshim. I’ d be annoyed about that, if only hewasn't so likegble.

“You liveright up here,” said Vimes, interested despite the more pressing problem on hismind, “how
comeyou know Arrot . . . Carrot?’

“Ee cuns uk ere um-imes an awks oo ugg.”

“‘Uzee?

“Did someone € se come up here? Just now?’

“Egg-

“Did you seewho it was?’

“Oh. Eeootizh oot oni ed. Ang et ogg aire-erk. | or ing un ah-ay a-ong Or-oh-Erns Eet.”
Holofernes Street, Vimestrandated. Whoever it was would be well away by now.
“Eeadaick,” Cornice volunteered. “A ire-erk htick.”

A wha?’

“Ire-erk. Oo oh? Ang! Ock! Arks! Ockekts! Ang!”

“Oh,fireworks.”

“Egg. Aksot | ed.”

A firework stick?Like. . . like arocket stick?’

“Oh, ih-ee-ot! A htick, oo oint, ik koes ANG!”

“You point it and it goes bang?’

1] E%!”



Vimes scratched his head. Sounded like awizard' s staff. But they didn’t go bang.

“Wedl .. .thanks” hesaid. “You' vebeen. . . en-eedkfhull.”

He turned back towardsthe stairs.

Someone had tried to kill him.

And the Patrician had warned him againgt investigating the theft from the Assassins Guild. Theft, he said.
Up until then, Vimes hadn’t even been certain therehad been a theft.

And then, of course, there are the laws of chance. They play afar greater rolein police procedure than
narrative causality would like to admit. For every murder solved by the careful discovery of avita
footprint or acigarette end, a hundred failed to be resolved because the wind blew some leaves the
wrong way or it didn’t rain the night before. So many crimes are solved by a happy accident — by the
random stopping of acar, by an overheard remark, by someone of the right nationaity happening to be
within five miles of the scene of the crimewithout an dibi . . .

Even Vimes knew about the power of chance.

Hissandd clinked againgt something metallic.

“Andthis” said Corpord Carrot, “isthe famous commemorative arch celebrating the Battle of
Crumhorn. Wewon it, | think. It sgot over ninety statues of famous soldiers. It's something of a
landmark.”

“Should have put up a stachoo to the accountants,” said adoggy voice behind Angua. “First battle in the
universe where the enemy were persuaded to sdll their wegpons.”

“Whereisit, then?’ said Angua, ill ignoring Gaspode.

“Ah. Yes. That' sthe problem,” said Carrot. “Excuse me, Mr Scant. Thisis Mr Scant. Official Keeper
of the Monuments. According to ancient tradition, his pay isone dollar ayear and anew vest every

Hogswatchday.”
There was an old man sitting on astool at the road junction, with hishat over his eyes. He pushed it up.
“ Afternoon, Mr Carrot. Y ou'll be wanting to see the triumpha arch, will you?’

“Yes, please.” Carrot turned back to Angua. “Unfortunately, the actud practical design was turned over
to Bloody Stupid Johnson.”

The old man eventually produced asmall cardboard box from a pocket, and reverentialy took off the
lid.

“Whereisit?’

“Just there,” said Carrot. “Behind that little bit of cotton wool.”



] Oh.ll
“I’'m afraid that for Mr Johnson accurate measurements were something that happened to other people.”
Mr Scant dosed thelid.

“Hedso did the Quirm Memorid, the Hanging Gardens of Ankh, and the Colossus of Morpork,” said
Carrot.

“The Colossus of Morpork?’ said Angua.

Mr Scant held up askinny finger. “Ah,” hesaid. “Don’'t go away.” He started to pat his pockets. “ Got
‘im ‘ere somewhere.”

“Didn’'t the man ever design anything useful ?”

“Well, he did design an ornamentd cruet set for Mad Lord Snapcase,” said Carrot, asthey strolled
away.

“Hegot that right?’

“Not exactly. But here san interesting fact, four familieslive in asalt shaker and we use the pepper pot
for goring grain.”

Anguasmiled. Interesting facts. Carrot wasfull of interesting facts about Ankh-Morpork. Anguafet she
was floating uneasly on aseaof them. Walking dong a street with Carrot was like having three guided
toursrolled into one.

“Now here,” said Carrot, “isthe Beggars Guild. They're the oldest of the Guilds. Not many people
know that.”

“Isthat 07’

“Peoplethink it'd be the Fools or the Assassins. Ask anyone. They’ll say “the oldest Guild in
Ankh-Morpork is certainly the Fools Guild or the Assassins Guild”. But they aren’'t. They’re quite
recent. But there’ sbeen aBeggars Guild for centuries.”

“Redly?’ said Angua, weekly. In the last hour she d learned more about Ankh-Morpork than any
reasonable person wanted to know. She vaguely suspected that Carrot wastrying to court her. But,
instead of the usua flowers or chocolate, he seemed to be trying to gift-wrap acity.

And, despite d| her better ingtincts, shewasfeding jedous. Of acity! Yegods, I've known him a
couple of days!

It was the way he wore the place. Y ou expected him any moment to break into the kind of song that has
suspicious rhymes and phraseslike ‘my kind of town’ and ‘1 wannabe apart of it’ init; the kind of song
where people dance in the street and give the singer apples and join in and adozen lowly matchgirls
suddenly show amazing choreo-graphicd ability and everyone acts like cheery lovable citizensinstead of
the murderous, evil-minded, self-centred individuasthey suspect themsavesto be. But the point was that
if Carrot had erupted into a song and dance, peoplewould have joined in. Carrot could havejollied a



circle of standing stonesto form up behind him and do arumba.

“There s some very interesting old statuary in the main courtyard,” he said. “Including avery good one
of Jmi, the God of Beggars. I'll show you. They won't mind.”

He rapped on the door.

“Youdon't haveto,” sad Angua
“It'sno trouble—"

The door opened.

Anguad s nogrilsflared. Therewasasmdl . . .

A beggar looked Carrot up and down. His mouth dropped open.

“It's Cumbling Michad, isn't it?’ said Carrat, in his cheery way.

The door dammed.

“Wadll, that wasn't very friendly,” said Carrot.

“Stinks, don'tit?” said anadty little voice from somewhere behind Angua While shewasin no mood to
acknowledge Gaspode, she found herself nodding. Although the beggars were an entire cocktail of
odours the second biggest one was fear, and the biggest of al was blood. The scent of it made her want
to scream.

There was a babble of voices behind the door, and it swung open again.

Thistime there was awhole crowd of beggarsthere. They were dl staring a Carrot.

“All right, yer honour,” said the one hailed as Cumbling Michadl, “we give in. How did you know?’

“How did we know wh—" Carrot began, but Anguanudged him.

“Someone’ s been killed here,” she said.

“Who'sshe?’ said Cumbling Michadl.

“Lance-Constable Anguais aman of the Watch,” said Carrot.

“Har, har,” said Gaspode.

“I must say you people are getting better,” said Cumbling Michadl. “We only found the poor thing afew
minutes ago.”

Anguacouldfed! Carrot opening his mouth to say “Who?” She nudged him again.

“You'd better take usto him,” she said.



He turned out to be—
—for onething, he turned out to be ashe. In arag-strewn room on the top floor.

Anguaknelt beside the body. It was very clearly abody now. It certainly wasn't aperson. A person
normally had more head on their shoulders.

“Why?’ shesaid. “Who'd do such athing?’

Carrot turned to the beggars clustered around the doorway.

“Who was she?’

“Lettice Knibbs” said Cumbling Michadl. “ Shewas just the lady’ smaid to Queen Mally.”
Anguaglanced up at Carrot.

“Queen?’

“They sometimes call the head beggar king or queen,” said Carrot. He was breething heavily.
Angua pulled the maid’ s velvet cloak over the corpse.

“Just themaid,” she muttered.

There was afull-length mirror in the middle of thefloor, or at least the frame of one. The glasswas
scattered like sequins around it.

So was the glass from awindow pane.

Carrot kicked aside some shards. There was agroove in the floor, and something metallic embedded in
it.

“Cumbling Michad, | need anail and alength of string,” said Carrot, very dowly and carefully. Hiseyes
never |eft the speck of metdl. It wasamost asif he expected it to do something.

“I don't think—* the beggar began.

Carrot reached out without turning his head and picked him up by his grubby collar without apparent
effort.

“A length of gtring,” he repesated, “and anail.”
“Yes, Corpora Carrot.”

“And therest of you, go away,” said Angua.
They goggled & her.

“Doit!” sheshouted, clenching her fists. “And stop staring at her!”



The beggars vanished.

“It'll takeawhileto get the string,” said Carrot, brushing aside some glass. “ They’ || haveto beg it off
Someone, you see.”

Hedrew hisknife and started digging at the floorboards, with care. Eventualy he excavated ameta dug,
flattened dightly by its passage through the window, the mirror, the floorboards and certain parts of the
late Lettice Knibbs that had never been designed to see daylight.

Heturned it over and over in his hand.

HArQle?l
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“How did you know there was someone dead in here?’

“I...just had afeding.”

The beggars returned, so unnerved that half a dozen of them were trying to carry one piece of string.

Carrot hammered the nail into the frame under the smashed pane to hold one end of the string. He stuck
his knife in the groove and affixed the other end of the string to it. Then helay down and sighted up the

gring.

“Good grief.”

“What isit?’

“It must have come from the roof of the operahouse.”

“Yes? So?’

“That’ s more than two hundred yards away.”

vy e’

“The. . . thing went an inch into an oak floor.”

“Did you know thegirl . . . a dl?’ said Angua, and felt embarrassed at asking.
“Not redly.”

“| thought you knew everyone.”

“Shewasjust someone I’ d see around. The city’ sfull of people who you just see around.”
“Why do beggars need servants?’

“You don’t think my hair gets like this by itself, dear, do you?”



There was an gpparition in the doorway. Its face was a mass of sores. There were warts, andthey had
warts, andthey had hair on. It was possibly femae, but it was hard to tell under the layers and layers of
rags. The aforementioned hair looked as though it had been permed by a hurricane. With treacle oniits
fingers
Then it straightened up.

“Oh. Corpora Carrot. Didn't know it was you.”

The voice was norma now, no trace of whine or wheedle. The figure turned and brought her stick down
hard on something in the corridor.

“Naughty boy, Dribbling Sidney! Y ou could havetold | it were Corpora Carrot!”
“Arrgh!”

The figure strode into the room.

“And who' syour ladyfriend, Mr Carrot?’

“Thisis Lance-Congtable Angua. Angua, thisis Queen Molly of the Beggars.”

For once, Angua noted, someone wasn't surprised to find afemale in the Watch. Queen Molly nodded
at her as one working woman to another. The Beggars Guild was an equa-opportunity non-employer.

“Good day to you. Y ou couldn’t spare | ten thousand dollars for asmall mansion, could you?’

“No.”

“Jugt asking.”

Queen Molly prodded at the gown.

“What wasit, corporal?’

“I think it sanew kind of weapon.”

“We heard the glass smash and there shewas,” said Moally. “Why would anyone want to kill her?’
Carrot looked at the velvet cloak.

“Whoseroomisthis?’ hesad.

“Mine. It smy dressing room.”

“Then whoever did it wasn't after her. He was after you, Mally. “Somein rags, and somein tags, and
oneinavevet gown” .. . it'sinyour Charter, isn't it? Officid dress of the chief beggar. She probably

couldn’t resist seeing what it looked like on her. Right gown, right room. Wrong person.”

Molly put her hand to her mouith, risking instant poisoning.



“ Assassnation?’

Carrot shook his head. “That doesn’t sound right. They liketo do it up dose. It' sacaring profession,”
he added, bitterly.

“What should | do?”’

“Burying the poor thing would be agood start.” Carrot turned the metal dug over in hisfingers. Then he
siiffedit.

“Freworks,” hesad.

“Yes” said Angua

“And what are you going to do?’ said Queen Mally. “Y ou’ re Watchmen, aren’'t you? What's
happening? What are you going to do about it?’

Cuddy and Detritus were proceeding along Phedre Road. It was lined with tanneries and brick kilnsand

timber yards and was not generaly considered a beauty spot which waswhy, Cuddy suspected, they’d

been given it to patrol ‘to get to know the city’. It got them out of the way. Sergeant Colon thought they
made the place look untidy.

There was no sound but the clink of hisboots and the thump of Detritus knuckles on the ground.

Finally, Cuddy said: “I just want you to know that | don't like being teamed up with you any more than
you like being teamed up with me.”

“Right!”

“But if we're going to have to make the best of it, there' d better be some changes, OK?’
“Likewha?’

“Likeit sridiculous you not even being able to count. | know trolls can count. Why can't you?’

“Can count!”

“How many fingersam | holding up, then?’
Detritus squinted.

“Two?’

“OK.Now how many fingersam | holding up?’
“Two...and onemore. . .”

“So two and one moreis. .. ?



Detritus |ooked panicky. Thiswas caculusterritory.

“Two and one moreisthree.”

“Two and one moreisthree.”

“Now how many?’

“Two and two.”

“Thet’ sfour.”

“Four-er.”

“Nowhow many?’

Cuddy tried eight fingers.

“A twofour.”

Cuddy looked surprised. He' d expected ‘many’, or possibly ‘lots'.

“What' s atwofour?’

A two and atwo and atwo and atwo.”

Cuddy put hishead on one side.

“Hmm,” hesaid. “OK. A twofour iswhat we call aneight.”

“Ate”

“You know,” said Cuddy, subjecting thetroll to along critical stare, “you might not be as stupid as you
look. Thisisnot hard. Let’ sthink about this. | mean . . .I'll think about this, and you can join in when you

know the words.”

Vimes dammed the Watch House door behind him. Sergeant Colon looked up from hisdesk. He had a
pleased expression.

“What' s been happening, Fred?’
Colon took a deep breath.

“Interesting Stuff, captain. Me and Nobby did somedetectoring up at the Fools Guild. I'vewrit it al
down what we found out. It'sal here. A proper report.”

1] H r]e.”
“All written down, look. Properly. Punctuation and everything.”

“Wdl done”



“It'sgot commas and everything, look.”
“I’'msurel shal enjoy it, Fred.”

“And the—and Cuddy and Detritus have found out stuff, too. Cuddy’ s done areport, too. But it’s not
got so much punctuation as mine.”

“How long have | been adeep?”’
“Six hours”
Vimestried to make mental spacefor al of this, and failed.

“I've got to get something ingde me,” he said. “ Some coffee or something. And then the world will
somehow be better.”

Anyone strolling dong Phedre Road might have seen atroll and adwarf apparently shouting at one
another in excitement.

A two-thirtytwo, and eight, and aone!”

“See? How many bricksin thet pile?’

Pause.

A sixteen, an eight, afour, aone!”

“Remember what | said about dividing by eight-and-two?’
Longer pause.

“Two-enty-nine. ..?’

“Right!”

“Right!”

“Y ou can get there!”

“| can get there!”

“You'reanaturd a counting to two!”

“I’'manat’rd at counting to two!”

“If you can count to two, you can count to anything!”
“If I can count to two, | can count to anything!”

And then theworld isyour mollusc!”



“My mollusc! What'samollusc?’

Anguahad to scurry to keep up with Carrot.

“Aren’'t we going to look at the operahouse?’ she said.

“Later. Anyone up there Il be long gone by the time we get there. We must tell the captain.”
“Y ou think she waskilled by the same thing as Hammerhock 7’

“yes”

“Thereare. .. niner birds”

“That’sright.”

“Thereare. .. onebridge”

“Right”

“Thereare. . . four-ten boats.”

“All right.”

“Thereare. . . onetousand. Three hundret. Six-ty. Four bricks.”

“OK.”

“Thereare—"

“I should giveit arest now. Y ou don't want to wear everything out by counting—"
“Thereare—onerunningman...”

“What? Where?’

Sham Harga s coffee was like molten lead, but it had thisin its favour: when you’ d drunk it, there was
this overwheming feding of relief that you' d got to the bottom of the cup.

“That,” said Vimes, “was abloody awful cup of coffee, Sham.”
“Right,” said Harga

“I mean I’ vedrunk alot of bad coffeein my time but that, that was like having a saw dragged across my
tongue. How long'd it been bailing?’

“What' stoday’ s date?’ said Harga, cleaning aglass. He was generaly cleaning glasses. No-one ever
found out what happened to the clean ones.

“Augud thefifteenth.”



“What year?’

Sham Harga amiled, or a least moved various muscles around his mouth. Sham Hargahad run a
successful eatery for many years by dways amiling, never extending credit, and redizing that most of his
customers wanted meal's properly balanced between the four food groups: sugar, starch, grease and
burnt crunchy bits.

“I"d likeacouple of eggs,” said Vimes, “with the yolks red hard but the whites so runny that they drip
liketreacle. And | want bacon, that special bacon al covered with bony nodules and dangling bits of fat.
And adiceof fried bread. The kind that makes your arteries go clang just by looking at it.”

“Tough order,” said Harga.

“Y ou managed it yesterday. And give me some more coffee. Black as midnight on amoonless night.”

Hargalooked surprised. That wasn't like Vimes.

“How black’ sthat, then?’ he said.

“Oh, pretty damn black, | should think.”

“Not necessarily.”

“Whet?’

“Y ou get more stars on amoonless night. Stands to reason. They show up more. It can be quite bright
onamoonlessnight.”

Vimessghed.

“Anovercast moonlessnight?’ hesaid.
Hargalooked carefully at his coffee pot.
“Cumulusor cirro-nimbus?’

“I'’'m sorry? What did you say?’

“Y ou gets city lights reflected off cumulus, becauseit’slow lying, see. Mind you, you can get
high-atitude scatter off theice crystasin—"

“A moonless night,” said Vimes, in ahollow voice, “that is as black asthat coffee.”

“Right!”

“And adoughnut.” Vimes grabbed Harga s stained vest and pulled him until they were noseto nose. “A
doughnut as doughnutty as a doughnut made of flour, water, onelarge egg, sugar, apinch of yeadt,

cinnamon to taste and ajam, jelly or rat filling depending on national or species preference, OK? Not as
doughnutty as something in any way metaphoricad. Just adoughnut. One doughnut.”



“A doughnut.”
113 Y$”
“Youonly had to say.”

Harga brushed off hisvest, gave Vimes ahurt ook, and went back into the kitchen.

“Sop! Inthe name of the law!”
“Whét thelaw’ sname, then?’
“How should | know!”

“Why we chasang him?’
“Because he' srunning away!”

Cuddy had only been aguard for afew days, but aready he had absorbed one important and basic fact:
itisamost impossible for anyoneto bein a street without breaking the law. There are awhole quiverful
of offences available to a policeman who wishesto passthe time of day with acitizen, ranging from
Loitering with Intent through Obstruction to Lingering While Being the Wrong

Col our/Shape/ Species/Sex. It occurred briefly to him that anyonenot making adash for it when they saw
Detritus knuckling dong at high speed behind them was probably guilty of contravening the Being Bloody
Stupid Act of 1581. But it wastoo late to take that into account. Someone was running, and they were
chasing. They were chasing because he was running, and he was running because they were chasing.

Vimes sat down with his coffee and |ooked at the thing he' d picked up from the rooftop.

It looked like ashort set of Pan pipes, provided Pan was restricted to Six notes, al of them the same.
They were made of stedl, welded together. There was astrip of serrated metal along oneside, likea
flattened-out cogwhedl, and the whole thing reeked of fireworks.

Helad it carefully besde hisplate.

He read Sergeant Colon’ sreport. Fred Colon had spent some time on it, probably with adictionary. It
went asfollows

“Report of Sgt F. Colon. Approx. 10am today, Auguste 15, | proseeded in the company of Corporal,
C. W. S. J. Nobbs, to the Guild of Fools and Joculatorsin God Street, whereupon we conversed with
clown Boffo who said, down Beano, thecorpus derelicti, was definitely seen by him, clown Boffo,
leaving the Guild the previous morning just after the explosion. { Thisis dead bent in my opinion, the
reason being, the stiff was dead at least two days, Cpl C. W. St. J. Nobbs agrees, so someoneistelling
mest pies, never trust anyone who falson hisarsefor aliving.} Whereupon Dr Whiteface met us, and,
damn near gave usthederriere velocite out of the place. It seemed to us, viz, meand Cpl C. W. St. J.
Nobbs, that the Fools are worried that it might have been the Assassins, but we don't know why. Also,
clown Boffo went on about us looking for Beano's nose, but he had a nose on when we saw him here,
so we said to clown Boffo, did he mean afase nose, he said, no, ared one, bugger off. Whereupon we
come back here”



Vimes worked out whatderriere vel ocite meant. The whole nose business looked like a conundrum
wrapped up in an enigma, or at least in Sergeant Colon’'s handwriting, which was pretty much the same
thing. Why be asked to look for anose that wasn't lost?

Helooked at Cuddy’ s report, written in the careful angular handwriting of Someone more used to runes.
And sages.

“Captain Vimes, this herewith isthe chronicle of me, Lance-Congtable Cvddy. Bright wasthe morning
and high ovr hearts when we proceeded to the Alchemists Gvild, where events eventvated as | shdl now
sng. Theseinclvded exploding balls. Asto the gvest vpon which we were sent, we were informed that
the attached piece of paper [attached] isin the handwriting of Leonard of Qvirm, who vanished in
mysteriovs circvmstances. It is how to make a powder called No. 1 powder, which isvsed in fireworks.
Mr Silverfish the dchemist says any dchemists knowsit. Also, inthe margin of the paper, isadrawing of
The Gonne, becavse | asked my covsin Grabpot abovt Leonard and he vsed to sall paintsto Leonard
and he recognized the writing and said L eonard always wrote backwards becavse hewas agenivs. |
have copied same herewith.”

Vimeslaid the papers down and put the piece of meta on top of them.
Then he reached in his pocket and produced a couple of meta pellets.
A dtick, the gargoyle had said.

Vimeslooked at the sketch. It looked, as Cuddy had noted, like the stock of a crossbow with a pipe on
thetop of it. There were afew sketches of strange mechanica devicesdongsideit, and a couple of the
little Sx-pipe things. The whole drawing looked like adoodle. Someone, possibly this Leonard, had been
reading abook about fireworks and had scribbled in the margins.

Fireworks.

Wall. . . fireworks? But fireworks weren't awesapon. Crackers went bang. Rockets went up, more or
less, but al you could be sure of them hitting was the sky.

Hammerhock was noted for his skill with mechanisms. That wasn't amgjor dwarfish attribute. People
thought it was, but it wasn't. They were skilled with meta al right, and they made good swords and
jewdlery, but they weren’t tootechnical when it cameto things like cogwheels and springs.
Hammerhock was unusud.

Supposing there was a weapon. Supposing there was something about it that was different, strange,
terrifying.

No, that couldn’t beit. It'd either end up al over the place, or it’d be destroyed. It wouldn't end up in
the Assassins museum. What got put in museums?

Thingsthat hadn’t worked, or had got lost, or ought to be remembered . . . SO where sthe sensein
putting our fireworkon show?

There had been alot of locks onthe door. So .. . . not a museum you just wandered into, then. Maybe



you had to be a high-up Assassin, and one day one of the Guild leaders d take you down there at dead,
hah, of night,andsay .. .andsay . ..

For some reason the face of the Patrician loomed up at this point.

Once again Vimesfdt the edge of something, some fundamenta centrd thing . . .

“Where d he go? Where d he go?’

There was amaze of dleys around the doors. Cuddy leaned againgt awall and fought for breath.
“There he go!” shouted Detritus. “ Along Whalebone Lane!”

He lumbered off in pursuit.

Vimes put down his coffee cup.

Whoever had shot those lead balls at him had been very accurate across severa hundred yards, and had
got off six shotsfaster than anyone could firean arrow . . .

Vimes picked up the pipes. Six little pipes, sx shots. And you could carry apocketful of these things.
Y ou could shoot further, faster, more accurately than anyone el se with any other kind of wespon . . .

So. A newtype of weapon. Much, much faster than abow. The Assassinswouldn’t like that. They
wouldn't likethatat all. They weren't even keen on bows. The Assassins preferred to kill up close.

So they’d put the . . . thegonne safely under lock and key. The gods alone knew how they’ d come by it
inthefirgt place. And afew senior Assassins would know about it. They’ d pass on the secret: bewar e of
thingslikethis. ..

“Down there! He went into Grope Alley!”

“Sow down! Slow down!”

“Why?" said Detritus.

“It'sadead end.”

The two Watchmen lumbered to ahdlt.

Cuddy knew that he was currently the brains of the partnership, even though Detritus was presently
counting, hisface beaming with pride, the stonesin thewall beside him.

Why had they chased someone halfway acrossthe dry ? Because they’ d run away.No-one ran away
from the Watch. Thievesjust flashed their licences. Unlicensed thieves had nothing to fear from the
Weatch, since they’ d saved up dl their fear for the Thieves Guild. Assassins always obeyed the |etter of
thelaw. And honest men didn’t run away from the Watch.[ 18] Running away from the Watch was
downright suspicious.

Theorigin of Grope Alley’s name was fortunately lost in the celebrated mists of time, but it had cometo
be deserved. It had turned into akind of tunnel as upper storeyswere built out and over it, leaving afew



inches of sky.

Cuddy peered around the corner, into the gloom.

Click. Click.

It came from deep in the darkness.

“Detritus?’

“Yesh?’

“Did he have any wegpons?’

“Just agtick. One stick.”

“Only ... smdl fireworks.”

Cuddy pulled his head back, very carefully.

There had been the sméll of fireworksin Hammerhock’ sworkshop. And Mr Hammerhock ended up
with abig holein his chest. And asense of named dread, which is much more specific and terrifying than
nameless dread, was stedling over Cuddy. It was smilar to the feding you get when you're playing ahigh
stakes game and your opponent suddenly grins and you redlize that you don’'t knowall the rules but you

do know you'll belucky to get out of thiswith, if you are very fortunate, your shirt.

Onthe other hand . . . he could picture Sergeant Colon’ sface. We chased thisman into an dley, sarge,
and thenwecameaway . . .

He drew his sword.
“Lance-Congtable Detritus?’
“Yes, Lance-Constable Cuddy?’

“Follow me”

Why? The damn thing was made of metal, wasn't it? Ten minutesin ahot crucible and that’ d be the end
of the problem. Something like that, something dangerous, why not just get rid of it? Why keep it?

But that was't human nature, was it? Sometimes things were too fascinating to destroy.

Helooked at the strange metal tubes. Six short pipes, welded together, seded firmly at one end. There
wasasmal holein thetop side of each of the pipes. ..

Vimesdowly picked up oneof thelumpsof lead . . .

The dley twisted once or twice, but there were no other aleys or doors off it. There was one at the far
end. It was larger than anormal door, and heavily constructed.



“Where are we?’ whispered Cuddy.

“Don’t know,” said Detritus. “Back of the docks somewhere.”

Cuddy pushed open the door with his sword.

“Cuddy?’

“Yeeh?’

“We waked seven-ty-nine steps!”

“That’snice.”

Cold air rushed past them.

“Meat store,” whispered Cuddy. “ Someone picked the lock.”

He dipped through and into a high, gloomy room, aslarge as atemple, which in somewaysit
resembled. Faint light crept through the high, ice-covered windows. From rack upon rack, al the way to
the celling, hung mest carcasses.

They were semi-transparent and so very cold Cuddy’ s breath turned to crystalsin the air.

“Oh, my,” said Detritus. “| think this the pork futures warehousein Morpork Road.”

“What?’

“Used to work here,” said thetroll. “Used to work everywhere. Go away, you stupid troll, you too
thick,” he added, gloomily.

“Isthere any way out?’

“The main door isin Morpork Street. But no-one comesin here for months. Till pork exists.” [19]
Cuddy shivered.

“Youinhere!” he shouted. “It' s the Watch! Step out now!”

A dark figure appeared from between a couple of pre-pigs.

“Now what we do?’ said Detritus.

The distant figure raised what looked like astick, holding it like a crossbow.

And fired. Thefirgt shot zinged off Cuddy’ s hemet.

A stony hand clamped on to the dwarf’ s head and Detritus pushed Cuddy behind him, but then the
figure was running, running towards them, dtill firing.



Detritus blinked.

Five more shots, one after another, punctured his breastplate.

And then the running man was through the open door, damming it behind him.

“Captain Vimes?’

Helooked up. It was Captain Quirke of the Day Watch, with acouple of his men behind him.
vy es?

“Y ou comewith us. And give me your sword.”

“What?’

“I think you heard me, captain.”

“Look, it'sme, Quirke. Sam Vimes? Don’t beafool.”

“l an'tafool. I’ve got men with crosshows.Men. It' syou that' d be thefool if you resst arrest.”
“Oh?1’m under arrest?’

“Only if you don’'t comewith us. . .”

The Patrician wasin the Oblong Office, staring out of the window. The multi-belled cacophony of five
0’ clock wasjust dying away.

Vimes sduted. From the back, Vetinari looked like a carnivorous flamingo.
“Ah, Vimes” he said, without looking around, “come here, will you? And tell me what you see.”
Vimes hated guessing games, but he joined the Patrician anyway.

The Oblong Office had aview over haf the city, athough most of it was rooftops and towers. Vimes
imagination peopled the towers with men holding gonnes. The Patrician would be an easy target.

“What do you see out there, captain?’

“City of Ankh-Morpork, sr,” said Vimes, keeping his expression carefully blank.

“And doesit put you in mind of anything, captain?’

Vimes scratched his head. If he was going to play games, hewas going to play games. . .

“Well, sr, when | was akid we owned acow once, and one day it got sick, and it was aways my job
to clean out the cowshed, and—"



“It remindsme of aclock,” said the Petrician. “Big whedls, littlewheds. All clicking away. Thelittle
whedls spin and the big whedlsturn, al at different speeds, you see, but themachine works. And that is
the most important thing. The machine kegps going. Because when the machine breaksdown . . .”

He turned suddenly, strode to his desk with hisusua predatory stalk, and sat down.

“Or, again, sometimes a piece of grit might get into the whedls, throwing them off balance. One speck of
orit”

Vetinari looked up and flashed Vimesamirthless amile.

“I won't have that.”

Vimesstared a thewall.

“I believe told you to forget about certain recent events, captain?’

“S‘r.ll

“Y et it appearsthat the Watch have been getting in the whedls.”

“Sr.”

“What am | to do with you?’

“Couldn’t say, ar.”

Vimes minutely examined the wall. He wished Carrot was here. The lad might be smple, but he was so
smple that sometimes he saw things that the subtle missed. And he kept coming up with smple ideas that
stuck in your mind. Policeman, for example. He d said to Vimes one day, while they were proceeding
aong the Street of Small Gods: Do you know where ‘ policeman’ comesfrom, sir? Vimeshadn't. “Polis
used to mean ‘city’, said Carrot. That' s what policeman means. ‘aman for the city’. Not many people
know that. Theword * polite comesfrom ‘polis’, too. It used to mean the proper behaviour from
someonelivingin acity.

Man of thecity . . . Carrot was dways throwing out tuff like that. Like ‘ copper’. Vimes had believed all
hislife that the Watch were called coppers because they carried copper badges, but no, said Carrat, it

comes from the old wordcappere, to capture.

Carrot read booksin his sparetime. Not well. He d haveredl difficulty if you cut hisindex finger off. But
continuoudy. And he wandered around Ankh-Morporkon his day off.

“Captain Vimes?’
Vimes blinked.
“Sr?’

“Y ou have no concept of the delicate balance of the dry. I’ll tell you one moretime. This businesswith
the Assassins and the dwarf and thisclown . . . you areto cease involving yourself.”



“No, gr. | can’'t”
“Give meyour badge.”
Vimeslooked down &t his badge.

He never really thought about it. It was just something he’ d dways had. It didn’tmean anything very
much.. . . redly ... oneway or the other. It wasjust something he' d always had.

“My badge?’
“And your sword.”

Sowly, with fingersthat suddenly felt like bananas, and bananas that didn’t belong to him at that, Vimes
undid his sword belt.

“And your badge.”

“Um. Not my badge.”

Why not?’

“Um. Becauseit’smy badge.”

“But you' re resgning anyway when you get married.”
“Right.”

Their eyes met.

“How much doesit mean to you?’

Vimes stared. He couldn’t find the right words. It wasjust that he' d aways been aman with a badge.
Hewasn't sure he could be one without the other.

Finaly Lord Vetinari said: ‘Very well. | believe you're getting married at noon tomorrow.” Hislong
fingers picked up the gilt-embossed invitation from the desk * Y es. Y ou can keep your badge, then. And
have an honourable retirement. But I’ m keeping the sword. And the Day Watch will be sent down to the
Y ard shortly to disarm your men. I’ m standing the Night Watch down, Captain Vimes. In due course |

might appoint another man in charge—at my leisure. Until then, you and your men can consider
yourselveson leave.”

“The Day Watch? A bunch of—"
“I'm sorry?’
i YS, S r.u

“Oneinfraction, however, and the badge is mine. Remember.”



Cuddy opened hiseyes.

“You'redive?' sad Detritus.

The dwarf gingerly removed his helmet. There was agouge in the rim, and his head ached.

“It lookslikeamild skin abrasion,” said Detritus.

“A what?0Ooooh.” Cuddy grimaced. “What about you, anyway?’ he said. There was something odd
about thetrall. It hadn’t quite dawned on him what it was, but there was definitely something unfamiliar,
quite apart from dl the holes.

“| suppose the armour wassome help,” said Detritus. He pulled at the straps of his breastplate. Five
discsof did out at around belt level. “If it hadn’t dowed down I’ d be serioudy abraded.”

“What' s up with you? Why are you talking like that?’
“Lakewhat, pray?’

“What happened to the“mebig troll” talk? No offence meant.”
“I’'mnot sure | understand.”

Cuddy shivered, and stamped hisfeet to keep warm.
“Let’'sget out of here”

They trotted to the door. It was shut fast.

“Can you knock it down?’

“No. If this place wasn't troll proof, it' d be empty. Sorry.”
“Detritus?’

“yes?

Areyou dl right? Only there s steam coming off your head.”
“Idofed ...er...”

Detritus blinked. Therewas atinkle of faling ice. Odd things were happening in hisskull.

Thoughts that normaly ambulated duggishly around his brain were suddenly springing into vibrant,
coruscating life. And there seemed to be more and more of them.

“My goodness,” he said, to no-onein particular.

Thiswas asufficiently un-troll-like comment that even Cuddy, whose extremitieswere dready going
numb, stared at him.



“I do bdieve” sad Detritus, “that | am genuindy cogitating. How very interesting!”

“What do you mean?’

More ice cascaded off Detritus as he rubbed his head.

“Of course!” he said, holding up agiant finger. * Superconductivity!”

“Wha?’

“Y ou see? Brain of impure silicon. Problem of heat dissipation. Daytime temperature too hot, processing
speed dows down, weather gets hotter, brain stops completdly, trollsturn to stone until nightfal, ie,
colder-temperature, however | owertemperatureenough,brain operatesfaster and—"

“I think I’m going to freeze to death soon,” said Cuddy.

Detritus|ooked around.

“There are small glazed apertures up there,” he said.

“Toohi’ tored, €enif | &’ ony’ shoulders,” mumbled Cuddy, dumping down further.

“Ah, but my plan involves throwing something through them to attract help,” said Detritus.

“Wha pla?

“I havein fact eventuated twenty-three but this one has a ninety-seven per cent chance of success,” said
Detritus, beaming.

“Ha nt got an’ting t'throw,” said Cuddy.

“lhave,” said Detritus, scooping him up. “Do not worry. | can compute your trgjectory with astonishing
precison. And then al you will need to do isfetch Captain Vimes or Carrot or someone.”

Cuddy’ sfeeble protests described an arc through the freezing air and vanished along with the window
gass

Detritus sat down again. Life was so smple, when you redlly thought about it. And he wasredlly
thinking.

He was seventy-six per cent sure he was going to get at least seven degrees colder.

Mr Cut-Me-Own-Throat Dibbler, Purveyor, Merchant Venturer and al-round salesman, had thought
long and hard about going into ethnic foodstuffs. But it was anatura career procession. Theold
sausage-in-a-bun trade had been faling off lately, while there were dl thesetrolls and dwarfs around with
money in their pockets or wherever it wastrolls kept their money, and money in the possession of other
people had aways seemed to Throat to be against the proper natura order of things.

Dwarfs were easy enough to cater for. Rat-on-a-stick was smple enough, athough it meant agenerd
improvement in Dibbler’ snormal catering sandards.



On the other hand, trolls were basically, when you got right down to it, no offence meant, speak asyou
find. .. bascdly, they were walking rocks.

He' d sought advice about troll food from Chryso-prase, who was aso atroll, athough you' d hardly
know it any more, he' d been around humans so long he wore a suit now and, as he said, had learned all
kindsacivilized things, like extortion, money-lending at 300 per cent interest per munf, and stuff like that.
Chrysoprase might have been born in a cave above the snowline on some mountain somewhere, but five
minutesin Ankh-Morpork and he' d fitted right in. Dibbler liked to think of Chrysoprase asafriend;
you' d hateto think of him asan enemy.

Throat had chosen today to give his new approach atry. He pushed his hot food barrow through streets
broad and narrow, crying:

“Sausages! Hot sausages! Innabun! Meat pies! Get them whilethey’re hot!”

Thiswas by way of awarm up. The chances of ahuman eating anything off Dibbler’ s barrow unlessit
was stamped flat and pushed under the door after two weeks on a sarvation diet was, by now, remote.
Helooked around conspiratorialy —there were dways trolls working in the docks — and took the cover
off afreshtray.

Now then, what wasit? Oh, yes. . .

“Dolomitic conglomerates! Get chore dolomitic conglomerates heeyar! Manganese nodules! Manganese
nodules! Get them whilethey're. .. uh ., . nodule-shaped.” He hesitated a bit, and then ralied. “Pumice!
Pumicel Tufaadollar! Roast limestones—’

A few trollswandered up to Stare at him.

“You, gr, youlook . . . hungry,” said Dibbler, grinning widdy at the smadlest troll. “Why not try our shde
on abun? Mmm-mmm! Tagtethat dluvid deposit, know what | mean?’

C. M. O.T. Dibbler had a number of bad points, but species prejudice was not one of them. He liked
anyone who had money, regardless of the colour and shape of the hand that was proffering it. For
Dibbler believed in aworld where a sapient creature could walk tal, bresthe free, pursue life, liberty and
happiness, and step out towards the bright new dawn. If they could be persuaded to gobble something
off Dibbler’ shot-food tray at the sametime, thiswas al to the good.

Thetroll ingpected the tray suspicioudy, and lifted up abun.

“Urrh, yuk,” hesaid, “it' sgot al ammonitesinit! Yuk!”

“Pardon?’ said Dibbler.

“Disshde” sad thetrall, “isstde.”

“Lovely and fresh! Just like mother used to hew!”

“Y eah, and there sbloody quartz al through dis granite,” said another troll, towering over Dibbler.
“Clogsthe arteries, quartz.”



He dammed the rock back on thetray. Thetrolls ambled off, occasiondly turning around to give Dibbler
asuspicious look.

“Stae?Talel How canit be stale? It’ srock!” shouted Dibbler after them He shrugged. Oh, well. The
halmark of agood bus nessman was knowing when to cut your |osses.

He closed the lid of the tray, and opened another one.

“Holefood! Holefood! Rat! Rat! Rat-onna-stick! Rat-in-a-bun! Get them while they’ re dead! Get
chore—"

There was a crash of glass above him, and Lance-Constable Cuddy landed head first in the tray.
“Ther€ sno need to rush, plenty for everyone,” said Dibbler.

“Pull me out,” said Cuddy, in amuffled voice. “Or pass me the ketchup.”

Dibbler hauled on the dwarf’ s boots. There wasice on them.

“Just come down the mountain, have you?’

“Wherée sthe man with the key to this warehouse?’

“If you liked our rat, then why not try our fine sdection of-*

Cuddy’ s axe appeared dmost magicaly in hishand.

“I'll cut your knees off,” he said.

“GerhardtSockoftheButchers Guildiswhoyouwant.”

“Right.”

“ Nowpl easetaketheaxeaway.”

Cuddy’ s boots skidded on the cobbles as he hurried off.

Dibbler peered at the broken remains of the cart. Hislips moved as he calcul ated.

“Here!” he shouted. *Y ou owe— hey, you owe mefor threerats!”

Lord Vetinari had felt dightly ashamed when he watched the door close behind Captain Vimes. He
couldn’'t work out why. Of course, it was hard on the man, but it wasthe only way . . .

Hetook a key from a cabinet by his desk and walked over to thewall. His hands touched a mark on the
plaster that was apparently no different from a dozen other marks, but this one caused a section of wall
to swing asde on well-oiled hinges.

No-one knew al the passages and tunnels hidden in the walls of the Palace; it was said that some of



them went alot further than that. And there were any amount of old cellars under the city. A manwitha
pick-axe and a sense of direction could go where he liked just by knocking down forgotten walls.

He walked down several narrow flights of steps and aong a passage to a door, which he unlocked. It
swung back on well-oiled hinges.

It was not, exactly, adungeon; the room on the other side was quite airy and well lit by severd large but
high windows. It had asmell of wood shavingsand glue.

“Look out!”
The Patrician ducked.

Something batlike clicked and whirred over hishead, circled erratically in the middle of the room, and
then flew apart into adozen jerking pieces.

“Oh dear,” said amild voice. “Back to the drawing tablet. Good afternoon, your lordship.”
“Good afternoon, Leonard,” said the Patrician. “What was that?’

“I cdl it aflapping-wing-flying-device,” said Leonard da Quirm, getting down off hislaunching
stepladder. “ It works by gutta-percha strips twisted tightly together. But not very well, I'm afraid.”

Leonard of Quirm was not, infact, al that old. He was one of those people who started |ooking
venerable around the age of thirty, and would probably still ook about the same at the age of ninety. He
wasn't exactly bald, either. Hishead had just grown up through his hair, risng like amighty rock dome
through heavy forest.

Inspirations deet through the universe continuoudy. Their destination, asif they cared, istheright mindin
the place at the right time. They hit the right neuron, there’ sa chain reaction, and alittle while later
someoneisblinking foolishly inthe TV lights and wondering how the hell he came up with the idea of
pre-diced bread in thefirst place.

Leonard of Quirm knew about inspirations. One of his earliest inventions was an earthed metal nightcap,
worn in the hope that the damn things would stop leaving their white-hot trails across his tortured
imagination. It seldom worked. He knew the shame of waking up to find the sheets covered with
nocturna sketches of unfamiliar Sege engines and novel designsfor apple-peding machines.

The da Quirms had been quite rich and young L eonard had been to a great many schools, where he had
absorbed aragbag of information despite hishabit of staring out of the window and sketching the flight of
birds. Leonard was one of those unfortunate individuas whose fate it was to be fascinated by the world,
the taste, shape and movement of it . . .

Hefascinated Lord Vetinari aswell, which iswhy hewas gill dive. Somethings are o perfect of their
typethat they are hard to destroy. One of akind isaways specidl.

Hewasamodd prisoner. Give him enough wood, wire, paint and above dl give him paper and pencils,
and he stayed put.

The Patrician moved a stack of drawings and sat down.



“Thesearegood,” hesad. “What arethey?’
“My cartoons,” said Leonard.
“Thisisagood one of thelittle boy with hiskite suck in atree,” said Lord Vetinari.

“Thank you. May | make you sometea? I’m afraid | don’t see many people these days, apart from the
man who ailsthe hinges.”

“I’'vecometo...”

The Patrician stopped and prodded at one of the drawings.

“There sapiece of yellow paper stuck to thisone,” he said, suspicioudy. He pulled &t it. It came away
from the drawing with afaint sucking noise, and then stuck to hisfingers. Onthe note, in Leonard's

crabby backward script, were the words: ‘krow ot smeesshT: omeM’.

“Oh, I'm rather pleased with that,” said Leonard. “1 cdl it my
“Handy-note-scribbling-pi ece-of - paper-with-gl ue-that-comes-unstuck-when-you-want” .

The Patrician played with it for awhile.

“What' sthe glue made of 7’

“Boiled dugs”

The Patrician pulled the paper off one hand. It stuck to the other hand.

“Isthat what you came to see me about?’ said Leonard.

“No. | cametotak toyou,” said Lord Vetinari, “about the gonne.”

“Oh, dear. I'mvery sorry.”

“l amafraidit has. . . escaped.”

“My goodness. | thought you said you’ d done away with it.”

“| gaveit to the Assassinsto destroy. After dl, they pride themsalves on the artistic quality of their work.
They should be horrified at the idea of anyone having that sort of power. But the damn fools didnot
destroy it. They thought they could lock it away. And now they’velost it.”

“They didn’t destroy it?’

“Apparently not, thefools.”

And nor did you. | wonder why?’

“I'...doyouknow, | don't know?’

“| should never have madeit. It was merely an application of principles. Balistics, you know. Smple



aerodynamics. Chemica power. Somerather good aloying, athough | say it myself. And I'm rather
proud of therifling idea. | had to make a quite complicated tool for that, you know. Milk? Sugar?’

“No, thank you.”
“People are searching for it, | trust?’

“The Assassinsare. But they won't find it. They don’t think the right way.” The Patrician picked up a
pile of sketches of the human skeleton. They were extremely good.

“Oh, dear.”
“So | amrelying on the Watch.”
“Thiswould be the Captain Vimes you have spoken of.”

Lord Vetinari dways enjoyed hisoccasiona conversations with Leonard. The man adwaysreferred to
the city asif it was another world.

“Y%"

“I hope you have impressed upon him the importance of the task.”
“Inaway. I’ ve absolutely forbidden him to undertakeit. Twice.”
Leonard nodded. “Ah. | ... think | understand. | hopeit works.”

Hesghed.

“I suppose | should have dismantled it, but . . . it was so clearly amade thing. | had this strange fancy |
was merely assembling something that aready existed. Sometimes | wonder where | got the wholeidea.

It seemed. .. | don'tknow ... sacrilege, | suppose, to dismantleit. It d be like dismantling a person.
Biscuit?’

“Dismantling aperson is sometimes necessary,” said Lord Vetinari.

“This, of course, isapoint of view,” said Leonard daQuirm politely.

“Y ou mentioned sacrilege,” said Lord Vetinari. “Normaly that involves gods of some sort, doesit not?’
“Did I usetheword?| can’t imagine thereisagod of gonnes.”

“Itisquite hard, yes.”

The Patrician shifted uneasily, reached down behind him, and pulled out an object.

“What,” hesad, “isthis?’

“Oh, | wondered where that had gone,” said Leonard. “I1t'samodd of my spinning-up-into-the-air
mechine” [20]



Lord Vetinari prodded thelittle rotor.
“Would it work?’

“Oh, yes,” sad Leonard. He sghed. “If you can find one man with the strength of ten men who can turn
the handle a about one thousand revol utions aminute.”

The Petrician relaxed, in away which only then drew gentle attention to the foregoing moment of tension.

“Now thereisinthiscity,” he said, “aman with agonne. He has used it successfully once, and dmost
succeeded a second time. Could anyone have invented the gonne?’

“No,” sad Leonard. “1 am agenius.” Hesad it quite smply. It was a statement of fact.

“Understood. But once a gonne hasbeen invented, L eonard, how much of a genius need someone beto
make the second one?’

“Therifling technique requires consderable finesse, and the cocking mechanism that dides the bullette
assembly isfinely balanced, and of course the end of the barrel must bevery .. .” Leonard saw the
Patrician’ s expression, and shrugged. “He must be aclever man,” he said.

“Thiscity isfull of clever men,” said the Patrician. “And dwarfs. Clever men and dwarfs who tinker with
things”

“l am so very sorry.”

“They neverthink.”

“Indeed.”

Lord Vetinari leaned back and stared at the skylight.

“They do thingslike open the Three Jolly Luck Take-Away Fish Bar on the site of the old templein
Dagon Street on the night of the Winter solstice when it so happensto be afull moon.”

“That' s people for you, I'm afraid.”
“I never did find out what happened to Mr Hong.”
“Poor fdlow.”

“And then there' sthe wizards. Tinker, tinker, tinker. Never think twice before grabbing athread of the
fabric of redity and giving it apull.”

“Shocking.”
“The dchemigts? Their ideaof civic duty ismixing up thingsto see what happens.”
“I hear the bangs, even here.”

“And then, of course, along comes someone like you—"



“I redly amterribly sorry.”
Lord Vetinari turned the modd flying machine over and over in hisfingers.
“You dream of flying,” he said.

“Oh, yes. Then men would betruly free. From the air, there are no boundaries. There could be no more
war, because the sky is endless. How happy we would be, if we could but fly.”

Vetinari turned the machine over and over in hishands.

“Yes” hesad, “I daresay we would.”

“I had tried clockwork, you know.”

“I'm sorry? | was thinking about something se.”

“I' meant clockwork to power my flying machine. But it won't work.”

“Oh.”

“There salimit to the power of aspring, no matter how tightly onewindsit.”

“Oh, yes. Yes. And you hopethat if you wind aspring oneway, dl itsenergieswill unwind the other
way. And sometimes you have to wind the spring astight asit will go,” said Vetinari, “and pray it doesn’t
break.”

His expression changed.

“Oh dear,” hesaid.

“Pardon?’ said Leonard.

“Hedidn’'t thump thewall. | may have gonetoo far.”

Detritus sat and steamed. Now he felt hungry — not for food, but for thingsto think about. Asthe
temperature sank, the efficiency of hisbrain increased even more. It needed something to do.

He cd culated the number of bricksin thewadll, first intwos and then in tensand findly in Sixteens. The
numbers formed up and marched past hisbrain in terrified obedience. Division and multiplication were
discovered. Algebrawas invented and provided an interesting diversion for aminute or two. And then he
felt thefog of nhumbers drift away, and looked up and saw the sparkling, distant mountains of calculus.

Trollsevolved in high, rocky and above dl incold places. Their silicon brains were used to operating a
low temperatures. But down on the muggy plains the heat build-up dowed them down and made them
dull. It wasn’t that only stupid trolls came down to the city. Trollswho decided to come down to the city
were often quite smart — but theybecame stupid.



Detritus was considered moronic even by city troll standards. But that was smply because hisbrain was
naturaly optimized for atemperature seldom reached in Ankh-Morpork even during the coldest winter . .

Now hisbrain was nearing itsidea temperature of operation. Unfortunately, thiswas pretty closeto a
troll’ s optimum point of desth.

Part of hisbrain gave some thought to this. There was a high probability of rescue. That meant he'd have
to leave. That meant he' d become stupid again, as sure as

10-3(Me/Mp)abaG— N = 10N.
Better make the most of it, then.

He went back to the world of humbers so complex that they had no meaning, only atransitiona point of
view. And got on with freezing to death, aswell.

Dibbler reached the Butchers Guild very shortly after Cuddy. The big red doors had been kicked open
and asmall butcher was Sitting just insde them rubbing his nose.

“Which way did he go?’

“Dat way.”

And in the Guild’smain hall the master butcher Gerhardt Sock was staggering around in circles. This
was because Cuddy’ s boots were planted on his chest. The dwarf was hanging on to the man’svest like
ayachtsman tacking into agae, and whirling his axe round and round in front of Sock’ sface.
“Yougiveittomeright now or I'll makeyou eat your own nose!”

A crowd of apprentice butchers was trying to keep out of the way.

“BU"

“Don’'t you argue with me! I'm an officer of the Watch, | am!”

“But you—"

“You've got one last chance, migter. Giveit to meright now!”

Sock shut his eyes.

“What isit you want?”

The crowd waited.

“Ah,” said Cuddy. “Ahaha Didn't | say?’

“No!”

“I'm pretty sure| did, you know.”



“Youdidn't!”

“Oh. Wdll. It sthe key to the pork futureswarehouse, if you must know.” Cuddy jumped down.
“Why?

The axe hovered in front of hisnose again.

“l wasjust asking,” said Sock, in a desperate and distant voice.

“There saman of the Watch in there freezing to death,” said Cuddy.

There was quite acrowd around them when they findly got the main door open. Lumps of ice clinked
on the stones, and there was arush of supercold air.

Frost covered the floor and the rows of hanging carcasses on their backwards journey through time. It
a so covered a Detritus-shaped lump squatting in the middle of the floor.

They carried it out into the sunlight.

“Should his eyes be flashing on and off likethat?’ said Dibbler.
“Can you hear me?’ shouted Cuddy. “Detritus?’
Detritusblinked. Ice did off himin the day’ s hest.

He could fed the cracking up of the marvellous universe of numbers. The rising temperature hit his
thoughts like a flamethrower caressing asnowflake.

“Say something!” said Cuddly.

Towersof intellect collapsed asthefire roared through Detritus brain.

“Hey, look atthis,” said one of the apprentices.

Theinner walls of the warehouse were covered with numbers. Equations as complex asaneura

network had been scraped in the frost. At some point in the cal culation the mathematician had changed
from using numbersto using letters, and then letters themsalves hadn’t been sufficient; bracketslike cages

enclosed expressions which were to norma mathematics what acity isto amap.

They got smpler asthe god neared —smpler, yet containing in the flowing lines of their smplicity a
gpartan and wonderful complexity.

Cuddy stared at them. He knew he’ d never be able to understand them in ahundred years.
Thefrost crumbled inthewarmer air.

The equations narrowed as they were carried on down the wall and across the floor to where thetroll



had been sitting, until they became just afew expressonsthat appeared to move and sparkle with alife
of thelr own. Thiswas maths without numbers, pure aslightning.

They narrowed to apoint, and at the point was just the very smple symbol: ‘=",
“Equalswha?’ said Cuddy. “ Equalswhat?’
Thefrost collapsed.

Cuddy went outside. Detritus was now sitting in a puddle of water, surrounded by a crowd of human
onlookers.

“Can’'t one of you get him ablanket or something?’ he said.
A very fat man said, “Huh?Who' d use a blanket after it had been on atroll?’

“Hah, yes, good point,” said Cuddy. He glanced at the five holesin Detritus breastplate. They were at
about head height, for adwarf. “ Could you come over here for amoment, please?’

The man grinned at hisfriends, and sauntered over.

“I expect you can seethe holesin hisarmour, right?” said Cuddy.

C. M. O.T. Dibbler wasasurvivor. In the same way that rodents and insects can sense an earthquake
ahead of thefirst tremors, so he could tell if something big was about to go down on the street. Cuddy
was being too nice. When a dwarf was nice like that, it meant he was saving up to be nasty later on.

“I'll just, er, go about my business, then,” he said, and backed away.

“I’ve got nothing againstdwarfs, mind you,” said the fat man. “I mean, dwarfsis practicaly people, in my
book. Just shorter humans, amost. But trolls. . . weeedlll . . . they’re not the same as us, right?”’

“ *Scuse me, “ scuse me, gangway, gangway,” said Dibbler, achieving with his cart the kind of getaway
customarily associated with vehiclesthat have fluffy dice on the windscreen.

“That’ sanice coat you' ve got there,” said Cuddy.

Dibbler's cart went around the corner on one whedl.

“It'sanice coat,” said Cuddy. “Y ou know what you should do with acoat like that?’
The man’ sforehead wrinkled.

“Takeit off right now,” said Cuddy, “and giveit to thetroll.”

“Why, you little—"

The man grabbed Cuddy by his shirt and wrenched him upwards.

The dwarf’s hand moved very quickly. There was ascrape of metd.



Man and dwarf made an interesting and absol ute stationary tableau for afew seconds.

Cuddy had been brought up amost level with the man’ sface, and watched with interest asthe eyes
began to water.

“Let medown,” said Cuddy. “Gently. | make involuntary muscle movementsif I'm sartled.”
Theman did so.

“Now take off your coat . . . good . . . just passit over . .. thank you. .."

“Your axe. ..” the man murmured.

“Axe? Axe? My axe?’ Cuddy looked down. “Well, well, well. Hardly knew | was holding it there. My
axe. Well, there' sathing.”

The man was trying to stand on tiptoe. His eyes were watering.

“Thething about thisaxe,” said Cuddy, “theinteresting thing, isthat it’ sathrowing axe. | was champion
three years running up at Copperhead. | could draw it and split atwig thirty yards away in one second.
Behind me.And | wasill that day. A bilious attack.”

He backed away. The man sank gratefully on to his hedls.

Cuddy draped the coat over thetroll’s shoulders.

“Comeon, on your feet,” he said. “Let’ sget you home.”

Thetroll lumbered upright.

“How many fingersam | holding up?’ said Cuddy.

Detritus peered.

“Two and one?’ he suggested.

“It'll do,” said Cuddy. “For agtart.”

Mr Cheese looked over the bar at Captain Vimes, who hadn’t moved for an hour. The Bucket was
used to serious drinkers, who drank without pleasure but with a sort of determination never to see
sobriety again. But thiswas something new. Thiswasworrying. He didn’t want a desth on his hands.

There was no-one esein the bar. He hung his apron on anail and hurried out towards the Watch
House, dmost colliding with Carrot and Anguain the doorway.

“Oh, I’'m glad that’ syou, Corpora Carrot,” he said. “Y ou’ d better come. It's Captain Vimes.”

“What' s happened to him?’



“| don't know. He' sdrunk an awful lot.”
“| thought he was off the suff!”

“I think,” saild Mr Cheese cautioudly, “that thisis not the case any more.”

A scene, somewhere near Quarry Lane: “Where we going?’
“I’m going to get someoneto have alook at you.”
“Not dwarf doctor!”

“There must be someone up here who knows how to dap some quick-drying cement on you, or
whatever you do. Should you be oozing like that?’

“Dunno. Never oozed before. Where we?’

“Dunno. Never been down here before.”

The areawas on the windward side of the cattle yards and the daughterhouse district. That meant it was
shunned as living space by everyone except tralls, to whom the organic odours were about as relevant
and noticesble asthe smell of granite would be to humans. The old joke went: the trolIslive next to the
cattleyard? What about the stench? Oh, the cattle don’t mind . . .

Which was daft. Trollsdidn’'t smell, except to other trolls.

Therewas adabby look about the buildings here. They had been built for humans but adapted by trolls,
which broadly had meant kicking the doorways wider and blocking up the windows. It was ill daylight.
Thereweren't any trollsvisible.

“Ugh,” said Detritus.

“Come on, big man,” said Cuddy, pushing Detritus dong like atug pushes atanker.

“Lance-Congtable Cuddy?’

1] Y$”

“You adwarf. ThisisQuarry Lane. Y ou found here, you indeep trouble.”

“WEe re city guards.”

“Chrysoprase, he not give a coprolith about that stuff.”

Cuddy looked around.

“What do you people usefor doctors, anyway?’

A troll face appeared in adoorway. And another. And another.



What Cuddy had thought was a pile of rubble turned out to be atrall.

There were, suddenly, trolls everywhere.

I’m aguard, thought Cuddy. That's what Sergeant Colon said. Stop being adwarf and start being a
Watchman. That' swhat | am. Not adwarf. A Watchman. They gave me a badge, shaped like ashield.
City Watch, that’sme. | carry abadge.

| wishitwasalot bigger.

Vimeswas sitting quietly at atablein the corner of The Bucket. There were some pieces of paper and a
handful of metd objectsin front of him, but he was staring at hisfist. It waslying on the table, clenched so

tight the knuckles were white.

“Captain Vimes?’ said Carrot, waving ahand in front of his eyes. There was no response.

“How much has he had?’

“Two nips of whiskey, that’sdl.”

“That shouldn’t do thisto him, even on an empty ssomach,” said Carrot.

Angua pointed at the neck of a bottle protruding from Vimes' pocket.

“I don't think he' s been drinking on an empty ssomach,” she said. “I think he put someacohoal init first.”
“Captain Vimes?’ said Carrot again.

“What' sheholding in hishand?’ said Angua.

“1 don't know. Thisisbad, I’ ve never seen him like this before. Come on. Y ou take the stuff. I'll take
the captain.”

“Hehasn't paid for hisdrink,” said Mr Cheese.
Anguaand Carrot looked at him.

“On the house?’ said Mr Cheese.

Therewasawall of trolls around Cuddy. It was as good a choice of word as any. Right now their
attitude was more of surprise than menace, such as dogs might show if acat had just sauntered into the
kennels. But when they’ d findlly got used to the ideathat he redlly existed, it was probably only a matter
of time before this Sate of affairsno longer obtained.

Finaly, oneof them sad, “What dis, then?’

“He aman of the Watch, ssmeasme,” said Detritus.



“Him adwarf.”
“He aWatchman.”

“Him got bloody cheek, | know that.” A stubby troll finger prodded Cuddy in the back. Thetrolls
crowded in.

“I count to ten,” said Detritus. “ Then any troll not going about that troll’ s business, he asorry troll.”

“You Detritus” said aparticularly widetrall. “ Everyone know you stupid troll, you join Watch because
supid troll, you can't count to—"

Wham.

“One,” said Detritus. “Two . . . Tree. Four-er . . . Five. Six.. ..

The recumbent troll looked up in amazement.

“That Detritus, himcounting.”

There was awhirring noise and an axe bounced off thewall near Detritus head.
There were dwarfs coming up the street, with a purposeful and deadly air. Thetrolls scattered.
Cuddy ran forward.

“What areyou lot doing?’ he said. “ Are you mad, or something?’

A dwarf pointed atrembling finger a Detritus.

“What' sthat 7’

“He' saWatchman.”

“Lookslikeatroll to me. Get it!”

Cuddy took a step backwards and produced his axe.

“I know you, Stronginthearm,” he said. “What' sthisal about?’

“Y ou know, Watchman,” said Stronginthearm. “ The Watch say atroll killed Bjorn Hammerhock.
They' vefound thetrall!”

“No, that’s not—"

Therewas asound behind Cuddy. Thetrollswere back, armed for dwarf. Detritus turned around and
waved afinger a them.

“Any troll move,” hesaid, “and | sart counting.”

“Hammerhock waskilled by aman,” said Cuddy. “ Captain Vimes thinks—"



“The Watch have got thetroll,” said adwarf. “Damn rocks!”

“Gritsuckerd”

“Monalithd”

“Eatersof ratsl”

“Hah, | been aman only hardly any time,” said Detritus, “and aready | fed up with you stupid trolls.
What you think humans say, eh? Oh, them ethnic, them don’t know how to behavein big city, go around
waving clubs at the drop of athing you wear on head.”

“We re Watchmen,” said Cuddy. “Our job isto keep the peace.”

“Good,” said Stronginthearm. “ Go and keep it safe somewhere until we need it.”

“Thisnot Koom Vdley,” sad Detritus.

“That'sright!” shouted a dwarf at the back of the crowd. “ Thistime we can see you!”

Trollsand dwarfswere pouring in at either end of the street.

“What would Corpora Carrot do at atime likethis?” whispered Cuddy.

“He say, you bad people, make me angry, you stop toot sweet.”

“And then they’ d go away, right?’

“Yeah”

“What would happen if wetried that?’

“Welook in gutter for our heads.”

“| think you'reright.”

“You seethat aley? It anicedley. It say, hello. Y ou outhumbered . . . 256+64+8+2+1t0 1. Dropin
and seeme.”

A club bounced off Detritus halmet.
“Run!”

The two Watchmen sprinted for the dley. The impromptu armies watched them and then, differences
momentarily forgotten, gave chase.

“Wherethisgo?’

“It goes away from the people chasing us!”



“Illike thisdley.”

Behind them the pursuers, suddenly trying to make progressin agap barely wide enough to
accommodate atrall, redized that they were pushing and shoving with their mortal enemies and sarted to
fight one another in the quickest, nastiest and above dlnarrowest battle ever held in the city.

Cuddy waved Detritus to a halt and peered around a comer.

“I think we're safe,” he said. “ All we haveto do is get out of the other end of this and get back to the
Watch House. OK?’

Heturned around, failed to seethetrall, took a step forward, and vanished temporarily from the world
of men.

“Oh, no,” said Sergeant Colon. “He promised he wasn't going to touch it any more! Look, he'shad a
whole bottlel”

“What isit? Bearhugger’ s?’ said Nobby.
“Shouldn’t think S0, he' still bresthing. Come on, help me up with him.”

The Night Watch clustered around. Carrot had deposited Captain Vimes on achair in the middle of the
Watch Housefloor.

Angua picked out the bottle and looked at the l1abel.

“CM. O.T. Dibbler's Genuine Authentic Soggy Mountain Dew,” sheread. “He sgoing to die! It says,
“One hundred and fifty per cent proof”!”

“Nah, that’sjust old Dibbler’ sadvertisng,” said Nobby. “I1t ain’'t got noproof. Just circumstantial
evidence.”

“Why hasn't he got hissword?’” said Angua.

Vimes opened hiseyes. Thefirgt thing he saw was the concerned face of Nobby.
“Aargh!” hesaid. “Swor’ ?Gi’ it ‘way! Hooray!”

“What?’ said Colon.

“Nomo Watsh! Allgo’ ...”

“I think he'sabit drunk,” said Carrot.

“Drun’?*mnot drun’! Y ou wouldn'dare call m' drun’ if | was sober!”

“Get him some coffeg,” said Angua.

“I reckon he' sbeyondour coffee,” said Colon. “Nobby, nip dong to Fat Sdly’sin Squeezebelly Alley
and get ajug of their specid Klatchian stuff. Not ameta jug, mind.”



Vimes blinked asthey manhandled him into achair.

All go‘way,” hesad. “Bang! Bang!”

“Lady Syhil’sgoing to be redly mad,” said Nobby. “Y ou know he promised to leaveit done.”
“Captain Vimes?’ said Carrot.

“Mm?’

“How many fingersam | holding up?’

“Mm?’

“How many hands, then?’

“Eoi 7"

“Blimey, | haven't seen him likethisfor years,” said Colon. “Here, let metry something.Want another
drink, captain?’

“He certainly doesn't need a—"
“Shut up, | know what I’ m doing. Another drink, Captain Vimes?’
“Mm?’

“I’ve never known him not be ableto give aloud clear “yes!”,” said Colon, standing back. “I think we'd
better get him up to hisroom.”

“I'll take him, poor chap,” said Carrot. He lifted Vimes eadly, and dung him over his shoulder.

“I hateto seehim likethis,” said Angua, following him into the hallway and up the dairs.

“He only drinks when he gets depressed,” said Carrot.

“Why does he get depressed?’

“Sometimesit's because he hasn't had adrink.”

The house in Pseudopolis Y ard had originaly been a Ramkin family resdence. Now thefirst floor was
occupied by the guards on an ad hoc basis. Carrot had aroom. Nobby had rooms consecutively, four so

far, moving out when the floor became hard to find. And Vimes had aroom.

Moreor less. It was hard to tell. Even aprisoner in acell manages to stamp his persondity on it
somewhere, but Angua had never seen such an unlived-in room.

“Thisiswhere helives?’ said Angua. “Good grief.”

“What did you expect?’



“I don't know. Anything. Something. Notnothing.”

There was ajoylessiron bedstead. The springs and mattress had sagged so that they formed a sort of
mould, forcing anyone who got into it to ingtantly fold into a deeping position. There was awashstand,
under abroken mirror. On the stand was arazor, carefully aigned towards the Hub because Vimes
shared thefolk belief that thiskept it sharp. There was a brown wooden chair with the cane seat broken.
And asmdl chest at thefoot of the bed.

And that wasdll.

“I mean, a least arug,” said Angua. “A picture on the wal. Something.”

Carrot deposited Vimes on the bed, where he flowed unconscioudy into the shape.

“Haven't you got something in your room?’ Angua asked.

“Yes. I've got acutaway diagram of No.5 shaft at home. It'svery interesting strata. | helped cut it. And
some books and things. Captain Vimesisn't redly an indoors kind of person.”

“But there snot even acandlel”

“Hefinds hisway to bed by memory, he says.”

“Or an ornament oranything.”

“There sasheet of cardboard under the bed,” Carrot volunteered. “I remember | waswith himin
Filigree Street when hefound it. He said “ Thereé samonth’ ssolesin this, if I'm any judge’. Hewas very
pleased about that.”

“Hecan’'t even afford boots?’

“I don't think so. | know Lady Sybil offered to buy him al the new boots he wanted, and he got a bit
offended about that. He seemsto try to make them last.”

“But you can buy boots, and you get less than him.And you send money home. He must drink it dl, the
idiot.”

“Don't think so. | didn’t think he' d touched the stuff for months. Lady Sybil got him onto cigars.”
Vimes snored loudly.

“How can you admireaman likethis?’ said Angua.

“He savery fineman.”

Anguaraised the lid of the wooden chest with her foot.

“Hey, | don’'t think you should do that—" said Carrot wretchedly.

“I’'mjust looking,” said Angua. “No law againgt that.”



“In fact, under the Privacy Act of 1467, itisan—"

“There sonly old boots and stuff. And some paper.” She reached down and picked up a crudely made
book. It was merely awad of irregular shaped bits of paper sandwiched together between card covers.

“That belongsto Captain—"

She opened the book and read afew lines. Her mouth dropped open.

“Will you look at this? No wonder he never has any money!”

“What d'you mean?’

“He spendsit on women! Y ou wouldn't think it, would you? L ook at thisentry. Four in one week!”
Carrot looked over her shoulder. On the bed, Vimes snorted.

There, onthe page, in Vimes' curly handwriting, were the words:

Mrs Gafkin, Mincing t: $5

Mrs Scurrick, Treacle St: $4

MrsMaroon, Wixon'sAlley: $4

Annabel Curry, Lobfneaks: $2

“Annabe Curry couldn’t have been much good, for only two dollars,” said Angua.
She was aware of asudden drop in temperature.

“I shouldn’t think so,” said Carrot, dowly. “ She' sonly nineyearsold.”

One of hishands gripped her wrigt tightly and the other prised the book out of her fingers.
“Hey, let go!”

“Sergeant!” shouted Carrot, over his shoulder, “can you come up here amoment?’
Anguatried to pull awvay. Carrot’s arm was asimmovable as an iron bar.

There wasthe creak of Colon’sfoot on the stair, and the door swung open.
Hewasholding avery smdl cup inapair of tongs.

“Nobby got the coff—' he began, and stopped.

“Sergeant,” said Carrot, taring into Angua s face, “Lance-Constable Angua wants to know about Mrs
Gaskin.”

“OldLeggy Gaskin'swidow? Shelivesin Mincing Street.”



“And Mrs Scurrick?’

“In Treacle Street? Takes in laundry now.” Sergeant Colon looked from one to the other, trying to get a
handle on the Situation.

“MrsMaroon?’

“That' s Sergeant Maroon' s widow, she sells cod in—"

“How about Annabel Curry?’

“She till goesto the Spiteful Sisters of Seven-Handed Sek Charity School, doesn't she?” Colon smiled
nervoudy at Angua, till not sure of what was happening. “ She' sthe daughter of Corpora Curry, but of
course he was before your time—"

Angualooked up at Carrot’sface. His expression was unreadable.

“They’re the widows of coppers?’ she said.

He nodded. “And one orphan.”

“It'satough old life,” said Colon. “No pensions for widows, see.”

He looked from one to the other.

“Isthere something wrong?’ he said.

Carrot relaxed his grip, turned, dipped the book into the box, and shut the lid.

“No,” hesaid.

“Look, I'm sorr—* Angua began. Carrot ignored her and nodded at the sergeant.

“Give him the coffee”

“But. .. fourteendollars. . . that’ snearly hdf hispay!”

Carrot picked up Vimes' limp arm and tried to prise hisfist open, but even though Vimeswas out cold
the fingers were locked.

“I' mean, hdf hispay!”

“I don't know what he'sholding in here,” said Carrat, ignoring her. “Maybeit’saclue.”
He took the coffee and hauled up Vimes by hiscollar.

“You just drink this, captain,” he said, “and everything will look alot . . . clearer .. .”

Klatchian coffee has an even bigger sobering effect than an unexpected brown envel ope from the tax
man. Infact, coffee enthusiasts take the precaution of getting thoroughly drunk before touching the stuff,



because Klatchian coffee takes you back through sobriety and, if you' re not careful,out the other side,
where the mind of man should not go. The Watch was generdly of the opinion that Samuel Vimeswas at
least two drinks under par, and needed a stiff double even to be sober.

“Careful . . . careful .. .” Carrot let afew drops dribble between Vimes' lips.

“Look, when | said—" Anguabegan.

“Forget it.” Carrot didn’t even look round.

“I was only—"

“| sad forget it.”

Vimes opened his eyes, took alook at the world, and screamed.

“Nobby!”

“Yes, sarge?’

“Did you buy the Red Desert Specid or the Curly Mountain Straight?’

“Red Desert, sarge, because—"

“Y ou could have said. Better get me—" He glanced at Vimes' grimace of horror “—half aglass of
Bearhugger's. We ve sent him too far the other way.”

The glasswas fetched and administered. Vimes un-stiffened asit took effect.

His pam uncurled.

“Oh, my gods,” said Angua. “Have we got any bandages?’

The sky was alittlewhite circle, high above.

“Where the hell are we, partner?’ said Cuddy.

“Cave”

“No caves under Ankh-Morpork. It'son loam.”

Cuddy had falen about thirty feet but had cushioned the fall because he landed on Detritus head. The
troll had been sitting, surrounded by rotting woodwork, in. . . well . . . acave. Or, Cuddy thought, ashis
eyes grew accustomed to the gloom, a stone-lined tunnel.

“I didn’t do nothing,” said Detritus, “I just stood there, next minute, everything going past upwards.”

Cuddy reached down into the mud underfoot and brought up a piece of wood. It was very thick. It was
aso very rotten.

“Wefd| through something into something,” he said.



Heran hishand over the curved tunnd wall. “ And thisisgood masonry.Very good.”

“How we get out?’

Therewas no way to climb back. The tunne roof was much higher than Detritus.

“Wewadk out, | think,” said Cuddy.

He sniffed the air, which was dank. Dwarfs have a very good sense of direction underground.
“Thisway,” he added, setting off.

“Cuddy?’

vy g7’

“No-one ever say there tunnels under the city. No-one know about them.”

“So there no way out. Because way out isway in, too, and if no-one know about tunnels, then it ‘cos no
way in”

“But they’ ve got to lead somewhere.”

“OK."

Black mud, more or less dry, made apath at the bottom of the tunnel. There was dime on the walls, too,
indicating that at some point in the recent past the tunndl had been full of water. Here and there huge
patches of fungi, luminous with decay, cast afaint glow over the ancient sonework.[21]

Cuddy felt his spiritslift as he plodded through the darkness. Dwarfs always felt happier underground.
“Bound to find away out,” he said.

“Right.”

“S0. .. how comeyou joined the Watch, then?’

“Hah! My girl Ruby she say, you want get married, you get proper job, | not marry atroll what people
say, him no good troll, him thick asashort plank of wood.” Detritus' voice echoed in the darkness.
“How about you?’

“1 got bored. | worked for my brother-in-law, Durance. He' s got a good business making fortune rats
for dwarf restaurants. But | thought, thisisn't aproper job for adwarf.”

“Sound like easy job to me.”

“I had the devil of atime getting them to swalow the fortunes.”



Cuddy stopped. A changein the air suggested a vaster tunnel up ahead.

And, indeed, the tunnel opened into the side of amuch larger one. There was degp mud on thefloor, in
the middle of which ran atrickle of water. Cuddy fancied he heard rats, or what he hoped wererats,
scuttle away into the dark emptiness. He even thought he could hear the sounds of the city — indistinct,
intermingled —filtering through the earth.

“It' slikeatemple,” he said, and his voice boomed away into the distance.

“Writing hereonwadll,” said Detritus.

Cuddy peered at the letters hacked deeply into the stone.

““VIA CLOACA”,” hesad. “Hmm. Wel, now . . . viaisan old word for Street or way. Cloacameans

He peered into the gloom.

“Thisisasewer,” hesaid.

“Whet that?’

“It'slike. .. wel, where do trollsdump their . . . rubbish?’ said Cuddy.
“Indreet,” sad Detritus. “Hygienic.”

‘Thisis. .. an underground street just for . . . well, for crap,” said Cuddy. “I never knew
Ankh-Morpork had them.”

“Maybe Ankh-Morpork didn’t know Ankh-Morpork had them,” said Detritus.
“Right. You'reright. Thisplaceisold. We rein the bowels of the earth.”

“In Ankh-Morpork even the shit have a street to itsdlf,” said Detritus, awe and wonder in hisvoice.
“Truly, thisaland of opportunity.”

“Here’' ssome more writing,” said Cuddy. He scraped away some dime.

““Cirone IV mefabricat”,” heread doud. “He was one of the early kings, wasn't he? Hey . . . do
you know what that means?’

“No-one’ s been down here since yesterday,” said Detritus.

“No! Thisplace. . . thisplaceis more than two thousand years old. WEe re quite probably the first
people to come down here snce—"

“Yedterday,” saidthetroll.
“Yesterday? Y esterday? What' s yesterday got to do with it?’

“Footprints still fresh,” said Detritus.



He pointed.
There were footprintsin the mud.

“How long have you lived here?’ said Cuddy, suddenly fegling very conspicuousin the middle of the
tunnd.

“Nine-er years. That isthe number of years| have lived here. Nine-er,” said Detritus, proudly. “It only
oneof alarge. . . number of numbers| can count to.”

“Haveyouever heard of tunnels under the city?’
“No.”

“Someone knows about them, though.”

“Ves”

“What shdl we do?’

The answer wasinevitable. They’ d chased aman into the pork futures warehouse, and nearly died. Then
they’ d ended up in the middle of asmall war, and nearly died. Now they were in amysterious tunnel
where there were fresh footprints. If Corpora Carrot-or Sergeant Colon said, “ And what did you do
then?’, neither of them could face up to the thought of saying “We came back.”

“Thefootprints gothisway,” said Cuddy, “and then they return. But the ones coming back aren’t so
deep asthe ones going. Y ou can see they’re later ones because they’ re over the top of the other ones.
So hewas heaviergoing than he was coming back, yes?’

“Blight,” said Detritus.

“Sothat means. . .7’

“Heloseweight?’

“Hewas carrying something, and heleft it . . . up ahead somewhere.”

They stared at the darkness.

“Sowe go and find what it was?’ said Detritus.

“I think s0. How do you fed ?’

“Fed OK.”

Different gpeciesthough they were, their minds had focused on asingleimage, involving amuzzle flash
and alead dug singing through the subterranean night.

“He came back,” said Cuddly.



“Yes,” sad Detritus.

They looked at the darkness again.

“It has not been anice day,” said Cuddy.
“Thet thetruth.”

“I"d just like to know something, incase. . . | mean. . . look, what happened in the pork store? Y ou
did dl that mathd All that counting!”

“I'...dunno. | saw ital.”

“All what?’

“Jugt dl of it. Everything. All the numbersin theworld. | could count them all.”

“What did they equd?’

“Dunno. What does equa mean?’

They trudged on, to see what the future held.

Thetrail led eventudly into anarrower tunne, barely wide enough for thetroll to stand upright. Finaly
they could go no further. A stone had dropped out of the roof and rubble and mud had percolated
through, blocking the tunndl. But that didn’t matter because they’ d found what they were looking for,
even though they hadn’t been looking for it.

“Oh dear,” sad Detritus.

“Very definitey,” said Cuddy. He looked around vaguely.

“You know,” hesaid, “I reckon these tunnels are usualy full of water. They’ rewell below the normal
river leve.”

He looked back to the pathetic discovery.

“There sgoing to be alot of trouble about this” he said.

“It' shisbadge,” said Carrot. “ Good grief. HE sholding it so tight it’s cut right into hishand.”
Technicaly Ankh-Morpork is built on loam, but what it ismainly built onis Ankh-Morpork; it has been
constructed, burned down, silted up, and rebuilt o many timesthat its foundations are old cdllars, buried
roads and the fossil bones and middens of earlier cities.

Below these, in the darkness, sat the troll and the dwarf.

“What we doing now?’

“We ought to leave it here and fetch Corpora Carrot. He Il know what to do.”



Detritus|ooked over his shoulder at the thing behind them.
“I don't likethat,” he said. “1t not right to leave it here.”

“Right. Yes, you'reright. But you'reatroll and I’'m adwarf. What do you think would happen if people
saw us carrying that aong the streets?’

“Bigtrouble.”
“Correct. Come on. Let’ sfollow the footprints back out.”
“Supposing it gone when we come back?” said Detritus, lumbering to hisfeet.

“How? And we' re following the tracks out, so if whoever it waswho put it there comes back, we' Il run
draight into them.”

“Oh, good. | glad you said that.”

Vimes sat on the edge of his bed while Angua bandaged his hand.
“CeptanQuirke?’ said Carrot. “But he's. . . not agood choice.”
“Mayonnaise Quirke, we used to cdl him,” said Colon. “He sapillock.”
“Don'ttdl me” said Angua. “He' srich, thick and aily, yes?’

“And smdlsfantly of eggs,” said Carrat.

“Plumesin hishemet,” said Colon, “and a breastplate you can see your facein.”
“WEell, Carrot’s got one of thosetoo,” said Nobby.

“Yes, but the differenceis, Carrot keeps his armour polished because he. . . likes nice clean armour,”
sad Colon loydly. “While Quirke kegps his shiny because he sapillock.”

“But he' swrapped up the case,” said Nobby. “I heard about it when | went out for the coffee. HE's
arrested Coalface thetroll. Y ou know, captain? The privy cleaner. Someone saw him near Rime Street
just before the dwarf got killed.”

“But he smassive,” said Carrot. “He couldn’t have got through the door.”

“He sgot amoative,” said Nobby.

HYS?l
“Y es. Hammerhock was adwarf.”

“That’ snot amotive.”

“Itisfor atroll. Anyway, if hedidn’t do that, he probably didsomething. There s plenty of evidence
agang him.”



“Likewhat?’ said Angua.

“He'satrall.”

“That' snot evidence.”

“Itisto Captain Quirke,” said the sergeant.

“He' s bound to have donesomething,” Nobby repeated.

In this he was echoing the Patrician’ s view of crime and punishment. If there was crime, there should be
punishment. If the specific crimind should be involved in the punishment process then thiswas a happy
accident, but if not then any crimina would do, and Since everyone was undoubtedly guilty of something,
the net result wasthat,in general terms, justice was done.

“He sanasty piece of work, that Coalface,” said Colon. “A righthand troll for Chrysoprase.”

“Yes, but he couldn’'t havekilled Bjorn,” said Carrot. “ And what about the beggar girl ?’

Vimes sat looking at thefloor.

“What doyou think, captain?’ said Carrot.

Vimes shrugged.

“Who cares?’ he said.

“Wdl,you care,” said Carrot. “Y ou dways care. We can't let even someone like—"

“Ligentome,” said Vimes, inasmall voice. “ Supposing we d found who killed the dwarf and the
clown? Or thegirl. It wouldn’t make any difference. It' sl rotten anyway.”

“What is, captain?’ said Colon.

“All of it. You might aswell try and empty awell with asieve. Let the Assassinstry to sort it out. Or the
thieves. He can try the rats next. Why not? We re not the people for this. We ought to have just stayed
with ringing our bellsand shouting “All’ swdl!”

“Butdl isn't well, captain,” said Carrot.

“So what? When has that ever mattered?’

“Oh, dear,” said Angua, under her breath. “I think perhaps you gave him too much of that coffee. . .”

Vimessad, “I'm retiring from the Watch tomorrow. Twenty-five years on the streets—"

Nobby started to grin nervously and stopped as the sergeant, without apparently shifting position,
grabbed one of hisarms and twisted it gently but meaningfully up his back.

“—and what good'sit al been? Whatgood have | done? I’ ve just worn out alot of boots. There sno



placein Ankh-Morpork for policemen! Who careswhat’ sright or wrong? Assassins and thieves and
trollsand dwarfsl Might aswell have abloody king and have done with it!”

The rest of the Night Watch stood looking at their feet in mute embarrassment. Then Carrot said, “It's
better to light a candle than curse the darkness, captain. That'swhat they say.”

“What?” Vimes sudden rage was like athunderclap. “Who says that? When has that ever been true?
It'snever been true! 1t' sthe kind of thing people without power say to make it all seem less bloody
awful, but it’ sjustwords, it never makes any difference—"

Someone hammered at the door.

“That'll be Quirke,” said Vimes. “Y ou're to hand over your wegpons. The Night Watch is being stood
down for aday. Can’'t have coppers running around upsetting things, can we? Open the door, Carrot.”

“But—" Carrot began.

“That was an order. | might not be any good for anything else, but | can bloody well order you to open
the door, so open the door!”

Quirke was accompanied by half adozen members of the Day Watch. They had crossbows. In
deference to the fact that they were doing amildly unpleasant job involving fellow officers, they had them
pointing dightly downwards. In deference to the fact that they weren’t damn fools, they had the safety
catches off.

Quirkewas't actudlya bad man. He didn't have theimagination. He dedt more in that sort of
generdized low-grade unpleasantness which dightly tarnishesthe soul of al who comeinto contact with
it.[22] Many people are in jobs that are alittle beyond them, but there are ways of reacting to the
Stuation. Sometimes they’ re flustered and nice, sometimes they’ re Quirke. Quirke handled them with the
maxim: it doesn’'t matter if you' re right or wrong, so long asyou're definite. Therewas, on the whole, no
redracial prgudicein Ankh-Morpork; when you' ve got dwarfs and trolls, the mere colour of other,
humansis not amgor item. But Quirke was the kind of man to whom it comes naturaly to pronounce the
word negro with two gs.

He had ahat with plumesinit.

“Comein, comein,” said Vimes. “It wasn't asif we were doing anything.”

“Cgptain Vimes—"

“It'sdl right. We know. Give him your weapons, people. That’s an order, Carrot. One officia issue
sword, one pike or haberd, one night stick or truncheon, one crossbow. That’sright, isn't it, Sergeant
Colon?’

“Yessr.”

Carrot hesitated only amoment.

“Oh, wdl,” hesaid. “Myofficial swordisintherack.”

“What' sthat onein your belt?’



Carrot said nothing. However, he shifted position dightly. His biceps strained againgt the leather of his
jerkin.

“Officia sword. Right,” said Quirke. He turned. He was one of those people who would recoil from an
assault on strength, but attack weakness without mercy. “Where' sthe gritsucker?” he said. “And the
rock?’

“Ah,” said Vimes, “you are referring to those representative members of our fellow sapient raceswho
have chosen to throw in their lots with the people of thiscity?’

“1 mean the dwarf and thetroll,” said Quirke.

“Haven't thefaintest idea,” said Vimes cheerfully. It seemed to Anguathat he was drunk again, if people
could get drunk on despair.

“Wedunno, sr,” said Colon. “Haven't seen ‘em dl day.”

“Probably fighting up in Quarry Lane with the rest of them,” said Quirke. “Y ou can't trust people of their
type. Y ou ought to know that.”

And it dso seemed to Anguathat athough words like hafpint and gritsucker were offensive, they were

asterms of universal brotherhood compared to words like ‘ people of their type’ in the mouth of men like
Quirke. Much to her shock, she found her gaze concentrating on the man’sjugular vein.

“Fghting?’ sad Carrot. “Why?’

Quirke shrugged.

“Who knows?’

“Let methink now,” said Vimes. “It could be something to do with awrongful arrest. It could be
something to do with some of the more restless dwarfsjust needing any excuseto have ago at thetrolls.
What doyou think, Quirke?’

“I don’t think, Vimes.”

“Good man. You're just the type the city needs.”

Vimes stood up.

“I'll be going, then,” he said. “I'll seeyou dl tomorrow. If thereisone.”

The door dammed behind him.

Thishal washuge. It wasthe size of acity square, with pillars every few yards to support the roof.
Tunnelsradiated off it in every direction, and at various heightsin the walls. Water trickled out of many of
them, from small springs and underground streams.



That was the problem. Thefilm of running water over the stone floor of the hall had wiped away traces
of thefootprints.

A very large tunnel, amost blocked with debris and silt, led off in what Cuddy was pretty sure wasthe
direction of the estuary.

It was dmogt pleasant. There was no smell, other than a damp, under-a-stone mustiness. And it was
cool.

“I’'ve seen big dwarf hdlsin the mountains,” said Cuddy, “but I’ ve got to admit thisis something se”
His voice echoed back and forth in the chamber.

“Oh, yes” said Detritus, “it’ sgot to be something ese, because it' s not adwarf hall in the mountains”
“Can you see any way up?’

“No.”

“We could have passed a dozen ways to the surface and not known it.”

“Yes” sadthetroll. “1t' saknotty problem.”

“Detritus?’

vy e’

“Did you know you' re getting smarter again, down herein the cool 7’

“Redly?”

“Canyou useit to think of away out?’

“Digging?’ thetroll suggested.

Therewerefdlen blocks here and there in the tunnels. Not many; the place had been well built . . .
“Nah. Haven't got ashovel,” said Cuddy.

Detritus nodded.

“Give meyour breastplate,” he said.

Heleaned it up againgt thewall. Hisfist pounded into it afew times. He handed it back. It was, more or
less, shove shaped.

“It' salong way up,” Cuddy said doubtfully.
“But we know theway,” said Detritus. “It’ s either that, or stay down here eating rat for rest of your life.”

Cuddy heditated. The ideahad a certain apped. . .



“Without ketchup,” Detritus added.

“I think | saw afalen stonejust away back there,” said the dwarf.

Captain Quirke looked around the Watch room with the air of one who was doing the scenery afavour
by glancing at it.

“Niceplace, this” hesaid. “I think we [l move in here. Better than the quarters near the Paace.”
“Butwe re here,” said Sergeant Colon.

“You'll just haveto squash up,” said Captain Quirke.

He glanced at Angua. Her stare was getting on his nerves.

“Theré |l be afew changes, too,” he said. Behind him, the door creaked open. A smdl, smelly dog
limpedin.

“But Lord Vetinari hasn't said who's commanding Night Watch,” said Carrot.

“Ho, yes? Seemsto me, seemstome,” said Quirke, “that i’ snot likely to be one of you lot, eh? Seems
to meit'slikely the Watches || be combined. Seemsto me there' s too much doppiness around the place.
Seemsto me ther€’ sabit too much of aragtag.”

He glanced at Angua again. The way she waslooking at him was putting him off.

“Seemsto me—' Quirke began again, and then noticed the dog. “L ook at this!” he said. “Dogsin the
Watch House!” He kicked Gaspode hard, and grinned as the dog ran yelping under the table.

“What about Lettice Knibbs, the beggar girl?” said Angua. “No troll killed her. Or the clown.”
“You got to seethe big picture,” said Quirke.

“Migter Captain,” said alow voice from under the table, audible at a consciousleve only to Angua, “you
got an itchy bottom.”

“What big picture sthis, then?’ said Sergeant Colon.

“Got to think in terms of thewhole city,” said Quirke. He shifted uneesily.
“Reallyitchy,” said the sub-table voice.

“Youfeding dl right, Captain Quirke?’ said Angua

The captain squirmed.

“Trickle, prickle, prickle,” said the voice.

“I mean, somethings areimportant, someain't,” said Quirke. “ Aargh!”



“Sorry?’
Trickle”

“Can’'t hang around here talking to you al day,” said Quirke. “Y ou. Report to me. Tomorrow
afternoon—"

“Trickle, prickle, prickle—"

“ Abouuut face!”

The Day Watch scurried out, with Quirke hopping and squirming in, asit were, therear.
“My word, he seemed anxiousto get away,” said Carrot.

“Yes” said Angua. “Can't think why.”

They looked at one another.

“Isthat it?’ said Carrot. “No more Night Watch?’

It sgenerdly very quiet in the Unseen Universty library. There' s perhaps the shuffling of feet aswizards
wander between the shelves, the occasional hacking cough to disturb the academic silence, and every
oncein awhile adying scream as an unwary student failsto trest an old magical book with the caution it
deserves.

Congder orang-utans.

In al the worlds graced by their presence, it is suspected that they can talk but choosenottodo soin
case humans put them to work, possibly in thetelevison indugtry. In fact theycan talk. It' sjust that they
talk in Otang-utan. Humans are only capable of listening in Bewilderment.

The Librarian of Unseen University had unilaterally decided to aid comprehension by producing arn
Orang-utan/Human Dictionary. He d been working on it for three months.

It wasn't easy. He'd got asfar as‘ Oook.” [23]
He was down in the Stacks, where it was cool.
And suddenly someone was Snging.

Hetook the pen out of hisfoot and listened.

A human would have decided they couldn’t believe their ears. Orangs are more sensible. If you won't
believe your own ears, whose earswill you believe?

Someone was Singing, underground. Or trying to Sing.



The chthonic voices went something likethis:

‘ DI%! g|0d1 D|w1 gl : : 3
“Ligen, you . . . troll! It'sthe smplest song thereis. Look, likethis* Gold, Gold, Gold, Gold” 7’

“Gold, Gold, Gold, Gold—"

“No! That'sthesecond verse!”
Therewas aso the rhythmica sound of dirt being shovelled and rubble being moved.

The Librarian consdered mattersfor awhile. So . . . adwarf and atroll. He preferred both speciesto
humans. For one thing, neither of them were greet readers. The Librarian was, of course, very muchin

favour of reading in generd, but readersin particular got on his nerves. There was something, well,
sacrilegious about the way they kept taking books off the shelves and wearing out the words by reading

them. He liked people who loved and respected books, and the best way to do that, in the Librarian’s
opinion, wasto |leave them on the shelves where Nature intended them to be.

The muffled voices seemed to be getting closer.

“Gold, gold, gold—"
“Now you're singing the chorug”
On the other hand, there were proper ways of entering alibrary.

Hewaddled over to the shelves and salected Hump-tulip’s semina workHow to Kille Insects. Al
2,000 pages of it.

Vimes fdt quite light-hearted as he walked up Scoone Avenue. He was aware that there was an inner
Vimes screaming his head off. Heignored him.

Y ou couldn’'t be ared copper in Ankh-Morpork and stay sane. Y ou had tocare. And caringin
Ankh-Morpork was like opening atin of mest in the middle of apiranha schoal.

Everyone dedlt with it in their own way. Colon never thought about it, and Nobby didn’t worry about it,
and the new ones hadn’t been in long enough to be worn down by it, and Carrot . . . wasjust himsaif.

Hundreds of people died in the city every day, often of suicide. So what did afew more matter?

TheVimesingde hammered on thewadls.

There were quite afew coaches outside the Ramkin mansion, and the place seemed to be infested with
assorted female rdatives and | nterchangeable Emmas. They were baking things and polishing things.

Vimes gtrolled through, more or less unregarded.

Hefound Sybil out in the dragon house, in her rubber boots and protective dragon armour. She was
mucking out, gpparently blissfully unaware of the controlled uproar in the mansion.

She looked up asthe door shut behind Vimes.



“Oh, thereyou are. You' re home early,” shesaid. “1 couldn’t stand the fuss, so | came out here. But Il
have to go and change soon—"

She stopped when she saw his expression. “ There's something wrong, isn't there?’

“I"'m not going back,” said Vimes.

“Redlly? Last week you said you' d do afull watch. Y ou said you were looking forward to it.”
Not much gets past old Syhil, Vimes thought.

She patted his hand.

“I'm glad you're out of it,” shesaid.

Corpord Nobbs darted into the Watch House and dammed the door behind him.

“Wédl?" sad Carrot.

“It'snot good,” said Nobby. “ They say thetrolls are planning to march to the Palace to get Codface
out. There' sgangs of dwarfs and trolls wandering around looking for trouble. And beggars. L ettice was
very popular. And there' salot of Guild people out there, too. Thecity,” he said, importantly, “is
def’ nitely akeg of No.1 Powder.”

“How do you like theidea of camping out on the open plain?’ said Colon.

“What' sthat got to do with it?’

“If anyone puts amatch to anything tonight, it'sgoodbye Ankh,” said the sergeant morosdly. “Usudly
we can shut the city gates, right? But there’ s hardly more n afew feet of water intheriver.”

“Y ou flood the city just to put out fires?” said Angua.
HYm.”
“Another thing,” said Nobby. “ People threw stuff a me!”

Carrot had been staring at the wall. Now he produced asmall, battered black book from his pocket,
and started to thumb through the pages.

“Tell me” hesaid, inadightly distant voice, “has there been an irretrievable breakdown of law and
order?’

“Y eah. For aout five hundred years,” said Colon. “Irretrievable breakdown of law’ n’ order iswhat
Ankh-Morpork isall about.”

“No, | mean morethan usud. It simportant.” Carrot turned apage. Hislips moved silently as he read.



“Throwing stuff at me sounds like abreakdown in law and order,” said Nobby.
He was aware of their expressions.

“I don’t think we could make that stick,” said Colon.

“It stuck al right,” said Nobby, “ andsome of it went down my shirt.”

“Why throw thingsat you?’ said Angua.

“It's‘cos | wasaWatchman,” said Nobby. “ The dwarfs don't like the Watch ‘ cos of Mr Hammerhock,
and thetrollsdon’t like the Watch * cos of Coalface being arrested, and people don’t like the Watch ‘ cos
of al these angry dwarfs and trollsaround.”

Someone thumped at the door.

“That’ s probably an angry mob right now,” said Nobby.

Carrot opened the door.

“It’ snot an angry mob,” he announced.

“Ook.”

“It' san orang-utan carrying astunned dwarf followed by atroll. But heis quite angry, if that’ sany help.”
Lady Ramkin'sbutler, Willikins, had filled him abig bath. Hah! Tomorrow it'd be hisbutler, and his
bath. And thiswasn't one of the old hip bath, drag-it-in- front-of-the-fire jobs, no. The Ramkin mansion
collected water off the roof into abig cistern, after straining out the pigeons, and then it was heated by an

ancient geyser[24] and flowed aong drumming, groaning lead pipesto apair of mighty brasstapsand
then into an enamdlled tub. There were thingslaid out on afluffy towe beside it -huge scrubbing brushes,

three kinds of soap, aloofah.

Willikins was standing patiently beside the bath, like abarely heated towe rall.

“Yes?' sad Vimes,

“Hislordship .. . . that is, her ladyship’ sfather . . . herequired to have his back scrubbed,” said Willikins.
“Y ou go and help the old geyser stoke the furnace,” said Vimesfirmly.

Left done, he struggled out of his breastplate and threw it in the corner. The chainmail shirt followed it,
and the helmet, and the money pouch, and various leather and cotton oddments that came between a

Watchman and the world.
And then he sank, gingerly at fird, into the suds.
“Try soap. Soap'll work,” said Detritus.

“Hold still, will you?” said Carrot.



“You' retwigting my heed off!”

“Go on, sogp him head.”

“Soap your own head!”

There was athung noise and Cuddy’ s hdlmet came free.

Cuddy emerged, blinking, into the light. He focused on the Librarian, and growled.
“He hit me on thehead!”

“Oook.”

“He saysyou came up through the floor,” said Carrot.

“That’ s no reason to hit me on thehead.”

“Some of the things that come up through the floor a Unseen University don’'t even have aheed,” said
Carrot.

“Oook!”

“Or they have hundreds. Why were you digging down there?’
“Weweren't digging down. Wewerediggingup . . .”

Carrot sat and listened. He interrupted only twice.

“Shotat you?’

“Fivetime,” said Detritus, happily. “Have to report damage to breastplate but not to backplate on
account of fortunately my body got in way, saving vauable city property worth three dollars.”

Carrot listened some more.
“Sewers?’ hesad, eventudly.
“It’' slike the whole city, underground. We saw crowns and stuff carved on the walls.”

Carrot’ s eyes sparkled. “ That means they must date right back to the days when we had kings! And
then when we kept on rebuilding the city we forgot they were down there. ..

“Um. That'snot dl that’s down there,” said Cuddy. “We. . . found something.”
“Oh?
“Something bad.”

“Youwon'tlikeit at dl,” said Detritus. “Bad, bad, bad. Even worse.”



“We thought it would be best to leaveit there,” said Cuddy, “on account of it being Evidence. But you
ought to seeit.”

“It' sgoing to upset everything,” said thetroll, warming to the part.

“What wasit?’

“If wetdl you, you say, supid ethnic people, you pulling my leg off,” said Detritus.
“So you' d better come and see,” said Cuddy.

Sergeant Colon looked at the rest of the Watch.

“All of us?’ hesaid, nervoudly. “Er. Shouldn’t acouple of senior officers stay up here? In case anything
happens?’

“Do you mean in case anything happens up here?” said Angua, tartly. “ Or in case anything happens
down there?’

“I'll go with Lance-Constable Cuddy and Lance-Constable Detritus,” said Carrot. “I don’t think anyone
else ought to come.”

“But it could be dangeroud!” said Angua.

“If I find who' s been shooting at Watchmen,” said Carrot, “it will be.”

Samue Vimes reached up with abig toe and turned on the hot tap.

There was arespectful knock at the door, and Willikinsold-retainer’ din.

“Would gr be wanting anything?’

Vimesthought about it.

“Lady Ramkin said you wouldn't be wanting any alcohol,” said Willikins, asif reading histhoughts.
“Did she?’

“Emphaticdly, sr. But | have hereavery finecigar.”

Hewinced as Vimes bit the end off and spat it over the side of the bath, but produced some matches
and litit for him.

“Thank you, Willikins. What' syour firs name?’
“Firg name, Sr?’
“I mean, what do people call you when they’ ve got to know you better?’

“Williking gar.”



“Oh. Right, then. Wdll. Y ou may go, Willikins”

“Yes, gr.”

Vimes lay back in the warm water. The inner voice was till in there somewhere, but he tried not to pay
any atention. About now, it was saying, you' d be proceeding along the Street of Small Gods, just by the
bit of old city wall where you could stop and smoke arollup out of thewind . . .

Todrown it out, he Started to sing at the top of hisvoice.

The cavernous sewers under the city echoed with human and near-human voicesfor thefirst timein
millennia

“Hi-ho—"

“—hi-ho—"

“Oook oook oook oook ook—"
“Youdlstupid!”

“I can't helpit. It smy nearly-dwarfish blood. We just like sSinging underground. It comes naturally to
LS”

“All right, but whyhim snging?Himape.”
“He' sapeople person.”

They’ d brought torches. Shadows jumped among the pillarsin the big cavern, and fled aong the tunnels.
Wheatever the possible lurking dangers, Carrot was beside himsdf with the joy of discovery.

“It'samazing! The ViaCloacais mentioned in some old book | read, but everyone thought it was alost
street! Superb workmanship. Lucky for you the river was so low. It looks as though these are normally
full of water.”

“That'swhat | said,” said Cuddy. “Full of water, | said.”

He glanced cautioudly at the dancing shadows, which made weird and worrying shapes on the far wall
-gtrange biped animals, edritch underground things. . .

Carrot sighed.

“ Stop making shadow pictures, Detritus.”

“Oook.”

“What him say?’-

“Hesaid “Do Deformed Rabbit, it'smy favourite”,” Carrot trand ated.

Rats rustled in the darkness. Cuddy peered around. He kept imagining figures, back there, sighting ong



somekind of pipe. ..

There were adisturbing few moments when he lost sight of the tracks on the wet stone, but he picked
them up again near amould-hung wall. And then, there was the particular pipe. HE d made a scratch on
the stones.

“It'snot far dong,” he said, handing Carrot the torch.

Carrot disappeared.

They heard hisfootstepsin the mud, and then awhistle of surprise, and then slence for awhile.

Carrot reappeared.

“My word,” hesaid. “Y ou two know who thisis?’

“Itlooks like—" Cuddy began.

“It looks liketrouble,” said Carrot.

“You seewhy we didn’t bring it back up?’ said Cuddy. “ Carrying a human’s corpse through the streets
right now would not be agood ides, | thought. Especidly thisone.”

“I thought some of thet, too,” Detritus volunteered.

“Right enough,” said Carrot. “Well done, men. | think we' d better . . . leaveit for now, and come back
with asack later on. And.. . . don't tell anyoneelse”

“Except the sergeant and everyone,” said Cuddy.

“No. .. not even them. If d make everyonevery . . . jumpy.”
“Just asyou say, Corpord Carrot.”

“We re dedling with asick mind here, men.”

Underground light dawned on Cuddy.

“Ah,” hesaid. “Y ou suspect Corporal Nobbs, sir?’

“Thisisworse. Comeon, let’ s get back up.” Helooked back towards the big pillar-barred cavern.
“Any ideawherewe are, Cuddy?’

“Could be under the Palace, sir.”
“That'swhat | reckoned. Of course, the tunnelsgo everywhere. . .”
Carrot’sworried train of thought faltered away on some distant track.

There was water in the sawers, even in this drought. Springs flowed into them, or water filtered down
from far above. Everywhere was the drip and splash of water. And cool, cool air.



It would dmost be pleasant were it not for the sad, hunched corpse of someone that looked for al the
world like Beano the clown.

Vimesdried himsdlf off. Willikins had also laid out a dressing gown with brocade on the deeves. He put
it on, and wandered into his dressing room.

That was another new thing. The rich even had roomsfor dressing in, and clothes to wear whileyou
went into the dressing roomsto get dressed.

Fresh clothes had been laid out for him. Tonight there was something dashinginred and yellow . . .
.. .about now he'd be patrolling Treacle MineRoad . . . . . . and ahat. It had afeather init.

Vimes dressed himself, and even wore the hat. And he seemed quite normal and composed, until you
redlized that he avoided meseting his own gaze in the mirror.

The Watch sat around the big table in the guardroom and in degp gloom. They were Off Duty. They'd
never redlly been Off Duty before.

“What say we have agame of cards?’ said Nobby, brightly. He produced a greasy pack from
somewhere in the noisome recesses of hisuniform.

“Y ou won everyone swages off them yesterday,” said Sergeant Colon.

“Now’ s the chance to win ‘em back, then.”

“Y eah, but there were five kingsin your hand, Nobby.”

Nobby shuffled the cards.

“ *Sfunny, that,” he said, “there’ skings everywhere, when you look.”

“There certainly isif you look upyour deeve.”

“No, | mean, there s Kings Way in Ankh, and kingsin cards, and we get the King' s Shilling when we
joinup,” said Nobby. “We got kings dl over the place except on that gold thronein the Pdlace. Il tell

you. . . therewouldn't be dl thistrouble around the place if we had aking.”

Carrot was staring at the celling, his eyebrows locked in concentration. Detritus was counting on his
fingers

“Oh,yes,” said Sergeant Colon. “Beer’d be apenny apint, the trees d bloom again. Oh, yeah. Every
time someone stubs atoe in thistown, turns out it wouldn't have happened if there' d been aking.
Vimes d go spare to hear you talk like that.”

“People d listen to aking, though,” said Nobby.

“Vimes d say that’ sthetrouble,” said Colon. “It’ slike that thing of hisabout usng magic. That Suff
makeshim angry.”



“How you get king innafirst place?’ said Detritus.

“Someone sawed up astone,” said Colon.

“Hah! Anti-sliconism!”

“Nah, someonepulled a swordout of astone,” said Nobby.

“How’ d he know it wasin there, then?’ Colon demanded.

“It. .. itwassticking out, wasn't it?’

“Where anyone could’ ve grabbed it? Inthis town?’

“Only therightful king could doit, see,” said Nobby.

“Oh,right,” said Colon. “lunderstand. Oh,yes. Sowhat you're sayingis, someone d decided who the
rightful king wasbefore he pulled it out? Sounds like afix to me. Prob’ly someone had afake hollow
stone and some dwarf inside hanging on the other end with apair of pliersuntil the right guy came

dong—"

A fly bounced on the window pane for awhile, then zigzagged across the room and settled on abeam,
where Cuddy’ sidly thrown axecut it in half.

“Y ou got no soul, Fred,” said Nobby. “I wouldn’t' ve minded being aknight in shining armour. That's
what aking doesif you' re useful. He makesyou aknight.”

“A night watchman in crappy armour is about your métier,” said Colon, who looked around proudly to
seeif anyone had noticed the danty thing over the e. “Nah, catch me being respectful to some bloke
because he just pulled asword out of a stone. That don’'t make you aking. Mind you,” he said,
“someone who could shove aswordinto astone. . . aman likethat, now,he’ s aking.”

“A man likethat'd be an ace,” said Nobby.

Anguayawned.

Ding-ding a-ding-ding—

“Whét the hdll’ sthat?” said Colon.

Carrot’ s chair thumped forward. He fumbled in his pocket and pulled out avelvet bag, which he
upended on to the table. Out did agolden disc about three inches across. When he pressed a catch on
onesdeit opened likeaclamshell.

The stopped Watch peered at it.

“It'saclock?’ said Angua.

“A watch,” said Carrot.

“It' svery big.”



“That’ s because of the clockwork. There hasto be room for dl thelittle wheds. The small watches just
have those little time demonsin and they don’t last and anyway they keep rotten time—"

Ding-ding a-ding-ding, ding dingleding ding. . .

“Andit playsatune!” said Angua.

“Every hour,” said Carrot. “It’ s part of the clockwork.”

Ding. Ding. Ding.

“And it chimesthe hours afterwards,” said Carrot.

“It'sdow, then,” said Sergeant Colon. “ All the othersjust struck, you couldn’t miss‘em.”

“My cousin Jorgen makes oneslikethese,” said Cuddy. “They keep better time than demons or water
clocksor candles. Or those big pendulum things.”

“There' saspring and whedls,” said Carrot.

“The important bit,” said Cuddy, taking an eyeglass from somewherein his beard and examining the
watch carefully, “isalittle rocking-thingummy that stops the whedlsfrom going too fast.”

“How doesit know if they’ re going too fast?’ said Angua.

“It'skind of built-in,” said Cuddy. “Don’t understand it much mysalf. What' sthisinscription here. . .”
Heread it doud.

““A Watch From, Y our Old Freindsin the Weatch”?’

“It' saplay onwords,” said Carrot.

Therewas along, embarrassed silence.

“Um. | chipped in afew dollars each from you new recruits,” he added, blushing. “I mean.. . . you can

pay me back when you like. If youwant to. | mean . . . you’ d be bound tobe friends. Once you got to
know him.”

The rest of the Watch exchanged glances.

He could lead armies, Anguathought. He redlly could. Some people have inspired whole countriesto
great deeds because of the power of their vision. And so could he. Not because he dreams about
marching hordes, or world domination, or an empire of athousand years. Just because he thinks that
everyone sredly decent underneath and would get dong just fineif only they made the effort, and he
believesthat so strongly it burnslike aflame which isbigger than heis. He sgot adream and we' re dl
part of it, so that it shapes the world around him. And the weird thing is that no-one wants to disappoint
him. It d be like kicking the biggest puppy in the universe. It'sakind of magic.

“The gold srubbing off,” said Cuddy. “But it'sagood watch,” he added quickly.



“1 was hoping we could giveit to him tonight,” said Carrot. “And dl goout fora. . . drink . ..”
“Not agood idea,” said Angua.

“Leaveit until tomorrow,” said Colon. “We Il form aguard of honour at the wedding. That' straditiona.
Everyone holdstheir swords up in akind of arch.”

“WEe ve only got one sword between us,” said Carrot glumly.
They dl stared at thefloor.

“It'snot fair,” said Angua. “I don’t care who stole whatever they stole from the Assassins, but he was
right to try to find out who killed Mr Hammerhock And no-one cares about L ettice Knibbs.”

“| liketo find out who shoot me,” said Detritus.

“Beats me why anyon€ d be daft enough to steal from the Assassins,” said Carrot. “That’ swhat Captain
Vimessaid. He said you' d haveto be afool to think of breaking into that place.”

They stared at the floor again.
“Likeaclown or ajester?’ said Detritus.

“Detritus, he didn’t mean a cap-and-bells Fool,” said Carrot, in akindly voice. “He just meant you'd
have to be some sort of idi—"

He stopped. He stared at the ceiling.
“Oh, my,” hesad. “It' sassmple asthat?”
“Smpleaswhat? said Angua.

Someone hammered at the door. It wasn't a polite knock. It was the thumping of someone who was
either going to have the door opened for them or break it down.

A guard stumbled into the room. Half hisarmour was off and he had ablack eye, but he was just
recognizable as Skully Muldoon of the Day Waich.

Colon helped him up.

“Beeninafight, Skully?’

Skully looked up at Detritus, and whimpered.
“The buggers attacked the Watch House!”
“Who?’

“Them!”



Carrot patted him on the shoulder.

“Thisisn'tatroll,” hesaid. “Thisis Lance-Constable Detritus—don’t salute. Trolls attacked the Day
Watch?’

“They’ re chucking cobbles!”
“Youcan't trust ‘em,” said Detritus.

“Who?’ sad Skully.

“Trolls. Nasty pieces of work in my opinion,” said Detritus, with al the conviction of atroll with abadge.
“They need keeping aeyeon.”

“What' s happened to Quirke?’ said Carrot.
“I don’t know! Y ou lot have got to dosomething’.”

“WEe re stood down,” said Colon. “Official.”

“Don’'t give methat!”

“Ah,” said Carrot, brightly. He pulled astub of pencil out of his pocket and made alittletick in hisblack
book. “Y ou gtill got that little house in Easy Street, Sergeant Muldoon?’

“What? What? Y esl What about it?’
“Isthe rent worth more than afarthing amonth?’
Muldoon stared a him with his one operating eye.

“Areyou Smpleor what?’

Carrot gave him abig smile. “That’ sright, Sergeant Muldoon. Isit, though? Worth afarthing, would you
sy’

“There' sdwarfs running around the streets looking for afight and you want to know about property
prices?’

“A fathing?’
“Don’'t bedaft! It sworth at least five dollars amonth!”

“Ah,” said Carrot, ticking the book again. “ That' d beinflation, of course. And | expect you've got a
cooking pot . . . do you own at least two-and-one-third acres and more than half acow?’

“All right, dl right,” ssid Muldoon. “It'ssomekind of joke, right?’

“I think probably the property quaification can bewaived,” said Carrot. “ It says here that it can be

waived for acitizen in good standing. Findly, has there been, in your opinion, an irreparable breskdown
of law and order in the city?”’



“They turned over Throat Dibbler’ s barrow and made him eat two of his sausages-inna-bun!”
“Oh, | say!” said Colon.
“Without mustard!”

“I think we can call that aYes,” said Carrot. He ticked the page again, and closed the book with a
definite snap.

“We d better be going,” he said.

“We were told—" Colon began.

“According to the Laws and Ordinances of Ankh-Morpork,” said Carrot, “ anyresidents of the city, in
times of the irreparable breakdown of law and order, shall, at the requeft of an officer of the city whoisa
citizen in good standing —there' salot of stuff here about property and stuff, and then it goes on—form
themsdvesinto amilitiafor city defence”

“What doesthat mean?’ said Angua.

“Militia. . .” mused Sergeant Colon.

“Hang on, you can't do that!” said Muldoon. “That’ s nonsense!”

“It' sthe law. Never been repealed,” said Carrot.

“We ve never had amilitial Never needed one!”

“Until now, | think.”

“Now look here,” said Muldoon, “you come back with me to the Palace. Y ou’ re men of the Watch—"

“And we re going to defend the city,” said Carrot.

People were streaming past the Watch House. Carrot stopped a couple by the smple expedient of
gticking out his hand.

“Mr Poppley, isn't it?’ he said. “How’ sthe grocery business? Hello, Mrs Poppley.”
“Ain’'t you heard?’ said the flustered man. “Thetrolls have set fire to the Paace!”

Hefollowed Carrot' s gaze up Broad Way, to where the Palace stood squat and dark in the early
evening light. Ungovernable flamesfailed to billow from every window.

“My word,” said Carrot.
“And there' s dwarfs breaking windows and everything!” said the grocer. “A dog's not safel”

“You can't trust ‘em,” said Cuddy.



The grocer stared a him. “Areyou adwarf?’ he said.
“Amazing! Howdo peopledoit,” said Cuddy.

“Wadll, I'm off! I’m not stopping to see Mrs Poppley ravished by thelittle devils! Y ou know what they
say about dwarfs!”

The Watch watched the couple head off into the crowd again.

“Well, | don’'t,” said Cuddy, to no-onein particular. “What isit they say about dwarfs?’
Carrot fielded a man pushing a barrow.

“Would you mind telling mewhat’ sgoing on, Sir?’ hesaid.

“And do you know what it isthey say about dwarfs?’ said avoice behind him.
“That'snot agr, that's Throat,” said Colon. “And will you look at the colour of him!”
“Should he be dl shiny likethat?” said Detritus.

“Feding fine! Feding fine!” said Dibbler. “Hah! So much for people importuning the standard of my
merchandisg!”

“What' s happening, Throat?’ said Colon.

“They say—" Dibbler began, greenin theface.

“Who says?’ said Carrot.

“Theysay,” said Dibbler. “Y ou know. They.Everyone. They say the trolls have killed someone up a
Dally Sigters and the dwarfs have smashed up Chaky thetroll’ sal-night pottery and they’ ve broken
down the Brass Bridge and—"

Carrot looked up the road.

“You just came over the Brass Bridge,” he said.

“Yeah, well . . . that' swhat they say,” said Dibbler.

“Oh, | see.” Carrot straightened up.

“Didthey happentosay . . . sort of, in passing . . . anything else about dwarfs?’ said Cuddy.

“I think we' re going to have to go and have aword with the Day Watch about the arrest of Coalface,”
Carrot said.

“Weain't got no weapons,” said Colon.

“I’m certain Codface has nothing to do with the murder of Hammerhock,” said Carrot. “We are armed
with the truth. What can harm usif we are armed with the truth?’



“Well, acrosshow balt can, eg., go right through your eye and out the back of your head,” said
Sergeant Colon.

“All right, sergeant,” said Carrot, “ 0 where do we get somemor e weapons?’

The bulk of the Armoury loomed againgt the sunset.

It was strange to find an armoury in acity which relied on deceit, bribery and assmilation to defest its
enemies but, as Sergeant Colon said, once you’ d won their weapons off ‘em you needed somewhere to

dorethethings.

Carrot rapped on the door. After awhile there were footsteps, and asmall window did back. A
suspiciousvoice said: “Yes?’

“Corpord Carrot, city militia”

“Never heard of it. Bugger off.”

The hatch snapped back. Carrot heard Nobby snigger.

He thumped on the door again.
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“I’"m Corpord Carrot—' The hatch moved, but hit Carrot’ s truncheon as he rammed it in the hole.
“—and I’m hereto collect some armsfor my men.”

“Y eah? Where syour authority?’

“What?But I'm—"

The truncheon was knocked away and the hatch thudded into place.

“ *Scuseme,” said Corporal Nobbs, pushing past. “Let me have ago. I’ ve been here before, sort of
thing.”

He kicked the door with his stedl capped boots, known and feared wherever men were on the floor and
in no position to fight back.

Shap. “ | told you to bug—"
“Auditors,” said Nobby.
There was amoment’ssilence.
“What?'

“Heretotakeinventory.”



“Where syour auth—"

“Oh? Oh? He sayswhere’ smy authority?” Nobby leered at the guards. “ Oh? Kegps me hanging around
here while his cronies can nip out the back to bring the stuff back out of hock, en?’

HI r]a/_n

“And, and then, yeah, we' Il get the old thousand swords trick, yeah? Fifty crates stacked up, turns out
the bottom forty arefull of rocks?’

|—
“What' syour name, mister?’
“|n

“Y ou open thisdoor right now!”

The hatch shut. There was the sound of bolts being pulled back by someonewho was not at al
convinced it was agood idea and would be asking searching questionsin aminute.

“Got a piece of paper on you, Fred? Quick!”
“Yes, but—" said Sergeant Colon.

“Any paper! Now!”

Colon fumbled in his pocket and handed Nobby his grocery hill just asthe door opened. Nobby
swaggered in at high speed, forcing the man insde to walk backwards.

“Don’'t run off!” he shouted, “I haven't found anything wrong—"

“I wasn't r—"

“—YET!”

Carrot had time to get an impression of a cavernous place full of complicated shadows. Apart from the
man, who was fatter than Colon, there were a couple of trolls who appeared to be operating a
grindstone. Current events did not seem to have penetrated the thick walls.

“All right, no-one panic, just stop what you’ re doing, stop what you' re doing, please. I'm Corpora
Nobbs, Ankh-Morpork City Ordnance Inspection City Audit—" The piece of paper waswaved in front
of the man’ seyes at vison-blurring speed, and Nobby’ s voice fatered a bit as he contemplated the end
of the sentence, “—Bureau . . . Specid . . . Audit .. . . Inspection. How many people work here?’

“Jugt me—"

Nobby pointed at thetrolls.

“What about them?’



The man spat on thefloor.
“Oh, | thought you saidpeople.”
Carrot stuck out his hand automatically and it dammed againgt Detritus breastplate.

“OK,” said Nobby, “let’s seewhat we' ve got here. . .” He walked fast dong the racks, so that
everyone ese had to run to keep up. “What' sthis?’

“Ep
“Don’'t know, eh?’

“Sure...it's...it's...”

“A triple-stringed 2,000l b carriage-mounted siege crosshow with the double-action windlass?’
“Right”

“lsn’'t thisaKlatchian reinforced crossbow with the goat-leg cocking mechanism and the underhaft
bayonet?’

“Er...yeah?
Nobby gaveit a cursory examination, and then tossed it aside.

Therest of the Night Watch looked on in astonishment. Nobby had never been known to wield any
weapon beyond aknife.

“Have you got one of those Hershebian twelve-shot bows with the gravity feed?’ he snapped.
“Eh? What you seeiswhat we got, mister.”

Nobby pulled ahunting crossbow from itsrack. His skinny arms twanged as he hauled on the cocking
lever.

“Sold the boltsfor thisthing?”
“They'reright there!”

Nobby sdlected one from the shelf and dropped it into its dot. Then he sighted along the shaft. He
turned.

“Ilike thisinventory,” said Nobby. “WEe |l takeit dl.”
The man looked down the sights at Nobby’ s eye and, to Angua s horrified admiration, didn’t faint.
“That little bow don’t scareme,” he said.

“Thislittle bow scareyou?’ said Nobby. “No. Right. Thisisalittle bow. A little bow like thiswouldn’t
scare aman like you, becauseit’ s such alittle bow. 1t' d need a bigger bow than thisto scare aman like



you.”

Anguawould have given amonth’s pay to see the quartermaster’ s face from the front. She' d watched as
Detritus had lifted down the Siege bow, cocked it with one hand and a barely audible grunt, and stepped
forward. Now she could imagine the eyeballs swivelling as the coldness of the metal penetrated the back
of thearmourer’ sfleshy red neck.

“Now, the one behind you, that’ sabig bow,” said Nobby.

It wasn't asif the six-foot iron arrow was sharp. It was supposed to smash through doorways, not do
urgery.

“Can | pull thetrigger yet?’ Detritus rumbled, into the man' s ear.

“Y ou wouldn’t dare fire that thing in here! That'sa siege wegpon! It d go right through the wall!”
“Eventualy,” said Nobby.

“What thisbit for?’ said Detritus.

“Now, look—"

“I hope you keep that thing maintained,” said Nobby. “ Them things were a bugger for metal fatigue.
Especidly on the safety catch.”

“What are asafety catch?’ said Detritus.
Everything went quiet.

Carrot found hisvoice, along way off.
“Corpora Nobbs?’

“Yesar?

“I'll take over from thispoint, if you don’t mind.”

He gently pushed the siege bow away, but Detritus hadn’t liked the crack aboutpeople and it kept
swinging back again.

“Now,” said Carrot, “I don't like this element of coercion. We re not here to bully this poor man. He'sa
city employee, just like us. It'svery wrong of you to put him in fear. Why not just ask?’

“Sorry, sir,” said Nobby.
Carrot patted the armourer on the shoulder.
“May we take some wegpons?’ he said.

“WI,H?1



“ Some wegpons? For officia purposes?’
The armourer |ooked unable to cope with this.
“Youmean | got achoice?’ hesaid.

“Why, certainly. We practise policing by consent in Ankh-Morpork. If you fed unableto agreeto our
request, you only haveto say theword.”

Therewasafaintbong asthetip of theiron arrow once again bounced on the back of the armourer’s

skull. He sought in vain for something to say, because the only word he could think of right now was
“Hre”

“Uh,” hesaid. “Uh. Yeah. Right. Sure. Take what you want.”

“Fine, fine. And Sergeant Colon will give you areceipt, adding of course that you release the weapons
of your own freewill.”

“My own freewill?’

“Y ou have absolute choice in the matter, of course.”

The man’s face screwed up in the effort of desperate cogitation.

“I'reckon...”

vy es?

“I reckon it'sOK for you to take ‘em. Take ‘em right away.”

“Good man. Do you have atrolley?’

“And do you happen to know what it isthey say about dwarfs?’ said Cuddy.

It crept over Anguaonce again that Carrot had no irony in his soul. He meant every word. If the man
had really held out, Carrot would probably have given in. Of course, there was abit of agap between

probably andcertainly.

Nobby was down the end of the row, occasionaly squeaking with delight as he found an interesting war
hammer or an especidly evil-looking glaive. He wastrying to hold everything, dl at once.

Then he dropped the lot and ran forward.
“Oh, wow! A Klatchian fireenging! Thisismoremy meteor!”

They heard him rummaging around in the gloom. He emerged pushing asort of bin on small squeaky

whedls. It had various handles and fat |eathery bags, and anozzle at the front. It looked like avery large
kettle.

“The leather’ s been kept greased, too!”



“What isit?’ said Carrot.

“Andthere' s ail in the reservoir!” Nobby pumped ahandle energeticaly. “Last | heard, thisthing had

been banned in eight countries and three reigions said they’ d excommunicate any soldiers found using it!
[25] Anyone got alight?’

“Here,” said Carrot, “but what' s—"

“Watch!”

Nobby lit a match, applied it to the tube at the front of the device, and pulled alever.
They put out the flames eventudly.

“Needsahit of adjustment,” said Nobby, through his mask of soot.

“No,” said Carrot. For the rest of hislife he'd remember the jet of fire scorching hisface en routeto the
oppositewadll.

“Butits—"

“No. It' stoo dangerous.”

“It’ smeant to be—"

“I mean it could hurt people.”

“Ah,” said Nobby, “right. Y ou should have said. We re after wegponsthat don’t hurt people, right?’
“Corporad Nobbs?’ said Sergeant Colon, who' d been even closer to the flame than Carrot.

“Yes, sarge?’

“You heard Corpora Carrot. No heathen weapons. Anyway, how come you know so much about al
thissuff?’

“Milit'ry service”

“Redly, Nobby?’ said Carrot.

“Had aspecial job, gr. Very responsible.”

“And what was that”’

“Quartermadter, gr,” said Nobby, sduting smartly.
“Youwere a quartermaster?’ said Carrot. “1n whose army?’

“Duke of Pseudopoalis, Sr.”

“But Pseudopolisawayslogt itswars!”



“Ah...wdl...

“Who did you sdll the wegponsto?’

“That' sadander, that isl They just used to spend alot of time away for polishing and sharpening.”
“Nobby, thisis Carrot talking to you. How much time, approximately?’

“Approximately? Oh. About ahundred per cent, if we' re talkingapproximately, Sr.”

“Nobby?’

“Sr?

“Youdon't haveto cal medr.”

“Yessr.”

In the end, Cuddy remained faithful to his axe, but added a couple more as an afterthought; Sergeant
Colon chose a pike because the thing about a pike, the important thing, was that everything happened at
the other end of it, i.e., along way off; Lance-Constable Angua selected, without much enthusiasm, a

short sword, and Corporal Nobbs—

—Corpora Nobbswas akind of mechanica porcupine of blades, bows, points and knobbly things on
theend of chains.

“Y ou sure, Nobby?’ said Carrot. “ There s nothing you want to leave?’

“It'sso hard to choose, Sir.”

Detritus was hanging on to his huge bow.

“Thet dl you'retaking, Detritus?’

“No gr! Taking Hint and Morraine, Sir!”

The two trollswho had been working in the armoury had formed up behind Detritus.
“Swore‘emin, Sr,” said Detritus. “Used troll oath.”

Hint sdluted amateurishly.

“He said he' d kick ourgoohuloog headsin if we didn’t join up and do what we' retold, sir,” he said.
“Very oldtroll oath,” said Detritus. “Very famous, very traditiond.”

“One of ‘em could carry the Klatchian fire engine—" Nobby began hopefully.

“No, Nobby. Well . . . welcome to the Watch, men.”



“Corpord Carrot?’

“Yes, Cuddy?’

“It'snot far. They’retralls”

“We need every man we can get, Cuddy.”

Carrot stood back. “Now, we don’t want people to think we' re looking for trouble,” he said.

“Oh, dressed likethis, sir, we won't have to look for trouble,” said Sergeant Colon despondently.

“Quedtion,gr?” sad Angua

“Y es, Lance-Congtable Angua?’

“Who' sthe enemy?’

“Looking likethis, wewon't have any problem finding enemies,” said Sergeant Colon.

“WEe re not looking for enemies, we' re looking for information,” said Carrot. “ The best weapon we can
useright now isthetruth, and to start with, we' re going to the Fools Guild to find out why Brother
Beano stole the gonne.”

“Did he gtedl the gonne?’

“I think he may have, yes”

“But he died before the gonne was stolen!” said Colon.

“Yes” said Carrot. “I know that.”

“Now that,” said Colon, “iswhat | callsanalibi.”

The squad formed up and, after abrief discusson among thetrolls asto which wastheir |eft foot and
which wastheir right, marched away. Nobby kept looking back longingly to the fire machine.

Sometimesiit’ s better to light aflamethrower than curse the darkness.

Ten minutes later they’ d pushed through the crowds and were outside the Guilds.

“See?’ Carrot said.

“They back on to each other,” said Nobby. “So what? There' s still awal between them.”
“I'm not so sure,” said Carrot. “We Il jolly well find out.”

“Havewegot time?’ said Angua, “1 thought we were going to see the Day Watch.”

“There ssomething | must find out first,” said Carrot. “ The Fools haven't told me thetruth.” -



“Hang on aminute, hang on aminute,” said Sergeant Colon. “ Thisis going atogether just abit too far by
half. Look, | don’'t want usto kill anyone, right? | happen to be sergeant around here, if anyone's
interested. Understand, Carrot? Nobby? No shooting or swordplay. It’'s bad enough barging into Guild
property, but we'll get into really serioustroubleif we shoot anyone. Lord Vetinari won't stop at
sarcasm. He might use’ — Colon swalowed —* irony. So that’ s an order. What do you want to do,

anyway?’

“I just want peopleto tell methings,” said Carrot.

“Wéll, if they don’t, you' re not to hurt them,” said Colon. “Look, you can ask questions, fair enough.
But if Dr Whiteface starts getting difficult, we re to come away, right? Clowns give me the cregps. And
he' sworst of dl. If hewon’t answer, we reto leave peacefully and, oh, | don’t know, think of something
else. That'san order, like | said. Areyou clear about this? It'san order.”

“If hewon’t answer my questions,” said Carrot, “I’m to leave peacefully. Right.”

“So long asthat’ s understood.”

Carrot knocked on the Fools door, reached up, caught the custard pie asit emerged from the dot and
rammed it back hard. Then he kicked the door so that it swung inwards afew inches.

Someone behind it said “Ow.”
The door opened a bit further to revedl asmall clown covered in whitewash and custard.
“You didn’t haveto do that,” he said.

“I just wanted to get into the spirit of thething,” said Carrot. “I’'m Corpora Carrot and thisisthe
citizens militia, and wedl enjoy agood laugh.”

“ ‘Scuseme—"

“Except for Lance-Congtable Cuddy. And Lance-Constable Detritus enjoys agood laugh too, although
some minutes after everyone else. And we' re here to see Dr Whiteface.”

The clown’shair rose. Water squirted from his buttonhole.

“Have —have you got an appointment?’ he said.

“I don’'t know,” said Carrot. “ Have we got an gppointment?’

“I’'ve got aniron bal with spikes on,” Nobby volunteered.

“That'samorningstar, Nobby.”

“Isit?’

“Yes” sad Carrot. “ An gppointment is an engagement to see someone, whileamorningstar isalarge

lump of metd used for vicioudy crushing skulls. It isimportant not to confuse the two, is't it, Mr—7?" He
raised his eyebrows.



“Boffo, dr. But—"

“Soif you could perhaps run dong and tell Dr White-face we' re here with an iron ball with spi— What
am | saying?| mean, without an appointment to see him? Please? Thank you.”

The clown scuttled off.

“There” sad Carrot. “Wasthat dl right, sergeant?’

“He s probably going to besatirical, even,” said Colon, morosely.

They waited. After awhile Lance-Congtable Cuddy took a screwdriver from his pocket and inspected
the custard-pie-throwing machine bolted to the door. The rest of them shuffled their feet, except for
Nobby, who kept dropping thingson his.

Boffo reappeared, flanked by two muscular jesters who didn’t look as though they had a sense of
humourat all.

“Dr Whiteface says there’ sno such thing asacity militia,” he ventured. “But. Um. Dr Whiteface says, if
it sredly important he'll see some of you. But not the trolls or the dwarf. We heard there' s gangs of trolls
and dwarfsterrorizing the city.”

“Dat’ swhat they say,” said Detritus, nodding.

“Incidentaly, do you know what it isthey—* Cuddy began, but Nobby nudged him into silence.

“You and me, sergeant?’ said Carrot. “ And you, Lance-Constable Angua.”

“Oh dear,” said Sergeant Colon.

But they followed Carrot into the sombre buildings and aong the gloomy corridorsto Dr Whiteface' s
office. The chief of al the clowns, fools and jesters was standing in the middle of the floor, while ajester
tried to sew extra sequins on his coat.

“Wdl?’

“Evening, doctor,” said Carrot.

“| should liketo makeit clear that Lord Vetinari will be hearing about thisdirectly,” said Dr Whiteface.
“Oh, yes. | shdl tdl him,” said Carrot.

“I can't imagine why you' re bothering me when theré srioting in the streets.”

“Ah,wdl .. .weshdl ded with that later. But Captain Vimes dwaystold me, gr, that there' sbig crimes
and little crimes. Sometimesthelittle crimes ook big and the big crimes you can hardly see, but the
crucid thing isto decidewhichiswhich.”

They stared a one another.

“Wd|?' the clown demanded.



“I should likeyou to tel me,” said Carrot, “about eventsin this Guild House the night beforelagt.”
Dr Whiteface stared a himin sllence.
Thenhesad, “If | don't?”

“Then,” said Carrot, “I am afraid | shall, with extreme reluctance, be forced to carry out the order | was
given just before entering.”

Heglanced a Colon. “That' sright, isn't it, sergeant?’

“What? En? Well, yes—"

“1 would much prefer not to do so, but | have no choice,” said Carrot.
Dr Whiteface glared at the two of them.

“But thisis Guild property! You havenorightto...to...”

“1 don’t know about that, I’'m only a corpora,” said Carrot. “But I’ ve never disobeyed adirect order
yet, and | am sorry to haveto tell you that | will carry out this one fully and to the letter.”

“Now, see here—"

Carrot moved alittle closer.

“If it sany comfort, I’ll probably be ashamed about it,” he said.

The clown stared into his honest eyes and saw, asdid everyone, only simple truth.

“Ligten! If | shout,” said Dr Whiteface, going red under his makeup, “1 can have adozen menin here.”
“Believeme,” said Carrot, “that will only makeit easier for meto obey.”

Dr Whiteface prided himsdlf on his ability to judge character. In Carrot’ s resol ute expression there was
nothing but absol ute, meticul ous honesty. He fiddled with aquill pen and then threw it down in asudden
movement.

“Confound it!” he shouted. “How did you find out, en? Who told you?’

“I redly couldn’t say,” said Carrot. “ But it makes sense anyway. There' s only one entrance to each
Guild, but the Guild Houses are back to back. Someonejust had to cut through the wall.”

“I assureyou we didn’t know about it,” said the clown.

Sergeant Colon waslost in admiration. He' d seen people bluff on abad hand, but he’ d never seen
anyone bluff with no cards.

“Wethought it was just aprank,” said the clown. “We thought young Beano had just done it with
humorous intent, and then he turned up dead and we didn’t—*"



“You'd better show methe hole,” said Carrot.

The rest of the Watch stood to variations on the theme of At Easein the courtyard.
“Corpora Nobbs?’

“Y es, Lance-Congtable Cuddy?’

“What isit everyone says about dwarfs?’

“Oh, come on, you're pulling my leg, right? Everyone knows that who knowsanything about dwarfs,”
said Nobby.

Cuddy coughed.

“Dwarfsdon’'t,” he said.

“What do you mean, dwarfsdon't?’

“No-one' stoldus what everyone knows about dwarfs,” said Cuddy.
“Wel ... | expect they thought you knew,” said Nobby, weakly.
“Not me.”

“Oh, dlright,” said Nobby. He glanced at the trolls, then leaned across to Cuddy and whispered in the
gpproximate region of hisear.

Cuddy nodded.

“Oh, isthat dl?’

“Yes Er...isittrue?

“What? Oh, yes. Of course. It's nat’rd for adwarf. Some have got more than others, of course.”
“That’ sthe case dl round,” said Nobby.

“I mysdlf, for example, have saved more than seventy-eight dollars.”

“No! I mean, no. | mean, | don’t mean well-endowed withmoney. | mean . ..” Nobby whispered again.
Cuddy’ sexpression didn’t change.

Nobby waggled his eyebrows. “True, isit?’
“How should I know?1 don’'t know how much money humans generdly have.”
Nobby subsided.

“There sonething that’ strue at least,” he said. “Y ou dwarfsredly love gold, don’t you?’



“Of coursewedon’t. Don't beslly.”
“Wel—"

“Wejust say that to get it into bed.”

It wasin aclown’s bedroom. Colon had occasionaly wondered what clownsdid in private, and it was
al here—the overlarge shoetree, the very wide trouser press, the mirror with al the candlesround it,
someindustrid-sized sticks of make-up . . . and abed which looked like nothing more complicated than
ablanket on the floor, because that’ swhat it was. Clowns and fools weren't encouraged to live the soft
life. Humour was a serious business.

Therewasdso aholeinthewadll, just big enough to admit aman. A little pile of crumbling brickswas

heaped next toit.

There was darkness on the other side.

On the other side, people killed other people for money.

Carrot stuck his head and shoulders through the hole, but Colon tried to pull him back.
“Hang on, lad, you don’t know what horrorslie beyond these walls—"

“I'mjust having alook to find out.”

“It could be atorture chamber or adungeon or a hideous pit or anything!”

“It'sjust a student’ s bedroom, sergeant.”

“You see?’

Carrot stepped through. They could hear him moving around in the gloom. It was Assassin’ s gloom,
somehow richer and less gloomy than clown’ s gloom.

He poked his head through again.

“No-one sbeen in herefor awhile, though,” he said. “There' sdust all over thefloor but there's
footprintsin it. And the door’ slocked and bolted. On thisside.”

Therest of hisbody followed Carrot.

“I just want to make sure | fully understand this” he said to Dr Whiteface. “ Beano made a hole into the
Assassins Guild, yes? And then he went and exploded that dragon? And then he came back through this
hole? So how did he get killed?’

“By the Assassins, surdly,” said Dr Whiteface. “ They’ d be within their rights. Trespass on Guild property
isavery serious offence, after dl.”



“Did anyone see Beano after the exploson?’ said Carrot.

“Oh yes. Boffo was on gate duty and he distinctly remembers him going out.”
“Heknowsit washim?’

Dr Whiteface looked blank.

“Of course.”

“How?’

“How? He recognized him, of course. That’ s how you know who people are. Y ou look at them and you
say . .. that'shim. That's called re-cog-nit-ion,” said the clown, with pointed ddliberation. “It was
Beano. Boffo said he looked very worried.”

“Ah. Fine. No more questions, doctor. Did Beano have any friends among the Assassins?’

“Wadll . .. possibly, possbly. We don't discourage visitors.”

Carrot stared at the clown’ sface. Then he smiled.

“Of course. Well, that about wrapsit dl up, | think.”

“If only he' d stuck to something, you know,original,” said Dr Whiteface.

“Like abucket of whitewash over the door, or acustard pie?’ said Sergeant Colon.

“That’sright!”

“Wdl, we might aswell be going,” said Carrot. “1 imagine you don't want to lay acomplaint about the
Assasans?’

Dr Whiteface tried to look panicky, but thisdid not work very well under amouth painted into awide
orin.

“What? No! | mean—if an Assassin broke intoour Guild, | mean, not on proper business, and stole
something, well, we d definitely consder we were within our rightsto, well—"

“Pour jdly into hisshirt?” said Angua

“Hit him around the head with a bladder on astick?’ said Colon.

“Possbly.”

“Each Guild to their own, of course,” said Carrot. “I suggest we might aswell be going, sergeant.
Nothing more for usto do here. Sorry to have troubled you, Dr Whiteface. | can see this must have been

agregt strain on you.”

The downwaslimp with relief.



“Don’'t mention it. Don’t mention it. Happy to help. | know you have your job to do.”

He ushered them down the stairs and into the courtyard, bubbling with small talk now. Therest of the
Watch clanked to attention.

“Actudly . ..” said Carrot, just as he was being ushered out of the gate, “there isone thing you could
do.”

“Of course, of course.”

“Um, | know it'sabit cheeky,” said Carrot, “but I’ ve ways been very interested in Guild customs. . .
0. .. do you think someone could show me your museum?”’

“Sorry? What museum?’

“Thedown musaum?’

“Oh, you mean the Hall of Faces. That’s not amuseum. Of course. Nothing secret about it. Boffo, make
anote. We d be happy to show you around any time, corpora.”

“Thank you very much, Dr Whiteface.”

Any time”

“I’'m just going off duty,” said Carrot. “Right now would be nice. Since | happen to be here.”
“Y ou can't go off duty when— ow!” said Colon.

“Sorry, sergeant?’

“Y ou kicked me!”

“| accidentally trod on your sanda, sergeant. I’'m sorry.”

Colon tried to see amessage in Carrot’ sface. He' d got used to smple Carrot. Complicated Carrot was
asunnerving as being savaged by a duck.

“Well, er, we'll just be going, then, shall we?” he said.

“No point in staying here nowit’ s all settled,” said Carrot, mugging furioudy. “May aswell take the
night off, redly.”

He glanced at the rooftops.

“Oh, wdll, now it'sall settled we'll be off, right,” said Colon. “Right, Nobby?’

“Oh, yeah, we ll be off dl right, becauseit’sall settled,” said Nobby. “Y ou hear that, Cuddy?’
“What, that it’ sall settled?” said Cuddy. “Oh, yeah. We might aswell be off. OK, Detritus?’

Detritus was staring moodily at nothing with his knuckles resting on the ground. Thiswas anormal stance



for atroll whilewaiting for the next thought to arrive.

The syllables of hisname kicked aneuron into fitful activity.
“Wha?' hesad.

“It' sall settled.”

“What is?’

“Y ou know — Mr Hammerhock’ s death and everything.”
“Isit?’

“yeg”

“Oh,”

Detritus consdered thisfor awhile, nodded, and settled back into whatever state of mind he normally
occupied.

Another neuron gave afizzle.

“Right,” hesaid.

Cuddy watched him for amoment.

“That' sabout it,” he said, sadly. “That' sal we're getting.”

“I'll be back shortly,” said Carrot. “ Shall we be off . . . Joey, wasn't it? Dr Whiteface?’

“I suppose there’ sno harm,” said Dr Whiteface. “Very well. Show Corporal Carrot anything he likes,
Boffo.”

“Right, dr,” said thelittle clown.

“It must beajolly job, being aclown,” said Carrot.
“Mudt it?

“Lotsof japesand jokes, | mean.”

Boffo gave Carrot alopsided look.

“Wdl ...” hesad. “It hasitsmoments. . .

“| bet it does. | bet it does.”

“Areyou often on gate duty, Boffo?’ said Carrot pleasantly, asthey strolled through the Fools' Guild.



“Huh! Just about dl thetime,” said Boffo.

“So when did that friend of his, you know, the Assassin . . . visit him?’
“Oh, you know about him, then,” said Boffo.

“Oh, yes,” said Carrot.

“About ten days ago,” said Boffo. “It’ sthrough here, past the pie range.”

“He d forgotten Beano' s name, but he did know the room. He didn’t know the number but he went
draight toit,” Carrot went on.

“That'sright. | expect Dr Whiteface told you,” said Boffo.

“I’ve spoken to Dr Whiteface,” said Carrot.

Anguafelt she was beginning to understand the way Carrot asked questions. He asked them by not
asking them. He smply told people what he thought or suspected, and they found themsdvesfilling in the
detailsin an attempt to keep up. And he never, actualy, told lies.

Boffo pushed open adoor and fussed around lighting acandle.

“Herewe arethen,” he said. “I’'min charge of this, when I’m not on the bloody gate.”
“Yegods,” said Angua, under her breath. “It' shorrible.”

“It' svery interesting,” said Carrot.

“It' shigtorical,” said Boffo the clown.

All thoselittleheads. . ”

They sretched away in the candlelight, shelf on shelf of them, tiny little clown faces—asif atribe of
head-hunters had suddenly devel oped a sophisticated sense of humour and a desire to make the world a

better place.

“Eggs,” said Carrot. “Ordinary hens eggs. What you dois, you get ahen’s egg, and you make aholein
either end and you blow the egg stuff out, and then a clown paints his make-up on the egg and that’ shis
official make-up and no other clown can useit. That’s very important. Some faces have been in the same
family for generations, you know. Very vaduable thing, aclown’sface. Ian't that so, Boffo?’

The clown was gtaring at him.
“How do you know al that?’

“| read it in abook.”

Angua picked up an ancient egg. Therewas alabel attached to it, and on the |abel were a dozen names,
all crossed out except the last one. Theink on the earlier ones had faded amost to nothing. She put it



down and unconscioudy wiped her hand on her tunic.

“What happensif aclown wantsto use another clown’sface?’ shesaid.

“Oh, we compare dl the new eggs with the ones on the shelves,” said Boffo. “I1t' snot alowed.”

They waked between aides of faces. Anguafancied she could hear the squelch of amillion custard-filled
trousers and the echoes of a thousand honking noses and amillion grins of faces that weren't smiling.
About hafway aong was asort of acove containing adesk and chair, ashelf piled with old ledgers, and

aworkbench covered with crusted pots of paint, scraps of coloured horsehair, sequins and other odds
and ends of the egg-painter’ s spedalized art. Carrot picked up awisp of coloured horsehair and twiddled

it thoughtfully.

“But supposing,” he said, “that aclown, | mean aclown with hisown face. . . supposing he used
another clown’ sface?’

“Pardon?’ said Boffo.

“Supposing you used another clown’s make-up?’ said Angua.

“Oh, that happens dl thetime,” said Boffo. “Peopl€ re dways borrowing dap off each other—"
“Sap?’ said Angua

“Make-up,” Carrot trandated. “No, | think what the lance-constable is asking, Boffo, is: could aclown
make himsdlf up to look like another clown?’

Boffo’s brow wrinkled, like someone trying hard to understand an impossible question.
“Pardon?’

“Where' s Beano' s egg, Boffo?’

“That’ s here on the desk,” said Boffo. “Y ou can have alook if you like.”

An egg was handed up. It had ablobby red nose and ared wig. Angua saw Carrot hold it up to the light
and produce a couple of red strands from his pocket.

“But,” she said, trying one moretime to get Boffo to understand, “ couldn’t you wake up one morning
and put on make-up so that you looked like adifferent clown?’

Helooked a her. It was hard to tel his expression under the permanently downcast mouth, but asfar as
she could tell she might aswell have suggested that he performed a specific sex act with asmall chicken.

“How could | do that? he said. “Then | wouldn’t beme.”
“Someone else might do it, though?’
Boffo' s buttonhole squirted.

“I don't haveto listen to this sort of dirty talk, miss.”



“What you' re saying, then,” said Carrot, “isthat no clown would ever make up hisface in another
clown’'s, um, desgn?

“You'redoing it again!”

“Y es, but perhaps sometimes by accident ayoung down might perhaps—"

“Look, we' re decent people, all right?’

“Sorry,” said Carrot. “1 think | understand. Now . . . when we found poor Mr Beano, he didn’t have his
clown wig on, but something like that could easily have got knocked off in the river. But hisnose, now . .
. you told Sergeant Colon that someone had taken hisnose. Hisreal nose. Could you,” said Carrot, in
the pleasant tones of someone talking to asimpleton, “ point toyour red nose, Boffo?’

Boffo tapped the big red nose on hisface.

“But that' s—"* Anguabegan.

“—yourreal nose” said Carrot. “Thank you.”

The clown wound down alittle.

“I think you' d better go,” he said. “I don't like this sort of thing. It upsets me.”

“Sorry,” said Carrot again. “It'sjust that . . . | think I’'m having anidea. | wondered about it before.. . .
and I’'m pretty certain now. | think | know about the person who did it. But | had to see the eggsto be

ure’

“Y ou saying another clown killed him?’ said Boffo belligerently. * * Cosif you are, I’ m going straight
to—"

“Not exactly,” said Carrot. “But | can show you the killer’ sface.”
He reached down and took something from the debris on the table. Then he turned to Boffo and opened

his hand. He had his back to Angua, and she could not quite see what he was holding. But Boffo gavea
strangled cry and ran away down the avenue of faces, his big shoesflip-flopping hugdly on the stone

flags
“Thank you,” said Carrot, at his retreating back. “Y ou’ ve been very helpful.”
Hefolded hishand again.

“Comeon,” hesaid. “We d better begoing. | don’t think we' re going to be popular here in aminute or
two.”

“What was that you showed him?’ Angua asked, asthey proceeded with dignity yet speed towards the
gate.

“It was something you came hereto find, wasn't it? All that stuff about wanting to see the museum—"



“Idid want to seeit. A good copper should always be open to new experiences,” said Carrot.
They made it to the gate. No vengeful piesfloated out of the darkness.

Angualeaned againg the wal outside. The air smelled sweeter here, which was an unusud thing to say
about Ankh-Morpork air. But at least out here people could laugh without getting paid for it.

“Y ou didn’t show me what frightened him,” she said.

“1 showed him amurderer,” said Carrot. “I’m sorry. | didn’t think he' d takeit like that. | suppose
they'redl abit wound up right now. And it' slike dwarfs and tools. Everyone thinksin their own ways.”

“Y ou found the murderer’ sface in there?’

1] Y$”

Carrot opened his hand.

It contained a bare egg.

“Helookslikethis” hesad.

“Hedidn't have aface?”

“No, you'rethinking likeaclown. | anvery smple,” said Carrot, “but | think what happened was this.
Someone in the Assassins wanted away of getting in and out without being seen. He redlized there sonly
athinwall between the two Guilds. He had aroom. All he had to do wasfind out who lived on the other
sde. Later hekilled Beano, and he took hiswig and his nose. Hisreal nose. That’s how clownsthink.
Make-up wouldn’t have been hard. Y ou can get that anywhere. He walked into the Guild made up to
look like Beano. He cut through the wall. Then he strolled down to the quad outside the museum, only

thistime he was dressed as an Assassin.

Hegot the. . . the gonne and came back here. He went through the wall again, dressed up as Beano,
and strolled away. And then someone killedhim.”

“Boffo said Beano looked worried,” said Angua.

“And | thought: that’ s odd, because you’ d have to see aclown right up close to know what hisred
expression was. But youmight noticeif the make-up wasn't on quite right. Like, maybe, if it was put on
by someone who wasn't too used to it. But the important thing isthat if another clown sees Beano'sface
go out of the door, he's seen theperson leave. They can't think about someone else wearing that face.

I’ snot how they think. A clown and his make-up are the same thing. Without his makeup aclown
doesn't exist. A clown wouldn't wear another clown’ sface in the same way a dwarf wouldn't use
another dwarfstools.”

“Sounds risky, though,” said Angua.
“It was. It was very risky.”

“Carrot? What are you going to do now?’



“I think it might be agood ideato find out whose room was on the other side of the hole, don't you?|
think it might belong to Beano'slittlefriend.”

“Inthe Assassins Guild? ust us?”

“Um. You'vegot apoint.”

Carrot looked so crestfallen that Anguagavein.

“What timeisit?’ shesaid.

Carrot very carefully took Captain Vimes' presentation watch out of its cloth case.
“Itts—"

—abing, abing, abong, bong . .. bing...bing. ..

They waited patiently until it had finished.

“A quarter to seven,” said Carrot. Absolutely accurate, too. | put it right by the big sundia in the
Universty.”

Anguaglanced a the sky.
“OK,” shesad. “l canfind out, | think. Leaveit to me.”
“How?’

“Er...1...wdl, | couldget out of uniform, couldn't I, and, oh, talk my way in asakitchen maid’'s
Sgger or something . . .”

Carrot looked doubtful.

“Y ou think that' Il work?’

“Can you think of anything better?’
“Not right now.”
“Well, then. I'll ... er...look . ..yougo back to therest of themenand. . . I'll find somewhereto

change into something more suitable.”

She didn’'t haveto look around to recognize where the snigger came from. Gaspode had away of
turning up slently likeasmal puff of methanein acrowded room, and with the latter’ s distressing ability
tofill up dl available space.

“Where can you get a change of clothes around here?’ said Carrot.

A good Watchman isaways ready to improvise,” said Angua.

“That little dog isawfully wheezy,” said Carrot. “Why does he dwaysfollow us around?’



“I redly couldn’'t say.”

“He sgot a present for you.”

Anguarisked aglance. Gaspode was holding, but only just, avery large bone in hismouth. It was wider
than he was long, and might have belonged to something that died in atar pit. It was green and furry in
places.

“How nice,” shesad, coldly. “Look, yougoon. Let meseewhat | cando...”

“If you'resure. ..” Carrot began, in areluctant tone of voice.

“yes”

When he’ d gone Angua headed for the nearest alley. There were only afew minutes to moonrise.
Sergeant Colon saluted when Carrot came back, frowning in thought.

“We can go home now, Sir?’ he suggested.

“What? Why?’

“Now it'sal sorted out?”’

“I just said that to waylay suspicion,” said Carrot.

“Ah. Very clever,” said the sergeant quickly. “That’ swhat | thought. HE s saying that to waylay
suspicion, | thought.”

“Ther€ still amurderer out there somewhere. Or something worse.”

Carrot ran his gaze over theill-assorted soldiery.

“But right now | think we're going to have to sort out this businesswith the Day Watch,” he said.

“Er. People say it'spractically ariot up there,” said Colon.

“That’ swhy we ve got to sort it out.”

Colon bit hislip. He was not, as such, acoward. Last year the city had been invaded by adragon and
he' d actudly stood on arooftop and fired arrows at it while it was bearing down on him with its mouth
open, athough admittedly he' d had to change his underwear afterwards. But that had beensimple. A
great big fire-bresthing dragon was straightforward. Thereit was, right in front of you, about to broil you
aive. That wasdl you had to worry about. Admittedly, it was alot to worry about, but it was. . . smple.
It wasn't any kind of mystery.

“We regoing to haveto sort it out?’ he said.

“Ya”



“Oh. Good. | like sorting things out.”

Foul Ole RonwasaBeggars Guild member in good standing. He was a Mutterer, and agood one. He
would walk behind people muttering in his own private language until they gave him money not to. People
thought he was mad, but thiswas not, technicdly, the case. It wasjust that he wasin touch with redlity on
the cosmic level, and had abit of trouble focusing on things smaller, like other people, walls and soap
(athough on very smal things, such as coins, hiseyesight was Grade A).

Therefore he was not surprised when a handsome young woman streaked past him and removed al her
clothes. Thissort of thing happened al the time, athough up until now only on theinner side of hishead.

Then he saw what happened next.
He watched as the deek golden shape streaked away.

“Itold ‘em! Itold ‘em! Itold ‘em!” hesaid. “Til give ‘em thewrong end of aragman’strumpet, so | shall.
Bug'r em. Millennium hand and shrimp! Itold ‘em!”

Gaspode wagged what was technicaly atail when Anguare-emerged.

“ *Changeinto fomefing morefuitable’,” he said, hisvoice dightly muffled by the bone. “Good one. |
brung you thif little token—"

He dropped it on the cobbles. It didn’t look any better to Angua’s lupine eyes.

“What for?’ shesaid.

“ Stuffed with nourishin’ marrowbonejely, that bone,” he said accusingly.

“Forget it,” said Angua. “Now, how do you normally get into the Assassins Guild?’

“And maybe afterwards we could kind of hang out in the middens dong Phedre Road?’ said Gaspode,

his ssump of atail still thumping the ground. “ There srats dong therethat’ [| make your hair sland
on—No, dl right, forget | mentioned it,” he finished quickly, when fire flashed for amoment in Angua' s

eyes.
Hesghed.

“Ther€ sadrain by thekitchens” he said.
“Big enough for ahuman?’

“Not even for adwarf. But it won't beworth it. It' s spaghetti tonight. Y ou don’t get many bonesin
spaghetti—"

“Comeon.”

Helimped dong.



“That wasagood bone,” he said. “Hardly even started going green. Hah! | bet you wouldn't say noto a
box of chocolatesfrom Mr Hunk, though.”

He cringed as she rounded on him.
“What are you talking about?’
“Nothing! Nothing!”

Hetrailed after her, whining.

Anguawasn't happy, either. It was dways a problem, growing hair and fangs every full moon. Just when
she thought she' d been lucky before, she’ d found that few men are happy in ardationship where their
partner grows hair and howls. She’'d sworn: no more entanglements like that.

Asfor Gaspode, he was resgning himself to alife without love, or at least any more than the practical
affection experienced so far, which had consisted of an unsuspecting chihuahuaand abrief liaison witha

postman’sleg.

The No.1 powder did down the folded paper into the metal tube. Blast Vimes! Who' d have thought
he' d actudly head for the operahouse? He' d lost aset of rubes up there. But there were il threel€ft,
packed negtly in the hollow stock. A bag of No. 1 powder and arudimentary knowledge of lead casting
was al aman needed to rulethecity . . .

The gonne lay on the table. There was a bluish sheen to the metal. Or, perhaps, not so much asheen as
aglisten. And, of course, that was only the ail. Y ou had to believe it was only the ail. It was clearly a

thing of metdl. It couldn’t possibly bedive.
Andyet. ..

Andyet. ..

“They say it wasonly abeggar girl inthe Guild.”

Well ? What of it ? She was a target of opportunity. That wasnot my fault. That was your fault. |
ammerely the gonne. Gonnes don’t kill people. People kill people.

“Y ou killed Hammerhock! The boy said you fired yourself! And he'd repaired you!”
You expect gratitude? He would have made another gonne.
“Wasthat areason to kill him?’

Certainly. You have no understanding.

Wasthe voicein his head or in the gonne? He couldn’t be certain. Edward had said therewas avoice. .
. it said that everything you wanted, it could giveyou. . .

Getting into the Guild was easy for Angua, even through the angry crowds. Some of the Assassins, the
ones from noble homes that had big floppy dogs around the place in the same way that lesser folk have
rugs, had brought afew with them. Besides, Anguawas pure pedigree. She drew admiring glances as she



trotted through the buildings.

Finding the right corridor was easy, too. She' d remembered the view from the Guild next door, and
counted the number of floors. In any case, shedidn’t haveto look hard. The reek of fireworks hungin
theair dl aong the corridor.

There was a crowd of Assassinsin the corridor, too. The door of the room had been forced open. As
Angua peered around the corner she saw Dr Cruces emerge, his face suffused with rage.

“Mr Downey?’

A white-haired Assassin drew himsdlf to attention.
“Sr?

“I want him found!”

“Y es, doctor—"

“Infact | want him inhumed! With Extreme Impolitenessl And I’ m setting the fee at ten thousand dollars
—1| shdl pay it persondly, you understand? Without Guild tax, either.”

Severd Assassins nonchdantly strolled away from the crowd. Ten thousand untaxed dollars was good
money.

Downey looked uncomfortable. “Doctor, | think—"

“Think? Y ou're not paid to think! Heaven knows where theidiot has got to. | ordered the Guild
searched! Why didn’t anyone force the door?’

“Sorry, doctor, Edward |eft usweeks ago and | didn’t think—"

“Y ou didn’'tthink? What are you paid for?’

“Never seenhim in such atemper,” said Gaspode.

There was a cough behind the chief Assassin. Dr Whiteface had emerged from the room.

Ah, doctor,” said Dr Cruces. “| think perhaps we d better go and discussthis further in my study, yes?’
“I redly am mogt terribly sorry, my lord—"

“Don’'t mentionit. Thelittle. . . devil has made us both look like fools. Oh.. . . nothing persond, of
course. Mr Downey, the Fools and the Assassinswill be guarding this hole until we can get some masons
intomorrow.No-one isto go through, you understand?’

“Y es, doctor.”

“Very wdl.”

“That's Mr Downey,” said Gaspode, as Dr Cruces and the chief clown disappeared down the corridor.



“Number two in the Assassins.” He scratched hisear. “He d knock off old Crucesfor tuppenceif it
wasn't agang therules”

Anguatrotted forward. Downey, who was wiping his forehead with ablack handkerchief, looked down.

“Hédlo, you're new,” he said. He glanced at Gaspode. “ And the muitt’ s back, | see.”

“Woof, woof,” said Gaspode, his stump of atail thump-ing the floor. “Incident’ly,” he added for
Angua s benefit, he' s often good for a peppermint if you catch himin the right mood. He' s poisoned
fifteen people thisyear. He' salmost as good with poisons as old Cruces.”

“Do | need to know that?’ said Angua. Downey patted her on the head.

“Oh, Assassins shouldn't kill unlessthey’re being paid. It stheselittletips that make dl the difference.”

Now Anguawas in aposition to see the door. There was aname written on a piece of card stuck ina
metal bracket.

Edward d Eath.
“Edward d’ Eath,” she said.

“There sanamethat tollsabell,” said Gaspode. “ Family used to live up Kingsway. Used to be asrich
as Creosote.”

“Who was Creosote?’

“Someforeign bugger who wasrich.”

“Oh.”

“But great-grandad had aterrible thirst, and grandad chased anything in adress, hisdress, you
understand, and old d’ Eath, well, he was sober and clean but lost the rest of the family money on account
of having ablind spot when it cameto telling the difference between aone and an eleven.”

“I can't see how that loses you money.”

“It doesif you think you can play Cripple Mr Onion with the big boys.”

The werewolf and the dog padded back down the corridor.

“Do you know anything about Master Edward?’ said Angua.

“Nope. The house was flogged off recently. Family debts. Haven't seen him around.”

“You're certainly amine of information,” she said.

“I gets around. No-one notices dogs.” Gaspode wrinkled hisnose. It looked like awithered truffle.
“Blimey. Stinks of gonne, doesn't it.”

“Y es. Something odd about that,” said Angua.



“What?’

“Something not right.”

Therewere other smells. Unwashed socks, other dogs, Dr Whiteface' s greasepaint, yesterday’ s dinner
—the scentsfilled the air. But thefirework smdll of what Anguawas now automaticaly thinking of asthe
gonne wound around everything else, acrid as acid.

“What' s not right?’

“Don’'t know . .. maybeit’'sthegonnesmdl . . .”

“Nah. That started off here. The gonne was kept here for years.”

“Right. OK. Well, we' ve got aname. It might mean something to Carrot—"

Anguatrotted down the sairs.

“*Scuseme...” said Gaspode.
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“How can you turn back into awoman again?’

“I just get out of the moonlight and . . . concentrate. That's how it works.”

“Cor. That'sdl?

“If i’ stechnically full moon | can Change even during the day if | want to. | onlyhave to Change when
I’minthemoonlight.”

“Get away? What about wolfbane?’
“Wolfbane? It' saplant. A type of aconite, | think. What about it?’
“Don'titkill you?’

“Look, you don't have to believe everything you hear about werewolves. We re human, just like
everyone else. Most of thetime,” she added.

By now they were outsde the Guild and heading for the dley, which indeed they reached, but it lacked
certain important features that it had included when they were last there. Most notable of these was
Angua s uniform, but there was aso aworld shortage of Foul Ole Ron.

“Damn.”

They looked at the empty patch of mud.

“Got any other clothes?’ said Gaspode.



“Yes, but only back in ElIm Street. Thisismy only uniform.”

“Y ou have to put some clothes on when you' re human?’

“yes”

“Why? | would have thought a nude woman would be a home in any company, no offence meant.”
“| prefer clothes.”

Gaspode sniffed a the dirt.

“Come on, then,” he Sghed. “We d better catch up Foul Ole Ron before your chainmail becomesa
bottle of Bearhugger's, yes?’

Angualooked around. The scent of Foul Ole Ron was practically tangible.
“All right. But let’ sbe quick about it.”

Wolfbane? Y ou didn’t need daft old herbs to make your life aproblem, if you spent one week every
month with two extralegs and four extra nipples.

There were crowds around the Patrician’ s Palace, and outside the Assassins Guild. A lot of beggars
werein evidence. They looked ugly. Looking ugly isabeggar’ s stock in tradein any case. These looked
uglier than necessary.

The militia peered around a corner.

“There' s hundreds of people,” said Colon. “And loads of trolls outside the Day Watch.”
“Where sthe crowd thickest?’ said Carrot.

Anywherethetrollsare,” said Colon. He remembered himsdlf. “Only joking,” he added.
“Very wel,” said Carrot. “Everyone follow me.”

The babble stopped as the militia marched, lumbered, trotted and knuckled towards the Day Watch
House.

A couple of very largetrolls blocked the way. The crowd watched in expectant silence.
Any minute now, Colon thought, someone’ s going to throw something. And then we' redl going to die.

He glanced up. Slowly and jerkily, gargoyle heads were appearing aong the gutters. No-one wanted to
missagood fight.

Carrot nodded at the two trolls.
They'd got lichen dl over them, Colon noticed.

“It' sBlugiohn and Bauxite, isn't it?” said Carrot.



Blugohn, despite himsdf, nodded. Bauxite was tougher, and merely glared.

“You'rejust the sort | waslooking for,” Carrot went on.

Colon gripped hishdmet like asize #10 limpet trying to crawl up into asize#1 shell. Bauxitewas an
avdanchewith feet.

“You're conscripted,” said Carrot.

Colon peeked out from under the brim.

“Report to Corporal Nobbsfor your weapons. Lance-Constable Detritus will administer the oath.” He

stood back. “Welcome to the Citizens Watch. Remember, every lance-constable has afieldmarsha’s
baton in his knapsack.”

Thetrolls hadn’'t moved.

“Ain’t gonnabeinnaWetch,” said Bauxite.

“Officer materia if ever | saw it,” said Carrot.

“Hey, you can't put them in the Watch!” shouted a dwarf from the crowd.

“Why, hello, Mr Stronginthearm,” said Carrot. “Good to see community leaders here. Why can't they
beinthemilitia?”

All thetrollslistened intently. Stronginthearm redlized that he was suddenly the centre of attention, and
hesitated.

“Wadll . . . you veonly got the one dwarf, for onething . ..” he began.

“I'madwarf,” said Carrot, “technicaly.”

Stronginthearm looked alittle nervous. The wholeissue of Carrot's keenly embraced dwarfishnesswas
adifficult one for the more paliticaly minded dwarfs.

“You'reabit big,” hesaid lamely.
“Big?What's Size got to do with being adwarf?’ Carrot demanded.

“Um. . .alot?” whispered Cuddy.

“Good point,” said Carrot. “ That'sagood point.” He scanned the faces. “Right. We need some honest,
law-abiding dwarfs. . . you there. ..

“Me?’ sad an unwary dwarf.
“Have you got any previous convictions?’

“Well, | dunno . . . | supposel used to believe very firmly that a penny saved isapenny earned—"



“Good. And I'll take.. . . youtwo . . . and you. Four more dwarfs, yes? Can’'t complain about that, en?’
“Ain’'t gonnabeinnaWatch,” said Bauxite again, but uncertainty modulated histone.

“Youtrollscan't leave now,” said Detritus. “ Otherwise, too many dwarfs. That’ snumbers, that is”

“I'm not joining any Watch!” said adwarf.

“Not man enough, en?’ said Cuddy.

“What?1’m as good as any bloody troll any day!”

“Right, that’ s sorted out then,” said Carrot, rubbing his hands together. * Acting-Constable Cuddy?’
“Sr?’

“Hey,” sad Detritus, “how come he suddenly full constable?’

“Since hewasin charge of the dwarf recruits,” said Carrot. “ And you' rein charge of thetroll recruits,
Acting-Congtable Detritus.”

“I full acting-congtable in charge of thetroll recruits?’

“Of course. Now, if you would step out of the way, Lance-Congtable Bauxite—"

Behind Carrot, Detritus drew abig proud breath.

“Ain't gonna—"

“Lance-Congtable Bauxite! Y ou horrible big troll! Y ou standing up straight! Y ou saluting right now! Y ou
stepping out of the way of Corporal Carrot! Y ou two troll, you come here! Wurn . . . two-er . . . tree. .
. four-er! You inthe Watch now! Aaargh, | cannot believe it what my eyeit seeing! Where you from,
Bauxite?’

“Sice Mountain, but—"

“SiceMountain! Sice Mountain? Only . ..” Detrituslooked at hisfingersfor amoment, and rammed
them behind his back. “Only two-er things come from Slice Mountain! Rocks...an’ ...an" ...” he
struck out wildly, “other sortsarocks! What kindyou, Bauxite?’

“What the hdl’ sgoing on here?’

The Watch House door had opened. Captain Quirke emerged, sword in hand.

“You two horribletroll! You raise your hand right now, you repeat troll oath—"

“Ah, captain,” said Carrot. “ Can we have aword?’

“You'reinred trouble Corporal Garret,” snarled Quirke. “Who do you think you are?’



“Iwill do what | told—’

“Don’'twanna beinna—"

Wham!

“I will do what | told—"

“Just the man on the spot, captain,” said Carrot cheerfully.

“Well, man on the spot, I'm the senior officer here, and you can damn well—”

“Interesting point,” said Carrot. He produced his black book. “1’m relieving you of your command.”
“—otherwise | get my goohuloog head kicked in.”

“—otherwise | get my goohuloog head kicked in.”

“Wha—"? Areyou mad?’

“No, gr, but I'm choosing to believe that you are. There are regulations laid down for this eventudlity.”

“Where isyour authority?’ Quirke stared at the crowd. “Hah! | suppose you'll say thisarmed mobiis
your authority, en?

Carrot looked shocked.

“No. The Laws and Ordinances of Ankh-Morpork, gr. It'sal down here. Can you tell me what
evidence you have againg the prisoner Coadface?’

“That damntrall?1t' satroll!”
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Quirke looked around.

“Look, I don't haveto tell you with everyone here—"

“Asamatter of fact, according to therules, you do. That'swhy it’s caled evidence. It means“that
whichisseen”.”

“Ligten!” hissed Quirke, leaning towards Carrot. “He satroll. He sas guilty ashell of something. They
al agl”

Carrot smiled brightly.

Colon had cometo know that smile. Carrot’ s face seemed to go waxy and glisten when he smiled like
thet.

“And so you locked him up?’



“Right!”

“Oh. | see. | understand now.”

Carrot turned away.

“I don’t know what you think you' re—" Quirke began.

People hardly saw Carrot move. Therewasjust ablur, a sound like asteak being thumped on adab,
and the captain wasflat on the cobbles.

A couple of members of the Day Watch appeared cautioudy in the doorway.

Everyone became aware of arattling noise. Nobby was spinning the morningstar round and round on the
end of its chain, except that because the spiky ball was avery heavy spiky ball, and because the
difference between Nobby and a dwarf was speciesrather than height, it was more a case of both of
them orbiting around each other. If helet go, it was an even chance that the target would be hit by a
spiky ball or an unexploded Corpora Nobbs. Neither prospect pleased.

“Tut it down, Nobby,” hissed Colon, “1 don't think they’ re going to maketrouble. . .”

“I can't let go, Fred!”

Carrot sucked his knuckles.

“Do you think that comes under the heading of * minimum necessary force’, sergeant?’ he asked. He
appeared to be genuindy worried.

“Fred! Fred! What'll | do?’

Nobby was aterrified blur. When you are swinging aspiky bal on achain, the only redigtic option isto
keep moving. Standing still isan interesting but brief demon- stration of aspird in action.

“Ishedill breathing?’ said Colon.

“Oh, yes. | pulled the punch.”

* Sounds minimum enough to me, sir,” said Colon loyaly.
“Fredddd!”

Carrot reached out absent-mindedly as the morning-star rocketed past and caught it by the chain. Then
hethrew it againgt thewall, whereit stuck.

“Y ou men in therein the Watch House,” he said, “come out now.”
Five men emerged, edging cautioudy around the prone captain.
“Good. Now go and get Coalface.”

“Er...hesinabit of abad temper, Corpora Carrot.”



“On account of being chained to thefloor,” volunteered another guard.

“Wdl, now,” said Carrot. “Thething is, he'sgoing to be unchained right now.” The men shuffled their
feet nervoudy, possibly remembering an old proverb that fitted the occasion very well.[26] Carrot
nodded. “I won’'t askyou to do it, but I might suggest you take sometime off,” he said.
“Quirmisvery nice at thistime of year,” said Sergeant Colon helpfully. “They’vegot aflora clock.”
“Er...dnceyou mentionit. .. I'vegot somesick leave coming up,” one of them said.

“| should think that’ s very probable, if you hang around,” said Carrot.

They sdled off asfast as decency dlowed. The crowd hardly paid them any attention. Therewas still a
lot more mileage in watching Carrot.

“Right,” said Carrot. “ Detritus, you take some men and go and bring out the prisoner.”

“I don’'t seewhy—"* adwarf began.

“Y ou shut up, you horrible man,” said Detritus, drunk with power.

Y ou could have heard a guillotine drop.

In the crowd, anumber of different-sized knobbly hands gripped a variety of concealed weapons.
Everyonelooked at Carrot.

That was the strange thing, Colon remembered later. Everyone looked at Carrot.

Gaspode sniffed alamp-post.

“| see Three-legged Shep hasbeeniill again,” he said * And old Willy the Pup is back in town.”

To adog, awdl-placed hitching post or lamp isasocia caendar.

“Where arewe?’ said Angua Foul Ole Ron' strail was hard to follow. There were so many other
sndls

“Somewherein the Shades,” said Gaspode. “ Sweethear Lane, smellslike.” He snuffled acrossthe
ground. “Ah hereheisagain, thelittle. . .”

“‘ullo, Gaspode. . .”
It was adeep, hoarse voice, akind of whisper wit? sand init. It came from somewherein an dley.
“‘0’'syer fwiend, Gaspode?”

Therewas asnigger.

“Ah,” said Gaspode. “Uh. Hi, guys.”



Two dogs emerged from the alley. They were huge. Their species was indeterminate. One of them was
jet black and looked like apit bull terrier crossed with amincing machine. The other . . . the other looked
like adog whose name was amogt certainly ‘ Butch’. Both sop and bottom set of fangs had grown so
large that he appeared to be looking at the world through bars. He was aso bow-legged, dthough it

would probably be atad if not termina move for anyone to comment on. Gaspode' stail vibrated
nervoudy.

“These are my friends Black Roger and —’
“Butch?’ suggested Angua.
“How did you know that?’
“A lucky guess,” said Angua.
The two big dogs had moved around so that they were e either side of them.
“Wdl, well, well,” said Black Roger. “Whao'sthis, then?’
“Angua,” said Gaspode. “Shesa—"
“— wolfhound,” said Angua.
The two dogs paced around them hungrily.
“Big Fido know about her?’ said Black Roger.
“l was just —"* Gaspode began.
“Wadl, now,” said Black Roger, “I reckon you' d be wanting to come with us. Guild night tonight.”
“Sure, sure,” said Gaspode. “No problem there.”
| could certainly manage either of them, Anguathought. But not both at once.
Being awerewolf meant having the dexterity and jaw power to instantly rip out aman’sjugular. It wasa

trick of her father’ sthat had aways annoyed her mother, especialy when he did it just before medls. But
Anguahad never been ableto bring hersdf to do it. She' d preferred the vegetarian option.

“ ‘ullo,” said Butch, in her ear.

“Don’t you worry about anything,” moaned Gaspode. “Mean’ Big Fido . . . we'relikethat.”
“What' re you trying to do? Cross your claws? | didn’t know dogs could do that.”

“Wecan't,” said Gaspode miserably.

Other dogs dunk out of the shadows as the two of them were haf led, half driven adong byways that

weren't even dleys any more, just gaps between walls. They opened out eventuadly into abare areg,
nothing more than alarge light well for the buildings around it. Therewasavery large barre onitssidein



one corner, with aragged bit of blanket iniit. A variety of dogswerewaiting around in front of it, looking
expectant; some of them had only one eye, some of them had only one ear, dl of them had scars, and dll
of them had teth.

“You,” sad Black Roger, “walit here.”

“Do not twy to wun away,” said Butch, “ * cos having your intestines chewed often offends.”
Angualowered her head to Gaspode level. Thelittle dog was shaking.

“What have you got meinto?’ she growled. “ Thisisthe dog Guild, right? A pack of strays?’

“Shsssh! Don't say that! These aren'tstrays. Oh, blimey.” Gaspode glanced around. “Y ou don’t just get

any hound in the Guild. Oh, dear me, no. These are dogs that have been . . .” helowered hisvoice, “. . .
e ... bad dogs.”

“Bad dogs?’

“Bad dogs. Y ou naughty boy. Give him asmack. Y ou bad dog,” muttered Gaspode, like some horrible
litany. “ Every dog you see here, right, every dog . . . run away. Run away from his or her actua owner.”

“Isthet dl?”

“All?All ? Well. Of course. You ain't exactly adog. Y ou wouldn’'t understand. Y ou wouldn't know
what it waslike. But Big Fido . . . hetold ‘em. Throw off your choke chains, he said. Bite the hand that
feeds you. Rise up and howl. He gave ‘em pride,” said Gaspode, his voice amixture of fear and
fascination, “Hetold ‘em. Any dog he finds not bein’ afree spirit —that dog isadead dog. Hekilled a
Dobermann last week, just for wagging histail when ahuman went past.”

Angualooked at some of the other dogs. They were dl unkempt. They were aso, in astrange way,
un-doglike. Therewas asmall and rather dainty white poodie that still just about had the overgrown
remains of its poodle cut, and alapdog with the tattered remains of atartan jacket still hanging fromiits
shoulder. But they weren’t milling around, or squabbling. They had auniform intent look that she' d seen
before, dthough never on dogs.

Gaspode was clearly trembling now. Angua dunk over to the poodle. It sill had adiamante collar visble
under the crusty fur.

“ThisBig Fido,” shesaid, “is he some kind of wolf, or what?’

“Spiritudly, dl dogsarewolves,” said the poodle, “but cynicaly and crudly severed from their true
destiny by the manipulations of so-caled humanity.”

It sounded like aquote. “Big Fido said that?’” Angua hazarded.

The poodle turned its head. For the first time she saw its eyes. They were red, and as mad as hell.
Anything with eyeslike that could kill anything it wanted because madness, true madness, can drive afist
through a plank.

“Yes” sad Big Fido.



He had been anormal dog. He d begged, and rolled over, and hedled, and fetched. Every night he'd
been taken for awalk.

There was no flash of light when It happened. He' d just been lying in his basket one night and he'd
thought about his name, which was Fido, and the name on the basket, which was Fido. And he thought
about his blanket with Fido on it, and his bowl with Fido on it, and above al he brooded on the collar
with Fido on it, and something somewhere degp in hisbrain had gone ‘click’ and he' d eaten his blanket,
savaged his owner and dived out through the kitchen window. In the street outside alabrador four times
the size of Fido had sniggered at the collar, and thirty seconds|ater had fled, whimpering.

That had just been the start.

The dog hierarchy was a smple matter. Fido had smply asked around, generaly in amuffled voice
because he had someone’ sleg in hisjaws, until he located the leader of the largest gang of fera dogsin
the city. People—that is, dogs -till talked about the fight between Fido and Barking Mad Arthur, a
rottweiler with one eye and avery bad temper. But most animals don't fight to the death, only to the
defeat, and Fido wasimpossible to defegt; he was smply avery small fast killing streek with acollar.

He' d hung on to bits of Barking Mad Arthur until Barking Mad Arthur had givenin, and then to his
amazement Fido had killed him. There was something inexplicably determined about the dog —you could
have sandblasted him for five minutes and what was I eft still wouldn't have given up andyou’ d better not
turn your back on it.

Because Big Fido had a dream.

“Isthere aproblem?’ said Carrot.

“Thettroll insulted thatdwarf,” said Stronginthearm the dwarf.

“I heard Acting-Constable Detritus give an order to Lance-Congtable . . . Hrolf Pyjama,” said Carrot.
“What about it?’

“He satroll!”

“Wel?

“Heinsulted adwarf!”

“Actudly, it satechnica milit'ry term—* said Sergeant Colon.

“That damn troll just happened to save my life today,” shouted Cuddy.

“Whet for?’

“What for?What for? ‘ Cosit was my life, that’swhat for! | happen to be very attached to it!”
“| didn’'t mean—"

“Y ou just shut up, Abba Stronginthearm! What do you know about anything, you civilian! Why're you
S0 supid? Aargh! I’ m too short for this shit!”

A shadow loomed in the doorway. Coalface was abasically horizonta shape, a dark mass of fracture



lines and sheer surfaces. His eyes gleamed red and suspicious.
“Now you'reletting it go!” moaned adwarf.

“Thisis because we have no reason to keep him locked up,” said Carrot. “Whoever killed Mr
Hammerhock was smal enough to get through adwarf’s doorway. A troll his size couldn’t manage that.”

“But everyone knows he’ sabad troll!” shouted Stronginthearm.
“I never done nuffin,” said Codface.

“You can't turn him loose now, sir,” hissed Colon. “They’ |l set on him!”
“I never done nuffin.”

“Good point, sergeant. Acting-Constable Detritus!”

“Sr?

“Volunteer him.”

“I never done nuffin.”

“You can't do that!” shouted the dwarf.

“Ain’'t gonnabein no Watch,” growled Coaface.

Carrot leaned towards him. “There’ sa hundred dwarfs over there. With great big axes,” he whispered.
Codface blinked.

“I'll join.”

“Swear himin, acting-congtable.”

“Permission to enrol another dwarf, Sr? To maintain parity?’
“Go ahead, Acting-Constable Cuddy.”

Carrot removed his helmet and wiped hisforehead.

“I think that’ s about it, then,” he said.

The crowd stared a him.

He smiled brightly.

“No-one hasto stay here unlessthey want to,” he said.

“| never done nuffin.”



“Yes...but...look,” said Stronginthearm. “If hedidn’t kill old Hammerhock, who did?’

“I never done nuffin.”

“Our inquiries are proceeding.”

“Y ou don't know!”

“But I’'m finding out.”

“Oh, yes? And when, pray, will youknow?”

“Tomorrow.”

The dwarf hesitated.

“All right, then,” he said, with extreme reluctance. “ Tomorrow. But it had betterbe tomorrow.”
“All right,” said Carrot.

The crowd dispersed, or a least spread out a bit. Trolls, dwarfs and humans dike, an Ankh-Morpork
citizen is never keen on moving on if there' s some street theetre | eft.

Acting-Constable Detritus, his chest so swollen with pride and pomposity that his knuckles barely
touched the ground, reviewed histroops.

“You listen up, you horribletrolldl”

He paused, while the next thoughts shuffled into position.

“Y ou listen up good right now! Y ou in the Watch, boy! 1t ajob with opportunity!” said Detritus. “1 only
been doin’ it ten minute and aready | get promoted! Also got education and training for agood jobin
Civilian Street!

“Thisyour clubwithanail init. You will egt it. Y ou will degp onit! When Detritus say Jump, you say . .
. what colour! We goin’ to do this by the numbersl And | got lotsa numbers!”

“I never done nuffin.”

“Y ou Coaface, you smarten up, you got afield-marshd’s button in your knapsack!”

“Never took nuffin, neither.”

“Y ou get down now and give me thirty-two! No! Make it sixty-four!”

Sergeant Colon pinched the bridge of hisnose. We' re dive, he thought. A troll insulted adwarf in front
of alot of other dwarfs. Codface. . . | mean,Coalface, | mean, Detritusis Mr Clean by comparison. . .
isfree and now he' saguard. Carrot laid out Mayonnaise. Carrot’ssaid we'll sort it al out by tomorrow,

and it sdark dready. But we'redive,

Corpora Carrot isacrazy man.



Hark at them dogs. Everyon€e son edge, in this hest.

Angua listened to the other dogs howling, and thought about wolves.

She' d run with the pack afew times, and knew about wolves. These dogsweren’t wolves. Wolveswere
peaceful creatures, on thewhole, and fairly smple. Cometo think of it, the leader of the pack had been
rather like Carrot. Carrot fitted into the city in the same way he' d fitted into the high forests.

Dogs were brighter than wolves. Wolves didn’tneed intelligence. They had other things. But dogs. . .
they’ d been given intelligence by humans. Whether they wanted it or not. They were certainly more
viciousthan wolves. They' d got that from humans, too.

Big Fido wasforging hisband of straysinto what the ignorant thought awolf pack was. A kind of furry
killing machine.

She looked around.

Big dogs, little dogs, fat dogs, skinny dogs. They were dl watching, bright-eyed, as the poodle talked.
About Dedtiny.

About Discipline.

About the Natura Superiority of the Canine Race,

About Wolves. Only Big Fido’ s vision of wolves weren't wolves as Angua knew them. They were
bigger, fiercer, wiser, the wolves of Big Fido'sdream. They were Kings of the Forest, Terrors of the
Night. They had names like Quickfang and Silverback. They were what every dog should aspireto.
Big Fido had approved of Angua. She looked very much like awolf, he said.

They dl listened, totally entranced, to asmal dog who farted nervoudy while he talked and told them
that the natura shape for adog wasawholelot bigger. Anguawould have laughed, wereit not for the
fact that she doubted very much if she'd get out of there dive.

And then she watched what happened to asmal rat-like mongrel which was dragged into the centre of

the circle by acouple of terriers and accused of fetching astick. Not even wolves didthat to other
wolves. There was no code of wolf behaviour. There didn’t need to be. Wolves didn’t need rules about

being wolves.
When the execution was over, she found Gaspode Sitting in acorner and trying to be unobtrusive.
“Will they chase usif we snegk off now?’ shesad.

“Don’t think so. Meseting' sover, see?’

“Comeon, then.”



They sauntered into an aley and, when they were sure they hadn’t been noticed, ran like hell.

“Good grief,” said Angua, when they had put severd streets between them and the crowd of dogs.
“He smad, isn't he?’

“No, mad' swhen you froth at the mouf,” said Gaspode. “He' sinsane. That’ swhen you froth at the
brain.”

“All that stuff about wolves—"
“1 suppose adog’ sgot aright to dream,” said Gaspode.
“But wolvesaren't like that! They don’t even have names!”

“Everyone sgot aname.”

“Wolves haven't. Why should they? They know who they are, and they know who the rest of the pack

are. It'sdl . .. animage. Smell and fed and shape. Wolves don’'t even have aword for wolves! It'snot
like that. Names are human things.”

“Dogs have got names.|’ ve got aname. Gaspode. “S my name,” said Gaspode, a shade sullenly.

“Wdl ...l can'texplanwhy,” said Angua. “But wolves don’t have names.”

The moon was high now, in asky as black asacup of coffeethat wasn't very black at all.

Itslight turned the city into anetwork of slver lines and shadows.

Once upon atime the Tower of Art had been the centre of the city, but cities tend to migrate gently with

time and Ankh-Morpork’ s centre was now severa hundred yards away. The tower still dominated the

city, though;, its black shape reared againgt the evening sky, contriving to look blacker than mere
shadows would suggest.

Hardly anyone ever looked at the Tower of Art, becauseit was dwaysthere. It wasjust athing. People
hardly ever ook at familiar things.

Therewasavery fantclink of meta on stone. For amoment, anyone close to the tower and looking in

exactly the right place might have fancied that a patch of even blacker darknesswas dowly but
inexorably moving towards the top.

For amoment, the moonlight caught adim meta tube, dung acrossthe figure' sback. Then it swung into
shadow again asit climbed onwards.

Thewindow was resolutely shut.
“But she dwaysleavesit open,” Anguawhined
“Must have shut it tonight,” said Gaspode. “ There salot of strange people about.”

“But sheknows about strange people,” said Angua. “Mogt of them livein her house!”



“You'll just have to change back to human and smash the window.’
“| can’t do that! I’d be naked!”

“Wéll, you're naked now, an't you?’

“But I'mawolf! That'sdifferent!”

“I've never worn anything in my wholelife. It’s never botheredme.”

“The Watch House,” muttered Angua. “Ther€ || be something at the Watch House. Spare chainmail, at
least. A sheet or something. And the door doesn’t shut properly. Come on.”

Shetrotted off aong the street, with Gaspode whimpering along behind her.

Someone was sSinging.

“Blimey,” said Gaspode, “look at that.”

Four Watchmen dogged past. Two dwarfs, two trolls. Anguarecognized Detritus.
“Hut, hut, hut! Y ou without doubt the horriblest recruits| ever see! Pick up them feet!”
“I never done nuffin!”

“Now you doin somefin for thefirgt timein your horriblelife, Lance-Constable Codface! It amanlifein
the Watch!”

The squad rounded the corner.

“What' sbeen going on?’ said Angua.

“Search me. | might know moreif one of ‘em stopsfor awiddle.”

Therewasasmall crowd around the Watch House in Pseudopolis Y ard. They seemed to be
Watchmen, too. Sergeant Colon was standing under aflickering lamp, scribbling on his clipboard and
talking to asmall man with alarge moustache.

“And your name, mister?’

“SILAS CUMBERBATCH!”

“Didn’t you used to be town crier?’

“THAT SRIGHT!”

“Right. Give him his shilling. Acting-Constable Cuddy? One for your squad.”

“WHO'SACTING-CONSTABLE CUDDY 7’ said Cumberbatch.

“Down here, miger.”



The man looked down.
“BUT YOU’'RE! A DWARF! | NEVER—"
“ Stand to attention when you' re talking to a super-ierierior officer!” Cuddy bellowed.

Ain't no dwarfsor trolls or humansin the Watch, see,” said Colon. “ Just Watchmen, see? That’ swhat
Corpora Carrot says. Of coursg, if you'd liketo be in Acting-Constable Detritus squad—"

“ILIKE DWARFS,” said Cumberbatch, hurriedly. “ALWAY SHAVE. NOT THAT THERE ARE
ANY IN THE WATCH, MIND,” he added, after barely a second’ s thought.

“You learn quick. You'll go along way inthisman’sarmy,” said Cuddy. “Y ou could have a
fiddd-marsha’ s bottom in your napkin any day now. AAAAasbbbb-wut tn! Hut, hut, hut—"

“Fifth volunteer so far,” said Colon to Corpora Nobbs, as Cuddy and his new recruit pounded off into
the darkness. “ Even the Dean a the University tried to join. Amazing.”

Angualooked at Gaspode, who shrugged.

“Detritusiscertainly clubbing ‘eminto line” said Colon. “ After ten minutesthey’ re putty in his hands.
Mind you,” he added, “ after ten minutes anything' s putty in them hands. Reminds me of the drill sergeant
we had when | wasfirgt inthearmy.”

“Tough, was he?’ said Nobby, lighting a cigarette.

“Tough? Tough? Blimey! Thirteen weeks of pure misery, that was! Ten-mile run every morning, up to
our necksin muck haf thetime, and him yeling ablue streak and cussin’ usevery living moment! One
time he made me stay up dl night cleaning the lawies with atoothbrush! He d hit uswith aspiky stick to
get usout of bed! We had to jump through hoops for that man, we hated his damn guts, we' d have stuck
oneon himif any of us had the nerve but, of course, none of usdid. He put us through three months of
living death. But . . . y’know . . . after the passing-out parade. . . uslooking a ourselvesdl in our new

uniformsan’ dl, red soldiersat last, seein’ what we' d become. . . wel, we saw himin the bar and, well .
..l dontmindtdlingyou...”

The dogs watched Colon wipe away the suspicion of atear.

“...Meand Tonker Jackson and Hoggy Spudswaited for him in the dley and beat seven kinds of hdll
out of him, it took three days for my knucklesto heal.” Colon blew hisnose. “Happy days. . . Fancy a
boiled sweet, Nobby?’

“Don’'t mind if | do, Fred.”

“Giveoneto thelittle dog,” said Gaspode. Colon did, and then wondered why.

“See?’ said Gaspode, crunching it up in hisdreadful teeth. “I’m brilliant. Brilliant.”

“You'd better pray Big Fido doesn't find out,” said Angua.

“Nah. Hewon't touch me. | worry him. I’ ve got the Power.” He scratched an ear vigoroudly. “L ook,



you don't have to go back in there, we could go and—"
“No.”
“Story of my life,” said Gaspode. “ There' s Gaspode. Give him akick.”
“I thought you had this big happy family to go back to.” said Angua, as she pushed open the door.

“Eh?Oh, yes. Right,” said Gaspode hurriedly. “Yes. But | like my, sort of, independence. | could stroll
back home like a shot, any time | wanted.”

Angua bounded up the stairs, and clawed open the nearest door.

It was Carrot’ s bedroom. The smell of him, akind of golden-pink colour, filled it from edge to edge.
There was adrawing of adwarf mine carefully pinned to one wall. Another held alarge sheet of cheap
paper on which had been drawn, in careful pencil line, with many crossings-out and smudges, amap of
thecity.

In front of the window, where a conscientious person would put it to take as much advantage as
possible of the available light so’s not to have to waste too many of the city’ s candles, wasasmall table.
There was some paper on it, and ajar of pencils. There was an old chair, too; a piece of paper had been
folded up and wedged under awobbly leg.

And that, gpart from a clothes chest, wasit. It reminded her of Vimes room. Thiswas a place where
someone cameto deep, not to live.

Anguawondered if there was ever atime when anyone in the Watch wasever, redly, off duty. She
couldn’t imagine Sergeant Colon in civilian clothes. When you were aWatchman, you were a Watchman
all the time, which wasabit of abargain for the city snceit only paid you to be a Watchman for ten
hours of every day.

“All right,” shesaid. “I can use a sheet off the bed. Y ou shut your eyes.”

“Why?" said Gaspode.

“For decency’ s sake!l”

Gaspode looked blank. Then he said, “Oh, | getit. Yes, | can see your point, def’ nitely. Dear me, you
can't have melooking at a naked woman, oh no. Oggling. Gettin’ ideas. Deary deary me.”

“Y ou know what | mean!”

“Can't say | do. Can’t say | do. Clothing has never been what you might cal athingy of dog
wossname.” Gaspode scratched his ear. “ Two metasyntactic variables there. Sorry.”

“It’ sdifferent with you. Y ou know what | am. Anyway, dogs are naturally naked.”
“S0’'re humans—’

Angua changed.



Gaspode' s ear flattened againgt his head. Despite himself, he whimpered.

Angua stretched.

“Y ou know thewordt bit?” shesaid. “It'smy hair. Y ou can hardly get the tangles out. And my feet are
covered inmud.”

She tugged a sheet off the bed and draped it around herself as a makeshift toga.
“There,” she said, “you see worse on the Street every day. Gaspode?’
“What?’

“Y ou can open your eyes now.”

Gaspode blinked. Anguain both shapes was OK to look at, but the second or two in between, asthe
morphic signd hunted between stations, was not asight you wished to see on afull ssomach.

“I thought you rolled around on the floor grunting and growing hair and stretching,” he whimpered.
Angua peered & her hair in the mirror while her night vision lasted.

“Whatever for?’

“Does. . . dl that stuff . . . hurt?’

“It'sabit like awhole-body sneeze. Y ou’ d think he' d have a comb, wouldn’t you? | mean, acomb?
Everyone' sgot acomb . . .”

“Aredly...big...sneeze?
“Even aclothes brush would be something.”

They froze asthe door cresked open.

Carrot walked in. He didn’t notice them in the gloom, but trudged to the table. Therewas aflareand a
reek of sulphur as helit first amatch and then acandle.

He removed his helmet, and then sagged asif he' d finally alowed aweight to drop on his shoulders.
They heard him say: “It can’'t beright!”

“What can’t?’ said Angua.

Carrot spun around.

“What' re you doing here?’

“Y our uniform got stolen while you were spying in the Assassins Guild,” Gaspode prompted.



“My uniform got solen,” said Angua, “while | wasinthe Assassins Guild. Spying.” Carrot was il
saring at her. “ There was some old bloke who kept muttering al thetime,” she went on desperately.

“Buggrit? Millennium hand and shrimp?’
“Yes that'sright—"

“Foul OleRon.” Carrot Sighed. “Probably sold it for adrink. I know where he lives, though. Remind me
to go and have aword with him when I’ ve got time.”

“You don't want to ask her what she was wearing when she wasin the Guild,” said Gaspode, who had
crept under the bed.

“Shut up!” said Angua.

“What?" said Carrot.

“I found out about the room,” said Anguaquickly. “ Someone caled—"

“Edward d’ Eath?’ said Carrot, sitting down on the bed. The ancient springs wentgroing-groing-grink.

“How did you know that?’

“I think d’ Eath stole the gonne. | think he killed Beano. But . . . Assassinskilling without being paid?It's
worse than dwarfs and toals. It’ sworse than clowns and faces. | hear Crucesisreally upset. HE sgot
Assassinslooking for the boy dl over thecity.”

“Oh. Well. I'd hate to be in Edward’ s shoes when they find him.”

“I’d hate to be in his shoes now. And | know where they are, you see. They’re on his poor feet. And
they're dead.”

“The Assassns have found him, then?
“No. Someone else did. And then Cuddy and Detritus did. If I'm any judge, he's been dead for several
days. You see? That can't beright! But | rubbed the Beano make-up off and took off the red nose, and

it was definitely him. And thewig' stheright kind of red hair. He must have gone straight to
Hammerhock.”

“But . . . someone shot at Detritus.And killed the beggar girl.”

“yes”
Angua sat down beside him.

And it couldn’t have been Edward . . .~

“Hah!” Carrot undid his breastplate and pulled off hismail shirt.

“So we' relooking for someonedse. A third man.”



“But there sno clues! There' sjust some man with agonne! Somewherein the city! Anywhere! AndI’'m
bred!”

The springswentglink again as Carrot stood up and staggered over to the chair and table. He sat down,
pulled a piece of paper towards him, ingpected a pencil, sharpened it on his sword and, after amoment’s
thought, began to write.

Anguawatched him in slence. Carrot had ashort-deeved lesther vest under hismail. Therewasa
birthmark at the top of hisleft arm. 1t was crown-shaped.

“Areyou writing it al down, like Captain Vimesdid?’ she said, after awhile.
“No.”

“Whatare you doing, then?’

“I"mwriting to my mum and dad.”

“Redly?’

“I dwayswriteto my mum and dad. | promised them. Anyway, it heps methink. | dwayswrite |etters
home when I’'m thinking. My dad sends me lots of good advice, too.”

There was awooden box in front of Carrot. Letters were stacked init. Carrot’ sfather had been in the
habit of replying to Carrot on the back of Carrot’s own letters, because paper was hard to come by at
the bottom of adwarf mine.

“What kind of good advice?’

“About mining, usudly. Moving rocks. Y ou know. Propping and shoring. Y ou can't get thingswrongin
amine. Y ou haveto do thingsright.”

His pencil scritched on the paper.

The door was il gar, but there was atentative tap on it which said, in akind of metaphorical morse
code, that the tapper could see very well that Carrot wasin his room with a scantily clad woman and was

trying to knock without actualy being heard.

Sergeant Colon coughed. The cough had aleer init.

“Yes, sergeant?’ said Carrot, without looking around.

“What do you want meto do next, sir?’

“Send them out in squads, sergeant. At least one human, one dwarf and onetroll in each.”
“Yessr. What'll they bedoing, Sir?’

“They’ll bebeing visible, sergeant.”

“Right, sr. Sir? One of the volunteersjust now . . . it sMr Bleakley, sr. From EIm Street?He' sa



vampire, well. technic'ly, but he works up at the daughterhouse so it’ s not really—"
“Thank him very much and send him home, sergeant.”
Colon glanced at Angua.

“Yessr. Right,” he said rluctantly. “But hel snot aproblem, it’sjust that he needs these extra
homogoblinsin hisbio—"

“No!”

“Right. Fine. I'll, er, I'll tell him to go away, then.”
Colon shut the door. Thehinge leered.

“They cdl you gr,” said Angua. “Do you notice that?”’

“I know. It' s not right. People ought to think for themsalves, Captain Vimes says. The problemiis,
people only think for themsdlvesif you tell them to. How do you spdll * eventudity” 7’

“l don't.”

“OK.” Carrot ill didn’t look around. “We Il hold the city together through the rest of the night, | think.
Everyone' s seen sense”

No they haven't, said Anguain the privacy of her own head. They’ ve seen you. It’ slike hypnotism.

Peoplelive your vison. Y ou-dream, just like Big Fido, only he dreamed a nightmare and you dream for
everyone. You redly think everyoneisbasicdly nice. Just for amoment, whilethey are near you,
everyone e se bdievesit too.

From somewhere outside came the sound of marching knuckles. Detritus' troop was making another
carcuit.

Oh, well. He' s got to know sooner or later . . .
“Carrot?’
“Hmm?’

“Youknow . . . when Cuddy and thetroll and me pined the Watch —well, you know why it was us
three, don't you?’

“Of course. Minority group representation. Onetroll, one dwarf, one woman.”

“Ah.” Anguahesitated. It was till moonlight outside. She could tell him, run downstairs, Change and be
well outside the city by dawn. She’ d haveto do it. She was an expert at running away from cities.

“It wasn't exactly likethat,” she said. “Y ou see, there' salot of undead in the city and the Patrician
ingsted that—"



“Give her akiss,” said Gaspode, from under the bed.

Anguafroze. Carrot’ sface took on the usua vaguely puzzled look of someone whose ears have just
heard what their brain is programmed to believe doesn’t exist. He began to blush.

“Gaspode!” snapped Angua, dropping into Canine.

“1 know what I'm doin’. A Man, aWoman. Itis Fate,” said Gaspode.
Angua stood up. Carrot shot up too, so fast that his chair fell over.

“I must begoing,” shesaid.

“Um. Don't go—"

“Now you just reach out,” said Gaspode.

It'd never work, Anguatold hersdlf. It never does. Werewolves have to hang around with other
werewolves, they’ re the only oneswhounderstand . . .

But...
Ontheother hand. . . since she‘d haveto run anyway . . .

She held up afinger.

“Just one moment,” she said brightly and, in one movement, reached under the bed and pulled out
Gaspode by the scruff of his neck.

“You need me!” the dog whimpered, as he was carried to the door. “1 mean, what does he know? His
idea of agood timeis showing you the Colossus of Morpork! Put me—"

The door dammed. Angualeaned onit.

It'll end up just likeit did in Pseudopolis and Quirm and—
“Angua?’ said Carrot.

Sheturned.

“Don’'t say anything,” shesad. “And it might bedl right.”
After awhile the bedsprings wentglink.

And shortly after that, for Corporal Carrot, the Disc-world moved. And didn’'t even bother to stop to
cancel the bread and newspapers.

Corpora Carrot awoke around four am., that secret hour known only to the night people, such as
criminas, policemen and other misfits. Helay on hishalf of the narrow bed and stared at the wall.

It haddefinitely been an interesting night.



Although he wasindeed smple, he wasn't stupid, and he' d aways been aware of what might be called
themechanics. He' d been acquainted with several young ladies, and had taken them on many
invigorating walks to see fascinating ironwork and interesting civic buildings until they’ d unaccountably
logt interest. HE d patrolled the Whore Pits often enough, athough Mrs PAm and the Guild of
Seamstresses were trying to persuade the Patrician to rename the area The Street of Negotiable
Affection. But he' d never seen them in rdation to himsdlf, had never been quite sure, asit were, where he
fittedin.

Thiswas probably not something he was going to write to his parents about. They dmost certainly
knew.

Hedid out of bed. The room was stifling hot with the curtains drawn.
Behind him, he heard Anguaroll over into the hollow left by hisbody.

Then, with both hands, and considerable vigour, he threw open the curtains and let in the round, white
light of the full moon.

Behind him, he thought he heerd Anguasigh in her deep.

There were thunderstorms out on the plain. Carrot could see lightning flashes stitching the horizon, and
he could smell rain. But the air of the city was gill and baking, dl the hotter for the distant prospect of
gorms.

The University’ s Tower of Art loomed in front of him. He saw it every day. It dominated haf the city.
Behind him, the bed wentglink.
“I think there’ sgoing to be—* he began, and turned.

Asheturned away, he missed the glint of moonlight on metal from the top of the tower.

Sergeant Colon sat on the bench outside the baking air of the Watch House.

There was a hammering noise from somewhere insde. Cuddy had come in ten minutes before with abag
of tools, acouple of hdmets and a determined expression. Colon was damned if he knew what thelittle
devil wasworking on.

He counted again, very dowly, ticking off names on his clipboard.

No doubt about it. The Night Watch had amost twenty members now. Maybe more. Detritus had gone
critical, and had sworn in afurther two men, another troll and awooden dummy from outside

Corksock’ s Natty Clothing Co.[27]1f thiswent on they’ d be able to open up the old Watch Houses near
the main gates, just like the old days.

He couldn’tremember when the Watch last had twenty men.

It hed all seemed agood ideaat thetime. It was certainly keeping the lid on things. But in the morning



the Patrician was going to get to hear about it, and demand to see the superior officer.

Now, Sergeant Colon was not entirely clear in his own mind whowas the superior officer at the moment.
Hefdt that it should be either Captain Vimes or, in some way he couldn’t quite define, Corporal Carrot.
But the captain wasn't around and Corpora Carrot was only acorporal, and Fred Colon had a dreadful
apprehension that when Lord Vetinari summoned someonein order to beironical at them and say things
like *Whao' sgoing to pay their wages, pray?” it would be him, Fred Colon, well and truly up the Ankh
without a paddie.

They were dso running out of ranks. There were only four ranks below the rank of sergeant. Nobby
was getting stroppy about anyone el se being promoted to corporal, so there was a certain amount of
career congestion taking place. Besides, some of the Watch had got it into their heads that the way you
got promoted was to conscript haf adozen other guards. At Detritus current rate of progress, he was
going to be High Supreme Mgor General by the end of the month.

And what madeit al strange wasthat Carrot was ill only a—

Colon looked up when he heard the tinkle of broken glass. Something golden and indistinct crashed
through an upper window, landed in the shadows and fled before he could make out what it was.

The Watch House door dammed open and Carrot emerged, sword in hand.
“Where dit go? Where d it go?’

“Dunno. Wheat the hdll wasit?’

Carrot stopped.

“Uh. Not sure,” hesaid.

“Carrot?’

“Sage?

“I should put some clothesoniif | wasyou, lad.”

Carrot stayed looking into the pre-dawn gloom.

“I mean, | turned around and there it was, and—"

Helooked down at the sword in hishand asif he hadn’t redlized that he was carrying it.
“Oh, damn!” he said.

He ran back to hisroom and grabbed his britches. As he struggled into them, he was suddenly aware of
athought in his head, clear asice.

Y ou are apillock, what are you? Picked up the sword automatically, didn’'t you? Did it al wrong! Now
she’ srun off and you' Il never see her again!

Heturned. A small grey dog was watching him intently from the doorway.



Shock like that, she might never Change back again said histhoughts. Who caresif she' sawerewolf?
That didn’t bother you until you knew! Incident’ly, any biscuits about your person could be usefully
thrown to the smal dog in the doorway, athough cometo think of it the chances of having abiscuit on
you right now are very smdl, so forget you ever thought it. Blimey, you redly messed that up, right?

.. thought Carrot.

“Woof woof,” said the dog.

Carrot’ sforehead wrinkled.

“It'syou, isn'tit?’ hesaid, pointing his sword.

“Me?Dogsdon’t talk,” said Gaspode, hurriedly. “Listen, | should know. lam one.”

“Y ou tell me where she’sgone. Right now! Or .. .”

“Yeah?Look,” sad Gaspode gloomily, “thefirst thing | remember in my life, right, thefirst thing, was
being thrown into the river in asack. With abrick. Me. | mean, | had wobbly legs and a humoroudy
insgde-out ear, | mean, | wasfluffy. OK, right, so it was the Ankh. OK, so | could walk ashore. But that
wasthe start, and it ain’'t never got much better, | mean, | walked ashoreinside the sack, dragging the
brick. It took me three daysto chew my way out. Go on. Threaten me.”

“Please?’ said Carrot.

Gaspode scratched his ear.

“Maybe | could track her down,” said Gaspode. “ Given the right, you know, encouragement.”

He waggled his eyebrows encouragingly.

“If you find her, I'll give you anything you want,” said Carrot.

“Oh,well. If. Right. Oh, yes. That'sdl very well, isif. What about something up front? Look at these
paws, hey? Wear and tear. And this nose does’t smell by itsdlf. It isafindy tuned instrument.”

“If you don't tart looking right away,” said Carrot, “1 will personaly—" He hesitated. He' d never been
crud toananimd inhislife,

“I'll turn the matter over to Corporal Nobbs,” he said.
“That'swhat | like,” said Gaspode hitterly. “Incentive.”

He presssed his blotchy nose to the ground. It was dl show, anyway. Angua sscent hung intheair likea
ranbow.

“You canredly tak?’ sad Carrot.

Gaspoderolled hiseyes.



“*Coursenot,” he said.
Thefigure had reached the top of the tower.

Lampsand candleswere dight dl over the city. It was spread out below him. Ten thousand little
earthbound stars . . . and he could turn off any one he wanted, just like that. It waslike being agod.

It was amazing how sounds were so audible up here. It waslike being agod. He could hear the howl of
dogs, the sound of voices. Occasionally one would be louder than the rest, rising up into the night sky.

Thiswas power. The power he had below, the power to say: do this, do that . . . that was just something
human, but this. . . thiswaslike being agod.

He pulled the gonneinto position, clicked arack of six bulletsinto position, and sighted at randomon a
light. And then on another one. And another one.

Heredlly shouldn't have let it shoot that beggar girl. That wasn't the plan. Guild leaders, that was poor
little Edward' s plan. Guild leaders, to start with. Leave the city leaderless and in turmoil, and then
confront hissilly candidate and say: Go forth and rule, it isyour destiny That was anold disease, that kind
of thinking. Y ou caught it from crowns, and silly stories. You believed . . . hah . . . you believed that
sometrick like, like pulling a sword from astone was somehow a qudification for kingly office. A sword
from a stone? The gonne was more magica thanthat. He lay down, stroked the gonne, and waited.

Day broke.

“I never touched nuffin,” said Codface, and turned over on hisdab.

Detritus hit him over the head with hisclub.

“Up you get, soldiers! Hand off rock and on with sock! It another beautiful day innaWatch!
Lance-Congtable Codface, on your fet, you horrible little man!”

Twenty minutes later a bleary-eyed Sergeant Colon surveyed the troops. They were dumped on the
benches, except for Acting-Constable Detritus, who was gtting bolt upright with an air of officid
hdpfulness.

“Right, men,” Colon began, “now, asyou—"

“Y ou men, you listen up good right now!” Detritus boomed.

“Thank you, Acting-Congtable Detritus,” said Colon weearily. “ Captain Vimesis getting married today.
WEe re going to provide aguard of honour. That’s what we aways used to do in the old dayswhen a
Watchman got wed. So | want helmets and breastplates bright and shiny. And cohorts gleaming. Not a
speck of muck . . . where' s Corpora Nobbs?’

There was adink as Acting-Congtable Detritus hand bounced off his new helmet.

“Hasn't been seen for hours, Sir!” he reported.

Colonrolled hiseyes.



“And some of youwill . .. Where' s Lance-Congtable Angua?’

Dink. “ No-on€ s seen her since last night, Sir.”

“All right. We got through the night, we' re going to get through the day. Corpora Carrot sayswe'reto
look sharp.”

Dink. “ Yes, ar!”
“Acting-Congtable Detritus?’
“Sr?

“What' sthat you’ ve got on your head?’
Dink. “ Acting-Constable Cuddy madeit for me, sir. Specia clockwork thinking helmet.”

Cuddy coughed. “These big bits are cooling fins, see? Painted black. | glommed a clockwork engine off
my cousin, and thisfan here blows air over—* He stopped when he saw Colon’ s expression.

“That’ swhat you' ve been working on al night, isit?’

“Yes, because | reckon troll brains get too—"

The sergeant waved him into silence.

“So we' ve got aclockwork soldier, have we?” said Colon. “We' reareal modd army, we are.”

Gaspode was geographically embarrassed. He knew where he was, more or less. He was somewhere
beyond the Shades, in the network of dock basins and cattle-yards. Even though he thought of the whole
city asbelonging to him, thiswasn’t histerritory. There were rats here amost as big as hewas, and he
was basically asort of terrier shape, and Ankh-Morpork rats were intelligent enough to recognizeiit.

He' d also been kicked by two horses and amost run over by acart. And he' d lost the scent. She'd
doubled back and forth and used rooftops and crossed the river afew times. Werewolves were
inginctively good at avoiding pursuit; after dl, the surviving ones were descendants of those who could
outrun an angry mob. Those whocouldn’t outwit amob never had descendants, or even graves.

Severa times the scent petered out at awall or alow-roofed hut, and Gaspode would limp around in
crclesuntil hefound it again.

Random thoughts wavered in his schizophrenic doggy mind.

“Clever Dog Saves The Day,” he muttered. “ Everyone Says, Good Doggy. No they don't, I'm only
doing it ‘cos | wasthreatened. The Marvellous Nose. | didn’t want to do this. Y ou Shall Have A Bone.
I’'m just flotsam on the sea of life, me. Who'saGood Boy? Shut up.”

The sun toiled up the sky. Down bel ow, Gaspode toiled on.

Willikins opened the curtains. Sunlight poured in. Vimes groaned and sat up dowly in what remained of
his bed.



“Good grief, man,” he mumbled. “What sort of timed'you cal this?’
“Almost nineinthe morning, Sr,” said the butler.

“Ninein themorning? What sort of timeisthat to get up?1 don’t normally get up until the afternoon’s
got the shineworn off!”

“But gr isnot at work any more, Sir.”

Vimes|ooked down at the tangle of sheets and blankets. They were wrapped around hislegs and
knotted together. Then he remembered the dream.

He' d been walking around the city.

Wil, maybe not so much adream asamemory. After dl, he walked the city every night. Some part of
him wasn't giving up; some part of Vimeswas learning to be acivilian, but an old part was marching, no,
proceeding to adifferent beat. HE dthought the place seemed deserted and harder to walk through than
usud.

“Doesdr wish meto shave him or will sr do it himsdf?’

“I get nervousif people hold blades near my face,” said Vimes. “But if you harnessthe horseand cart I'll
try and get to the other end of the bathroom.”

“Very amudng, Sir.”

Vimes had another bath, just for the novelty of it. He was aware from a genera background noise that
the mansion was busily humming towards W-hour. Lady Sybil was devoting to her wedding dl the
directness of thought she' d normally apply to breeding out atendency towards floppy earsin swamp
dragons. Half a dozen cooks had been busy in the kitchensfor three days. They were roasting awhole
ox and doing amazing tuff with rare fruit. Hitherto Sam Vimes' idea of agood meal wasliver without
tubes.Haute cuisine had been bits of cheese on sticks stuck into half agrapefruit.

He was vaguely aware that prospective grooms were not supposed to see putative brides on the
morning of the wedding, possbly in case they took to their hedls. That was unfortunate. He'd have liked
to have talked to someone. If he could talk to someone, it might al make sense.

He picked up the razor, and looked in the mirror at the face of Captain Samuel Vimes.

Colon saluted, and then peered at Carrot.

“Youdl right, 9r?You look like you could do with some deep.”

Ten o' clock, or various attempts thereof, began to boom around the city. Carrot turned away from the
window.

“I’ve been out looking,” he said.

“Three more recruits thismorning aready,” said Colon. They’d asked to join *Mr Carrot’sarmy’. He
was dightly worried about that.



“ GOOd,”

“Detritusisgiving ‘em very basctraining,” said Colon. “It works, too. After an hour of him shouting in
their ear, they do anything | tell ‘em.”

“I want all the men we can spare up on the rooftops between the Palace and the University,” said
Carrot.

“There s Assassins up there already,” said Colon. “And the Thieves Guild have got men up there, too.”
“They’'re Thieves and Assassins. We're not. Make sure someone’ s up on the Tower of Art aswell—"
“Sr?’

“Yes, sergeant?”’

“We vebeentalking... meandthelads. .. and, wdl ...

vy es?

“It d save alot of troubleif we went to the wizards and asked them—"
“Captain Vimes never had any truck with magic.”

“No, but. . .”

“No magic, sergeant.”

“Yes gr.”

“Guard of honour &l sorted out?”’

“Yes, gr. Ther cohortsal gleaming in purple and gold, Sr.”

“Redly?’

“Very important, Sir, good clean cohorts. Frighten the life out the enemy.”
“Good”

“But | can’t find Corpord Nobbs, sr.”

“Isthat aproblem?’

“Wéll, it means the honour guard’ Il be abit smarter, sir.”

“I’ve sent him on aspecia errand.”

“Er ... can't find Lance-Congtable Angua, either.”

“Sergeant?’



Colon braced himsdf. Outside, the bellswere dying away.
“Didyou know she was awerewolf?’

“Um. .. Captain Vimeskind of hinted, sr . . .”

“How did he hint?’

Colon took a step back.

“He sort of said, “Fred, she'sadamn werewolf. | don't like it any more than you do, but Vetinari says
we' ve got to take one of them aswell, and awerewolf’ s better than avampire or azombie, and that’s all

thereistoit.” That'swhat he hinted.”

“Isee”

“Er...sorry about that, Sir.”

“Just let’ s get through the day, Fred. That'sal—"
—abing, abing, a-bing-bong—

“We never even presented the captain with hiswatch,” said Carrot, taking it out of his pocket. “He must
have gone off thinking we didn’t care. He was probably |ooking forward to getting awatch. | know it
aways used to be atradition.”

“It' sbeen abusy few days, dr. Anyway, we can giveit to him after the wedding.”

Carrot dipped the watch back into its bag.

“I suppose so. Well, let’ s get organized, sergeant.”

Corpord Naobbstoiled through the darkness under the city. His eyes had got accustomed to the gloom
now. He was dying for asmoke, but Carrot had warned him about that. Just take the sack, follow the

trail, bring back the body. And don’t nick any jewellery.
People were dready filing into the Great Hall of Unseen University.

Vimes had been firm about this. It wasthe only thing he d held out for. Hewasn't exactly an athelst,
because atheism was anon-surviva trait on aworld with several thousand gods. He just didn't like any
of them very much, and didn’t see what businessit was of theirsthat he was getting married. He' d turned
down any of the temples and churches, but the Great Hall had a sufficiently churchy look, which iswhat
people dways fed is mandatory on these occasions. It' s not actualy essential for any godsto dropin,
but they should fed at homeif they do.

Vimes strolled down there early, because there' s nothing more uselessin the world than agroom just
before the wedding. | nterchangeable Emmas had taken over the house.



There were dready a couple of ushersin place, ready to ask guests whose side they were on.

And there were anumber of senior wizards hanging around. They were automatically guestsat such a
society wedding, and certainly at the reception afterwards. Probably one roast ox wouldn’t be enough.

Despite his deep distrust of magic, he quite liked the wizards. They didn't causetrouble. At leest, they
didn’'t causehis kind of trouble. True, occasiondly they fractured the time/space continuum or took the
canoe of redlity too close to the white waters of chaos, but they never broke the actual law.

“Good morning, Archchancdlor,” he said.

Archchancelor Mustrum Ridcully, supreme leader of dl the wizardsin Ankh-Morpork whenever they
could be bothered, gave him a cheery nod.

“Good morning, captain,” hesaid. “1 must say you' ve got anice day for it!”

“Hahaha, aniceday for it!” leered the Bursar.

“Oh dear,” said Ridcully, “he’ s off again. Can't understand the man. Anyone got the dried frog pills?’

It was acomplete mystery to Mustrum Ridcully, aman designed by Nature to live outdoors and happily
daughter anything that coughed in the bushes, why the Bursar (aman designed by Natureto St in asmall
room somewhere, adding up figures) was so nervous. He' d tried al sorts of thingsto, as he put it, buck
him up. Theseincluded practica jokes, surprise early morning runs, and legping out a him from behind
doors while wearing Willie the Vampire masksin order, he said, to take him out of himsdif.

The sarviceitsalf was going to be performed by the Dean, who had carefully made one up; there was no
officid civil marriage servicein Ankh-Morpork, other than something approximating to “Oh, dl right then,
if you redly must.” He nodded enthusiaticdly at Vimes.

“WE ve cleaned our organ especialy for the occasion,” he said.

“Hahaha, organ!” said the Bursar. “And amighty oneit is, asorgans go—"

Ridcully stopped, and signaled to acouple of student wizards. “ Just take the Bursar away and make
him liedown for awhile, will you?’ hesaid. “1 think someone’ s been feeding him meet again.”

Therewas ahissfrom thefar end of the Great Hall, and then a strangled squesk. Vimes stared at the
monstrous array of pipes.

“Got eight students pumping the bellows,” said Ridcully, to abackground of wheezes. “It’ sgot three
keyboards and a hundred extra knobs, including twelve with “?’ on them.”

“Soundsimpossiblefor amanto play,” said Vimes politely.

“Ah. We had a stroke of luck there—"

Therewas amoment of sound so loud that the aural nerves shut down. When they opened again,
somewhere around the pain threshold, they could just make out the opening and extremely bent bars of

Fondd’s*Wedding March’, being played with gusto by someone who' d discovered that the instrument
didn’'t just have three keyboards but awhole range of specia acoustic effects, ranging from Flatulence to



Humorous Chicken Squawk. The occasiona “0ook!” of appreciation could be heard amidst the sonic
exploson.

Somewhere under the table, Vimes screamed a Ridcully: “ Amazing! Who built it!”
“I don’'t know! But it’ s got the name B.S. Johnson on the keyboard cover!”
There was a descending wail, one last Hurdy-Gurdy Effect, and then silence.

“Twenty minutes those lads were pumping up the reservoirs,” said Ridcully, dusting himsdlf off ashe
stood op. “Go easy on the Vox De stop, there' sagood chap!”

“Ook!”

The Archchancellor turned back to Vimes, who was wearing the standard waxen pre-nuptia grimace.
Thehdl wasfilling up quitewell now.

“I’'m not an expert on thisstuff,” he said, “but you' ve got the ring, have you?’
“yes”

“Who' sgiving away the bride?’

“Her Uncle Lofthouse. He sabit gaga, but sheinssted.”

“And the best man?’

“What?’

“The best man. Y ou know? He hands you the ring and hasto marry the bride if you run away and so on.
The Dean’ s been reading up on it, haven’t you, Dean?’

“Oh, yes,” said the Dean, who' d spent al the previous day withLady Deirdre Waggon’ s Book of
Etiquette. “ She'sgot to marry someone once she' sturned up. Y ou can’'t have unmarried brides
flapping around the place, being adanger to society.”

“I completely forgot about abest man!” said Vimes.

The Librarian, who'd given up on the organ until it had some more puff, brightened up.

“Ook?

“Wdl, go and find one,” said Ridcully. “Y ou’ ve got nearly haf an hour.”

“It' snot aseasy asthat, isit? They don’t grow on trees!”

“Oook?’

“I can't think who to ask!”

“Oook.” .



The Librarian liked being best man. Y ou were alowed to kiss bridesmaids, and they weren't dlowed to
run awvay. Hewas redly disappointed when Vimesignored him.

Acting-Congtable Cuddy climbed laborioudy up the stepsinside the Tower of Art, grumbling to himsdlf
He knew he couldn’t complain. They’ d drawn lots because, Carrot said, you shouldn’t ask the men to
do anything you wouldn’t do yoursdlf. And he' d drawn the short straw, harhar, which meant the tallest
building. That meant if there was any trouble, he'd missit.

He paid no attention to the thin rope dangling from the trgpdoor far above. Even if he' d thought about it .
.. SOwhat? It was just arope.

Gaspode looked up into the shadows.

There was agrowl from somewhere in the darkness. It was no ordinary dog growl. Early man had heard
sounds like that in deep caves.

Gagpode sat down. Histail thumped uncertainly.

“Knew I’d find you sooner or later,” he said. “ The old nose, eh? Finest instrument known to dog.”

There was another growl. Gaspode whimpered a bit.

“Thethingis” hesaid, “thethingis. . . theactua thingis, see. . . thething what I've been sentto do . .

Late man heard sounds like that, too. Just before he became late.

“l canseeyou. . . don't want to talk right now,” said Gaspode. “But thethingis. . . now, | know what
you'rethinking, isthisGaspode obeyin’ orders from ahuman?”

Gaspode looked conspiratorialy over his shoulder, asif there could be anything worse than what wasin
front of him.

“That' s the whole mess about being adog, see 7’ he said. “ That’ sthe thing what Big Fido can't get his
mind around, see ? Y ou looked at the dogsin the Guild, right ?'Y ou heard ‘ em howl. Oh, yes, Death To
TheHumans AllRight. But under dl that there' sthefear. There' sthevoice sayin': Bad Dog. And it
don’t come from anywhere but inside, right from inside the bones, “cos humans made dogs. | knowsthis.
| wish | didn’t, but thereit is. That' s the Power, knowin'. I’ ve read books, | have. Well, chewed books.”

The darkness was silent.

“And you reawolf and human at the sametime, right? Tricky, that. | can seethat. Bit of adichotomy,
sort of thing. Makesyou kind of like adog. “Costhat’ swhat adog is, redly. Haf awolf and hdf a
human. Y ou were right about that. We ve even got names. Hah! So our bodiestell us one thing, our

headstell usanother. It' sadog'slife, being adog. And | betyou can't run away fromhim. Not redlly.
He syour magter.”

The darkness was more silent. Gaspode thought he heard movement.

“Hewantsyou to come back. Thethingis, if hefindsyou, that’sit. HE Il speak, and you'll haveto obey.



But if you goes back of your own accord, then it’ syour decision. Y ou’ d be happier asahuman. | mean,
what can | offer you except rats and achoice of fleas? | mean, | don’'t know, | don’t seeit asmuch of a
problem, you just have to stay indoors S or seven nights every month—"

Angua howled.

The hairsthat till remained on Gaspode' s back stood on end. He tried to remember which was his
jugular vein.

“1 don’t want to have to comein there and get you,” he said. Truth rang on every word.
“Thethingis. . .theactudthingis. .. | will, though,” he added, trembling. “It'sabugger, bein” adog.”
He thought some more, and sighed.

“Oh, | remember. It' stheonein thethroat,” he said.

Vimes stepped out into the sunlight, except that there wasn't much of it. Clouds were blowing in from
the Hub. And—

“Detritus?’

Dink. * Cgptain Vimes,sah!”

“Who're dl these people?”’

“Watchmen, Sir.”

Vimes stared in puzzlement at the half-dozen assorted guards.
“Who'reyou?’

“Lance-Congtable Hrolf Pyjama, Sir.”

And y—Coalface?”

“I never done nuffin.”

“I never done nuffin,sah!” yelled Detritus.

“Coalface?In theWatch?”

Dink. “ Corpora Carrot saysthere’ s some good buried somewhere in everyone,” said Detritus.
“And what’ syour job, Detritus.”

Dink. * Engineer in charge of degp mining operations, sah!”

Vimes scratched his head.



“That wasvery nearly ajoke, wasn'tit?’ hesad.

“It this new helmet my mate Cuddy made me, sir. Hah! People can’t say, there go stupid troll. They
have to say, who that goodliooking military troll there, acting-constable dready, greet future behind him,
he got Dedtiny written dl over him likewriting.”

Vimes digested this. Detritus beamed at him.

“And whereis Sergeant Colon?’

“Here, Captain Vimes.”

“I need abest man, Fred.”

“Right, ar. I'll get Corporal Carrot. He' sjust checking the roofs—"

“Fred! I’ve known you more than twenty yearsl Good grief, dl you haveto do is stand there. Fred,
you'regood éat that!”

Carrot appeared at the trot.

“Sorry I'm late, Captain Vimes. Er. We really wanted thisto be asurprise—"

“What? What sort of surprise?’

Carrot fished in his pouch. “Wéll, captain . . . on behaf of theWatch. . . that is, most of the Watch—"
“Hold onaminute,” said Colon, “here comes hislordship.”

The clop of hooves and the rattle of harness signdled the approach of Lord Vetinari’ s carriage.

Carrot glanced around at it. Then helooked at it again. And looked up.

Therewas aglint of metal, on the roof of the Tower “ Sergeant, who'son the Tower?” he said.
“Cuddy, gr.”

“Oh. Right.” He coughed. “Anyway, captain . . . we al clubbed together and—" He paused.
“Acting-Constable Cuddy, right?’

“Yeah. HE srdiable”

The Patrician’s carriage was hafway towards Sator Square now. Carrot could see the thin dark figurein
the back seat.

He glanced up at the great grey bulk of the tower.
He started to run.

“What'sup?’ said Colon. Vimes started to run, too.



Detritus knuckles hit the ground as he swung after the others.

And thenit hit Colon —asort of frantic tingle, as though someone had blown on his naked brain.

“Oh, shit,” he said, under his breath.

Claws scrabbled on the dirt.

“He drew his sword!”

“What did you expect? One minute the lad is on top of the world, he' sgot awhole new interest in his
life, something probably even better than goin’ for walks, and then he turns round and what he seesis,
basically, awolf. Y ou could of hinted. It’ sthat time of the month, that sort of thing. Y ou can't blame him
for being surprised, redly.”

Gaspode got to hisfeet. “Now, are you going to come on out or have | got to come in there and be
brutly savaged?’

Lord Vetinari stood up as he saw the Watch running towards him. That was why the first shot went
through histhigh, instead of his chest.

Then Carrot cleared the door of the carriage and flung himsdlf across the man, which iswhy the next
shot went through Carrot.

Anguadunk out.

Gaspode relaxed dightly.

“I can't go back,” said Angua. “1—"
Shefroze. Her earstwitched.
“What? What?’

“He s been hurt!”

Anguasprang awvay.

“Here! Wait for me!” barked Gaspode. “ That’ s the Shades that way!”

A third shot knocked achip out of Detritus, who dammed into the carriage, knocking it on itsside and
severing the traces. The horses scrambled away. The coachman had dready made alightning comparison
between current job conditions and his rates of pay and had vanished into the crowd.

Vimes did to a hdt behind the overturned carriage. Another shot spanged off the cobbles near hisarm.

“Detritus?’



“Sr?

“How areyou?’

“Oozing abit, gr.”

A shot hit the carriage whed above Vimes' head, making it spin.
“Carrot?’

“Right through my shoulder, Sr.”

Vimes eased himsdlf dong on hiselbows.

“Good morning, your lordship,” he said, manicdly. He leaned back and pulled out amangled cigar. “ Got
alight?”

The Peatrician opened his eyes.
“Ah, Captain Vimes. And what happens now?’

Vimesgrinned. Funny, he thought, how | never fed redlly dive until someonetriestokill me. That's

when you notice that the sky isblue. Actudly, not very blue right now. There sbig clouds up there. But
I’m noticing them.

“Wewalit for one more shot,” he said. “And then we run for proper cover.”
“| appesar . . .tobelosing alot of blood,” said Lord Vetinari.

“Who would have thought you had it inyou,” said Vimes, with the frankness of those probably about to
die. “What about you, Carrot?’

“I can move my hand. Hurtslike. . . heck, sir. But you look worse.”
Vimes |ooked down.

There was blood dl over his coat.

“A bit of stone must have caught me,” hesaid. “1 didn’t even fed it!”
Hetried to form amenta picture of the gonne.

Six tubes, dl inaline. Each onewithitslead dug and charge of No.1 powder, ddivered into the gonne
like crossbow bolts. He wondered how long it’ d take to put in another six . . .

But we' ve got him where we want him! There' s only one way down out of the Tower!

Y ep, we might be sitting out here in the open with him shooting lead pdllets at us, but we' ve got him just
wherewewant him!

Wheezing and farting nervoudy, Gaspode moved at a shambling run through the Shades and saw, with a



heart that sank even further, aknot of dogs ahead of him.
He pushed and squirmed through the tangle of legs.

Anguawas at bay inaring of teeth.

The barking stopped. A couple of large dogs moved aside, and Big Fido stepped delicately forward.

“So,” hesaid, “what we have hereisnot adog at al. A spy, perhaps? There' saways an enemy.
Everywhere. They look like dogs but, insde, they’ re not dogs. What were you doing?’

Anguagrowled.
Ohlor’, thought Gaspode. She could probably take down afew of ‘em, but these arestreet dogs.

Hewriggled under a couple of bodies and emerged in the circle. Big Fido turned his red-eyed gaze on
him.

“And Gaspode, too,” said the poodle. “1 might have known.”
“You leave her done,” said Gaspode.
“Oh?You'll fight usdl for her, will you?’ said Big Fido.
“I got the Power,” said Gaspode. “Y ou know that. I'll doiit. I'll useit.”
“There snotimefor this” snarled Angua.
“Youwon'tdoit,” said Big Fido.
“I'll doit.”
“Every dog'spaw’ Il beturned against you—"
“I got the Power, me. Y ou back off, dl of you.”

“What power?’ said Butch. He was drooling.

“Big Fido knows,” said Gaspode. “He sstudied. Now, mean’ her are going to walk out of here, right?
Niceand dow.”

The dogs looked at Big Fido.
“Get them,” he said.
Angua bared her teeth.

The dogs hesitated.

“A wolf’sgot ajaw four times stronger’ n any dog,” said Gaspode. “ And that’ sjust aordinary wolf—"



“What are you al?’ snapped Big Fido. “Y ou're the pack! No mercy! Get them!”

But apack doesn't act like that, Angua had said. A pack isan association of freeindividuas. A pack
doesn’'t leap because it’ stold — a pack leaps because every individud, al at once, decidesto leap.

A couple of the bigger dogs crouched . . .

Anguamoved her head from sdeto Sde, waiting for the first assaullt . . .
A dog scraped the ground withitspaw . . .

Gaspode took a deep breath and adjusted hisjaw.

Dogs leapt.
“SIT!” said Gaspode, in passable Human.

The command bounced back and forth around the dley, and fifty per cent of the animas obeyed. In

most cases, it was the hind fifty per cent. Dogsin mid-spring found their treacherous legs coiling under
them—

“BAD DOG!”

—and thiswas followed by an overpowering sense of racid shame that made them cringe automaticaly,
abad movein mid-air.

Gaspode glanced up at Angua as bewildered dogs rained around them.

“I said I got the Power, didn't 17" he said. “Now run!”

Dogs are not like cats, who amusingly tolerate humans only until someone comes up with atin opener
that can be operated with apaw. Men made dogs, they took wolves and gave them human things—
unnecessary intelligence, names, adesire to belong, and atwitching inferiority complex. All dogs dream

wolf dreams, and know they’ re dreaming of biting their Maker. Every dog knows, deep in his heart, that
heisaBad Dog. . .

But Big Fido’ sfurious yapping broke the spell.

“Get them!”

Anguagalloped over the cobbles. Therewas a cart at the other end of the dley. And, beyond the cart, a
wadl.

“Not that way!” whined Gaspode.
Dogswere piling dong behind them. Angualegpt on to the cart.
“I can't get up there!” said Gaspode. “Not with my leg!”

Shejumped down, picked him up by the scruff of his neck, and legpt back. There was a shed roof
behind the cart, aledge above that and —afew tilesdid under her paws and tumbled into the dlley —a



house.
“1 fed dck!”
“Futupf!”

Anguaran dong the ridge of the roof and jumped the aley on the other side, landing heavily in some
ancient thatch.

“Aargh!”

“ Futupf!”

But the dogs were following them. It wasn't as though the dleys of the Shades were very wide.
Another narrow aley passed below.

Gaspode swung periloudy from the werewolf’ sjaws.

“They're dill behind ug”

Gaspode shut his eyes as Angua bunched her muscles.

“Oh, no! Not Treacle Mine Road!”

There was aburst of acceleration followed by amoment of calmness. Gaspode shut hiseyes. . .

... Angualanded. Her paws scrabbled on the wet roof for amoment. Slates cascaded off into the
street, and then she was bounding up to the ridge.

“Y ou can put me down right now,” said Gaspode. “Right now thisminute! Here they come!”
The leading dogs arrived on the opposite roof, saw the gap, and tried to turn. Claws did on thetiles.

Anguaturned, fighting for bresth. She' d tried to avoid breathing, during that first mad dash. She'd have
breathed Gaspode.

They heard Big Fido' sirate yapping.
“Cowardd That’s not twenty feet across! That' s nothing to awolf!”

The dogs measured the distance doubtfully. Sometimes a dog hasto get right down and ask himself:
what speciesam 1?

“It'seasy! I'll show you! Look!”
Big Fido ran back alittle way, paused, turned, ran . . . and legpt.

There was hardly acurveto the trgjectory. Thelittle poodle accel erated out into space, powered less by
muscles than by whatever it was that burned in hissoul.



Hisforepaws touched the dates, clawed for amoment on the dick surface, and found no hold. In silence
he skidded backwards down the roof, over the edge—

—and hung.

Heturned his eyes upwards, to the dog that was gripping him.

“Gagpode? Isthat you?”

“Yeff,” said Gaspode, his mouth full.

There was hardly any weight to the poodle but, then, there was hardly any weight to Gaspode. He' d
darted forward and braced hislegs to take the strain, but there was nothing much to brace them against.
He did down inexorably until hisfront legs were in the gutter, which began to creak.

Gaspode had an amazingly clear view of the street, three storeys down.

“Oh,hdl!” said Gaspode.

Jaws gripped histail.

“Lethimgo,” said Anguaindistinctly.

Gaspode tried to shake his head.

“Stop ftruggling!” he said, out of the corner of his mouth. “Brave Dog Favesthe Day! Vdiant Hound in
Wooftop Wefcue! No!”

The gutter creaked again.

It' sgoing to go, he thought. Story of my life. . .
Big Fido struggled around.

“What are you holding me up by?’

“Yer collar,” said Gaspode, through histeeth.
“What? To hel withthat!”

The poodletried totwig, flalling vicioudy at theair.

“Ftop it, you daft fbugger! You'll haf uff al off!” Gaspode growled. On the opposite roof, the dog pack
watched in horror. The gutter creaked again.

Angua s claws scored white lines on the dates.
Big Fido wrenched and spun, fighting the grip of the collar.

Which, finaly, sngpped.



The dog turned in the air, hanging for amoment before gravity took hold.
“Fregl”
And then hefell.

Gaspode shot backwards as Angua s paws dipped from under her, and landed further up the roof, legs
spinning. Both of them made it to the crest and hung there, panting.

Then Angua bounded away, clearing the next aley before Gaspode had stopped seeing ared mist in
front of hiseyes.

He spat out Big Fido' s callar, which did down the roof and vanished over the edge.

“Oh, thank you!” he shouted. “ Thank you very much’ Yes Leave me here, that’ sright! Mewith only
three good legs! Don't you worry about me! If I'm lucky I'll fall oft before | starvel Oh yes! Story of my
life! You and me, kid. Together! We could have madeit!”

He turned and looked at the dogs lining the roofs or, the other side of the street.

“Youlot! Go home! BAD DOG!” he barked.

He dithered down the other side of the roof. There was an dley there, but it was a sheer drop. He crept
along the roof to the adjoining building, but there was no way down. There was a bacony a storey
below, though.

“Lat’rd thinking,” he muttered. “ That’ sthe stuff. Now, awolf, your basic wolf, he d jump, and if he
couldn’'t jJump, he' d be stuck. Whereas me, on account of uperior intelligence, can assessthewhole
wossname and arrive at asolution through application of menta processes.”

He nudged the gargoyle squatting on the angle of the gutter.

“Ot 0o 0o ont?’

“If you don’t help me down to that balcony, I'll widdk in your ear.”

BIG FIDO?

-

HEEL.

Therewere, eventudly, two theories about the end of Big Fido.

The one put forward by the dog Gaspode, based on observational evidence, wasthat hisremains were
picked up by Foul Ole Ron and sold within five minutesto afurrier, and that Big Fido eventudly saw the
light of day again asaset of ear muffsand apair of fleecy gloves.

The one believed by every other dog, based on what might tentatively be caled the truth of the heart,
wasthat he survived hisfal, fled the city, and eventudly led a huge pack of mountain wolves who nightly
struck terror into isolated farmsteads. It made digging in the middens and hanging around back doorsfor



scraps seem . . . well, more bearable. They were, after al, only doing it until Big Fido came back.
His collar was kept in a secret place and visited regularly by dogs until they forgot about it.
Sergeant Colon pushed open the door with the end of his pike.

The Tower had floors, along time ago. Now it was hollow al the way up, criss-crossed by golden
shafts of light from ancient window embrasures.

One of them, filled with glittering motes of dust, lanced down on what, not long before, had been
Acting-Constable Cuddy.

Colon gave the body a cautious prod. It didn’t move.
Nothing looking like that should move. A twisted axelay besideit.
“Oh, no,” he breathed.

Therewas athin rope, the sort the Assassins used, hanging down from the heights. It was twitching.
Colon looked up at the haze, and drew his sword.

He could see dl the way to the top, and there was no-one on the rope. Which meant—
Hedidn't even look around, which saved hislife,

Hisdivefor the floor and the explosion of the gonne behind him happened at exactly the sametime. He
swore afterwards that he felt thewind of the dug asit passed over his head.

Then afigure stepped through the smoke and hit him very hard before escaping through the open door,
intotherain.

ACTING-CONSTABLE CUDDY?

Cuddy brushedhimself off.

“Oh,” hesaid. “1 see. | didn’t think | was going to survivethat. Not after thefirst hundred feet.”
Y OU WERE CORRECT.

The unreal world of the living was dready fading, but Cuddy glared at the twisted remains of hisaxe. It
seemed to worry him far more than the twisted remains erf Cuddy.

And will you look &t that?’ he said. “My dad made that axe for me! A fine weapon to take into the
afterlife, | don’t think!”

ISTHAT SOME KIND OF BURIAL CUSTOM?
“Don’'t you know? Y ouare Death, aren’'t you?”

THAT DOESN'T MEAN | HAVE TO KNOW ABOUT BURIAL CUSTOMS. GENERALLY, |
MEET PEOPLEBEFORE THEY'RE BURIED. THE ONES| MEET AFTER THEY'VE BEEN



BURIED TEND TO BE A BIT OVER-EXCITED AND DISINCLINED TO DISCUSS THINGS.
Cuddy folded hisarms.

“If I’'m not going to be properly buried,” hesaid, “I ain’t going. My tortured soul will walk theworld in
torment.”

ITDOESN'T HAVE TO.

“It canif itwants to,” snapped the ghost of Cuddy.

“Detritud Y ou haven't gottime to ooze! Get over to the Tower! Take some people with you!”

Vimes reached the doorway of the Great Hall with the Patrician over his shoulder and Carrot ssumbling
aong behind him. The wizards were clustered around the door. Big heavy drops of rain were beginning
tofdl, hissng on the hot sones.

Ridcully rolled up hisdeeves.

“Hell’sbelld What did thet to hisleg?’

“That’ sthe gonnefor you! Sort him out! And Corpora Carrot too!”

“Ther€ sno need,” said Vetinari, trying to smile and stand up. “It' sjust aflesh—"

Theleg collgpsed under him.

Vimes blinked. He d never expected this. The Patrician was the man who aways had the answers, who
was never surprised. Vimes had asense that history was flapping loose. . .

“We can handleit, sir,” said Carrot. “1’ ve got men on the roofs, and—"

“Shut up! Stay here! That’san order!” Vimes fumbled in his pouch and hung his badge on historn
jacket. “Hey, you. . . Pyjama! | need asword!”

Pyjamalooked sullen.

“1 only take orders from Corporal Carrot—"

“Give me asword right now, you horrible little man! Right! Thank you! Now let’ s get to the Tow—"
A shadow appeared in the doorway.

Detrituswalked in.

They looked at the limp shapein hishands.

Helad it carefully on abench, without saying aword, and went and sat in acorner. While the others

gathered round the mortal remains of Acting-Constable Cuddy, thetroll removed his homemade cooling
helmet and sat Staring at it, turning it over and over in hishands.



“Hewas on thefloor,” said Sergeant Colon, leaning againgt the doorframe. “He must have been pushed
off the stairsright at the top. Someone else wasin there, too Must’ ve shinned down arope and caught
me aright bang on the side of the head.”

“Being pushed down the Tower’ snot worth it for ashilling,” said Carrot, vaguely.

It was better when the dragon came, thought Vimes After it d killed someoneit was at least il a
dragon. It went somewhere else but you could say: that’ sadragon, that is. It couldn’t nip over awal and
become just another person. Y ou always knew what you were fighting. Y ou didn’t have to—

“What' sthat in Cuddy’ s hand?’ he said. Herealized he' d been staring at it without seeing it for some
time

Hetugged at it. It was astrip of black cloth.
“Assassinswear that,” said Colon blankly.
“So do lots of other people,” said Ridcully. “Black’sblack.”

“You'reright,” said Vimes. “Taking any action on the basis of thiswould be premature. Y ou know, it'd
probably get mefired.”

He waved the cloth in front of Lord Vetinari.

“Assassins everywhere” he said, “onguard. Seemsthey didn’t notice anything, eh?'Y ou gave them the
bloody gonne because you thought they were the best to guard it! Y ou never thought of giving it to the
guardd”

“Aren’'t we going to give chase, Corpord Carrot?’ said Pyjama.

“Chase who? Chase where?’ said Vimes. “He hit old Fred on the head and did a runner. He could trot
around acorner, chuck the gonne over awall, and who'd know? We don’t know who we're looking
for!”

“I do,” said Carrot.

He stood up, holding his shoulder.

“It'seasy torun,” hesaid. “We ve done alot of running. But that’s not how you hunt. Y ou hunt by
gtting il inthe right place. Captain, | want the sergeant to go out there and tell people we' ve got the
killer.”

“What?”’

“Hisnameis Edward d’ Eath. Say we ve got him in custody. Say he was caught and badly injured, but
he sdive”

“But we haven't—"

“He san Assassin.”



“We haven't—"

“Yes, captain. | don't liketelling lies. But it might be worth it. Anyway, it' s not your problem, sir.”
“Itisn't?Why not?’

“You'reretiring in less than an hour.”

“I''m il cgptain right now, corporal. So you haveto tell mewhat’ s going on. That's how thingswork.”
“We haven't got time, Sr. Do it, Sergeant Colon.”

“Carrot,| sill run the Watch! I’'m the one supposed to give the orders.”

Carrot hung his head.

“Sorry, captain.”

“Right. So long asthat’ s understood. Sergeant Colon?’

“Sr?’

“Put out the news that we' ve arrested Edward d’ Eath. Whoever heis”

“Yessr.”

“And your next move, Mr Carrot?’ said Vimes.

Carrot looked at the assembled wizards. -

“Excuseme, Sr?’

“Ook?

“Firgt, we need to get into the library—"

“Firgt,” said Vimes, “someone can lend meahdmet. | don't fed I'm at work without a helmet. Thanks,
Fred. Right ... helmet . . . sword . . . badge.Now . . .”

There was sound under the city. It filtered down by al sorts of routes, but it wasindistinct, ahive noise.

And there wasthe faintest of glows. The waters of the Ankh, to use the dement in its broadest sense,
had washed, to bend the definition to itslimit, these tunnelsfor centuries.

Now there was an extra sound. Footsteps padded over the silt, barely perceptible unless ears had
become accustomed to the background noise. And an indistinct shape moved through the gloom, paused
at acircle of darknessleading toasmaller tunnd . . .

“How do you fed, your lordship?’ said Corpora Nobbs the upwardly mobile.

“Who areyou?’



“Corpora Nobbs, sir!” said Nobby, sauting.

“Do we employ you?’

“Yessr!”

Ah. You'rethe dwarf, are you?’

“Nossir. That wasthelate Cuddy, sir! I'm one of the human beings, sir!”

“Y ou’re not employed asthe result of any . . . specid hiring procedures?’

“Nossir,” said Nobby, proudly.

“My word,” said the Patrician. He was fedling allittle light-headed from loss of blood. The
Archchancellor had adso given him along drink of something he said was amarvelous remedy, athough
he' d been unspecific asto what it cured. Verticdlity, apparently. It waswise to remain Sitting upright,
though. It was agood ideato be seento be dive. A lot of inquisitive people were peering around the

door. It wasimportant to ensure that rumours of his death were greatly exaggerated.

Corpord self-proclaimed-human Nobbs and some other guards had closed in around the Patrician, on
Captain Vimes' orders. Some of them were alot bulkier than he rather muzzily remembered.

“Y ou there, my man. Have you taken the King' s Shilling?” heinquired of one.

“I never took nuffin.”

“Capitd, well done.”

And then the crowds scattered. Something golden and vaguely dog-like burst through, growling, its nose
closeto the ground. And was gone again, covering the ground to the library inlong, easy strides. The
Petrician was aware of conversation.

“Fred?’

“Yes, Nobby?’

“Did that look abit familiar to you?’

“I know what you mean.”

Nobby fidgeted awkwardly.

“Y ou should' ve bawled her out for not being in uniform,” he said.

“Bit tricky, that.”

“IfI"d run through here without me clothes on, you' d fine me ahaf adollar for being improperly
dressed—"



“Here' shaf adollar, Nobby. Now shut up.”

Lord Vetinari beamed at them. Then there was the guard in the corner, another of the big lumpy ones—
“Stll dl right, your lordship?’ said Nobby.

“Who'sthat gentleman?’

Hefollowed the Patrician’ s gaze.

“That's Detritusthetroll, Sr.”

“Why ishedtting like that?’

“He sthinking, Sr.”

“He hasn’'t moved for sometime.”

“Hethinksdow, sr.”

Detritus stood up. There was something about the way he did it, some hint of amighty continent
beginning atectonic movement that would end in the fearsome creation of some unscalable mountain
range, which made people stop and look. Not one of the watchers was familiar with the experience of
watching mountain building, but now they had some vague idea of whet it waslike: it waslike Detritus
standing up, with Cuddy’ stwisted axein his hand.

“But deep, sometimes,” said Nobby, eyeing various possi ble escape routes.

Thetroll stared at the crowd asif wondering what they were doing there. Then, arms swinging, he began
to walk forward.

“Acting-Congtable Detritus. . . er . . . asyou were,” Colon ventured.

Detritusignored him. He was moving quite fast now, in the deceptive way that lava does.
He reached the wall, and punched it out of the way.

“Has anyone been giving him sulphur?” said Nobby.

Colon looked around at the guard. “Lance-Constable Bauxite! Lance-Constable Coalface! Apprehend
Acting-Congtable Detritus!”

Thetwo trollslooked first &t the retreating form of Detritus, then at one another, and findly at Sergeant
Colon.

Bauxite managed asdute.

“Permission for leave to attend grandmother’ sfunerd, Sr?’

“Why?



“It her or me, sarge.”

“We get our goohuloog heads kicked in,” said Coalface, the less circuitous thinker.

A match flared. In the sewers, itslight waslike anova.
Vimeslit firgt hiscigar, and then alamp.

“Dr Cruces?’ hesad.

Thechief of Assasansfroze.

“Corpord Carrot here has a crossbow too,” hesaid. “I’m not sureif he'd useit. HE' sagood man. He
thinks everyone e seisagood man. I'm not. I’'m mean, nasty and tired. And now, doctor, you' ve had
timeto think, you'rean intdligent man . . . What were you doing down here, please? It can't beto look
for the mortal remains of young Edward, because our Corpora Nobbs has taken him off to the Watch
morgue thismorning, probably nicking any smal items of persona jewellery he had on him, but that’ sjust
Nobby’sway. He sgot acrimind mind, has our Nobby. But I'll say thisfor him: he hasn't got acrimind
soul.

“I hope he' s cleaned the clown make-up off the poor chap. Dear me. Y ou used him, didn’t you? He
killed poor old Beano, and then he got the gonne, and he was there when it killed Hammerhock, he even
left abit of his Beano wig in the timbers, and just when he could have done with some good advice, such
asto turn himsdf in, you killed him. The point, the interesting point, isthat young Edward couldn’t have
been the man on the Tower alittle while ago. Not with the stab wound in his heart and everything. |
know that being dead isn't dways abarrier to quiet enjoyment in thiscity, but | don’t think young
Edward has been up and about much. The piece of cloth was a nice touch. But, you know, I’ ve never
believed in that stuff —footprintsin the flower bed, telltale buttons, stuff like that. People think that stuff’s
policing. It snot. Policing’sluck and dog, most of thetime. But lots of peopl€ d believeit. | mean, he's
beendead . . . what. . . not two days, and it's nice and cool down here. . . you could haul him up, |
daresay you could fool people who didn’'t look too close once he was on adab, and you' d have got the
man who shot the Patrician. Mind you, haf the city would be fighting the other half by then, | daresay.
Some more deaths would be involved. | wonder if you' d care.” He paused. “Y ou still haven't said

anything.”

“Y ou have no understanding,” said Cruces.

vy g7’

“d Eath wasright. He was mad, but hewasright.”
“About what, Dr Cruces?’ said Vimes.

And then the Assassin was gone, diving into a shadow.
“Oh, no,” said Vimes.

A whisper echoed around the man-made cavern.



“Captain Vimes? Onething agood Assassin learnsis—"

There was a thunderous explosion, and the lamp disintegrated.

“—never stand near thelight.”

Vimes hit the floor and rolled. Another shot hit afoot away, and he felt the splash of cold water.
There was water under him, too.

The Ankh wasrising and, in accordance with laws older than those of the city, the water was finding its
way back up the tunnels.

“Carrot,” Vimeswhispered.

“Yes?’ Thevoice came from somewherein the pitch blacknessto hisright.
“I can't seeathing. | lost my night vison lighting that damn lamp.”

“I canfed water comingin.”

“We—" Vimes began, and stopped as he formed amenta picture of the hidden Crucesaiming a a
patch of sound.

| should have shot him first, he thought. HE' san Assassin!
He had to raise himsdf dightly to keep hisface out of the risng water.
Then he heard a gentle splashing. Cruces was walking towards them.

There was a scratching noise, and then light. Cruces had lit atorch, and Vimeslooked up to seethe
skinny shapein the glow. His other hand was steadying the gonne.

Something Vimes had learned as a young guard drifted up from memory. If youhave to look dong the
shaft of an arrow from the wrong end, if aman hasyou entirely a his mercy, then hope like hell that man
isan evil man. Because the evil like power, power over people, and they want to see you in fear. They
want you toknow you're going to die. Sothey’ll talk. They’ll gloat.

They’ll watch yousquirm. They’ Il put off the moment of murder like another man will put off agood
cgar.
So hopelike hell your captor isan evil man. A good man will kill you with hardly aword.

Then, to his everlasting horror, he heard Carrot stand up.

“Dr Cruces, | arrest you for the murder of Bjorn Hammerhock, Edward d’ Eath, Beano the clown,
Let-tice Knibbs and Acting-Congtable Cuddy of the City Watch.”

“Dear me, dl those? I’ m afraid Edward killed Brother Beano. That was his own ideg, thelittle fool. He
said he hadn’t meant to. And | understand that Hammerhock was killed accidentally. A freak accident.
He poked around and the charge fired and the dug bounced off hisanvil and killed him. That’ s what



Edward said. He came to see me afterwards. He was very upset. Made a clean breast of thewhole
thing, you know. So I killed him. Well, what ese could | do? He was quite mad. There' sno dedling with
that sort of person. May | suggest you step back, sire? I’ d prefer not to shoot you. No! Not unless|
haveto!”

It seemed to Vimesthat Cruces was arguing with himsalf. The gonne swung violently.

“Hewas babbling,” said Cruces. “He said the gonne killed Hammerhock. | said, it was an accident?
And he said no, no accident, the gonne killed Hammerhock.”

Carrot took another step forward. Cruces seemed to be in his own world now.
“No! The gonnekilled the beggar girl, too. It wasn't me! Why should | do athing like that?’

Crucestook astep back, but the gonne swung up towards Carrot. It looked to Vimes as though it
moved of itsown accord, like an animd sniffing theair . ..

“Get down!” Vimes hissed. He reached out and tried to find his crossbow.
“He said the gonne was jealousl Hammerhock would have made more gonnes! Stop whereyou arel”
Carrot took another step.

“I had to kill Edward! He was aromantic, he would have got it wrong! But Ankh-Morpork needsa
king!”

The gun jerked and fired at the same moment as Carrot legpt sideways.

The tunneswere brilliant with smells, mostly the acrid yellows and earthy oranges of ancient drains. And
there were hardly any air currentsto disturb things; the line that was Cruces snaked through the heavy air.
And there was the smell of the gonne, as vivid asawound.

| smelled gonnein the Guild, she thought, just after Cruces walked past. And Gaspode said that was dll
right, because the gonne had been in the Guild — but it hadn’t beenfired inthe Guild. | smdled it because
someone there had fired the thing.

She splashed through the water into the big cavern and saw, with her nose, the three of them —the
indistinct figure that smelled of Vimes, the faling figure that was Carrat, the turning shape with the gonne .
And then she stopped thinking with her head and let her body take over. Wolf muscle drove her forward
and up into aleagp, water dropletsflying from her mane, her eyesfixed on Cruces neck.

The gonnefired, four times. It didn’t miss once.

She hit the man heavily, knocking him backwards.

Vimesrosein an exploson of spray.

“Six shotd! That'ssix shots, you bastard! I’ ve got you now!”



Crucesturned as Vimes waded towards him, and scurried towards atunnel, throwing up more spray.
Vimes snatched the bow from Carrot, aimed desperately and pulled the trigger. Nothing happened.
“Carrot! Youidiot! You never cocked the damn thing!”

Vimesturned.

“Comeon, man! We can't let him get avay!”

“It' sAngua, captain.”

“What?’

“She’ sdead!”

“Carrot! Listen. Can you find theway out in this stuff?No ! So come with me!”

“I'...can'tleave her here. 1—'

“Corporal Carrot! Follow me!”

Vimes haf ran, haf waded through the rising water towards the tunndl that had swallowed Cruces. It
was up asope; he could fed thewater dropping as heran.

Never givethe quarry timeto rest. He' d learned that on hisfirst day in the Watch. If youhad to chase,
then stay with it. Give the pursued time to stop and think and you' d go round a corner to find asock full
of sand coming the other way.

Thewallsand celling wereclosing in.

There were other tunnels here. Carrot had been right. Hundreds of people must have worked for years
to build this. What Ankh-Morpork was built on was Ankh-Morpork.

Vimes stopped.

There was no sound of splashing, and tunnd mouthsdl around.

Then therewas aflash of light, up asidetunnd.

Vimes scrambled towardsit, and saw apair of legsin ashaft of light from an open trapdoor.

Helaunched himself at them, and caught aboot just asit was disappearing into the room above. It
kicked at him, and he heard Cruces hit the floor.

Vimes grabbed the edge of the haichway and struggled through it.

Thiswasn't atunnel. It looked like acdllar. He dipped on mud and hit awall clammy with dime. What
was Ankh-Morpork built on? Right. . .

Cruceswas only afew yards away, scrambling and dipping up aflight of steps. There had been adoor



at thetop but it had long ago rotted.

There were more steps, and more rooms. Fire and flood, flood and rebuilding. Rooms had become
cdlars, cdlars had become foundations. It wasn't an eegant pursuit; both men dithered and fell,
clambered up again, fought their way through hanging curtains of dime. Cruces had |eft candles here and
there. They gave just enough light to make Vimeswish they didn't.

And then there was dry stone underfoot andthis wasn't adoor, but a hole knocked through awall. And
there were barrels, and sticks of furniture, ancient stuff that had been locked up and forgotten.

Cruceswaslying afew feet away, fighting for bresth and hammering another rack of pipesinto the
gonne. Vimes managed to pull himsalf up on to his hands and knees, and gulped air. Therewasacandle
wedged into the wall nearby.

“Got. . . you,” he panted.

Crucestried to get to hisfeet, ill clutching the gonne.

“Youre...tooold...torun...” Vimes managed.

Cruces madeit up upright, and lurched away. Vimes thought about it. “ I’mtoo old to run,” he added,
and legpt.

Thetwo men rolled in the dust, the gonne between them. It struck Vimes much later that the last thing
any man of sensewould do was fight an Assassin. They had conced ed wegpons everywhere. But
Cruceswasn't going to let go of the gonne. He hed it grimly in both hands, trying to hit Vimeswith the
barrel or the butt.

Curioudy enough, Assassinslearned hardly any unarmed combat. They were generdlly good enough at
armed combat not to need it. Gentlemen bore arms; only the lower classes used their hands.

“I'vegot you,” Vimes panted. “ Y ou're underarrest. Be under arrest, will you?’

But Cruceswouldn’t let go. Vimesdidn'tdare let go; the gonne would be twisted out of hisgrip. It was
pulled backwards and forwards between them in desperate, grunting concentration.

The gonne exploded.

There was atongue of red fire, afirework stink and azing-zing noise from three wals. Something struck
Vimes hedmet andzinged away towardsthe celling.

Vimes stared at Cruces contorted features. Then he lowered his head and yanked the gonne hard.
The Assassin screamed and let go, clutching at his nose. Vimes rolled back, gonne in both hands.
It moved. Suddenly the stock was againgt his shoulder and hisfinger was on thetrigger.

You're mine.

We don’t need himany more.



The shock of the voice was so grest that he cried out.

He swore afterwards that he didn’t pull the trigger. It moved of its own accord, pulling hisfinger withiit.
The gonne dammed into his shoulder and asix-inch hole appeared in the wall by the Assassin’s heed,
Spraying him with plagter.

Vimeswas vaguely aware, through the red mist rising around hisvision, of Cruces staggering to adoor
and lurching through it, damming it behind him.

All that you hate, all that iswrong — 1 can put it right.
Vimes reached the door, and tried the handle. It was locked.

He brought the gonne around, not aware of thinking, and let the trigger pull hisfinger again. A large area
of the door and frame became a splinter-bordered hole.

Vimes kicked therest of it away and followed the gonne,

Hewasin apassageway. A dozen young men were|looking at him in astonishment from haf-open
doors. They were dl wearing black.

Hewasindgdethe Assassns Guild.
A trainee Assassn looked a Vimeswith his nodtrils.
“Who areyou, pray?’

The gonne swung towards him. Vimes managed to haul the barrel upwards just asit fired, and the shot
took away alot Of celling.

“Thelaw, you sons of bitched’ he shouted.
They stared a him.
Shoot them all. Clean up the world.

“Shut up!” Vimes, ared-eyed, dust-coated, dime-dripping thing from out of the earth, glared a the
quaking student.

“Where did Cruces go?’ The mist rolled around his head. His hand creaked with the effort of not firing.

The young man jerked afinger urgently towards aflight of stairs. He' d been standing very close when
the gonnefired. Plaster dust draped him like devil’ s dandruff.

The gonne sped away again, dragging Vimes past the boys and up the sairs, where black mud till
trailed. There was another corridor there. Doors were opening. Doors closed again after the gonnefired
again, smashing achanddlier.

The corridor gave out on to awide landing at the top of amuch moreimpressive flight of stairsand,
opposite, a big oaken door.



Vimes shot the lock off, kicked at the door and then fought the gonne long enough to duck. A crossbow
bolt whirred over his head and hit someone, far down the corridor.

Shoot him! SHOOT HIM!
Cruces was standing by his desk, feverishly trying to dot another bolt into his bow—
Vimestried to Slencethesinging in hisears.

But . . . why not? Why not fire? Who was this man? He' d dways wanted to make the city a cleaner
place, and he might aswell start here. And then people would find out what the law was. . .

Clean up the world.
Noon started.

The cracked bronze bl in the Teachers' Guild began the chime, and had midday al to itself for at least
seven clangs before the Guild of Bakers' clock, running fast, caught up withiit.

Cruces straightened up, and began to edge towards the cover of one of the stone pillars.

“You can't shoot me,” he said, watching the gonne. “1 know the law. And so do you. Y ou’ re aguard.
Y ou can't shoot mein cold blood.”

Vimes squinted along the barrel.

It'd be s0 easy. Thetrigger tugged at hisfinger.

A third bell began chiming.

“You can't just kill me. That’ sthelaw. And you'reaguard,” Dr Cruces repeated. He licked hisdry lips.
Thebarrel lowered alittle. Cruces amost relaxed.

“Yes. | anaguard.”

The barrdl rose again, pointed at Cruces forehead.

“But when the bells stop,” said Vimes, quietly, “1 won't be aguard any more.”

Shoot him! SHOOT HIM!

Vimes forced the butt under hisarm, so that he had one hand free.

“Well doit by therules” hesaid. “By therules. Got to do it by therules.”

Without looking down, he tugged his badge off the remains of hisjacket. Even through the mud, it till
had a gleam. He' d dways kept it polished. When he spun it once or twice, like acoin, the copper caught

thelight.

Cruceswatched it like acat.



The bellswere dackening. Most of the towers had stopped. Now there was only the sound of the gong
on the Temple of Small Gods, and the bells of the Assassins' Guild, which were ways fashionably late.

The gong stopped.

Dr Cruces put the crossbow, neatly and meticuloudy, on the desk beside him.
“There! I’ve put it down!”

“Ah,” said Vimes. “But | want to make sureyou don't pick it up again.”

The black bell of the Assassns Guild hammered its way to noon.

And stopped.

Silence dammed in like athunderclap.

Thelittle metalic sound as Vimes badge bounced on the floor filled it from edge to edge.
Heraised the gonne and, gently, let the tension ease out of hishand.

A bell started.

It wasatinny, jolly little tune, barely to be heard at al except in this pool of slence. . .
Cling, bing, a-bing, bong . . .

... but much more accurate than hourglasses, water-clocks and pendulums.
“Put down the gonne, captain,” said Carrot, climbing dowly up the Sairs.

He held hissword in one hand, and the presentation watch in the other.
....bing, bing, a-bing, ding . . .

Vimesdidn't move.

“Put it down. Put it down now, captain.”

“I can wait out another bell,” said Vimes. . .a-bing, a-bing . . .

“Can’t let you do that, captain. It d be murder.”

...clong, a-bing . ..

“You'll gop me, will you?’

“yes”

...bing...bing...



Vimesturned hishead dightly.

“Hekilled Angua. Doesn't that mean anything to you?’
...bing...bing...bing...bing ...

Carrot nodded.

“Yes. But persond isn't the same asimportant.”

Vimeslooked dong hisarm. The face of Dr Cruces, mouth open in terror, pivoted on thetip of the
barrel. .. .bing...bing...bing...bing...bing...

“Captain Vimes?’ . . .bing.
“Captain? Badge 177, captain. It's never had more than dirt on it.”

The pounding spirit of the gonne flowing up Vimes arms met the armies of sheer stone-headed
Vimesness surging the other way.

“I should put it down, captain. You don't need it,” said Carrot, like someone speaking to achild.
Vimes stared at the thing in his hands. The screaming was muted now.

“Put that down now, Watchman! That’'s an order!”

The gonne hit the floor. Vimes sduted, and then redlized what he was doing. He blinked a Carrot.
“Persond isn't the same asimportant?” hesaid.

“Ligten,” Crucessaid, “I’m sorry about the. . . the girl, that was an accident, but | only wanted—
There sevidence! Theré sa—"

Cruceswas hardly paying any attention to the Watchmen. He pulled aleather satchel off the table and
waved it at them.

“It'shere! All of it, Sre! Evidence! Edward was stupid, he thought it was all crowns and ceremony, he
had no ideawhat he'd found! And then, last night, it wasasif—"

“I'm not interested,” mumbled Vimes.

“Thecity needsaking!”

“It does not need murderers,” said Carrot.

“BU—"

And then Cruces dived for the gonne and scooped it up.

One moment Vimes was trying to reassemble his thoughts, and the next they were fleeing to far corners



of his consciousness. He was |ooking into the mouth of the gonne. It grinned at him.
Cruces dumped againg the pillar, but the gonne remained steedy, pointingitself at Vimes.

“It'sdl there, Sre,” he said. * Everything written down. The whole thing. Birthmarks and prophecies and
genedlogy and everything. Even your sword. It’ sthe sword!”

“Redly?’ said Carrot. “May | see?’

Carrot lowered hissword and, to Vimes' horror, walked over to the desk and pulled the bundle of
documents out of the case. Cruces nodded approvingly, asif rewarding agood boy.

Carrot read a page, and turned to the next one.
“Thisisinteregting,” hesad.
“Exactly. But now we must remove this annoying policeman,” said Cruces.

Vimesfet that he could see dl the way dong the tube, to the little dug of meta that was soon to launch
itsdf athim. ..

“It sashame,” said Cruces, “if only you had—"
Carrot stepped in front of the gonne. Hisarm moved in ablur. There was hardly a sound.
Pray you never face agood man, Vimesthought. He Il kill you with hardly aword.

Cruces |ooked down. There was blood on his shirt. He raised a hand to the sword hilt protruding from
his chest, and looked back up into Carrot’ s eyes.

“But why?Y ou could have been—"

And he died. The gonnefell from his hands, and fired at thefloor.

Therewas slence.

Carrot grasped the hilt of hissword and pulled it back. The body slumped.

Vimes leaned on the table and fought to get his breath back.

“Damn...his... hide” he panted.

“Sr?’

“He...hecdledyousre” hesad. “What wasin that—"

“You'relate, captain,” said Carrot.

“Late? Late? What do you mean?’ Vimes fought to prevent his brain parting company with redlity.

“Y ou were supposed to have been married—* Carrot looked at the watch, then snapped it shut and



handed it to Vimes. “—two minutes ago.”
“Yes, yes. But hecaled yousre, | heard him—"
“Just atrick of the echo, | expect, Mr Vimes.”

A thought broke through to Vimes' attention. Carrot’s sword was a couple of feet long. He' d run
Cruces clean through. But Cruces had been standing with his back to—

Vimeslooked a the pillar. It was granite, and afoot thick. There was no cracking. Therewasjust a
blade-shaped hole, front to back.

“Carrot—" he began.

“And you look amess, sir. Got to get you cleaned up.”

Carrot pulled the leather satchel towards him and dung it over his shoulder.

“Carrot—"

“Sr?’

“lorder youto give—"

“No, gr. You can’'t order me. Because you are now, Sir, no offence meant, acivilian. It sanew life”
“Acivilian?”

Vimes rubbed hisforehead. It was dl colliding in hisbrain now —the gonne, the sewers, Carrot and the
fact that he’ d been operating on pure adrendin, which soon presentsits bill and does not give credit. He

sagged.
“But thisismy life. Carrot! Thisismyjob.”
“A hot bath and adrink, sir. That’ swhat you need,” said Carrot. “Do you aworld of good. Let'sgo.”

Vimes gazetook in the falen body of Cruces and, then, the gonne. He went to pick it up, and stopped
himsdf intime.

Not even the wizards had something like this. One burst from a staff and they had to go and lie down.
No wonder no-one had destroyed it. Y ou couldn’t destroy something as perfect asthis. It caled out to
something deep in the soul. Hold it in your hand, and you hadpower. More power than any bow or spear
—they just stored up your own muscles power, when you thought about it. But the gonne gave you

power from outside. You didn't useit, it used you. Cruces had probably been agood man. He' d

probably listened kindly enough to Edward, and then he’ d taken the gonne, and he'd belonged to it as
wall.

“Captain Vimes? | think we' d better get that out of here,” said Carrot, reaching down.

“Whatever you do, don’t touch it!” Vimes warned.



“Why not? It'sonly adevice,” said Carrot. He picked up the gonne by the barrdl, regarded it for a
moment, and then smashed it againg thewall. Bits of metal pin-wheeled away.

“Oneof akind,” hesaid. “Oneof akindisaways specia, my father used to say. Let’ sbe going.”
He opened the door.

He shut the door.

“There s about ahundred Assassins at the bottom of the stairs,” he said.

“How many bolts have you got for your bow?’ said Vimes. Hewas till staring at the twisted gonne.
“One”

“Then it’sagood thing you won't have any chance to reload anyway.”

Therewas a polite knock at the door.

Carrot glanced at Vimes, who shrugged. He opened the door.

It was Downey. He raised an empty hand.

“Y ou can put down your wegpons. | assure you they will not be necessary. Whereis Dr Cruces?’
Carrot pointed.

Ah.” He glanced up &t the two Watchmen.

“Would you, please, leave hisbody with us? We will inhume himin our crypt.”

Vimes pointed at the body.

“Hekilled—"’

And now heisdead. And now | must ask you to leave.”

Downey opened the door. Assassins lined the wide stairs. There wasn't aweapon in sight. But, with
Assassins, theredidn’t need to be.

At the bottom lay the body of Angua. The Watchmen walked down dowly, and Carrot knelt and picked
it up.

He nodded to Downey.
“Shortly we will be sending someone to collect the body of Dr Cruces,” he said.
“But | thought we had agreed that—"

“No. It must be seen that heis dead. Things must be seen. Things mustn’t happen in the dark, or behind



closed doors.”

“I am afraid | cannot accede to your request,” said the Assassin firmly.
“It wasn't arequest, Sir.”

Scores of Assassins watched them walk across the courtyard.

The black gates were shut.

No-one seemed about to open them.

“I agree with you, but perhaps you should have put that another way,” said Vimes. “They don't look at
al happy—"

The doors shattered. A six-foot iron arrow passed Carrot and Vimes and removed alarge section of
wall on thefar side of the courtyard.

A couple of blows removed the rest of the gates, and Detritus stepped through. He looked around at the
assembled Assassins, ared glow in hiseyes. And growled.

It dawned on the smarter Assassnsthat there was nothing in their armoury that could kill atroll. They
had fine gtiletto knives, but they needed dedgehammers.

They had darts armed with exquisite poisons, none of which worked on atroll. No-one had ever thought
trolls were important enough to be nated. Suddenly, Detritus was very important indeed. He had
Cuddy’ s axe in one hand and his mighty crossbow in the other.

Some of the brighter Assassinsturned and ran for it. Some were not as bright. A couple of arrows
bounced off Detritus. Their owners saw hisface as he turned towards them, and dropped their bows.

Detritus hefted his club.
“Acting-Constable Detritus!”

The words rang out across the courtyard.

“ Acting-Constable Detritus! Atten-shun!”
Detritus very dowly raised his hand.

Dink.

“Youlisten to me, Acting-Constable Detritus,” said Carrot. “If there' s aheaven for Watchmen, and
gods | hopethereis, then Acting-Constable Cuddy isthere right now, drunk as a bloody monkey, with a
rat in one hand and a pint of Bearhugger’ sin the other, and he’' slooking up[28] at usright now and he's
saying: my friend Acting-Congtable Detritus won't forget he saguard. Not Detritus.”

There was along dangerous moment, and then anotherdink.

“Thank you, Acting-Congtable. Y ou'll escort Mr Vimesto the University.” Carrot looked around at the



Assassins. “Good afternoon, gentlemen. We may be back.”

The three Watchmen stepped over the wreckage.

Vimes said nothing until they were well out in the street, and then he turned to Carrot.
“Whydid hecdl you—"

“If you'll excuse me, I'll take her back to the Watch House.”

Vimeslooked down at Angua s corpse and felt atrain of thought derail itself. Some things were too hard
to think about. He wanted a nice quiet hour somewhereto put it al together. Personal isn’'t the same as
important. What sort of person could think like that? And it dawned on him that while Ankh in the past
had had its share of evil rulers, and smply bad rulers, it had never yet come under the hedl of agood

ruler. That might be the most terrifying prospect of dl.
“Sr?’ sad Carrot, politely.
“Uh. Well bury her up at Small Gods, how about that?” said Vimes. “It’ s sort of aWatch tradition . . .”

“Yes, dr. You go off with Detritus. He' s dl right when you give him orders. If you don’'t mind, | don’'t
think I’ll be long to the wedding. Y ou know how itis. .."

“Yes. Yes, of course. Um. Carrot?” Vimes blinked, to drive away suspicionsthat clamoured for
consideration. “We shouldn’t be too hard on Cruces. | hated the bastard like hell, so | want to befair to

him. | know what the gonne doesto people. We' re dl the same, to the gonne. I’ d have been just like
him.”

“No, captain.You put it down.”
Vimesamiled wanly.

“They cdl meMister Vimes” hesaid.

Carrot waked back to the Watch House, and laid the body of Angua on the dab in the makeshift
morgue. Rigor mortiswas dready setting in.

He fetched some water and cleaned her fur as best he could.

What he did next would have surprised, say, atroll or adwarf or anyone who didn’t know about the
human mind’ s reaction to stressful circumstances.

He wrote his report. He swept the main room’ sfloor; therewas arota, and it was histurn. Hehad a
wash. He changed his shirt, and dressed the wound on his shoulder, and cleaned his armour, rubbing with
wirewool and agraded series of cloths until he could, once again, see hisfaceinit.

He heard, far off, Fondel’s *Wedding March’ scored for Monstrous Organ with Miscellaneous
Farmyard Noises accompaniment. He fished out a haf bottle of rum from what Sergeant Colon thought
was his secure hiding place, poured himsdlf avery small amount, and drank atoast to the sound, saying,



“Here sto Mr Vimesand Lady Ramkin!” in aclear, Sincere voice which would have severely
embarrassed anyone who had heard it.

There was a scratching at the door. He let Gaspode in. Thelittle dog dunk under the table, saying
nothing.

Then Carrot went up to hisroom, and sat in his chair and looked out of the window.

The afternoon wore on. The rain stopped around teatime.

Lightscameon, dl over thecity.

Presently, the moon rose.

The door opened. Angua entered, walking softly.

Carrot turned, and smiled.

“| wasn't certain,” he said. “But | thought, well, isn't it only silver that killsthem?1 just had to hope.”

It wastwo dayslater. Therain had set in. It didn't pour, it douched out of the grey clouds, runningin
rivulets through the mud. It filled the Ankh, which durped once again through its underground kingdom. It

poured from the mouths of gargoyles. It hit the ground so hard there was sort of amist of ricochets.

It drummed off the gravestones in the cemetery behind the Temple of Smal Gods, and into the smal pit
dug for Acting-Congtable Cuddy.

There were dways only guards at aguard’ sfunera, Vimestold himsdf. Oh, sometimes there were
relaives, like Lady Ramkin and Detritus Ruby here today, but you never gotcrowds. Perhaps Carrot
was right. When you became a guard, you stopped being everything else.

Although therewer e other people today, standing silently at the railings around the cemetery. They
weren'tat the funera, but they were watchingit.

Therewasasmal priest who gave the generic fill-in-deceased’ s-name-here service, designed to be
vaguely satisfactory to any godswho might be listening. Then Detritus|owered the coffin into the grave,
and the priest threw aceremonia handful of dirt on to the coffin, except that instead of the rattle of soil
therewas avery finad splat.

And Carrot, to Vimes surprise, made a speech. It echoed across the soggy ground to the rain-dripping
trees. It wasred |y based around the only text you could use on this occasion: he was my friend, hewas
one of us, he was agood copper.

He was a good copper. That had got said at every guard funerd Vimes had ever attended. If d probably
be said even a Corpora Nobbs funerd, dthough everyone would have their fingers crossed behind
their backs. It was what you had to say.

Vimes gtared at the coffin. And then astrange fegling came cregping over him, asinsdioudy astherain
trickling down the back of hisneck. It wasn't exactly asuspicion. If it stayed in hismind long enough it
would be asuspicion, but right now it was only afaint tingle of ahunch.



He had to ask. He' d never stop thinking about it if hedidn’t at leastask.

So asthey were walking away from the grave he said, “ Corporal ?’

“Yessr?

“No-one sfound the gonne, then?’

“No, 5r.”

“Someone said you had it last.”

“I must have put it down somewhere. Y ou know how busy it al was.”

“Yes. Oh, yes. I'm pretty sure | saw you carry most of it out of the Guild . . .”

“Must have done, Sr.”

“Yes. Er. | hopeyou put it somewhere safe, then. Do you, er, do you think you left it somewhere safe?”
Behind them, the gravedigger began to shovel the wet, clinging loam of Ankh-Morpork into the hole.

“I think I must have done, sir. Don't you? Seeing as no-one has found it. | mean, we' d soon know if
anyone d found it!”

“Maybeit'sdl for the best, Corpora Carrot.”

“| certainly hope so.”

“Hewas agood copper.”

“Yes, gar.”

Vimeswent for broke.

“And. .. it seemed to me, aswewere carrying that little coffin . . . dightly heavier .. .7’
“Redlly, Sr?1 redly couldn’'t say | noticed.”

“But at least he’' sgot a proper dwarf burid.”

“Oh, yes. | saw to that, Sir,” said Carrot.

Therain gurgled off the roofs of the Palace. The gargoyles had taken up their Sations at every corner,
graining gnats and fliesviather ears.

Corpora Carrot shook the drops off hisleather rain cape and exchanged salutes with the troll on guard.
He gtrolled through the clerksin the outer rooms and knocked respectfully on the door of the Oblong
Office.



[13 Comel7
Carrot entered, marched to the desk, saluted and stood at ease.
Lord Vetinari tensed, very dightly.

“Oh, yes,” hesaid. “Corpord Carrot. | was expecting . . . something like this. I’ m sure you’ ve come to
ask mefor . .. something?’

Carrot unfolded a piece of grubby paper, and cleared histhroat.

“Well, gr . . . we could do with anew dartboard. Y ou know. For when we're off duty?’
The Patrician blinked. It was not often that he blinked.

“I beg your pardon?’

“A new dartboard, gr. It helpsthe men relax after their shift, ar.”

Vetinari recovered alittle.

“ Another one? But you had one only last year!”

“It'sthe Librarian, Sir. Nobby lets him play and he just leans a bit and hammers the dartsin with hisfist.
It ruinsthe board. Anyway, Detritus threw one through it. Through the wal behind it, too.”

“Very well. And?’

“Wadl . . . Acting-Constable Detritus needs to be let off having to pay for five holesin his breastplate.”
“Granted. Tell him not to do it again.”

“Yes, dr. Wel, | think that’ s about it. Except for anew kettle”

The Patrician’s hand moved in front of hislips. He wastrying not to smile.

“Dear me. Another kettle aswell? What happened to the old one?’

“Oh, we dtill useit, sr, we gtill useit. But we' re going to need another because of the new
arangements.”

“I'm sorry?What new arrangements?’

Carrot unfolded a second, and rather larger, piece of paper.

“The Watch to be brought up to an establishment strength of fifty-sx; the old Watch Houses at the River
Gate, the Deos | Gate and the Hubwards Gate to be reopened and manned on a twenty-four hour

The Patrician’ s smile remained, but hisface seemed to pull away fromit, leaving it stranded and al done



intheworld.

“—a department for, well, we haven't got anamefor it yet, but for looking at clues and things like dead
bodies, eg., how long they’ ve been dead, and to start with we' Il need an alchemist and possibly aghoul
provided they promise not to take anything home and et it; aspecid unit using dogs, which could be
very useful, and Lance-Congtable Angua can deal with that since she can, um, be her own handler alot

of the time; arequest here from Corporal Nobbs that Watchmen be alowed al the weapons they can
carry, dthough I’d be obliged if you said no to that; a—"

Lord Vetinari waved ahand.
“All right, dl right,” he said. “1 can see how thisisgoing. And supposing | say no?’

There was another of those long, long pauises, wherein may be seen the possibilities of severd different
futures

“Do you know, gir, | never evenconsidered that you' d say no?’
“Youdidn't?’

“No, gr.”

“I'mintrigued. Why not?’

“It'sdl for the good of the city, Sir. Do you know where the word “ policeman” comes from? It means
“man of the city”, dr. From the old wordpolis.”

“Yes. | do know.”
The Patrician looked at Carrot. He seemed to be shuffling futuresin his head. Then:

“Yes. | accedeto al the requests, except the one involving Corpora Nobbs. And you, | think, should
be promoted to Captain.”

“Ye-es. | agree, sir. That would be agood thing for Ankh-Morpork. But | will not command the Waitch,
if that’ swhat you mean.”

“Why not?’
“Because | could command the Watch. Because. . . people should do things because an officer tells

them. They shouldn’t do it just because Corpora Carrot says so. Just because Corpord Carrotis. . .
good at being obeyed.” Carrot’ sface was carefully blank.

Aninteresting point.”
“But there used to be arank, in the old days. Commander of the Watch. | suggest Samuel Vimes.”
The Patrician leaned back. “Oh, yes,” he said. “Commander of the Watch. Of course, that became a

rather unpopular job, after dl that business with Lorenzo the Kind. It was aVimeswho held the post in
those days. I’ ve never liked to ask him if he was an ancestor.”



“Hewas, gr. | looked it up.”
“Would he accept?’
“Isthe High Priest an Offlian? Does adragon explode in the woods?’

The Patrician steepled hisringers and looked at Carrot over the top of them. It was a mannerism that
hed unnerved many.

“But, you see, captain, the trouble with Sam Vimesisthat he upsetsalot of important people. And |
think that a Commander of the Watch would have to move in very exdted circles, attend Guild functions

They exchanged glances. The Patrician got the best of the bargain, since Carrot’ s face was bigger. Both
of them were trying not to grin.

“An excdlent choice, infact,” said the Patrician.

“I’d taken the liberty, gir, of drafting aletter to the cap— to Mr Vimes on your behdf. Just to save you
trouble, sir. Perhapsyou’ d care to have alook?’

“Y ou think of everything, don't you?’
“I hope so, air.”

Lord Vetinari read the letter. He smiled once or twice. Then he picked up his pen, signed at the bottom,
and handed it back.

“Andisthat thelast of your dema— requests?’
Carrot scratched his ear.

“Thereisone, actudly. | need ahome for asmadl dog. It must have alarge garden, awarm spot by the
fire, and happy laughing children.”

“Good heavens. Redlly? Well, | suppose we can find one.”
“Thank you, gr. That'sdl, | think.”

The Patrician stood up and limped over to the window. It was dusk. Lightswere being lit al over the
aty.

With his back to Carrot he said, “ Tell me, captain . . . this business about there being an heir to the
throne .. . . What do you think about it?’

“I don't think about it, sir. That’ s al sword-in-a-stone nonsense. Kings don’t come out of nowhere,
waving asword and putting everything right. Everyone knowsthat.”

“But there was sometalk of . . .evidence?”

“No-one seemsto know whereit is, sr.”



“When | spoketo Captain . . . to Commander Vimes he said you'd got it.”
“Then | must have put it down somewhere. I’'m sure | couldn’t say where, Sir.”
“My word, | hope you absent-mindedly put it down somewhere safe.”
“I'msureit’s. .. well guarded, sr.”

“I think you' ve learned alot from Cap—Commander Vimes, captan.”

“Sir. My father dways said | wasaquick learner, ar.”

“Perhaps the city doesneed a king, though. Have you considered that?’
“Likeafishneedsa...er ... athing that doesn’'t work underwater, sir.”

“Y et aking can gpped to the emotions of his subjects, captain. In . . . very much the sameway asyou
did recently, | understand.”

“Yes, dr. But what will he do next day? Y ou can't treat people like puppet dolls. No, Sir. Mr Vimes
aways said aman has got to know hislimitations. If there was aking, then the best thing he could do
would be to get on with adecent day’ s work—"

“Indeed.”

“Buitif there was some pressing need . . . then perhaps he' d think again.” Carrot brightened up. “1t' sabit
like being aguard, realy. When you need us, you redlly need us. And whenyou don’t . . . well, best if
we just walk around the streets and shout All’sWell. Providing dl iswell, of course.”

“Captain Carrot,” said Lord Vetinari, “ because we understand one another so well, and | think wedo
understand one another . . . thereis something I’ d like to show you. Comethisway.”

He led the way into the throne room, which was, empty at thistime of day. As he hobbled acrossthe
widefloor he pointed ahead of him.

“I expect you know what that is, captain?’

“Oh, yes. The golden throne of Ankh-Morpork.”

“And no-one has sat in it for many hundreds of years. Have you ever wondered about it?’
“Exactly what do you mean, Sr?’

“So much gold, when even the brass has been stripped off the Brass Bridge? Take alookbehind the
throne, will you?

Carrot mounted the steps.

“Good grief!”



The Patrician looked over his shoulder.

“It'sjust gold foil over wood . . .”

“Quitesn.”

It was hardly even wood any more. Rot and worms had fought one another to astandstill over thelast
gilglegraddz)lefragment. Carrot prodded it with his sword, and part of it drifted gently away in a puff of
“What do you think about this, captain?’

Carrot stood up.

“Onthewhole, g, it’s probably just aswell that people don’t know.”

“So | have dwaysthought. Wdll, | will not keep you. I’'m sureyou have alot to organize.”

Carrot saluted.

“Thank you, Sr.”

“| gather that you and, er, Constable Angua are getting along well?’

“We have avery good Understanding, sir. Of course, therewill be minor difficulties,” said Carrot, “but,
to look on the positive Sde, I’ ve got someone who's dways ready for awak around the city.”

As Carrot had his hand on the door handle Lord Vetinari called out to him.
“Yes, Sr?’

Carrot looked back at the tal thin man, standing in the big bare room beside the golden throne filled with
decay.

“You'reaman interested in words, captain. I’ d just invite you to consider something your predecessor
never fully grasped.”

“Sr?’

“Have you ever wondered where the word “ politician” comes from?’ said the Patrician.

“And then there' sthe committee of the Sunshine Sanctuary,” said Lady Ramkin, from her sde of the
dining table. “We must get you on that. And the Country Landowners Association. And the Friendly
Famethrowers League. Cheer up. You'll find your time will just fill up like nobody’ s business”

“Yes, dear,” said Vimes. The days stretched ahead of him, just filling up like nobody’ s business with
committees and good works and . . . nobody’ s business. It was probably better than walking the Streets.
Lady Sybil and Mr Vimes.

He dghed.



Syhil Vimes,née Ramkin, looked at him with an expression of faint concern. For aslong as she'd known
him, Sam Vimes had been vibrating with the internal anger of aman who wantsto arrest the godsfor not
doing it right, and then he’d handed in his badge and hewas.. . . wdll, not exactly Sam Vimes any more.
The clock in the corner chimed eight 0’ clock. Vimes pulled out his presentation watch and opened it.

“That clock’ sfive minutesfast,” he said, above the tinkling chimes. He snapped the lid shut, and read
againthewordsonit: ‘A Watch From, Y our Old Freinds In The Watch'.

Carrot had been behind that, sure enough. Vimes had grown to recognize that blindnessto the position
of ‘i’'sand ‘€ sand that wanton crudlty to the common comma.

They said goodbye to you, they took you out of the measure of your days, and they gave you awatch . .

“Excuseme, m'lady?’

“Yes, Willikins?’

“ThereisaWatchman at the door, m'lady. The tradesman’s entrance.”
“Y ou sent a Watchman to the tradesman’ s entrance?’ said Lady Syhil.
“No, m’'lady. That' s the one he cameto. It's Captain Carrot.”

Vimes put hishand over hiseyes. “He' s been made captain and he comesto the back door,” he said.
“That'sCarrat, that is. Bringhimonin.”

It was barely noticeable, except to Vimes but the butler glanced at Lady Ramkin for her approvdl.
“Do asyour madter says,” shesaid, galantly.

“I’m no-on€ smas—" Vimes began.

“Now, Sam,” said Lady Ramkin.

“Wdl, I'mnat,” said Vimes sullenly.

Carrot marched in, and stood to attention. As usua, the room subtly became amere background to him.
“It'sdl right, lad,” said Vimes, as nicely as he could manage. “ Y ou don't need to salute.”

“Yesl do, sr,” said Carrot. He handed Vimes an envelope. It had the seal of the Patrician oniit.
Vimes picked up aknife and broke the sedl.

“Probably charging me five dollarsfor unnecessary wear and tear on my chainmail,” he said.
Hislips moved as he read.

“Blimey,” hesad eventudly. “Fifty-ax?’



“Yes, gr. Detritusislooking forward to bregking themin.”

“Including undead? It says here open to al, regardless of species or morta status—"
“Yes gr,” sad Carat, firmly. “They'redl citizens”

“Y ou mean you could havevampires in the Watch?’

“Very good on night duty, Sr. And aerid surveillance.”

“And aways useful if you want to stake out somewhere.”

“Yes, Sr?’

Vimes watched the feeble pun go right through Carrot ‘* s head without triggering hisbrain. He turned
back to the paper.

“Hmm. Pensionsfor widows, | see”

“Yessr.”

“Re-opening the old Watch Houses?’

“That' swhat he says, Sir.”

Vimesread on:

We consider particularly that, this enlarged Watch will need an expereinced man in charge who,
isheld in Esteem by all parts of soceity and, we are convinced that you should fulfil this Roll. You
will therefore take up your Duties immediately as, Commander of the Ankh-Morpork City Watch.
This post traditionally carreis with it the rank of Knight which, we are minded to resurrect on this
one occasion.

Hoping this finds you in good health, Yrs. faithfully

Havelock Vetinari (Patrician)

Vimesread it again.

He drummed his fingers on the table. There was no doubt that the signature was genuine. But . . .

“Corp— Captain Carrot?’

“Sah!l” Carrot stared straight ahead of him with the glistening air of one busting with duty and efficiency
and an absolute resolve to duck and dodge any direct questions put to him.

“I—* Vimes picked up the paper again, put it down, picked it up, and then passed it over to Syhil.

“My word!” shesaid. “A knighthood? Not amoment too soon, either!”



“Oh, no! Not me! Y ou know what | think about the so-called aristocratsinthis city — apart from you,
Syhil, of course”

“Perhapsit’ s about time the generd stock wasimproved, then,” said Lady Ramkin.

“Hislordship did say,” said Carrot, “that no part of the package was negotiable, sir. | mean, it'sal or
nothing, if you undergand me.”

“All...7

“Yessr.”

“...ornothing.”

“Yessr.”

Vimes drummed hisringers on the table.

“You' vewon, haven't you?’ hesaid. “You’ vewon.”

“Sr?Don't understand, Sir,” said Carrot, radiating honest ignorance.

There was another dangerous silence.

“But, of course,” said Vimes, “there’ sno possibleway | could oversee this sort of thing.”
“What do you mean, sir?’ said Carrot.

Vimes pulled the candd abra towards him and thumped the paper with afinger.

“WEell, look what it says here. | mean, opening those old Watch Houses? On the gates? What' s the point
inthat? Right out there on the edge?’

“Oh, I'm sure matters of organization detail can be changed, sr,” said Carrot.

“Keep agenerd gate guard,yes, but if you' re going to have any kind of finger onthe pulseof . . . look,
you' d need one dong EIm Street somewhere, dose to the Shades and the docks, and another one
halfway up Short Street, and maybe asmadler onein Kingsway. Somewhere up there, anyway. You've
got to think about population centres. How many men based per Watch House?’

“| thought ten, Sr. Allowing for shifts.”

“No, can't do that. Use six at most. A corpord, say, and one other per shift. Therest you'll move
around on, oh, amonthly rota. Y ou want to keep everyone on their toes, yes? And that way everyone
getsto walk every street. That’ svery important. And . . . wish | had amap here. .. oh. .. thank you,
dear. Right. Now, see here. Y ou' ve got astrength of fixty-sx, nomina, OK? But you' re taking over day
watch too, plusyou' ve got to dlow for days off, two grandmother’ s funerds per year per man —gods
know how your undead' |l sort outthat one, maybe they get time off to go to theirown funeras—and then
there’'ssicknessand so on. So . . . we want four shifts, staggered around the city. Got alight? Thanks.
We don’'t want the whole guard changing shift a once. On the other hand, you’ ve got to alow each
Watch House officer acertain amount of initiative. But we should maintain a special squad in Pseudopolis



Yard for emergencies. . . look, give me that pencil. Now give me that notebook. Right . . .”

Cigar smokefilled the room. The little presentation watch played every quarter of an hour, entirely
unheeded.

Lady Sybil smiled and shut the door behind her, and went to feed the dragons.
“Dearest Mumm and Dad,

Wil hereis Amazing newsfor, | am now Captain!! It has been avery busy and vareid Week al round
as, | shal now recount. . .”

And only onething more. . .

There was alarge house in one of the nicer areas of Ankh, with a spacious garden with achildren’s
tree-housein it and, quite probably, awarm spot by thefire.

And awindow, breaking . . .

Gaspode landed on the lawn, and ran like hell towards the fence. Flower-scented bubbles streamed of f
his coat. He was wearing aribbon with abow on it, and carrying in his mouth abowl |abelled MR
HUGGY.

He dug hisway frantically under the fence and squirmed into the road.

A fresh pile of horse droppingstook care of theflord smell, and five minutes of scratching removed the
bow.

“Not abloody flealeft,” he moaned, dropping the bowl. “An’ | had nearly the complete set. Whee-000!
I’'mwdl out ofthat. Huh!”

Gaspode brightened up. It was Tuesday. That meant steak-and-suspicious-organs pie a the Thieves
Guild, and the head cook there was known to be susceptible to athumping tail and a penetrating stare.
And holding an empty bowl in your mouth and looking pathetic was a sure-fire winner, if Gaspode was
any judge. It shouldn’t take too long to claw off MR HUGGY .

Perhaps this wasn't the way it ought to be. But it wastheway it was.

On thewhole, hereflected, it could have been alot worse.

TheEnd

[1] But nogentleman woulddream of being trained asa Thief.

[2] Often with discreet plagues under them modestly recording the name of the person who' d killed
them. ThiswastheAssassins portrait galery, after all.

[3] From the point of view of the species asawhole. Not from the point of view of the dragon now
landing in small pieces around the landscape.



[4] Fingers-Mazda, thefirgt thief in the world, stole fire from the gods. But he was unable to fenceit. It
was too hot.*

He got redly burned on that dedl.

[5] The Battle of Koom Vadley isthe only one known to history where both sides ambushed each other.

[6] There sadways one.

[7] Thisisanother survivd trait.

[8] Because he was an early form of free-thinking scientist, and did not believe that human beings had
been created by some sort of divine being. Dissecting people when they were till alive tended to bea
priestly preoccupation; they thought mankindhad been created by some sort of divine being and wanted
to have acloser look at His handiwork.

[9] Suicide, for example. Murder wasin fact afairly uncommon event in Ankh-Morpork, but there were
alot of suicides. Waking in the night-time aleyways of The Shadeswas suicide. Asking for ashortina
dwarf bar was suicide. Saying ‘ Got rocksin your head?’ to atroll was suicide. Y ou could commit
suicide very eedlly, if you weren't careful.

[10] A survey by the Ankh-Morpork Guild of Merchants of tradespeople in the dock areas of Morpork
found 987 women who gave their profession as‘ seamstress'. Oh . . . and two needles.

[11] Infact, trollstraditionaly count likethis: one, two, three. . .many, and people assume this means
they can have no grasp of higher numbers. They don't redlize that many canbe anumber. Asin: one, two,
three, many, many-one, many-two, many-three,many many, many-many-one, many-many-two,
many-many-three, many many many, many-many-many-one, many-many-many-two,
many-many-many-three, LOTS.

[12] More usualy alandlady would ask ‘ Are you decent?’, but Mrs Cake knew her lodgers.

[13]Brown

[14] And Brown

[15] It works like this. Phrenology, as everyone knows, isaway of reading someone' s character,
gptitude and abilities by examining the bumps and hollows on their head. Therefore— according to the
kind of logicd thinking that characterizes the Ankh-Morpork mind — it should be possible tomould
someone' s character by giving them carefully graded bumpsin dl theright places. Youcangointo a
shop and order an artistic temperament with atendency to introspection and aside order of hysteria.
What you actudlyget is hit on the head with a selection of different Sze malets, but it creates employment
and keepsthe money in circulation, and that’ sthe main thing.



[16] Rat and cream cheeseis only one of the famous Discworld dishes available in cosmopolitan
Ankh-Morpork. According to the Guild of Merchants publication\Wellcome to Ankh-Mor pork, Citie
of One Thousand Surprises: ‘Also to be bought in itswell-stuffed emporiaare Sumpie, Jammy Devils,
Fikkun haddock, Distressed Pudding, Clooty Dumplings* and, not to be forgotten, the Knuckle
Sandwich, made from finest pig knuckles. Not for something isit said, For a True Taste of
Ankh-Morpork, Try aKnuckle Sandwich.”

* Not to be confused with the Scottish Clootie Dumpling, which isakind of suet padding full of fruit.
The Ankh-Morpork verson sits on the tongue like finest meringue, and on the ssomach like aconcrete
bowling ball.

[17]Wrong. Vimes didn't travel much except on foot, and knew little of the Lancre Suicide Thrush, for
example, or the Shadowing Lemma, which existsin only two dimensions and eats mathematicians, or the
quantum weather butterfly. But it is possible that the strangest, and possibly saddest, specieson
Discworld isthe hermit dephant. This cregture, lacking the thick hide of its near relatives, livesin huts,
moving up and building extensons asitsSzeincreases. It' s not unknown for atraveller on the plains of
Howondaland to wake up in the morning in the middle of avillage that wasn't there the night before.

[18] The axiom ‘ Honest men have nothing to fear from the police’ currently under review by the Axioms
Apped Board.

[19] Probably no other world in the multiverse has warehouses for thingswhich only existin potentia, but
the pork futures warehouse in Ankh-Morpork isaproduct of the Patrician’s rules about baseless
metaphors, the literal-mindedness of citizens who assume that everything must exist somewhere, and the
genera thinness of thefabric of redity around Ankh, which isso thin that it'sasthin asavery thin thing.
The net result isthat trading in pork futures—in porkthat doesn’t exist yet —led to the building of the
warehouseto storeit in until it does. The extremely low temperatures are caused by theimbaance in the
tempora energy flow. At least, that’ swhat the wizardsin the High Energy Magic building say. And
they’ ve got proper pointy hats and |etters after their name, so they know what they’ re talking about.

[20] It has probably been gathered that although Leonard da Quirm was absolutely the greatest
technologica geniusof dl time, hewas abit of a Detrituswhen it came to thinking up names.

[21]1t didn't need to. Cuddy, belonging to arace that worked underground for preference, and Detritus,
amember of arace notorioudy nocturnal, had excellent vison in the dark. But mysterious caves and
tunnels dways have luminous fungi, strangely bright crystas or a apinch merely an ddritch glow inthe
air, just in case ahuman hero comesin and needsto seein the dark. Strange but true.

[22] Rether like British Ral.

[23]Which canmean. .. wdl . . . meaningsinclude: ‘ Pardon me, you' re hanging frommy rubber ring,
thank you so very much’, “1t may bejust vital biomass oxygenating the planet toyou, but it'shometo me
and ‘I’'m sure there was arain forest around here amoment ago'.




[24] Who stoked the boiler.

[25] Five more embraced it as a holy wegpon and instructed that it be used on all infiddls, heretics,
gnostics and people who fidgeted during the sermon.

[26]1t runs. ‘He who chains down atroll, especidly taking advantage of the Situation to put the boot in a
few times, had better not be the one who unchainsit again.”

[27] And wasthe origin, long after the events chronicled here were over, of an Ankh-Morpork folk song
scored for tin whistle and nasal passage:

“As| was awaking dong Lower Broadway,

The recruiting party came picking up people by their ankles
and saying they were going to volunteer to join the Watch
unless they wanted their goohuloog heads kicked in,

So | went via Peach Pie Street and Hol ofernes instead,

Singing: Too-rali, etc.”

It never redly caught on.

[28] Totrolls, heavenisbelow.



