Thereisacurse.

They say:

May YouLivein Interesting Times

Thisiswhere the gods play gameswith the lives of men, on aboard which isat one and the same time
asmple playing areaand the whole world.

And Fate dwayswins.

Fate dwayswins. Most of the gods throw dice but Fate plays chess, and you don't find out until too late
that he's been using two queensall dong.

Fatewins. At least, so it isclamed. Whatever happens, they say afterwards, it must have been Fate.[1]
Gods can take any form, but the one aspect of themsalves they cannot change istheir eyes, which show
their nature. The eyes of Fate are hardly eyesat dl - just dark holesinto an infinity speckled with what
may be stars or, there again, may be other things.

He blinked them, smiled at hisfellow playersin the smug way winners do just before they become
winners, and said:

'| accuse the High Priest of the Green Robe in the library with the double-handed axe.’

And hewon.



He beamed at them.

'No-one likesh a poor winner, grumbled Offler the | Crocodile God, through hisfangs.

It seemsthat | am favouring myself today,’ said Fate. 'Anyone fancy something else?
The gods shrugged.

'Mad Kings? said Fate pleasantly. 'Star-Crossed Lovers?

'l think we've lost the rulesfor that one,' said Blind lo, chief of the gods.

'Or Tempest-Wrecked Mariners?

"You awayswin,' said lo.

'Hoods and Droughts? said Fate. 'That's an easy one.'

A shadow fell acrossthe gaming table. The godslooked up.

'Ah, said Fate.

'Let agame begin,' said the Ladly.

There was dways an argument about whether the newcomer was agoddess at dl. Certainly no-one
ever got anywhere by worshipping her, and she tended to turn up only where she was least expected,
such as now. And people who trusted in her seldom survived. Any temples built to her would surely be

struck by lightning. Better to juggle axes on atightrope than say her name. Just cdll her thewaitressin the
Last Chance saoon.

She was generdly referred to as the Lady, and her eyes were green; not as the eyes of humansare
green, but emerad green from edge to edge. It was said to be her favourite colour.

'Ah,' said Fate again. 'And what game will it be?

She sat down opposite him. The watching gods looked sdelong at one another. Thislooked interesting.
These two were ancient enemies.

'How about. . ." she paused,’. . . Mighty Empires?
'Oh, I hate that one,' said Offler, breaking the sudden slence. 'Everyone dief at theend.

'Yes,' said Fate, 'l believethey do." He nodded at the Lady, and in much the same voice as professional
gamblers say 'Aces high? said, The Fall of Great Houses? Destinies of Nations Hanging by a Thread?

‘Certainly,' shesad.
'Oh,good .' Fate waved a hand across the board. The Discworld appeared.

'‘And where shall we play? he said.



"The Counterweight Continent,’ said the Lady. Where five noble families have fought one another Jor
centuries!

'Redly?Which familiesare these? said lo. He had little involvement with individua humans. He generaly
looked after thunder and lightning, so from his point of view the only purpose of humanity wasto get wet
or, in occasiona cases, charred.

"The Hongs, the Sungs, the Tangs, the McSweeneys and the Fangs!'

"Them?1 didn't know they were noble," said lo.

They'redl very rich and have had millions of people butchered or tortured to death merely for reasons
of expediency and pride," said the Lady.

Thewatching gods nodded solemnly. That was certainly noble behaviour. That was exactly what they
would have done.

'‘McFweeneyf? said Offler.

'Very old established family,’ said Fete.

Oh.

'And they wrestle one another for the Empire,’ said Fate. 'Very good. Which will you be?
The Lady looked at the history stretched out in front of them.

"The Hongs are the most powerful. Even as we speak, they have taken yet more cities,' she said. 'l see
they arefated towin.’

'So, no doubt, you'll pick aweaker family.'

Fate waved his hand again. The playing pieces appeared, and started to move around the board asiif
they had alife of their own, which was of coursethe case.

‘But, he said, ‘we shdll play without dice. | don't trust you with dice. Y ou throw them where | can't see
them. Wewill play with stedl, and tactics, and politics, and war.'

The Lady nodded.

Fate looked across at his opponent.

'And your move? he said.

She amiled. 'I've dready madeit.’

Helooked down. 'But | don't see your pieces on the board.'

"They're not on the board yet,' she said.



She opened her hand.

There was something black and yellow on her palm. She blew onit, and it unfolded itswings.
It was abutterfly.

Fate dwayswins. . .

At least, when people stick to the rules.

According to the philosopher Ly Tin Wheedle, chaosis found in greatest abundance wherever order is
being sought. It lways defeats order, becauseiit is better organized.

Thisisthe butterfly of the sorms.

Seethewings, dightly more ragged than those of the common fritillary. In redity, thanksto the fracta
nature of the universe, this meansthat those ragged edges are infinite - in the same way that the edge of
any rugged coastline, when measured to the ultimate microscopic leve, isinfinitely long - or, if not infinite,
then at least so closeto it that Infinity can be seen on aclear day.

And therefore, if their edges areinfinitely long, thewings must logicaly beinfinitely big.

They maylook about theright size for a butterfly'swings, but that's only because human beings have
aways preferred common senseto logic.

The Quantum Westher Butterfly (Papilio tempestae) isan undigtinguished yelow colour, athough the
mandel brot patterns on the wings are of considerable interest. Its outstanding featureisits ability to create
wegther.

This presumably began asasurvivd trait, snce even an extremely hungry bird would find itself
incon-venienced by anasty localized tornado.[2] From there it possibly became a secondary sexua
characterigtic, like the plumage of birds or the throat sacs of certain frogs. Look atme , the male says,
flapping hiswingslazily in the canopy of therain forest. | may be an undistinguished yellow colour butina
fortnight's tone, a thousand miles away, Freak Gales Cause Road Chaos.

Thisisthe butterly of the sorms.

It flapsitswings. . .

Thisisthe Discworld, which goes through space on the back of agiant turtle.

Most worlds do, a sometimein their perception. It'sacosmological view the human brain seems
preprogrammed to take,

On veldt and plain, in cloud jungle and silent red desert, in swamp and reed marsh, in fact in any place



where something goes 'plop’ off afloating log as you approach, variations on the following take place a a
crucid early point in the development of thetriba mythology . . .

'You see dat?

'What?

‘It just went plop off dat log.'

Yeah?Wdl?

'l reckon . . .| reckon. .. like, Ireckon der world is carried on der back of one of dem.’
A moment of slence whilethis astrophysical hypothesisis consdered, and then. ..
‘The whole world?

'Of course, when | say one of dem, | mean abig one of dem.’

'It'd have to be, yeah.'

'Like. .. redly big.

"'Sfunny, but . . . | seewhat you mean.'

'Makes sense, right?

'Makes sense, yeah. Thingis. . .

'What?

'l just hopeit never goes plop.'

But thisis the Discworld, which has not only the turtle but dso the four giant el ephants on which the
wide, dowly turning whed of the world revolves.[3]

Thereisthe Circle Sea, approximately hafway between the Hub and the Rim. Around it are those
countries which, according to History, congtitute the civilized world, i.e., aworld that can support
histor-ians. Ephebe, Tsort, Omnia, Klatch and the sprawling city state of Ankh-Morpork.
Thisisagory tha starts somewhere else, where aman islying on araft in ablue lagoon under asunny
sky. Hishead isresting on hisarms. Heishappy - in his case, amenta state so rare asto be dmost
unprecedented. Heiswhistling an amiablelittle tune, and dangling hisfeet inthe crysta clear water.
They're pink feet with ten toesthat look like little piggy-wiggies.

From the point of view of ashark, skimming over the reef, they look like lunch, dinner and tea.

It was, as dways, ameatter of protocol. Of discretion. Of careful etiquette. Of, ultimately, alcohal. Or at



leat theilluson of dcohol.

Lord Vetinari, as supremeruler of Ankh-Morpork, could in theory summon the Archchancellor of
Unseen Univerdty to his presence and, indeed, have him executed if he failed to obey.

On the other hand Mustrum Ridcully, as head of the college of wizards, had madeit clear in polite but
firm waysthathe could turnhim into asmall amphibian and, indeed, Sart jumping around theroom on a
pogo stick.

Alcohol bridged the diplomatic gap nicdy. Sometimes Lord Vetinari invited the Archchancellor to the
palace for aconvivia drink. And of course the Archchancellor went, because it would bebad manners
not to. And everyone understood the position, and everyone was on their best behaviour, and thus civil
unrest and dime on the carpet were averted.

It was abeautiful afternoon. Lord Vetinari was sitting in the palace gardens, watching the butterflies with
an expression of mild annoyance. He found something very dightly offensive about the way they just
fluttered around enjoying themsalvesin an unprofitable way.

He looked up.

'‘Ah, Archchancellor,' he said. 'So good to see you. Do st down. | trust you are well?

'Y esindeed, said Mustrum Ridcully. ‘And yoursdf? 'Y ou arein good health?

‘Never better. The wesather, | see, hasturned out nice again.’

'| thought yesterday was particularly fine, certainly.'

"Tomorrow, | am told, could well be even better.'

'We could certainly do with afine spdl.’

'Yes, indeed.’

'Y%l

‘Ah...

‘Certainly.’

They watched the butterflies. A butler brought long, cool drinks.

'What isit they actually do with the flowers? said Lord Vetinari.

‘What?

The Patrician shrugged. 'Never mind. It was not at dl important. But - Since you are here,
Archchancdlor, having dropped by on your way to something infinitely more important, | am sure, most

kind - I wonder if you could tell me: who isthe Great Wizard?

Ridcully consdered this,



The Dean, possibly, he said. 'He must be dl of twenty stone!’

‘Somehow | fedl that is not perhapstheright answer, said Lord Vetinari. ‘| suspect from context that
"great”" means superior.’

‘Not the Dean, then,’ said Ridcully.

Lord Vetinari tried to recollect the faculty of Unseen University. The menta picture that emerged was of
asmal range of foothillsin pointy hats.

"The context does not, | fed, suggest the Dean,’ he said.

'Er ... what context would thisbe? said Ridcully.

The Patrician picked up hiswalking stick.

'‘Comethisway, hesaid. 'l suppose you had better see for yourself. Itisvery vexing.'

Ridcully looked around with interest as he followed Lord Vetinari. He did not often have a chanceto see
the gardens, which had been written up in the 'How Not To Do It' section of gardening manuas
everywhere.

They had been laid out, and atruer phrase was never used, by the renowned or at least notorious
landscape gardener and al round inventor '‘Bloody Stupid' Johnson, whose absent-mindedness and
blindness to e ementary mathematics made every step awak with danger. Hisgenius. . . wel, asfar as
Ridcully understood it, his genius was exactly the opposite of whatever kind of geniusit wasthat built
earthworks that tapped the secret yet beneficent forces of the leylines.

No-one was quite certain what forces Bloody Stupid's designs tapped, but the chiming sundia frequently
exploded, the crazy paving had committed suicide and the cast iron garden furniture was known so have
melted on three occasons.

The Patrician led the way through a gate and into something like adovecot. A creaking wooden stairway
led around theingde. A few of Ankh-Morpork'sindestructible feral pigeons muttered and sniggered in
the shadows.

'What'sthis? said Ridcully, asthe stairs groaned under him.

The Patrician took akey out of his pocket. ‘I have dways understood that Mr Johnson originally
planned thisto be a beehive, he said. 'However, in the absence of beesten feet long we havefound . . .
other uses!

He unlocked a door to awide, square room with a big unglazed window in each wall. Each rectangle
was surrounded by awooden arrangement to which was affixed abell on aspring. It was apparent that
anything large enough, entering by one of the windows, would cause the bell to ring.

In the centre of the room, standing on atable, was the largest bird Ridcully had ever seen. It turned and
fixed him with abeady yelow eye.

The Patrician reached into a pocket and took out ajar of anchovies. 'This one caught usrather



unexpectedly,’ he said. ‘It must be almost ten years since a message last arrived. We used to keep afew
fresh mackerd onice!’

'lsn't that a Pointless Albatross? said Ridcully.

'Indeed,’ said Lord Vetinari. 'And ahighly trained one. It will return this evening. Six thousand mileson
onejar of anchovies and abottle of fish paste my clerk Drumknott found in the kitchens. Amazing.'

'I'm sorry? said Ridcully. 'Return to where?

Lord Vetinari turned to face him.

'‘Not, let me makeit clear, to the Counterweight Continent, he said. Thisisnot one of those birdsthe
Agatean Empire usesfor its message services. It isawel-known fact that we have no contact with that
mysteriousland. And thishird isnot thefirst to arrive herefor many years, and it didnot bring astrange
and puzzling message. Do | make mysdlf clear?

IN OlI

‘Good.’

‘Thisisnot an abatross?

The Patrician smiled. 'Ah, | can see you're getting the hang of it.'

Mustrum Ridcully, though possessed of alarge and efficient brain, was not at home with duplicity. He
looked at the long vicious besk.

'Lookslike abloody abatrossto me,' hesaid. ‘And you just said it was. | said, isn't that a—'

The Patrician waved ahand irritably. ‘Leaving aside our ornithologicd studies,’ he said, ‘the point isthat
thisbird had, in its message pouch, the following piece of paper—'

'Y ou mean didnot have thefollowing piece of paper? said Ridcully, struggling for agrip.
'Ah, yes. Of course, that iswhat | mean. And thisisn'tit. Observe!

He handed asingle small sheet to the Arch-chacellor.

'Lookslike paintin',’ said Ridcully.

"Those are Agatean pictograms,’ said the Patrician.

"Y ou mean they'renot Agatean pictograms?

'Yes, yes, certainly,' Sghed the Patrician, 'l can see you are well alongside the essential business of
diplomacy. Now . . . your views, please.’

‘Looks like dosh, dosh, dosh, dosh, Wizzard, said Rideully.

'And from that you deduce. . . ?



'Hetook Art because he wasn't any good at spelling | mean, who wroteit? Painted it, | mean?

I don't know. The Grand Viziers used to send the occasional message, but | gather there has been some
turmoil in recent years. It isunggned, you notice. However, | cannot ignoreit.'

'Wizzard, wizzard,' said Rideully, thoughtfully.

"The pictograms mean " Send Us Ingtantly The Greet”,' said Lord Vetinari.

... wizzard. .. sad Ridcully to himsdlf, tapping the paper.

The Patrician tossed an anchovy to the abatross, which swallowed it greedily.

"The Empire has amillion men under arms,” he said. "Happily, it suitsthe rulersto pretend that
everywhere outsde the Empire is avaudess howling waste peopled only by vampires and ghosts. They
usualy have no interest whatsoever in our affairs. Thisisfortunate for us, because they are both cunning,
rich and powerful. Frankly, | had hoped they had forgotten about us dtogether. And now this. | was
hoping to be able to digpatch the wretched person and forget about it."

... wizzard,' said Ridcully.

'Perhaps you would like a holiday? said the Patrician, ahint of hopein hisvoice.

'Me? No. Can't abide foreign food,’ said Ridculy quickly. He repeated, hdf to himsdlf, 'Wizzard . . .
"Theword seemsto fascinate you,' said Lord Vetinari.

'Seen it spelled like that before,' said Ridcully 'Can't remember where!'

'I'm sure youwill remember. And will bein position to send the Great Wizard, however he spelled, to
the Empire by teatime.’

Ridcully's jaw dropped.
'Six thousand miles? By magic? Do you know hov hard that is?
'l cherish my ignorance on the subject,’ said Lord Vetinari.

'Besdes,’ Ridcully went on, 'they're, well. . . foreign over there. | thought they had enough wizards of
their own.’

'l redlly couldn't say.'
'We don't know why they want thiswizard?
‘No. But I'm sure there is someone you could spare. There seemsto be such alot of you down there.'

'I mean, it could be for some terrible foreign purj pose,’ said Ridcully. For some reason the face of the

Dean waddled across his mind, and he brightened upj "They might be happy with agreat wizard, do you
think? he mused.



'l leave that entirely to you. But by tonight | would like to be able to send back a message saying that the
Great Wizzard isduly on hisway. And then we can forget about it.’

'Of coursg, it would be very hard to bring the chap back,' said Ridcully. He thought of the Dean again.
'Practically impossible," he added, in an ingppropriately happy way. 'l expect wed try for months and
months without succeeding. | expect weld attempt everything with no fuck. Damniit.’

'l can seeyou are agog to riseto this challenge,’ said the Patrician. 'Let me not detain you from rushing
back to the Univerdaty and putting measuresin hand.'

But. .. "wizzard" . . ." Rideully murmured. 'Ringsafaint bell, that. Think I've seen it before, somewhere!

The shark didn't think much. Sharks don't. Their thought processes can largely be represented by '='.
You seeit=you edt it.

But, asit arrowed through the waters of the lagoon, itstiny brain began to receive little packages of
selachian exigtentia dread that could only be called doubts.

It knew it was the biggest shark around. All the challengers had fled, or run up against good old '='.
Y et itsbody told it that something was coming up fast behind it.

It turned gracefully, and thefirgt thing it saw washundreds of legs andthousands of toes, awhole pork
piefactory of piggy-wiggies.

Many things went on a Unseen University and, regrettably, teaching had to be one of them. The faculty
had long ago confronted thisfact and had perfected various devices for avoiding it. But thiswas perfectly
all right because, to befair, so had the sudents.

The system worked quite well and, as happensin such cases, had taken on the status of atradition,
Lectures clearly took place, because they were down there on the timetable in black and white. The fact
that no-one attended was an irrelevant detail. It was occasonaly maintained that this meant that the
lectures did not in fact happen at dl, but no-one ever attended them to find out if thiswastrue. Anyway,
it was argued (by the Reader in Woolly Thinking[4]) that lectures had taken placein essence , so that
wasadl right, too.

And therefore education at the Universty mostly worked by the age-old method of putting alot of young
peopleinthevicinity of alot of books and hoping that something would pass from oneto the other, while
the actua young people put themsdvesin the vicinity of innsand tavernsfor exactly the same reason.

It was the middie of the afternoon. The Chair of Indefinite Studieswas giving alecturein room 3B and
therefore his presence adeep in front of the firein the Uncommon Room was a technicality upon which
no diplomatic man would comment.

Ridcully kicked him on the shins.



‘ow!'

'Sorry to interrupt, Chair,' said Ridcully, in avery perfunctory way. ‘God help me, | need the Council of
Wizards. Where is everybody?

The Chair of Indefinite Studies rubbed hisleg. ‘I know the Lecturer in Recent Runesisgiving alecturein
3B,'[5]he said. '‘But | don't know where heis . Y ou know, that really hurt—'

'Round everyone up. My study. Ten minutes;’ said Ridcully. He was agreat believer in this approach. A

less direct Archchancellor would have wandered around looking for everyone. His policy wasto find one
person and make their life difficult until every-thing happened the way he wanted it to.[6]

Nothing in nature had that many feet. True, some things had that manylegs - damp, wriggling things that
live under rocks - but those weren't legs with feet, they were just legs that ended without ceremony.

Something brighter than the shark might have been wary But '=" swung treacheroudy into play and shot it
forward.

That wasitsfirs mistake.

In these circumstances, one mistake = oblivion.

Ridcully was waiting impatiently when, one by one, the senior wizardsfiled in from seriouslecturing in
room 3B. Senior wizards needed alot of lecturing in order to digest their food.

'Everyone here? he said. 'Right. Sit down. Listen carefully. Now . . . Vetinari hasn't had an abatross. It

hasn't come all the way from the Counterweight Continent, and there isn't a strange message that we've
got to obey, apparently. Follow me so far?

The senior wizards exchanged glances.

'l think we may be a shade unclear on the detail,’ said the Dean.

'l was using diplomatic language.’

'Could you, perhaps, try to be alittle more indiscreet?

"Welve got to send awizard to the Counterweight Continent,' said Ridcully. 'And we've got to do it by
teatime. Someone's asked for a Great Wizard and it seems we've got to send one. Only they spdll it
Wizzard—'

'‘Oook?

'Yes, Librarian?

Unseen Univergity's Librarian, who had been doz-ing with his head on the table, was suddenly sitting
bolt upright. Then he pushed back his chair and, aamswaving wildly for balance, |eft theroom & a



bow-legged run.

'Probably remembered an overdue book," said the Dean. He lowered hisvoice. 'Am | donein thinking,
by theway, that it doesn't add to the status of this University to have an ape on the faculty?

'Yes,' said Rideully flatly. 'Y ou are. Weve got the only librarian who can rip off your arm with hisleg.
People respect that. Only the other day the head of the Thieves Guild was asking meif we could turn
their librarian into an ape and, besides, he'sthe only one of you buggers who stays awake more'n an
hour aday. Anyway—'

'Well, | find it embarrassing,’ said the Dean. 'Also, he's not a proper orang-utan. 1've been reading a
book. It says adominant male should have huge cheek pads. Has he got huge cheek pads? | don't thrnk
s0. And—'

'Shut up, Dean,’ said Ridcully, ‘or | won't let you go to the Counterweight Continent.’

| don't seewhat raising aperfectly vaid - What?

"They're asking for the Great Wizzard,' said Ridcully. 'And | immediately thought of you.' Asthe only
man | know who can st on two chairs at the sametime, he added silently.

"The Empire? squeaked the Dean. 'Me? But they hate foreigners!’
'So do you. Y ou should get on famoudly.'

It's six thousand miles!' said the Dean, trying anew tack. 'Everyone knows you can't get that far by
megic.

'Er. Asamatter of fact you can, | think,' said avoice from the other end of the table.

They al looked at Ponder Stibbons, the youngest and most depressingly keen member of the faculty He
was holding a complicated mechanism of diding wooden bars and peering a the other wizards over the
top of it.

'Er. Shouldn't be too much of aproblem," he added. 'People used to think it was, but I'm pretty sureit's
al amatter of energy absorption and attention to relative vel ocities!

The stlatement was followed with the kind of mystified and suspicious slence that generaly succeeded
oneof hisremarks.

'Reativevelocities,' said Ridcully.

'Y es, Archchancellor.' Ponder looked down at his prototype dide rule and waited. Heknew that
Ridcully would fed it necessary to add a comment at this point in order to demongtrate that he'd grasped
something.

'My mother could move like lightning when—'

'l mean how fast things are going when compared to other things,” Ponder said quickly, but not quite
quickly enough. 'We should be able to work it out quite easily. Er. On Hex.'



'Oh, no,’ said the L ecturer in Recent Runes, pushing his chair back. 'Not that. That's meddling with
things you don't understand.’

"Wl weare wizards,' said Ridcully. "Were supposed to meddle with things we don't understand. If we
hung around waitin' till we understood things we'd never get anything done.’

‘Look, | don't mind summoning some demon and asking it,’ said the Lecturer in Recent Runes. That's
normal. But building some mechanical contrivance to do your thinking for you, that's . . . against Nature.
Besides," he added in dightly less foreboding tones, 'last time you did a big problem on it the wretched
thing broke and we had ants dl over the place.’

'We've sorted that out,' said Ponder. 'We—'

'l must admit there was aram's skull inthe middle of it last time | looked, said Ridcully.
'We had to add that to do occult transformations,’ said Ponder, 'but—'

'‘And cogwhedls and springs,' the Archchancellor went on.

'Wdll, the ants aren't very good at differentid analyss, so—'

'And that strange waobbly thing with the cuckoo?

"The unredl time clock,’ said Ponder. Y es, we think that's essentia for working out—'

'‘Anyway, it'sdl quiteimmateria, because | certainly have no intention of going anywhere,' said the
Dean. 'Send a student, if you must. We've got alot spare ones!’

'‘Good s0 be would you if, duff plum of helping second A,' said the Bursar.

Thetablefdl slent.
'Anyone understand that? said Ridcully.

The Bursar was not technicaly insane. He had passed through the rapids of insanity sometime
previoudy, and was now sculling around in some peaceful pool on the other side. He was often quite
coherent, dthough not by norma human standards.

'Um, he's going through yesterday again,’ said the Senior Wrangler. 'Backwards, thistime.'
'We should send the Bursar,' said the Dean firmly.

‘Certainly not! Y ou probably can't get dried frog pillsthere—'

'‘Oook!"

The Librarian re-entered the study at a bandy-legged run, waving something inthe air.

It wasred, or at least had a some time been red. It might well once have been apointy hat, but the point
had crumpled and most of the brim was burned away. A word had been embroidered on it in sequins.

Many had been burned off, but:



WIZZARD
... could just be made out as pale letters on the scorched cloth.
'Tknew I'd seen it before," said Ridcully. 'On ashdf inthe Library, right?
'‘Oook.'
The Archchancdllor ingpected the remnant.

'Wizzard? he said. 'What kind of sad, hopel ess person needs to write WIZZARD on their hat?

A few bubbles broke the surface of the sea, causing the raft to rock alittle. After awhile, a couple of
pieces of shark skin floated up.

Rincewind sighed and put down hisfishing rod. The rest of the shark would be dragged ashore later, he
knew it. He couldn't imagine why. It wasn't asif they were good eating. They tasted like old boots
soaked in urine.

He picked up amakeshift oar and set out for the beach.

It wasn't abad littleidand. Storms seemed to passit by. So did ships. But there were coconuts, and
breadfruit, and some sort of wild fig. Even his experimentsin acohol had been quite successful, dthough
he hadn't been able to walk properly for two days. The lagoon provided prawns and shrimps and oysters
and crabs and lobsters, and in the deep green water out beyond the reef big silver fish fought each other
for the privilege of biting a piece of bent wire on the end of abit of string. After sx months on theidand,
in fact, there was only one thing Rincewind lacked. Hed never redlly thought about it before. Now he
thought about it - or, more correctly,them - dl thetime.

It was odd. HEd hardly ever thought about them in Ankh-Morpork, because they were thereif ever he
wanted them. Now they weren't, and hecraved .

Hisraft bumped the white sand at about the same moment as alarge canoe rounded the reef and
entered the lagoon.

Ridcully was sitting a his desk now, surrounded by his senior wizards. They weretrying to tell him
things, despite the known danger of trying to tel Ridcully things, which wasthat he picked up the facts he
liked and let the others take a running jump.

'So," he said, 'not akind of cheese!’

'‘No, Archchancellor,’ said the Chair of Indefinite Studies. ‘Rincewind isakind of wizard.'

'‘Was,' said the Lecturer in Recent Runes.

‘Not acheese' said Rideully, unwilling to let go of afact.
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'Sounds a sort of name you'd associate with cheese, | mean, apound of Mature Rincewind, it rolls off
thetongue. . .

‘Godsdammit, Rincewind is hot acheesel' shouted the Dean, histemper briefly cracking. 'Rincewind is
not ayoghurt or any kind of sour milk derivativel Rincewind isabloody nuisance! A complete and utter
disgraceto wizardry! A fool! A failure! Anyway, he hasn't been seen heresincethat . . . unpleasantness
with the Sourcerer, years ago.'

‘Redlly? said Ridcully, with acertain kind of nasty politeness. 'A lot of wizards behaved very badly then,
| understand.’

'Y esindeed, said the Lecturer in Recent Runes, scowling at the Dean, who bridled.

'l don't know anything about that, Runes. | wasn't Dean at thetime.'

'No, but you were very senior.'

'Perhaps, but it just so happensthat at thetime | was visiting my aunt, for your information.’
‘They nearly blew up the whole city!"

'Shelivesin Quirm.’

'‘AndQuirm was heavily involved, as| recal.’

'—near Quirm.Near Quirm. Not al that near, actually. Quite away adong the coast—'
‘Hah!"

'Anyway,you seem to be very well informed, eh, Runes? said the Dean.

I - What?- | - was studying hard at the time. Hardly knew what was going on—'

'Hdf the University was blown down!" The Dean remembered himsdlf and added, ‘That is, so | heard.
Later. After getting back from my aunt's!

'Yes, but I've got avery thick door—'

'‘And | happen toknow the Senior Wrangler was here, because—'
‘—with that heavy green baize suff you can hardly hear any—'
‘Nap my for timeit'sthink I.'

‘Will you all shut up right now this minute!"

Ridcully glared at hisfaculty with the clear, innocent glare of someone who was blessed at birth with no
imagination whatsoever, and who had genuingly been hundreds of milesaway during the University's



recent embarrassing history.

‘Right," he said, when they had quietened down. This Rincewind. Bit of anidiot, yes? Y ou talk, Dean.
Everyonedsewill shut up.

The Dean looked uncertain.

'Well, er . .. | mean, it makes no sense, Archchancellor. He couldn't even do proper magic. What good
would he be to anyone? Besides.. . . where Rincewind went' - he lowered his voice - ‘troubl e followed
behind.'

Ridcully noticed that the wizards drew alittle closer together.

‘Sounds dl right to me," he said. 'Best place for trouble behind. Y ou certainly don't want it in front.'

'Y ou don't understand, Archchancellor,’ said the Dean. 'It followed behind on hundreds of little legs.’

The Archchancdlor's smile stayed where it was while the rest of hisface went solid behind it.

'Y ou been on the Bursar's pills, Dean?

'l assure you, Mustrum—

"Then don't talk rubbish.’

Verywd| , Archchancellor. But you do redlize, don't you, that it might take yearsto find him?

'Er," said Ponder, 'if we can work out histhaumic signature, | think Hex could probably doitinaday. . .

The Dean glared.

"That's not magic!" he snapped. That'sjust . . . engineering!’

Rincewind trudged through the shallows and used a sharp rock to hack the top off a coconut that had
been cooling in aconvenient shady rock pool. He put it to hislips.

A shadow fdl acrosshim.

It said, 'Er, hello?

It was possible, if you kept on talking at the Arch-chancellor for long enough, that some facts might
squeeze through.

'So what you'retellin ' me,' said Ridcully, eventualy, 'isthat this Rincewind fella has been chased by just
about every army in the world, has been bounced around life like apea on adrum, and probably isthe
one wizard who knows anything about the Agatean Empire on account of once being friendswith," he
glanced at hisnotes "astrange little man in glasses’ who came from there and gave him thisfunny thing



with the legsyou dl keep dluding to. And he can speak thelingo. Am | right so far?
'Exactly, Archchancdlor. Cal meanidiot if you like,' said the Dean, 'but why would anyone want him?
Ridcully looked down at his notes again. "You'vedecided to go, then? he said.
'No, of course not—'

'What | don't think you've spotted here, Dean,’ he said, breaking into adeterminedly cheery grin, 'is
what | might call the common denominator. Chap staysdive. Taented. Find him. And bring him here,

Wherever heis. Poor chap could be facing somethingdreadful .’

The coconut stayed where it was, but Rincewind' s eyes swivelled madly from sdeto side.

Three figures sepped into hisline of vison. They were obvioudy femae. They wereabundantly femde.
They were not wearing agreat dedl of clothing and seemed to be dtogether too
fresh-from-the-haidressers for people who have just been paddling alarge war canoe, but thisis often
the case with beautiful Amazonian warriors.

A thin trickle of coconut milk began to dribble off the end of Rincewind's beard.

The leading woman brushed aside her long blonde hair and gave him abright amile.

'l know this sounds alittle unlikely,' she said, 'but | and my sisters here represent a hitherto undiscovered
tribe whose menfolk were recently destroyed in adeadly but short-lived and highly specific plague. Now
we have been searching these idands for aman to enable usto carry on our line!'

‘How much do you think he weighs?

Rincewind's eyebrows raised. The woman looked down shyly.

'Y ou may be wondering why we are al blonde and white-skinned when everyone dsein theidands
around hereisdark, she said. 'It just seemsto be one of those genetic things.'

'About 120, 125 pounds. Put another pound or two of junk on the heap. Er. Can you detect . . .
youknow .. .IT ?

"Thisisall going to go wrong, Mr Sibbons, | just know it.'

'‘He's only six hundred miles away and we know whereweare, and he's on the right half of the
Disc. Anyway, I've worked this out on Hex so nothing can possibly go wrong '

'Yes, but can anyonesee. . .that . . . you know . . .withthe. . . feet 7
Rincewind's eyebrows waggled. A sort of choking noise came from histhroat.

'‘Can'tsee. . .it. Will you lot stop huffing on my crystal ball ?



'And, of course, if you were to come with uswe could promiseyou . . . earthly and sensual pleasures
such as those of which you may have dreamed . . .

‘All right. On the count of three—'
The coconut dropped away. Rincewind swallowed. There was ahungry, dreamy look in his eyes.
'Can | have them mashed? he said.

‘NOW!'

Firg there was the sensation of pressure. The world opened up in front of Rincewind and sucked him
intoit.

Then it Sretched out thin and wenttwang .

Cloud rushed past him, blurred by speed. When he dared open his eyes again it wasto see, far ahead of
him, atiny black dot.

[t got bigger.

It resolved itself into atight cloud of objects. There were a couple of heavy saucepans, alarge brass
candlestick, afew bricks, achair and alarge brass blancmange mould in the shape of acastle.

They hit him one after the other, the blancmange mould making ahumorous clang asit bounced off his
head, and then whirled away behind him.

The next thing ahead of him was an octagon. A chalked one.

Hehitit.

Ridcully stared down.
'A shade lessthan 125 pounds, | fancy,' he said. 'All the same. . . well done, gentlemen.’

The dishevelled scarecrow in the centre of the circle staggered to itsfeet and beat out one or two small
firesinitsclothing. Then it looked around blearily and said, 'Hehehe?

'He could be alittle disorientated,' the Archchancdlor went on. 'More than sx hundred milesin two
seconds, after dl. Don't give him anasty shock.'

‘Like deepwalkers, you mean? said the Senior Wrangler.
'What do you mean, deepwa kers?

'If you wake deegpwakers, their legs drop off. So my grandmother used to aver.'



'‘And arewesure it's Rincewind? said the Dean.

'Of course it's Rincewind,' said the Senior Wrangler. 'We spenthours looking for him.'
'It could be some dangerous occult creature,’ said the Dean stubbornly.

'With that hat?

It was apointy hat. Inaway. A kind of cargo-cult pointy hat, made out of split bamboo and coconut

leaves, in the hope of attracting passing wizardliness. Picked out on it, in seashdlshdd in place with
grass, was the word WIZZARD.

Its wearer gazed right through the wizards and, asif driven by some sudden recollection of purpose,
lurched abruptly out of the octagon and headed towards the door of the hall.

Thewizardsfollowed cautioudy.

'I'm not sure | believe her. How many times did she see it happen?

'l don't know. She never said.’

"The Bursar degpwalks most nights, you know.'

'‘Doeshe? Tempting . . .

Rincewind, if that was the creature's name, headed out into Sator Square.

It was crowded. The air shimmered over the braziers of chestnut sellers and hot potato merchants and
echoed with the traditiona street cries of Old Ankh-Morpork.[7]

Thefigure sidled up to askinny man in ahuge overcoat who was frying something over alittle oil-heater
inawidetray around his neck.

The possibly-Rincewind grabbed the edge of thetray.
'‘Got ... any ... potatoes? it growled.

'Potatoes? No, squire. Got some sausages inna bun.’

The possibly-Rincewind froze. And then it burst into tears.

‘Sausage innabuuunnnnnl ' it bawled. 'Dear old sausage innainnainna buuunnn! Gimme saussaaage inna
buunnnnn "

It grabbed three off the tray and tried to eat them all at once.
'Good grief!" said Rideully.

The figure haf ran, half capered away, fragments of bun and pork-product debris cascading from its
unkempt beard.



'I've never seen anyone eat three of Throat Dibbler's sausages inna bun and ook so happy,’ said the
Senior Wrangler.

'I'venever seen someone edt three of Throat Dibbler's sausagesinna bun and loo|c so upright,’ said the
Dean.

'I've never seen anyone eat anything of Dibbler's and get away without paying,' said the Lecturer in
Recent Runes.

Thefigure spun happily around the square, tears streaming down itsface. The gyrationstook it past an
aley mouth, whereupon asmaller figure stepped out behind it and with some difficulty hit it on the back
of the head.

The sausage-eater fell to hisknees, saying, to theworld in generd, 'Ow!’

‘Nonononononono!'

A rather older man stepped out and removed the cosh from the young man's hesitant hands, while the
victim knelt and moaned.

'l think you ought to apologize to the poor gentleman,’ said the older man. 'l don't know, what's he going
to think? 1 mean, look at him, he made it so easy for you and what does he get? | mean, what did you
think you were doing?

‘Mumblemumble, Mr Boggis,' said the boy, looking at hisfest.

'What was that again? Spesk up!'

'‘Overarm Belter, Mr Boggis.'

"Thatwas an Overarm Belter? Y ou call that an Overarm Belter? That was an Overarm Bdlter, wasit?
This - excuse me, gir, well just have you up on your feet for amoment, sorry about this-thisisan
Overam Belte—'

'Ow!" shouted the victim and then, to the surprise of al concerned, he added: 'Hahahaha!'

'Whatyou did was - sorry to impose again, Sir, thiswon't take aminute - what you did wasthis—'

‘Ow! Hahahaha!'

‘Now, you lot, you saw that? Come on, gather round . . .'

Half adozen other youths douched out of the aleyway and formed aragged audience around Mr
Boggis, the luckless student and the victim, who was staggering in acircle and making little 'oomph
oomph' sounds but till, for some reason, gpparently enjoying himsalf immensdly.

‘Now,' said Mr Boggis, with theair of an old skilled craftsman imparting his professiona expertiseto an
ungrateful posterity, ‘when inconveniencing a customer from your basic dley entrance, the correct

procedureis- Oh, hello, Mr Ridcully, didn't see you there.’

The Archchancdlor gave him afriendly nod.



'Don't mind us, Mr Boggis. Thieves Guild training, isit?

Boggisrolled hiseyes.

'Dunno what they teaches 'em at school,’ he said. 'It'sjus nothing but reading and writing al thetime.
When | was alad school was where you learned somethin'useful . Right - you, Wilkins, stop that
giggling, you have ago, excuse usjust another moment, Sr—'

‘ow!’

'Nononononono! My old granny could do better than that! Nowlook , you steps up trimly, places one
hand on his shoulder here, for contral . .. goon, youdoit . . . and then smartly—'

IQN! ]
"All right, can anyonetell me what he was doing wrong?

Thefigure crawled away unnoticed, except by the wizards, while Mr Boggis was demondirating the finer
points of head percussion on Wilkins.

It staggered to hisfeet and plunged on adong the road, till moving like one hypnotized.

'He's crying,’ said the Dean.

'Not surprising,’ said the Archchancellor. ‘But why'she grinnin' a the same time?

'Curiouser and curiouser,’ said the Senior Wrangler.

Bruised and possibly poisoned, the figure headed back for the University, the wizards il trailing behind.

"You must mean "curious and more curious', surely? And even then it doesn't make much sense—

It entered the gates but, thistime, hurried jerkily through the main hal and into the Library.

The Librarian was waiting, holding - with something of asmirk on hisface, and an orang-utan can redly
smirk - the battered hat.

'‘Amazin',' said Ridcully. 'It'struel A wizardwill dways come back for his hat!’

Thefigure grabbed the hat, evicted some spiders, threw away the sad affair made of leaves and put the
hat on hishead.

Rincewind blinked at the puzzled faculty. A light came on behind hiseyesfor thefirst time, asif upto
now he'd merely been operating by reflex action.

'Er. What have | just eaten?

'Er. Three of Mr Dibbler'sfinest sausages, said Ridcully. 'Well, when | say finest, | mean "mogt typicd”,
don'‘tcheknow.'



'l see. And who just hit me?

‘Thieves Guild gpprentices out trainin’.’

Rincewind blinked. Thisis Ankh-Morpork, isn't it?
s

'l thought s0." Rincewind blinked, dowly. 'Wdll,' he said, just as hefell forward, 'I'm back.'

Lord Hong wasflying akite. It was something he did perfectly.

Lord Hong did everything perfectly. His water-colours were perfect. His poetry was perfect. When he
folded paper, every crease was perfect. Imaginative, origina , and definitely perfect. Lord Hong had long
ago ceased pursuing perfection because he dready had it nailed up in adungeon somewhere.

Lord Hong was twenty-six, and thin, and handsome. He wore very smal, very circular sted-rimmed
spectacles. When asked to describe him, people often used the word 'smooth’ or even 'lacquered'.[8]
And he had risen to the leadership of one of the most influentia familiesin the Empire by relentless
gpplication, total focusing of his mental powers, and six well-executed deaths. The last one had been that
of hisfather, who'd died happy in the knowledge that his son was maintaining an old family tradition. The
senior families venerated their ancestors, and saw no harm in prematurely adding to their number.

And now hiskite, the black kite with the two big eyes, plunged out of the sky. He'd calculated the angle,
needlessto say, perfectly. Its string, coated with glue and ground glass, sawed through those of hisfelow
contestants and sent their kites tumbling.

There was gented applause from the bystanders. People generaly found it advisable to applaud Lord
Hong.

He handed the string to a servant, nodded curtly at the fellow flyers, and strode towards his tent.

Onceinsde, he sat down and looked at hisvisitor. 'Well? he said.

"We sent the message,’ said the visitor. ‘'No-one saw us!'

'On the contrary,’ said Lord Hong. "Twenty people saw you. Do you know how hard it isfor aguard to
look straight ahead and see nothing when people are cregping around making anoise like an army and
whispering to one another to be quiet? Frankly, your people do not seem to possess that revolutionary
gpark. What isthe matter with your hand?

The abatrosshit it.'

Lord Hong smiled. It occurred to him that it might have mistaken hisvisitor for an anchovy, and with
somejustification. There was the samefishy look about the eyes.

'l don't understand, o lord," said the visitor, whose name was Two Fire Herb.



‘Good.’

‘But they believein the Great Wizzard and youwant him to come here?

'Oh, certainly. | havemy . . . peoplein’ - hetried the aien syllables - 'Ankh-More-Pork. The one so
foolishly caled the Great Wizzarddoes exist. But, | might tell you, heis renowned for being incompetent,
cowardly and spineless. Quite proverbialy so. So | think the Red Army should have their leader, don't
you?Itwill .. . raisetheir morde.’

Heamiled again. Thisispalitics, hesad.

‘Ah.

‘Now go.'

Lord Hong picked up abook as hisvisitor |eft. But it was hardly areal book; pieces of paper had
samply been fastened together with string, and the text was handwritten.

He'd read it many times before. It still amused him, mainly because the author had managed to be wrong
about so many things.

Now, every time hefinished apage, he ripped it out and, while reading the next page, carefully folded
the paper into the shape of a chrysanthemum.

'Great Wizard,' he said, doud. 'Oh, indeed. Very great.’

Rincewind awoke. There were clean sheets and no-one was saying 'Go through his pockets,’ so he
chalked that up asapromising beginning.

He kept his eyes shut, just in case there was anyone around who, once he was seen to be awake, would
make life complicated for him.

Elderly mae voices were arguing.

'You'red!l missin' the point. He survives. Y ou keep on tellin' me he's had al these adventures and he's
il dive!

'What do you mean? He's got scarsal over him!'

'My point exactly, Dean. Most of ‘em on his back, too. He leaves trouble behind. Someone Up There
gmilesonhim.’

Rincewind winced. He had aways been aware that Someone Up There was doingsomething on him.
Hed never consdered it was smiling.

'He's not even aproper wizard! He never got more than two per cent in his exams!'

'l think he's awake,' said someone.



Rincewind gavein, and opened hiseyes. A variety of bearded, overly pink faces|ooked down upon
him.

'How're you fedling, old chap? said one, extending a hand. 'Name's Ridcully. Archchancellor. How're
you feding?

'Itsdl going to go wrong,' said Rincewind flatly.
'What d'you mean, old fellow?

'l just know it. It'sall going to go wrong. Something dreadful's going to happen. | thought it wastoo
good tolagt.’

'Y ou see”? said the Dean. "Hundreds of littlelegs. Itold you. Would you listen?

Rincewind sat up. 'Don't start being nice to me," he said. 'Don't Sart offering me grapes. No-one ever
wants mefor somethingnice ." A confused memory of his very recent past floated across his mind and he
experienced a brief moment of regret that potatoes, while uppermost in his mind at that point, had not
been smilarly positioned in the mind of the young lady. No-one dressed like that, he was coming to
redlize, could be thinking of any kind of root vegetable.

He sghed. 'All right, what happens now?

'How do you fed?

Rincewind shook his head. 'It'sno good,' he said. 'l hate it when people are niceto me. It means
something bad is going to happen. Do you mind shouting?

Ridcully had had enough. 'Get out of that bed you horrible little man and follow methisminute or it will
go very hard for you!

'Ah, that's better. | fed right at home now.Now we're cooking with charcod,’ said Rincewind, glumly.
He swung hislegs off the bed and stood up carefully.

Ridcully stopped hafway to the door, where the other wizards had lined up.
'Runes?

'Y es, Archchancellor? said the Lecturer in Recent Runes, his voice oozing innocence. 'What isthat
you've got behind your back?

‘Sorry, Archchancdllor? said the Lecturer in Recent Runes.

‘Looks like somekind of tool,' said Ridcully.

'Oh,this ;' said the Lecturer in Recent Runes, asif held only just at that moment noticed the eight-pound
lump hammer heldd been holding. 'My word. . . . it'sahammer , isn't it? My word. A hammer. | supposel

must just have. . . picked it up somewhere. Y ou know. To keep the placetidy.’

'‘And | can't help noticing,’ said Ridcully, 'that the Dean seemsto be tryin' to conced a battle-axe about
his person.’



Therewasamusica twang from the rear of the Chair of Indefinite Studies.

'And that sounded like asaw to me," said Ridcully. 'Isthere anyone here not concedlin® some kind of
implement? Right. Would anyone care to explain what the hell you think you're doin'?

'Hah, you don't know what it was like," muttered the Dean, not meeting the Archchancdlor's eye. 'A
man daren't turn his back for five minutesin those days. Y ou'd hear the patter of those damn feet and—'

Ridcully ignored him. He put an arm around Rincewind's bony shoulders and led the way towards the
Great Hall.

'Well, now, Rincewind,' he said. They tell me you're no good a magic.'

That'sright.'

‘Never passed any exams or anything?

'‘None, I'm afraid.'

'But everyone calls you Rincewind the wizard.'

Rincewind looked at hisfeet. 'Well, | kind of worked here as sort of deputy Librarian—'
'—an ape's number two—' said the Dean.

'—and, you know, did odd jobs and things and kind of, you know, helped out—'

'| say, did anyone notice that? An ape's number two? Rather clever, | thought.'
‘But you have never, in fact, actudly beenentitled to call yoursdf awizard? said Ridcully.
‘Not technicaly, | suppose. . .

'lsee . That isaproblem.’

'I've got this hat with the word "Wizzard" onit,' said Rincewind hopefully.

'Not agreat help, I'm afraid. Hmm. This presents uswith abit of adifficulty, I'm afraid. Let mesee. . .
How long can you hold your bresth?

I don't know. A couple of minutes. Isthat important?

‘It isin the context of being nailed upside down to one of the supports of the Brass Bridge for two high
tides and then being beheaded which, I'm afraid, isthe statutory punishment for impersonating awizard. |
looked it up. No-one was more sorry than me, | can tell you. But the Loreisthe Lore!

'Oh, no!"

'Sorry. No aternative. Otherwise we'd be knee-deep in people in pointy hatsthey'd noright to. It'sa
terrible shame. Can't do athing. Wish | could. Hands tied. The statutes say you can only be awizard by



passing through the University in the norma way or by performing some greet service of benefit to magic,
and I'm afraid that—'

'Couldn't you just send me back to my idand?Iliked it there . It wasdull!

Ridcully shook his head sadly.

'No can do, I'm afraid. The offence has been committed over aperiod of many years. And since you
haven't passed any exams or performed,’ Ridcully raised hisvoice dightly, ‘any service of great benefit
to magic, I'm afrad | shdl have to ingtruct the bledlows[ 9] to fetch some rope and—'

'Er. | think | may have saved the world a couple of times," said Rincewind. 'Doesthat help?

'Did anyone from the University seeyou do it?

'‘No, | don't think s0."

Ridcully shook his head. 'Probably doesn't count, then. It's a shame, becauseif you had performed any
service of great benefit to magic then I'd be happy to let you keep that hat and, of course, something
to wesar it on.

Rincewind looked crestfalen. Ridcully sighed, and had onelast try.

'S0,' hesaid, 'sinceit seemsthat you haven't actually passed your exams OR PERFORMED A
SERVICE OF GREAT BENEFIT TO MAGIC, then—'

'l suppose. . . | could try to perform some great service? said Rincewind, with the expression of one
who knowsthet the light at the end of the tunndl isan incoming train.

‘Redly? Hmm?Well, that's definitely athought,’ said Ridcully.
"What sort of services are they?

'Oh, typically you'd be expected to, for the sake of example, go on aquest, or find the answer to some
very ancient and important question -What the hell is that thing with all the legs ?

Rincewind didn't even bother to look round. The expression on Ridcully'sface, asit stared over his
shoulder, was quite familiar.

'‘Ah,' hesaid, 'l think | know that one.'

Magic isnt like maths. Like the Discworld itsdlf, it follows common sense rather than logic. And nor isit
like cookery. A cake'sacake. Mix the ingredients up right and cook them at the right temperature and a
cake happens. No casserol e requires moonbeams. No souffle ever demanded to be mixed by avirgin.

Nevertheless, those afflicted with an enquiring turn of mind have often wondered whether there arerules
of magic. There are more than five hundred known spellsto secure the love of another person, and they
range from messing around with fern seed at midnight to doing something rather unpleasant with arhino
horn a an unspecified time, but probably not just after amed. Wasit possble (the enquir ing minds



enquired) that an andysis of dl these spdls might reved some smdll powerful common denominator,
some meta-spd |, some smplelittle equation which would achieve the required end far more smply, and
incidentally come asagrest relief to dl rhinos?

To answer such questions Hex had been built, although Ponder Stibbons was a bit uneasy about the
word 'built' in this context. He and afew keen students had put it together, certainly, but . .. wdll . . .
sometimes he thought bits of it, strange though this sounded, just turned up .

For example, he was pretty sure no-one had designed the Phase of the Moon Generator, but there it
was, clearly apart of thewholething. Theyhad built the Unreal Time Clock, athough no-one seemed to
have avery clear ideahow it worked.

What he suspected they were dealing with was a specialized case of formative causation, dwaysarisk
in aplacelike Unseen University, where redlity was stretched so thin and therefore blown by so many
strange breezes. If that was S0, then they weren't exactly designing something. They werejust putting
physica clothes on an ideathat was aready there, ashadow of something that had been waiting to exist.

Hed explained at length to the Faculty that Hex didn'think . It was obviousthat it couldn't think. Part of
it was clockwork. A lot of it was agiant ant farm (the interface, where the ants rode up and down on a
little paternogter that turned asignificant cogwhed was alittle masterpiece, he thought) and the intricately
controlled rushing of the ants through their maze of glass tubing was the most important part of thewhole

thing.

Butalot of it had just . . . accumulated, like the aguarium and wind chimes which now seemed to be
essential. A mouse had built anest in the middle of it al and had been alowed to become afixture, since
the thing stopped working when they took it out. Nothing in that assemblage could possibly think, except
infairly limited ways about cheese or sugar, Nevertheless. . . in the middle of the night, when Hex was
working hard, and the tubes rustled with the toiling ants, and things suddenly went ‘clonk’ for no obvious
reason, and the aquarium had been lowered on its davits so that the operator would have some-thing to
watch during thelong hours .. . nevertheless,then aman might begin to speculate about what a brain was
and what thought was and whether things that weren't alive could think and whether abrain wasjust a
more complicated verson of Hex (or, around 4 am., when bits of the clockwork reversed direction
suddenly and the mice squeaked, aless complicated version of Hex) and wonder if the whole produced
something not gpparently inherent in the parts.

In short, Ponder was just alittle bit worried.

He sat down at the keyboard. It was almost as big asthe rest of Hex, to alow for the necessary levers
and armatures. The various keys alowed little boards with holesin them to drop briefly into dots, forcing
the antsinto new paths.

It took him some time to compose the problem, but at last he braced one foot on the structure and
tugged on the Enter lever.

The ants scurried on new paths. The clockwork started to move. A smal mechanism which Ponder
would be prepared to swear had not been there yesterday, but which looked like adevice for measuring

wind speed, began to spin.
After severa minutes anumber of blockswith occult symbols on them dropped into the output hopper.

"Thank you," said Ponder, and then felt extremely slly for saying so.



There was atendon to the thing, afeding of nute straining and striving towards some distant and
incomprehensible god. Asawizard, it was something that Ponder had only before encountered in acorns:
atiny soundless voice which said, yes, | am but asmall, green, smple object - but | dream about forests.

Only the other day Adrian Turnipseed had typed in "Why? to see what happened. Some of the students
had forecast that Hex would go mad trying to work it out; Ponder had expected Hex to produce the
Instead, after some unusud activity among the ants, it had laborioudy produced: 'Because.’

With everyone el se watching from behind a hastily overturned desk, Turnipseed had volunteered: "Why
anything?

The reply had findly turned up: 'Because Everything. ?2??? Eterna Domain Error. +++++ Redo From
Start +++++.'

No-one knew who Redo From Start was, or why he was sending messages. But there were no more
funny questions. No-one wanted to risk getting answers. It was shortly afterwardsthat thething like a
broken umbrellawith herrings on it appeared just behind the thing like a beachball that went 'parp’ every
fourteen minutes.

Of course, books of magic developed acertain . . .personality , derived from al that power in their
pages. That'swhy it was unwise to go into the Library without astick. And now Ponder had helped build
an engine for studying magic. Wizards had aways known that the act of observation changed the thing
that was observed, and sometimes forgot that it also changed the observer too.

He was beginning to suspect that Hex was redesigning itself.

And hed just said 'Thank you'. To athing that looked like it had been made by a glassblower with
hiccups.

Helooked at the spell it had produced, hastily wrote it down and hurried out.

Hex clicked to itsdlf in the now empty room. The thing that went 'parp’ went parp. The Unred Time
Clock ticked sideways.

Therewas arattlein the output dot.

It was five minutes later.
'Fascinatin',’ said Ridcully. 'Sapient pearwood, eh? He knelt down in an effort to see underneath.

The Luggage backed away. It was used to terror, horror, fear and panic. It had seldom encountered
interest before.

The Archchancellor stood up and brushed himsdlf off.



'‘Ah," he said, as a dwarfish figure approached. 'Her€'s the gardener with the stepladder. The Dean'sin
the chandelier, Modo.’

'I'm quite happy up here, | assure you,' said avoice from the celling regions. 'Perhaps someone would
be kind enough to pass me up my tea?

'‘And | was amazed the Senior Wrangler could everfit in the sideboard,’ said Ridcully. 'It'samazin’ how a
man can fold himsdlf up.’

'l wasjust - just ingpecting the silverware,' said a voice from the depths of adrawer.
The Luggage opened itslid. Severd wizards jumped back hurriedly.
Ridcully examined the shark teeth stuck here and there in the woodwork.

‘Kills sharks, you say? he said.
'Oh, yes,' said Rincewind. 'Sometimesit drags them ashore and jumps up and down on them.’

Ridcully was impressed. Sapient pearwood was very rare in the countries between the Ramtops and the

Circle Sea. There were probably no living treesleft. A few wizards were lucky enough to have inherited
gaffs made out of it.

Economy of emotion was one of Ridcully's strong points. He had been impressed. He had been
fascnated. Held even, when the thing had landed in the middle of the wizards and caused the Dean's

remarkablefeat of vertical acceleration, been dightly aghast. But he hadn't been frightened, because he
didn't have theimagination.

'My goodness,’ said awizard.

The Archchancellor looked up.

'Yes, Bursar?

It's this book the Dean loaned me, Mustrum. It's about apes.’

Redlly.

It'smost fascinating,’ said the Bursar, who was on the median part of his menta cycle and therefore
vaguely on the right planet even if insulated from it by five miles of mental cotton wooal. ‘It'strue what he

said. It says here that an adult ma e orang-utan doesn't grow the large flamboyant cheek pads unless he's
the dominant male!

'And that'sfascinating, isit?
'Wéll, yes, because he hasn't got ‘em. | wonder why? He certainly dominatesthe Library, | should think.'

'Ah, yes," said the Senior Wrangler, 'but he knows hesawizard, too. So it's not as though he dominates
thewhole University.'



One by one, asthe thought sank in, they grinned at the Archchancellor.

'Don't you look at my cheekslikethat!" said Ridcully. 'l don't dominate anybody!'
'l was only—'

'So you can dl shut up or there will be big trouble!”

"Y ou should read it,’ said the Bursar, il happily living in the valey of the dried frogs. ‘It's amazing what
you can learn.

'‘What? Like. . . how to show your bottom to people? said the Dean, from on high.
'No, Dean. That's baboons," said the Senior Wrangler.

'l beg your pardon, | think you'l find it's gibbons," said the Chair of Indefinite Studies.
'No, gibbons are the ones that hoot. It's baboonsif you want to see bottoms.’

'Well, he's never shownme one,’ said the Archchancellor.

'Hah, wdll, he wouldn't, would he? said avoice from the chanddier. ‘Not with you being dominant mae
and everything.'

"Two Chairs, you come down here this minute!'
'| seem to be entangled, Mustrum. A candleisgiving me some difficulty.’
‘Hah!"

Rincewind shook his head and wandered away. There had certainly been some changes around the
place since he had been there and, if it cameto it, he didn't know how long ago that had been. . .

Hed neverasked for an exciting life. What he redlly liked, what he sought on every occason, was
boredom. The trouble was that boredom tended to explode in your face. Just when he thought he'd
found it he'd be suddenly involved in what he supposed other people - thoughtless, feckless people -
would cdl an adventure. And held be forced to visit many strange lands and meet exotic and colourful
people, dthough not for very long because usudly held be running. Hed seen the creation of the universe,
athough not from agood seat, and had visited Hell and the afterlife. HEd been captured, imprisoned,
rescued, lost and marooned. Sometimesit had al happened on the same day.

Adventure! Peopletaked about theideaasif it was something worthwhile, rather than a mess of bad
food, no deep and strange people inexplicably trying to stick pointed objectsin bits of you.

Theroot problem, Rincewind had come to believe, wasthat he suffered from pre-emptive karma. If it
evenlooked as though something nice was going to happen to him in the near future, something bad
would happen right now. And it went on hgppening to him right through the part where the good stuff
should be happening, so that he never actualy experienced it. It was asif he dways got the indigestion
before the med and felt so dreadful that he never actually managed to egt anything.

Somewhere in the world, he reasoned, there was someone who was on the other end of the see-saw, a



kind of mirror Rincewind whose life was a succession of wonderful events. He hoped to meet him one
day, preferably while holding some sort of weapon.

Now people were babbling about sending him to the Counterweight Continent. Hed heard that life was
dull there. And Rincewind redly craved dullness.

Hed redlyliked that idand. HEdenjoyed Coconut Surprise. Y ou cracked it open and, hey, there was
coconut ingde. That wasthe kind of surprise heliked.

He pushed open adoor.

The placeinsdehad been hisroom. It was amess. There was alarge and battered wardrobe, and that
was about the end of it asfar as proper furniture was concerned unless you wanted to broaden the term
to include awicker chair with no bottom and three legs and amattress so full of thelife that inhabits
mattressesthat it occasionaly moved duggishly around the floor, bumping into things. The rest of the
roomwas alitter of objects dragged in from the street - old crates, bits of planking, sacks. . .

Rincewind fdt alumpin histhroat. They'd left hisroom just asit was.

He opened the wardrobe and rummaged through the moth-haunted darkness within, until his questing
hand |ocated—

— anear—
—which was attached to a dwarf.

ow!’

'What,' said Rincewind, 'are you doing in my wardrobe?

'Wardrobe?Er . . . Er ... Isn't thisthe Magic Kingdom of Scrumptiousness? said the dwarf, trying not
tolook guilty.

'No, and these shoes you're holding aren't the Golde Jewels of the Queen of the Fairies,' said
Rincewind, snatching them out of the thief's hands. 'Andthis isn't the Wand of Invisibility andthese aren't
Giant Grumblenose's Wonderful Socks butthis ismy boot—'

'ow!'

'‘And stay out!"

The dwarf ran for the door and paused, but only briefly, to shout: 'I've got a Thieves Guild card! And
you shouldn't hit dwarfs! That's speciessm!’

'Good,' said Rincewind, retrieving items of clothing.
Hefound another robe and put it on. Here and there moths had worked their lacemaking skills and most
of the red colour had faded to shades of orange and brown, but to hisrelief it was a proper wizard's

robe. It's hard to be an impressive magic-user with bare knees.

Gentle footsteps pattered to ahat behind him. He turned.



‘Open.’

The Luggage obediently cracked itslid. In theory it should have been full of shark; infact it was haf full
of coconuts. Rincewind turfed them out on to the floor and put the rest of the clothesinside.

Is,]ljtll
Thelid dammed.
'Now go down to the kitchen and get some potatoes.’

The chest did acomplicated, many-legged about-turn and trotted away. Rincewind followed it out and
headed towards the Archchancellor's study. Behind him he could hear the wizards il arguing.

He'd become familiar with the study through long years at Unseen. Generdly he was there to answer
quite difficult questions, like'How cananyone get a negative mark in Basic Firemaking? Hed spent alot
of time aring a the fixtures while people harangued him.

There had been changes here, too. Gone were the a embics and bubbling flagons that were the
traditiond props of wizardry; Ridcully's study was dominated by afull-size snooker table, on which hed
piled papers until there was no room for any more and no sign of green felt. Ridcully assumed that
anything people had time to write down couldn't be important.

The stuffed heads of a number of surprised animas stared down at him. From the antlers of one stag
hung apair of corroded boots Ridcuffy had won as a Rowing Brown for the University in hisyouth.[10]

There was alarge modd of the Discworld on four wooden e ephantsin a corner of the room. Rincewind
was familiar with it. Every student was. . . The Counterweight Continent was ablob. It was ashaped
blob; anot very inviting comma shape. Sailors had brought back news of it. They'd said that at one point
brokeinto a pattern of large idands, stretching around the Disc to the even more mysterious idand of
Bhangbhangduc and the completely mythical continent known only on the charts as X XXX".

Not that many sailors went near the Counterweight Continent. The Agatean Empire was known to
ignore avery small amount of smuggling; presumably Ankh-Morpork had some thingsit wanted. But
there was nothing officia; aboat might come back |oaded with silk and rare wood and, these days, afew
wild-eyed refugees, or it might come back with its captain riveted upside down to the mast, or it might
not come back.

Rincewind had been very nearly everywhere, but the Counterweight Continent was an unknown land, or
terror incognita . He couldn't imagine why they'd want any kind of wizard.

Rincewind sighed. He knew what he should do now.

He shouldn't even wait for the return of the Luggage from its argosy to the kitchens, from which the
sound of yelling and something being repeatedly hit with alarge brass preserving pan suggested it was
going about hisbusiness.

He should just gather up what he could carry and get the hell out of here. He—

'Ah, Rincewind," said the Archchancellor, who had an amazingly slent walk for such alarge man. 'Keen



toleave, | see!

'Yes, indeed,’ said Rincewind. 'Oh, yes. Very much so.

The Red Army met in secret session. They opened their meeting by singing revol utionary songs and,
since disobedience to authority did not come easily to the Agatean character, these had titleslike'Steady
Progress And Limited Disobedience While Retaining Well-Formulated Good Manners.

Then it wastimefor the news.

"The Great Wizardwill come. We sent the message, at great personal risk.

'How will we know when he arrives?

'If he'sthe Great Wizard, well hear about it. And then—'

'Gently Push Over The Forces of Repression!” they chorused.

Two Fire Herb looked at the rest of the cadre. 'Exactly,’ he said. "And then, comrades, we must strike at
the very heart of the rottenness. We must storm the Winter Palace!’

There was slence from the cadre. Then someone said, 'Excuse me, Two Fire Herb, but it is June.'

"Then we can sorm the Summer Palacel’

A smilar sesson, dthough without singing and with rather older participants, wastaking place in Unseen
University, athough one member of the College Council had refused to come down from the chanddlier.
Thiswas of some cong derable annoyance to the Librarian, who usualy occupied it.

‘All right, if you don't trust my calculations, then what are the dternatives? said Ponder Stibbons hotly.
‘Boat? said the Chair of Indefinite Studies.
"They sink,' said Rincewind.

'It'd get you therein notime at al,’ said the Senior Wrangler. "We'rewizards, after dl. We could give
you your own bag of wind.'

'Ah. Forward the Dean," said Ridcully, pleasantly. 'l heard that,’ said avoice from above. 'Overland,’
said the Lecturer in Recent Runes. 'Up around the Hub? It'sice practicdly al theway.'

'No,"' said Rincewind.
‘But you don't Snk onice.

'No. Y ou tip up andthen you sink andthen theice hits you on the head. Also killer whales. And gresat
big sedsvif teeceikeiff.



Thisisoff thewadl, | know," said the Bursar, brightly.
'What is? said the Lecturer in Recent Runes.

'A hook for hanging pictures on.’

There was abrief embarrassed silence.

'‘Good lord, isit that time already? said the Arch-chancdllor, taking out hiswatch. 'Ah, soitis. The
bottlesin your left-hand pocket, old chap. Take three.’

'No, magic isthe only way,' said Ponder Stibbons. 'It worked when we brought him here, didn't it?

'Oh, yes,' said Rincewind. 'Just send me thousands of miles with my pants on fire and you don't even
know whereI'll land? Oh, yes, that'sided, that is.

'‘Good," said Rideully, aman impervious to sarcasm. 'It's a big continent; we can't possibly missit even
with Mr Stibbons precise calculations.’

'Supposing | end up crushed in the middle of amountain? said Rincewind.

‘Can't. Therock'll be brought back here when we do the spell,' said Ponder, who hadn't liked the crack
about hismaths.

'So I'll ill bein the middle of amountain but in ame-shaped hole,' said Rincewind. 'Oh, good. Instant
fossl.

‘Don'tworry ,' said Rideully. 'It'sjust amatter of . . . thingummy, you know, al that stuff about three right
anglesmaking atriangle. . .’

'Isit possible you're talking about geometry? said Rincewind, eyeing the door.

That kind of thing, yes. And you'll have your amazing Luggageitem. Why, itll practicaly be aholiday.
It'll be easy. They probably just want to. . . to. . . ask you something, or something. And | hear you've
got atdent for languages, so no problem there.[11] Y ou'll probably be away for acouple of hours at the
most. Why do you keep sayin' "hah" under your breath?

'Was 1?7

'And everyone will be so grateful if you come back.’

Rincewind looked around - and, in one case, up - at the Council.

‘Howwill | get back? he said.

'Same way you went. Well find you and bring you out. With surgicd precision.’

Rincewind groaned. He knew what surgica precision meant in Ankh-Morpork. It meant ‘to withinan

inch or two, accompanied by alot of screaming, and then they pour hot tar on you just where your leg
wes.



But . . . if you put aside for the moment the certainty that something would definitely go horribly wrong, it
looked foolproof. The trouble was that wizards were such ingenious fools.

'‘And then | can have my old job back?

‘Certainly.’

'And officidly cal mysdf awizard?

'Of course. With any kind of spdlling.’

'And never haveto go anywhere again aslong as| live?
'Fine. WEll actudly ban you leaving the premises, if you like.'
'And anew hat?

'What?

'A new hat. Thisone's practically had it."

"Two new hats.’

'Sequins?

'Of course. And those, you know, like glass chanddlier things? Lots of those al round the brim. As many
asyou like. And well spell Wizzzard with three Z's.

Rincewind sighed. 'Oh, dl right. I'll doiit.’

Ponder's genius found itself rather cramped when it came to explaining thingsto people. And thiswas
the case now, as the wizards forgathered to kick some serious magic.

'Y es, but you see, Archchancellor, he's being sent to the opposite side of the Disc, you see—' Ridcully
sghed. ‘It'sspinnin ', isn't it,’ he said. 'Were dl going the sameway. It standsto reason. If peoplere
going the other way just because they're on the Counterweight Continent wed crash into them once a
year. | mean twice!'

'Y es, yes, they'respinning the same way, of course, but the direction of motion isentirely opposite. |
mean," said Ponder, lapsing into logic, 'you have to think about vectors, you, you have to ask yourself:
what direction would they goinif the Disc wasn't here?

Thewizards stared at him.
'Down,’ said Ridcully.

'No, no,no , Archchancellor,’ said Ponder. 'They wouldn't go down because thered be nothing to pull
them down, they—'



'Y ou don't need anything topull you down. Down's where you go if there's nothing to keep you up.'
"They'd keep on going in the same direction!" shouted Ponder.

‘Right. Round and round,’ said Ridcully. He rubbed his hands together. "Y ou've got to maintain agrip if
you want to be awizard, lad. How're we doing, Runes?

'l ... 1 can make out something,’ said the Lecturer in Recent Runes, squinting into the crystal ball.
‘There'salot of interference. . .

The wizards gathered round. White specksfilled the crysta. Therewere vague shapesjust visblein the
mush. Some of them could be human.

'Very peaceful place, the Agatean Empire,' said Rideully. "Very tranquil. Very cultured. They set great
gorein politeness.’

'Well, yes,' said the Lecturer in Recent Runes, 'l| heard it was because people whoaren't tranquil and
quiet get serious bits cut off, don't they? | heard the Empire has atyrannica and repressive government!'

'What form of government isthat? said Ponder Stibbons.
'A tautology,' said the Dean, from above.
'How serious are these bits? said Rincewind. They ignored him.

'l heard that gold's very common there," said the Dean. 'Lying around like dirt, they say. Rincewind
could bring back a sackful.'

'I'd rather bring back al my bits,' said Rincewind.

After al, he thought, I'm only the one who's going to end up in the middle of it al. So please don't
anyone bother to listen to me.

'Can't you stop it blurring like that? said the Archchancellor.

'I'm sorry, Archchancellor—'

‘Thesebits. . . big bitsor small bits? said Rincewind, unheard.

"Just find us an open space with something about the right size and weight.’

It'svery hard to—'

'Very serious bits? Arewein arms and legsterritory here?

"They say it'svery boring there. Their biggest curseis"May you livein interesting times', apparently.
‘Therésathing. . . it'svery blurry. Looks like awhedbarrow or something. Quite smal, | think.’

'—or toes, ears, that kind of thing?



'‘Good, let's get sarted,’ said Ridcully.

'Er, | think it'll help if he'sabit heavier than the thing we move here,' said Ponder. ‘He won't arrive a any
speed, then. | think—'

'Y es, yes, thank you very much, Mister Stibbons, now get in the circle and let us see that staff crackle,
theresagood chap.’

'Fingernals? Hair?

Rincewind tugged at the robe of Ponder Stibbons, who seemed dightly more sensible than the others.
'Er. What's my next move here? he said.

'Urn. About six thousand miles, | hope,' said Ponder Stibbons.

‘But. ..l mean...Haveyou got any advice?

Ponder wondered how to put things. He thought: 1've done my best with Hex, but the actua business
will be undertaken by abunch of wizards whose idea of experimenta procedure isto throw it and then Sit
down and argue about whereit's going to land. We want to change your position with that of something
six thousand miles away which, whatever the Arch-chancedllor says, is heading through space in aquite
different direction. Thekey isprecision . It'sno good using any old travelling spell. 1t'd come apart
halfway, and so would you. I'm pretty sure that well get you therein one or, a worst, two pieces. But
weve no way of knowing the weight of the thing we change you with. If it's pretty much the same weight
asyou, then it might just al work out provided you don't mind jogging on the spot when you land. But if
itsalot heavier than you, then my suspicion isthat you'll appear over there travelling at the sort of speed
normaly only experienced by deegp-wakersin clifftop villagesin avery termind way.

'Er,' hesaid. '‘Be afraid. Be very afrad.’
'Oh,that ,' said Rincewind. 'No problem there. I'm good at that.'

'We're going to try to put you in the centre of the continent, where Hunghung is believed to be,' said
Ponder.

"The capitd city?

'Y es. Er." Ponder felt guilty. 'L ook, whatever happens|'m sure you'll get there alive, which ismore than
would happen if it'd just been left to them. And I'mpretty sure you'll end up on the right continent.’

'Oh, good.'
'‘Comealong , Mr Stibbons. We're dl agog to hear how you wish usto do this,' said Ridcully.

'Ah, er, yes. Right. Now, you, Mr Rincewind, if you will go and stand in the centre of the octagon . . .
thank you. Um. Y ou see, gentlemen, what has always been the problem with teleporting over large
distancesis Helsenberg's Uncertainty Principle,[ 12] since the object teleported, that'sfromtele , " see”,
andporte, "to go", thewhole meaning "'l seeit'sgone’, er, the object teleported, er, no matter how large,
is reduced to athuamic particle and istherefore the subject of an eventudly fata dichotomy: it can either



know what it is or whereit isgoing, but not both. Er, the tension this creates in the morphic field

eventually causesit to disintegrate, leaving the subject as arandomly shaped object, er, smeared across
up to eeven dimensions. But I'm sureyou dl know this!'

There was asnore from the Chair of Indefinite Studies, who was suddenly giving alecture in room 3B.
Rincewind was grinning. At least, his mouth had gaped open and his teeth were showing.
'Er, excuseme," he said. 'l don't remember anyone saying anything about being sm—'
'Of course," said Ponder, ‘the subject would not, er, actually experience this—'
'Oh.
'—asfar aswe know—'
‘What?
'—although it istheoretically possible for the psyche to remain present—'
'Eh?
'—hbriefly witness the explosive discorporation.'
'Hey?
‘Now, were dl familiar with the use of the spell asafulcrum, er, so that one does not actualy moveone

object but smply exchanges the position of two objects of smilar mass. It ismy aim tonight, er, to
demondtrate that by imparting exactly the right amount of spin and the maximum velocity to the object—'

'Me?
‘—from the very firs moment, it isvirtualy cetain—'
Virtudly?

'—to hold together for distances of up to, er, sx thousand miles—'
‘Upto?
'—give or take ten per cent—'

'‘Give or take?

'So if you'd - excuse me, Dean, I'd be obliged if you'd stop dripping wax - if you'd dl take up the
positions I've marked on thefloor . . .’

Rincewind looked longingly towards the door. It was no distance at al for the experienced coward. He
could just trot out of here and they could . . . they could . . .

What could they do? They could just take his hat away and stop him ever coming back to the



University. Now he cameto think about it, they probably wouldn't be bothered about the nailing bit if he
was too much bother to find.

And that was the problem. He wouldn't be dead, but then neither would he be awizard. And, he

thought, as the wizards shuffled into position and screwed down the knobs on the end of their staffs, not
being ableto think of himsalf asawizardwas being dead.

The spdll began.

Rincewind the shoemaker? Rincewind the beggar? Rincewind the thief? Just about everything gpart from
Rincewind the corpse demanded training or gptitudesthat he didn't have.

Hewas no good at anything else. Wizardry was the only refuge. Well, actualy he was no good at
wizardry either, but at least he wasdefinitively no good at it. HEd alwaysfelt hehad aright to exist asa
wizard in the same way that you couldn't do proper maths without the number 0, which wasn't a number
at dl but, if it went away, would leave alot of larger numberslooking bloody stupid. It wasavaguely
noble thought that had kept him warm during those occasional 3 am. awakenings when he had eva uated
hislife and found it weighed alittle less than a puff of warm hydrogen. And he probablyhad saved the
world afew times, but it had generaly happened accidentaly, while he wastrying to do something else.
So you dmogt certainly didn't actualy get any karmic points for that. It probably only counted if you

garted out by thinking in aloud way 'By criminy, it'sjolly well time to save the world, and no two ways
about it!" instead of 'Oh shit, thistime I'mreally going to die’

The spd| continued.

It didn't ssem to be going very well.

‘Come on, you chaps,’ said Ridcully. 'Put some backboneinto it!"

'‘Areyousure. . . it's. .. just something small? said the Dean, who'd broken into a swest.
'Lookslikea. . . whedlbarrow . . ." muttered the Lecturer in Recent Runes.

The knob on the end of Ridcully's staff began to smoke.

'Will you look at the magic I'm using!" he said.
'‘What's goin' on, Mr Stibbons?
'Er. Of course, Szeisn't thesameasmass. . .

And then, in the same way that it can take consderable effot to push at a sticking door and no effort at
al tofal full length into the room beyond, the spell caught.

Ponder hoped, afterwards, that what he saw was an opticd illuson. Certainly no-one normally was

suddenly stretched to about twelve feet tall and then snapped back into shape so fast that their boots
ended up under their chin.

There was abrief cry of ‘Oooooohhhhshhhhhh—"which ended abruptly, and this was probably just as
wall.



Thefirst thing that struck Rincewind when he appeared on the Counterweight Continent was a cold
sensdion.’

The next things, in order of the direction of travel, were: a surprised man with asword, another man with
asword, athird man who'd droppedhis sword and was trying to run away, two other men who were

lessdert and didn't even see him, asmall tree, about fifty yards of stunted undergrowth, a snowdrift, a
bigger snowdrift, afew rocks, and one more and quite final snowdrift.

Ridcully looked at Ponder Stibbons.

'Well, hesgone,' he said. '‘But aren't we supposed to get something back?
'I'm not sure the trangit time isinstantaneous,’ said Ponder.

'Y ou've got to alow for zooming-through-the-occult-dimensons time?
‘Something like that. According to Hex, we might have to wait severa—'

Something appeared in the octagon with a'pop’, exactly where Rincewind had been, and rolled afew
inches

It did, at least, have four smal wheds such as might carry a cart. But these weren't workmanlike whedls;
these were mere discs such as may be put on something heavy for those rare occasions it needsto be
moved.

Above the whed s things became rather more interesting.

Therewas alarge round cylinder, like abarrel onitssde. A considerable amount of effort had been put
into its congtruction; large amounts of brass had goneinto making it look like avery large, fat dog with its
mouth open. A minor feature was alength of string, which was smoking and hissing becauseit wason
fire

It didn't do anything dangerous. It just sat there, while the smouldering string dowly got shorter.

The wizards gathered round.

'Looks pretty heavy,' said the Lecturer in Recent Runes.

'A satue of adog with abig mouth,’ said the Chair of Indefinite Studies. That's rather dull.’

‘Bit of algp-dog, too,' said Ridcully.

‘Lot of work goneinto it,' said the Dean. 'Can't imagine why anyone'd want to set fireto it.'

Ridcully poked his head into the wide tube.

‘Some kind of big round bdl in here," he said, his voice echoing alittle. 'Someone pass me a staff or



something. I'll seeif | canwiggleit out.’

Ponder was staring at the fizzing string.

'Er,’hesad,'l ...er...think we should adl just step away from it, Archchancellor. Er. We should al
just step back, yes, step back alittleway. Er.’

'Hah, yes, redly? So much for research,’ said Ridcully. "Y ou don't mind messing around with cogwheels
and ants but when it comesto redly trying to find out how thingswork and—'

'Getting your hands dirty,’ said the Lecturer in Recent Runes.
'Y es, getting your hands dirty, you come over dl shy.’
'It'snot that, Archchancellor,' said Ponder. ‘But | believe it may be dangerous.'

'l think I'mworking it loose," said Ridcully, poking in the depths of the tube. ‘Come on, you fellows, tip
thethingup abhit ...

Ponder took afew more steps back. 'Er, | really don't think—" he began.

'Don't think, eh? Call yourself awizard and you don't think? Blast! I've got my staff wedged now! That's
what comes of listening to you when | should have been paying attention, Mr Stibbons'”

Ponder heard a scuffling behind him. The Librarian, with an anima'singtinct for danger and ahuman's
ingtinct for trouble, had upturned atable and was peering over the top of it with asmall cauldron on his
head, the handle under one of his chinslike astrap.

‘Archchancdlor, | redlydo think—'

'Oh, you think, do you? Did anyonetell you it's your job to think? Ow! It's got my fingers now, thanks
toyou!"

It needed al Ponder's courageto say, 'l think . . . it might perhaps be some kind of firework, sr.'
Thewizardsturned their attention to thefizzling string.

'What . . . coloured lights, star's, that sort of thing? said Ridcully.

'Possibly, ar.’

'Must be planning ahdll of adisplay. Apparently they're very keen on firecrackers, over in the Empire.’
Ridcully spokein the tone of voice of aman over whom the thought isdowly stedling that he just might
have done something very sily.

'Would you like meto extinguish the string, sir? said Ponder.
'Y es, dear boy, why not? Good idea. Good thinking, that man.'

Ponder stepped forward and pinched the string.



'l do hope we haven't ruined something,’ he said.

Rincewind opened hiseyes.

Thiswasnot cool sheets. It waswhite, and it was cold, but it lacked basic sheetness. It made up for this
by having vast amounts of snowosty.

And agroove. Along groove.

Let'sseenow . . . He could remember the sensation of movement. And he vaguely remembered
something small but incredibly /leauy-looking roaring past in the opposite direction. And then he was
here, moving so fast that hisfeet left this. . .

... groove. Y es, groove, he thought, in the easy-going way of the mildly concussed. With peoplelying
around it groaning.

But they looked like people who, once they'd stopped crawling around groaning, were going to draw
the swords they had about their persons and pay detailed attention to serious bits.

He stood up, alittle shakily. There didn't seem to be anywhere to run to. There wasjust thiswide,
snowy waste with aborder of mountains.

The soldierswere definitely looking alot more conscious. Rincewind sighed. A few hours ago held been
sitting on awarm beach with young women about to offer him potatoes,[13] and here hewason a
windswept, chilly plain with some large men about to offerr him violence.

The soles of his shoes, he noticed, were steaming.

And then someone said, 'Hey! Areyou. . . yourenaot, areyou. . . areyou. . . whatsyername. . .
Rincewind, isnt it?

Rincewind turned.

Therewas avery old man behind him. Despite the bitter wind he was wearing nothing except aleather
lioncloth and a grubby beard so long that the loincloth wasn't redlly necessary, at least from the point of
view of decency. Hislegs were blue from the cold and his nose was red from the wind, giving him overal

quite apatriotic look if you were from the right country. He had a patch over one eye but rather more
notable than that were histeeth. They glittered.

'Don't stand there gawping like abig gawper! Get these damn things off me!'

There were heavy shackles around his ankles and wrists; achain led to agroup of more or lesssmilarly
clad men who were huddling in a crowd and watching Rincewind in terror.

'Heh! They think you're some kind of demon,’ cackled the old man. 'But | knows awizard when | sees
one! That bastard over there's got the keys. Go and give him agood kicking.'

Rincewind took afew hesitant steps towards a recumbent guard and snatched at his belt.



‘Right," said the old man, 'now chuck ‘em over here. And then get out of theway.’
'Why?
"'Cosyou don't want to get blood dl over you.'

‘But you haven't got aweapon and there's one of you and they've got big swords and there'sfive of
them!’

I know," said the old man, wrapping the chain around one of hisfistsin abusnesdike manner. 'It's
unfair, but | can't wait around al day."

Hegrinned.

Gemsglittered in the morning light. Every tooth in the man's head was adiamond. And Rincewind knew
of only one man who had the nerve to wear troll teeth.

'Here? Cohen the Barbarian?

'Sshl Ingconitar! Now get out of theway, | said.’ The teeth flashed at the guards, who were now
vertical. 'Come on, boys. Theresfive of you, after dl. An' I'm an old man. Mumble, mumble, oo meleg,
ekcetra. . .

To their credit, the guards hesitated. It was probably not, to judge from their faces, because there's
something repreheng ble about five large, heavily be-wegponed men attacking afrail old man. It might
have been because there's something odd about afrail old man who keegps on grinning in the face of
obviousoblivion.

'Oh, comeon ,' said Cohen. The men edged closer, each waiting for one of the othersto make the first
move.

Cohen took afew stepsforward, waving hisarmswearily. 'Oh,no/ he said. 'It makes me ashamed,
honestly it does. Thisisnot how you attack someone, al milling around like alot of millers; when you
attack someone the important thing to remember isthedement of . . .surprise—'

Ten seconds later he turned to Rincewind.

'All right, Mister Wizard. Y ou can open your eyes now.’

One guard was upside down in atree, one was a pair of feet sticking out of a snowdrift, two were
dumped againgt rocks, and onewas. . . generally around the place. Here and there. Certainly hanging
out.

Cohen sucked hiswrigt thoughtfully.

'l reckon that last one came within an inch of getting me," he said. ‘| must be getting old."

'Why are you h—' Rincewind paused. One packet of curiosity overtook thefirst one. 'How oldare you,
exactly?

'Isthis il the Century of the Fruitbat?



'Yes.
'Oh, | dunno. Ninety? Could be ninety. Maybe ninety-five? Cohen fished the keys out of the snow and
ambled over to the group of men, who were cowering even more. He unlocked thefirst set of manacles
and handed the shocked prisoner the keys.
‘Bugger off, the lot of you," he said, not unkindly. '"And don't get caught again.’
He strolled back to Rincewind.
'What brings you into this dump, then?
'Wel—'

'Interestin’,’ said Cohen, and that was that. '‘But can't stay chatting al day, got work to do. Y ou coming,
or what?

'What?

'Please yoursdlf." Cohen tied the chain around hiswaist as a makeshift belt and wedged a couple of
swordsinit.

'Incidentally,’ he said, ‘what did you do with the Barking Dog?

'What dog?

'l expect it doesn't matter.’

Rincewind scuttled after the retreating figure, It wasn't that he felt safe when Cohen the Barbarian was
around.No-one was safe when Cohen the Barbarian was around. Something seemed to have gone
wrong with the ageing process there. Cohen had always been a barbarian hero because barbaric heroing
was al he knew how to do. And while he got old he seemed to get harder, like oak.

But he was aknown figure, and therefore comforting. He just wasn't in the right place.

'No future init, back around the Ramtops,’ said Cohen, asthey trudged through the snow. 'Fences and
farms, fences and farmseverywhere . Y ou kill adragon these days, peoplecomplain . Y ou know what?
Y ou know what happened?

'No. What happened?

'Man came up to me, said my teeth were offensive to trolls. What about that, eh?

'Well, theyare made of—'

'| said they never complained tome '

'Er, did you ever givethem acha—'

'l said, | seeatrall up in the mountains with anecklace 0" human skulls, | say good luck to him. Silicon



Anti-Defamation League, my bottom. It'sthe same dl over. So | thought 1'd try my luck the other side of
theicecap.'

'lsn't it dangerous, going around the Hub? said Rincewind.

'Used to be," said Cohen, grinning horribly.

'Until you left, you mean?

"'Sright. You gtill got that box on legs?

'On and off. It hangs around. Y ou know.'

Cohen chuckled.

'I'll get the bloody lid off that thing one day, mark my words. Ah. Horses!’

There werefive, looking depressed in asmall depression.

Rincewind looked back at the freed prisoners, who seemed to be milling around aimlesdy.
'We're not taking all five horses, arewe? he said.

'Sure. We might need 'em,’

‘But . .. onefor me, onefor you. .. What'stherest for?

‘Lunch, dinner and breakfast?

Itsalittle. . . unfair, isn't it? Those people look a bit bewildered.’

Cohen sneered the sneer of aman who has never been truly imprisoned even when he's been locked up.

'l freed'em," he said. 'First time they've ever been free. Comes asa bit of ashock, | expect. They're
waiting for someoneto tell 'em what to do next.'

‘Er...

'l could tell 'em to starve to desath, if you like."

‘Er...

'Oh, dlright . You lot! Formee uppee right now toot sweet chop chop!'

The small crowd hurried over to Cohen and stood expectantly behind his horse.

'l tell you, | don't regret it. Thisistheland of opportunity,’ said Cohen, urging the horseinto atrot. The
embarrassed free men jogged behind. 'Know what? Swords are banned. No-one except the army, the
nobles and the Imperia Guard are allowed to own wegpons. Couldn't believe it! Gods own truth,

though. Swords are outlawed, so only outlaws have swords. Andthat ,' said Cohen, giving the landscape
another glittering grin, 'suitsmefine!



‘But. . . youwerein chans. . .' Rincewind ventured.

'Glad you reminded me," said Cohen. 'Y eah. Well find the rest of the lads, then I'd better try and find
who did it and talk to them about that.'

Thetone of hisvoice suggested very clearly that dl they werelikely to say would be, 'Highly enjoyable!
Y our wifeisabig hippo!'

‘Lads?

'No future in one-man barbarianing,' said Cohen. 'Got mysdif a. .. Wdll, you'l see!’

Rincewind turned to look at thetrailing party, and at the snow, and at Cohen.

'Er. Do you know where Hunghung is?

'Y eah. It'sthe boss city. We're on our way. Sort of. It's under siege right now.’

'Sege? You mean like. . . lots of armies outside, everyone ingde eating rats, that sort of thing?

'Y eah, but thisis the Counterweight Continent, see, soit'sapolitesiege. Well, | cal itasege... The
old Emperor'sdying, so the big familiesare dl waiting to movein. That's how it goesin these parts.
Theresfive different top nobs and they're al watching one another, and no-one's going to be thefirst to
move. Y ou've got to think sideways to understand anything in this place.”

'‘Cohen?

'Yes, lad?

'What the hell's going on?

Lord Hong was watching the tea ceremony. It took three hours, but you couldn't hurry agood cuppa.

Hewas a0 playing chess, againgt himsdf. It was the only way he could find an opponent of hiscdibre
but, currently, things were stalemated because both sides were adopting a defensive Strategy which was,
admittedly, brilliant.

Lord Hong sometimes wished he could have an enemy as clever ashimsdlf. Or, because Lord Hong
was indeed very clever, he sometimes wished for an enemyalmost as clever as himself, one perhaps
given toflights of strategic genius with neverthelessthe occasiond fatd flaw. Asit was, people were so
stupid . They seldom thought more than a dozen moves ahead.

Assassination was megat and drink to the Hunghung court; in fact, meat and drink were often the means.
It was agame that everyone played. It wasjust another kind of move. It was not considered good
mannersto nate the Emperor, of course. The correct move was to put the Emperor in aposition
where you had control. But moves at thislevel were very dangerous; happy asthe warlords were to
sguabble amongst themsalves, they could be relied upon to unite against any who looked in danger of
risng above the herd. And Lord Hong had risen like bread, by making everyone e se believe that, while



they were the obvious candidate for the Emperorship, Lord Hong would be better than any of the
dterndtives.

It amused him to know that they thought he was plotting for the Imperia pesarl . . .

He glanced up from the board and caught the eye of the young woman who was busy at the teatable.
She blushed and looked away.

The door did back. One of his men entered, on his knees.

'Yes? said Lord Hong.

'Er...Olord..".

Lord Hong sighed. People seldom began like this when the news was good.

"‘What happened? he said.

"The onethey call the Great Wizard arrived, o lord. Up in the mountains. Riding on adragon of wind. Or
so they say,' the messenger added quickly, aware of Lord Hong's views about supertition.

'‘Good. But?| assumethereisabut.’

'Er . .. one of the Barking Dogs has been lost. The new batch? That you commanded should be tested?

Wedont quite. . .thatistosay . . . wethink Captain Three High Trees was ambushed, perhaps. . . our

information is somewhat confused . . . the, um, theinformant saysthe Great Wizard magicked it away . .
. The messenger crouched lower.

Lord Hong merely sghed again. Magic. It had fdlen out of favour in the Empire, except for the most

mundane purposes. It wasuncultured . It put power in the hands of people who couldn't write a decent
poem to save their lives, and sometimes hadn't.

He believed in coincidence alot more than he did in magic.

"Thisismost vexing,' said Lord Hong.

He stood up and took his sword off the rack. It waslong and curved and had been made by the finest
sword-maker in the Empire, who was Lord Hong. He'd heard it took twenty yearsto learn the art, so he

had stretched himsdlf alittle. It had taken him three weeks. People neverconcentrated , that wastheir
trouble. ..

The messenger grovelled.
"The officer concerned has been executed? he said.
The messenger tried to scrabble through the floor and decided to let truth stand in for honesty.

'Yes!'" he piped.

Lord Hong swung. Therewasahisslikethefdl of slk, athump and clatter as of a coconut hitting the
ground, and thetinkle of crockery.



The messenger opened his eyes. He concentrated on his neck region, fearful that the dightest movement
might leave him agood dedl shorter. There were dire stories about Lord Hong's swords.

'Oh, do get up,’ said Lord Hong. He wiped the blade carefully and replaced the sword. Then he reached
across and pulled asmall black bottle from the robe of theteagirl.

Uncorked, it produced afew drops that hissed when they hit thefloor.

'Redlly,' said Lord Hong. 'l wonder why people bother.' He looked up. ‘Lord Tang or Lord
McSweeney has probably stolen the Dog to vex me. Did the Wizard escape?

'So it seems, o lord.'

'‘Good. Seethat harm amost comesto him. And send me another tea girl. Onewith ahead.’

Therewasthisto be said about Cohen. If there was no reason for him to kill you, such asyou having
any large amount of treasure or being between him and somewhere he wanted to get to, then he was
good company. Rincewind had met him afew times before, generaly while running away from
something.

Cohen didn't bother overmuch with questions. As far as Cohen was concerned, people appeared,
people disappeared. After afive-year gap held just say, 'Oh, it'syou.' He never added, ‘And how are
you? Y ou were dive, you were upright, and beyond that he didn't give adamn.

It was alot warmer beyond the mountains. To Rincewind's relief a spare horse didn't have to be eaten
because aleopardly sort of creature dropped off atree branch and tried to disembowel Cohen.

It had arather strong flavour.

Rincewindhad eaten horse. Over the years hed nerved himsdlf to eat anything that couldn't actualy
wriggle off hisfork. But he was fedling shaken enough without egting something you could call Dobbin.

'How did they catch you? he said, when they wereriding again.

'l was busy.’

'Cohen the Barbarian? Too busyto fight ?

I didn't want to upset the young lady. Couldn't help mesdlf. Went down to avillage to pick up some
news, onething led to another, next thing aload of soldierswere dl over the place like cheap armour,
and | can't fight that well with my arms shackled behind my back. Real nasty bugger in charge, face
won't forget in ahurry. Half adozen of uswere rounded up, made to push the Barking Dog thing al the
way out here, then we were chained to that tree and someone lit the bit of string and they al legged it
behind a snowdrift. Except you came dong and vanished it.’

'l didn't vanishit. Not exactly, anyway.'

Cohen leaned across towards Rincewind. 'l reckon | know what it was," he said, and sat back |ooking



pleased with himsdlf.

'Yes?

'I reckon it was some kind of firework. They're very big on fireworks here.'

'Y ou mean the sort of things where you light the blue touch paper and tick it up your nose?[14]

"They use'emto drive evil spiritsaway. Therésalot of evil spirits, see. Because of dl the daughtering.’

'Saughtering?

Rincewind had aways understood that the Agatean Empire was a peaceful place. It wascivilized. They
invented things. In fact, he recalled, hedd been instrumental in introducing afew of their devicesto
Ankh-Morpork. Simple, innocent things, like clocks worked by demons, and boxes that painted
pictures, and extra glass eyes you could wear over the top of your own eyesto help you see better, even
if it did mean you made a spectacle of yoursdlf.

It was supposed to bedull .

'Oh, yeah. Saughtering,' said Cohen. 'Like, supposing the population is being abit behind with its taxes.
Y ou pick some city where people are being troublesome and kill everyone and st fireto it and pull
down thewalls and plough up the ashes. That way you get rid of the trouble and &l the other citiesare
suddenly really well behaved and polite and dl your back taxes turn up in abig rush, which ishandy for
governments, | understand. Then if they ever give trouble you just haveto say "Remember Nangnang?'
or whatever, and they say "Where's Nangnang?' and you say, "My point exactly." '

'Good grief! If that sort of thing was tried back home—'

'Ah, but this place has been going along time. People think that's how a country is supposed to run.
They do what they're told. The people here are treated like daves!

Cohen scowled. 'Now, I've got nothing against daves, you know, as daves. Owned afew in my time.
Been adave once or twice. But where there's daves, what'll you expect to find?

Rincewind thought about this. 'Whips? he said at last.

'Y egh. Got it in one. Whips. Theré's somethinghonest about daves and whips. Well. . . they ain't got
whips here. They got something worse than whips''

'What? said Rncewind, looking dightly panicky.

"Youll find out.'

Rincewind found himself looking around at the haf-dozen other prisoners, who had trailed after them
and were watching in awe from a distance. HEd given them abit of leopard, which they'd looked at
initidly asif it was poison and then eaten asif it wasfood.

They'redill following us' he said.

"Yeah, well . . . you did give 'em mest,' cackled Cohen, starting to roll apost-prandia cigarette.



'Shouldn't have done that. Should've let ‘'em have the whiskers and the claws and you'd've beenamazed
at what they'd cook up. Y ou know their big dish down on the coast?

No.
'Pig's ear soup. Now, what's that tell you about a place, eh?
Rincewind shrugged. 'Very provident people?

‘Some other bugger pinchesthe pig.'

He turned in the saddle. The group of ex-prisoners shrank back.
'Now, see here," he said. 'Itold you. Y ou're free. Understand?
One of the braver men spoke up. 'Y es, master.’

I an't your master. You'refree . Y ou can go where-ever you like, excepting if you follow me I'll kill the
lot of you. And now - go away!'

'Where, master?
'‘Anywhere!l Somewhere not here!"

The men gave one another some worried looks and then the whole group, as one man, turned and
trotted away aong the path.

'Probably go straight back to their village, he said, rolling his eyes. "Worse than whips, | tell you.'

He waved a scrawny hand at the landscape as they rode on.

‘Strange bloody country,’ he said. 'Did you know therésawall all round the Empire?

That'sto keep . . . barbarianinvaders. .. out . . .

'Oh, yes, very defensive," said Cohen sarcadtically. ‘Like, oh my goodness, there's atwenty-foot wall,
dear me, | suppose wed just better ride off back over athousand miles of steppe and not, e.g., take a
look at the ladder possibilitiesinherent in that pine wood over there. Nah. It'sto keep the peoplein. And
rules? They've got rules for everything. No-one even goes to the privy without a piece of paper.’

'Well, asamatter of fact | mysalf—'

'A piece of paper saying they can go, iswhat | meant. Can't leave your village without a chit. Can't get
married without a chit. Can't even have ash - Ah, were here!

'Yes, indeed,’ said Rincewind.
Cohen glared a him. 'How did you know? he demanded.

Rincewind tried to think. It had been along day. Infact it had, because of the thaumic equivaent of
jetlag, been severa hours longer than most other days he'd experienced and had contained two



lunchtimes, neither of which had contained anything worth esting.

'Er . . . | thought you were making agenera philosophical point,” he hazarded. 'Er. Like, "We'd better
make the best of it"?

'l meant we're here at my hideout,’ said Cohen. Rincewind stared around them. There were scrubby
bushes, afew rocks, and asheer dliff face.

I can't see anything,’ he said.

'Y ep. That's how you can tdll it'smine’

Art of War wasthe ultimate basis of diplomacy inthe Empire.

Clearly war had to exi<. It was acornerstone of the processes of government. It was the way the
Empire got itsleaders. The competitive examination system was how it got its bureaucrats and public
officias, and warfare wasfor itsleaders, perhaps, only adifferent kind of competitive examination.
Admittedly, if you lost you probably weren't alowed to re-git next year.

But there had to be rules. Otherwise it was just abarbaric scuffle.

So, hundreds of years ago, the Art of War had been formulated. It was abook of rules. Some were
very specific: there was to be no fighting within the Forbidden City, the person of the Emperor was
sacrosanct . . . and some were more generad guiddinesfor the good and civilized conduct of warfare.
Therewerethe rules of pogtion, of tactics, of the enforcement of discipline, of the correct organization of
supply lines. The Art laid down the optimum course to take in every conceivable eventuality. It meant that
warfare in the Empire had become far moresensible , and generdly consisted of short periods of activity

followed by long periods of people trying to find thingsin theindex.

No-one remembered the author. Some said it was One Tzu Sung, some claimed it was Three Sun Sung.
Possibly it was even some unsung genius who had penned, or rather painted, the very first principle:
Know the enemy, and know yoursdlf.

Lord Hong fdt that he knew himsdlf very well, and seldom had trouble knowing his enemies. And he
made a point of kegping hisenemies dive and hedthy.

Takethe Lords Sung, Fang, Tang and McSweeney. He cherished them. He cherished theiradequacy .
They had adequate military brains, which wasto say that they had memorized the Five Rules and Nine
Principles of the Art of War. They wrote adequate poetry, and were cunning enough to counter such
coups as were attempted in their own ranks. They occasiondly sent against him nswho were
sufficiently competent to keep Lord Hong interested and observant and entertained.

He even admired their adequate treachery. No-one could fall to redlize that Lord Hong would be the
next Emperor, but when it cameto it they would nevertheless contest the throne. At least, officidly. In
fact, each warlord had privately pledged his persona support to Lord Hong, being adequately bright to
know what was likely to happen if he didn't. There would still have to be a bettle, of course, for custom's
sake. But Lord Hong had aplacein his heart for any leader who would sdll his own men.

Know your enemy. Lord Hong had decided to find aworthwhile one. So Lord Hong had seen to it that



he got books and news from Ankh-Morpork. There were ways. He had his spies. At the moment
Ankh-Morpork didn't know it was the enemy, and that was the best kind of enemy to have.

And he had been amazed, and then intrigued, and finally lost in admiration for what hesaw . . .

| should have been born there, he thought as he watched the other members of the Serene Council. Oh,
for agame of chesswith someonelike Lord Vetinari. No doubt he would carefully watch the board for
three hours before he even made hisfirst move. . .

Lord Hong turned to the Serene Council's minutes eunuch.

'‘Can we get on? he said.

The man licked his brush nervoudy. 'Nearly finished, o lord," he said.

Lord Hong sighed.

Damn cdligraphy! There would be changes! A written language of seven thousand lettersand it took all
day to write athirteen-syllable poem about awhite pony trotting through wild hyacinths. And that was
fine and beautiful, he had to concede, and no-one did it better than Lord Hong. But Ankh-Morpork had
an adphabet of twenty-sx unexpressive, ugly, crude letters, suitable only for peasantsand artisans.. . . and
had produced poems and plays that left white-hot trails across the soul. And you could dso useit to
write the bloody minutes of afive-minute meeting in lessthan aday.

'How far have you got? he said.

The eunuch coughed politely.

""How softly the bloom of the gpric—" ' he began.

'Yes, yes, yes,' said Lord Hong. 'Could we on this occasion dispense with the poetic framework,
please’

'Uh. "The minutes of the last meeting were duly sgned." '

Isthat al?

'Uh...you see | haveto finish painting the petals on—

'l wish this council to be concluded by this evening. Go away.'

The eunuch looked anxioudy around the table, grabbed his scrolls and brushes and scuttled ouit.
'‘Good," said Lord Hong. He nodded at the other warlords. He saved a specid friendly nod for Lord
Tang. Lord Hong had prodded the thought with some intrigued interest, but it redlly did seem that Lord
Tang was aman of honour. It was arather cowed and crabbed honour, but it was definitely in there

somewhere, and would have to be dedlt with.

It would be better in any case, my lords, if we spokein private, he said. 'On the matter of the rebels.
Digturbing intelligence has reached me of their activities!



Lord McSweeney nodded. ‘| have seentoit that thirty rebelsin Sum Dim have been executed,’ he said.
'‘Asan example.'

Asan example of the mindlessness of Lord McSweeney, thought Lord Hong. To his certain knowledge,
and none had better knowledge than he, there had not even been acadre of the Red Army in Sum Dim.
But, amogt certainly, there was one now. It wasredlly too easy.

The other warlords aso made small but proud speeches about their efforts to turn barely noticeable
unrest into bloody revolution, athough they hadn't managed to seeit like that.

They were nervous, under the bravado, like sheep-dogs who'd had aglimpse of aworld where the
sheep did not run.

Lord Hong cherished the nervousness. He intended to useit, by and by. He smiled and smiled.

Findly he said: 'However, my lords, despite your sterling efforts the Stuation remains grave. | have
infomation that avery senior wizard from Ankh-Morpork has arrived to assst the rebelsherein
Hunghung, and that thereisaplot to overthrow the good organization of the celestial world and
assassin-ate the Emperor, may helivefor ten thousand years. | must naturally assume that the foreign
devilsare be-hind this!

'l know nothing of this!* snapped Lord Tang.

'My dear Lord Tang. | was not suggesting that you should,’ said Lord Hong.

'I meant—' Lord Tang began.

"Y our devotion to the Emperor is unquestioned,’ Lord Hong continued, as smoothly as aknife through
warm butter. 'It istrue that there isamost certainly someone highly placed asssting these people, but not
one shred of evidence pointsto you,’

'l should hope not!’

‘Indeed.’

The Lords Fang and McSweeney moved very dightly away from Lord Tang.

'How can we have let this happen? said Lord Fang. 'Certainly it is true that people, foolish deranged
people, have sometimes ventured out beyond the Wall. But to let one comeback—'

'l am afraid the Grand Vizier at the time was aman of changeable humours,' said Lord Hong. 'He
thought it would be interesting to see what intelligence was brought back.'

'Intelligence? said Lord Fang. Thiscity of Ank ... More. . . Pork isan abomination! Mere anarchy!
There appear to be no nobles of consequence and the society isthat of atermite nest! It would be better
for us, my lords, if it was wiped from the face of the world!’

"Y our incisive comments are duly noted, Lord Fang,' said Lord Hong, while part of him rolled on the
floor laughing. 'In any event," hewent on, 'l shal seethat extra guards are posted in the Emperor's
chambers However al thistrouble began, we must see that it ends here!’



He watched them watching him. They think | want to rule the Empire, he thought. So they're dll - except
for Lord Tang, rebd fdlow traveller as he will undoubtedly prove to be - working out how thiswill beto

their advantage. . .
He dismissed them, and retired to his chambers.

It was afact that the ghosts and devils who lived beyond the Wall had no grasp of culture and certainly
no concept of books, and being in possession of such a patently impossible object was punishable by
eventud desth. And confiscation.

Lord Hong had built up quite alibrary. He had even acquired maps.

And more than maps. There was abox he kept locked, in the room with the full-length mirror . . .
Not now. Lateron. ..

Ankh-Morpork! Even the name sounded rich.

All he needed was ayear. The dreadful scourge of the rebellion would alow him to wield the kind of
powers that even the maddest Emperor had not dreamed of. And then it would be unthinkable not to
build avengeful fleet to wreak terror on the foreign devils. Thank you, Lord Fang. Y our point isduly

noted.

Asif it mattered who was Emperor! The Empire was possibly abonus, to be acquired later, perhaps, in
passing. Let him just have Ankh-Morpork, with its busy dwarfs and its grasp, above all, of machinery.
Look at the Barking Dogs. Haf thetime they blew up. They were inaccurate. The principle was sound
but the execution wasterrible, especidly when they blew up.

It had come as arevelation to Lord Hong when he looked at the problem the Ankh-Morpork way and
redlized that it might just possibly be better to give the job of Auspicious Dog-maker to some peasant
with afair ideaabout meta and explosive earths than to some clerk who'd got the highest marksin an
examination to find the best poem about iron. In Ankh-Morpork peopledid things

Let him just walk down Broadway as owner, and et the pies of the famous Mr Dibbler. Let him play
onegame of chessagaing Lord Vetinari. Of course, it would mean leaving the man one arm.

He was shaking with excitement. Not later . . . now. Hisfingers reached for the secret key onitschain
around his neck.

It was barely atrack. Rabbits would have walked right past it. And you'd have sworn there was a sheer,
pasdessrock wal until you found the gap.

Onceyoudid find it, it was hardly worth the bother. It led to along gully with afew natura cavesinit,
and abit of grass, and aspring.

And, asit turned out, Cohen's gang. Except that he called it ahorde. They were Sitting in the sun,
complaining about how it wasn't aswarm asit used to be,

'I'm back then, lads,’' said Cohen.



'‘Been away, have you?
'Whut? Whut's he say?
'Hesad HE'SBACK.'
'Black what?

Cohen beamed at Rincewind. 'l brought ‘em with me,' he said. 'Like | said, no futurein going it alone
these days.’

'Er," said Rincewind, after surveying the little scene, 'are any of these men under eighty yearsold?
'Stand up, Boy Willie," said Cohen.

A dehydrated man only marginaly lesswrinkled than the others got to hisfeet. It was hisfeet that were
particularly noticeable. He wore boots with extremely thick soles.

'So's me feet touch the ground,’ he said.
‘Dontthey ... er...touchtheground in ordinary boots?

'Nope. Orthopaedic problem, see. Like. . . you know how alot of peopl€eve got one leg shorter than
the other? Funny thing, with meit's—'

'Don't tell me," said Rincewind. 'Sometimes | get these amazing flashes.. . .Both legs are shorter than the
other, right?

'‘Amazing. O' course, | can seeyou're awizard,' said Boy Willie. Y ou'd know about this sort of thing.'
Rincewind gave the next member of the Horde a bright mad smile. It was dmost certainly ahuman
being, because wizened little monkeys didn't usudly go around in awhed chair while wearing ahelmet
with hornsonit. It grimaced at Rincewind.

Thisis—'

'Whut? Whut?

'Mad Hamish,' said Cohen.

"Whut? Whozee?

'| bet that whedlchairterrifies them," said Rincewind. 'Especidly the blades.

'We had the devil of ajob getting it over thewall,' Cohen conceded. '‘But you'd be amazed at histurn of
Speed.’

'Whut?

'‘And thisis Truckle the Uncivil.'



'Sod off, wizard.'

Rincewind beamed at Exhibit B. Those waking sticks. . . Fascinating! Very impressive the way you've
got LOVE and HATE written on them.’

Cohen smiled proprietoridly.

"Truckle used to be reckoned one of the biggest badasses in the world," he said.
'Redly?Him?

‘But it'samazing what you can do with aherba suppository.'

'Up yours, migter,’ said Truckle.

Rincewind blinked. 'Er. Can | have aword, Cohen?

He drew the ancient barbarian aside.

'l don't want to seem to be making trouble here," he said, 'but it doesn't strike you, does it, that these
men are abit, well, past their sall-by date? A little, not to put too fine apoint on it, old?

'Whut? Whutzeesayin'?
'HesaysIT'SCOLD.'
'Whut?

'What're you saying? There's nearly five hundred years of concentrated barbarian hero experiencein
‘em,’ said Cohen.

'Five hundred years experiencein afighting unit isgood, said Rincewind. 'lt'sgood . But it should be
Spread over more than one person. | mean, what are you expecting them to do? Fall over on people?

‘Nothin" wrong with ‘em," said Cohen, indicating afrail man who was staring intently at alarge block of
teak. 'Look at ole Caeb the Ripper over there. See? Killed moren four hundred men with hisbare
hands. Eighty-five now and but for the dust hes marvelous.

'Wheat the hell ishedoing ?

'Ah, see, they'reinto bare-handed combat here. Very big thing, unarmed combat, on account of most
people not being allowed weapons. So Caeb reckons he's on to agood thing. See that big lump of teak?
It'samazin'. He just givesthis bloodcurdlin' shout and—'

'Cohen, they'redlvery old men '

"They're the cream!'

Rincewind sighed.



'Cohen, they're the cheese. Why've you brought them al the way here?

‘Gonna help me stedl something,’ said Cohen.

'What? A jewel or something?

"'Ssomething,’ said Cohen, sulkily. ' 'Sin Hung-hung.'

'Really? My word,' said Rincewind. ‘And thereésalot of peoplein Hunghung, | expect?
‘About haf amillion," said Cohen.

‘Lotsof guards, no doubt?

'About forty thousand, | heard. About three-quarters of amillion if you count all the armies!’
‘Right," said Rincewind. 'So, with these haf-dozen old men—

"The Silver Horde," said Cohen, with atouch of pride.

'What? Pardon?

‘That'stheir name. Got to have aname in the horde business. The Silver Horde.'
Rincewind turned around. Severa of the Horde had fallen adeep.

"The Slver Horde,' he said. 'Right. Matches the colour of their hair. Those that havegot hair. So . . . with
this. . . Slver Horde you're going to rush the city, kill al the guards and stedl al the treasure?

Cohen nodded. "Yegh . . . something like that. Of course, we won't haveto killall the guards. . .’
'Oh, no?

'It'd take too long.'

'Y es, and of course you'll want to leave something to do tomorrow.’

'l mean they'll be busy, what with the revolution and everything.'

‘A revolution too? My word.'

They say it'satime of portents,' said Cohen. They—'

'I'm surprised they've got time to worry about the state of their camping equipment,’ said Rincewind.
'Y ou'd be well advised to stay dong o' us," said Ghenghiz Cohen. 'Y ou'll be safer with us!'

'Oh, I'm not sure about that,' said Rincewind, grinning horribly. 'I'm not sure about that at all.’

By mysdlf, he thought, onlyordinary horrible things can happen to me.



Cohen shrugged, and then stared around the clearing until his gaze lighted on adight figure who was
gtting alittle gpart from the rest, reading a book.

'Look at him," he said, benevolently, like aman pointing out adog doing agood trick. ‘Alwaysgot his
nosein abook.' Heraised his voice. "Teach? Come and show thiswizard the way to Hunghung.'

He turned back to Rincewind. Teach!ll tell you anything you want to know, ‘cos he knows everything.
I'll leave you with him. I've got to go and have atak with Old Vincent.' Hewaved ahand dismissively.
‘Not that there's anything wrong with him, at dl, he said defiantly. ‘It'sjust that his memory's bad. We
had abit of trouble on the way over. | keep telling him, it's rape thewomen and set fire to thehouses .’

'Rape? said Rincewind. 'That's not very—'

'He's eighty-seven,’ said Cohen. 'Don't go and spoil an old man's dreams.”

Teach turned out to be atall, stick-like man with an amiably absent-minded expression and afringe of
white hair so that, when viewed from above, he would appear to be adaisy. He certainly did not appear
to be a bloodthirsty brigand, even though he was wearing achain-mail vest dightly too big for himand a
huge scabbard strapped across his back, which contained no sword but held avariety of scrollsand
brushes. His chain-mail shirt had a breast pocket with three different coloured pensin aleather pocket
protector.

'‘Ronad Saveloy,' he said, shaking Rincewind's hand. 'The gentlemen do rather assume considerable
knowledge on my part. Let mesee. .. You want to go to Hunghung, yes?

Rincewind had been thinking about this.

I want to know theway to Hunghung," he said guardedly.

'Yes. Well. At thistime of year I'd head towards the setting sun until | left the mountains and reached the
dluvid plain where you'll see evidence of drumlins and some quite fine examples of obvioudy erratic

boulders. It's about ten miles!

Rincewind stared at him. A brigand's directions were usuadly more on the lines of 'keep straight or past
the burning city and turn right when you've passed dl the citizens hanging up by their ears.

"Those drumlins sound dangerous,’ he said.
‘They're just atype of post-glacia hill,’ said Mr Saveloy.
'What about these erratic boulders? They sound like the kind of thing that'd pounce on—'

"Just boulders dropped along way from home by aglacier,’ said Mr Saveloy. ‘'Nothing to worry about.
The landscape isnot hodtile!

Rincewind didn't believe him. Hed had the ground hit him very hard many times.
'However,' said Mr Saveloy, 'Hunghung is alittle dangerous at the moment.’

'No, redly? said Rincewind wesarily.



It's notexactly asiege. Everyoneswaiting for the Emperor to die. These are what they cdl here - he
gmiled - 'interesting times'"

'l hate interesting times:”

The other Horders had wandered off, fallen adegp again or were complaining to one another about their
feet. The voice of Cohen could be heard somewhere in the distance: ‘'Look, this isamatch, andthis is—'

"Y ou know, you sound avery educated man for abarbarian, said Rincewind.

'Oh, dear me, | didn't start out abarbarian. | used to be a school teacher. That'swhy they call me
Teach!

'What did you teach?

'Geography. And | wasvery interested in Auriental [ 15] studies. But | decided to giveit up and make a
living by the sword.’

'After being ateacher dl your life?

It did mean a change of perspective, yes.'

‘But. .. well. . . surdy . .. the privation, the terrible hazards, the daily risk of death. . .’
Mr Saveloy brightened up. 'Oh, you'vebeen ateacher, have you?

Rincewind looked around when someone shouted. He turned, to see two of the Horde arguing nose to
nose.

Mr Saveloy sighed.

'I'm trying to teach them chess' he said. 'It's vitd to the understanding of the Auriental mind. But | am
afraid they have no concept of taking turns at moving, and their idea of an opening gambit isfor the King
and all the pawnsto rush up the board together and st fire to the opposing rooks.'

Rincewind leaned closer.

'Look, I mean . . .Ghenghiz Cohen? he said. 'Has he gone off hishead?1 mean . . . just killing haf a
dozen geriatric priests and nicking some paste gems, yes . Attacking forty thousand guards dl by himself
iscertain degth!’

'Oh, hewon't be by himsdf,' said Mr Saveloy.

Rincewind blinked. There was something about Cohen. People caught optimism off him asthough it was
the common cold.

'Oh, yes. Of course. Sorry. I'd forgotten that. Seven againgt forty thousand? | shouldn't think you'll have
any problems. I'll just be going. Fairly quickly, I think.'

'We haveaplan. It'sasort of— Mr Saveloy hesitated. His eyes unfocused dightly. 'Y ou know? Thing.
Beesdo it. Wasps, too. Also somejdlyfish, | believe. . . Had theword only amoment ago . . . er. It's



going to bethe biggest one ever, | think.'
Rincewind gave him another blank stare. 'I'm sure | saw aspare horse,' he said.

‘Let megiveyou this' said Mr Saveloy. "Then perhaps you'll understand. It'swhat it'sdl about, redly . .

He handed Rincewind asmall bundle of papers fastened together by aloop of string through one corner.
Rincewind, shoving it hadtily into his pocket, noticed only thetitle on thefirst page.
Itsad:

WHAT | DID ON MY HOLIDAYS

The choices seemed very clear to Rincewind. There wasthe city of Hunghung, under siege, apparently
throbbing with revolution and danger, and there was everywhere else.

Therefore it was important to know where Hunghung was so that he didn't blunder into it by accident.
Hepaid alot of attention to Mr Saveloy's instructions, and then rode the other way.

He could get a ship somewhere. Of course, the wizards would be surprised to see him back, but he
could aways say thered been no-onein.

The hills gave way to scrubland which in turn led down to an apparently endless damp plain which
contained, inthe misty distance, ariver so winding that haf thetime it must have been flowing
backwards.

Theland was achequerboard of cultivation. Rincewind liked the countryside in theory, providing it
wasn't risng up to meet him and wasfor preference happening on the far sde of acity wal, but thiswas
hardly countryside. It was more like one big, hedge-less farm. Occasiona huge rocks, looking
dangeroudly erratic, rose out of thefields.

Sometimes held see people hard at work in the distance. Asfar ashe could tell, their chief activity was
moving mud around.

Occasionaly hed see aman standing ankle deep in aflooded field holding awater buffalo on the end of
alength of string. The buffalo grazed and occasiondly moved its bowels. The man held the string. It
seemed to be hisentire god and occupationin life.

There were afew other people on the road. Usualy they were pushing wheelbarrows |oaded with water
buffalo dung or, possibly, mud. They didn't pay any attention to Rincewind. In fact they made apoint of
not paying attention; they scurried past staring intently at the scenes of mud dynamics or bovine bowel
movement happening in thefieds.

Rincewind would be the first to admit that he was adow thinker.[16] But hed been around long enough
to spot the Signs. These people weren't paying him any attention because they didn'tsee people on
horseback.



They were probably descended from people who learned that if you look too hard at anyone on
horseback you receive a sharp stinging sensation such as might be obtained by a stick around the ear.
Not looking up at people on horseback had become hereditary. People who stared at people on
horseback in what was consdered to be afunny way never survived long enough to breed.

He decided to try an experiment. The next wheelbarrow that trundled past was carrying not mud but
people, about haf adozen of them, on seats either side of the huge central whedl. The method of
propulsion was secondarily by asmall sail erected to catch thewind but primarily by that pre-eminent
source of motive power in apeasant community, someone's great-grandfather, or at least someone who
looked like someone's grest-grandfather.

Cohen had said, 'There's men here who can push awheelbarrow for thirty mileson abowl of millet with
abit of scuminit. What doesthat tell you? It tellsme someone's porking all the beef.’

Rincewind decided to explore the social dynamics and aso try out the language. 1t had been yearssince
held last used it, but he had to admit that Ridcully had been right. He did have a gift for languages
Agatean was alanguage of few basic syllables. It wasredly dl in thetone, inflection and context.
Otherwise, the word for military leader was a so the word for long-tailed marmot, male sexua organ and
ancient chicken coop.

'Hey there, you!" he shouted. 'Er . . . to bend bamboo? An expression of disapprova?Er...1 mean. ..
Stop!"

The barrow dewed to ahalt. No-one looked at him They looked past him, or around him, or towards
hisfeet.

Eventudly the whedlbarrow-pusher, in the manner of aman who knows he'sin for it no matter what he
does, mumbled, "Y our honour commands?

Rincewind felt very sorry, later, for what he said next.

Hesad, 'Just givemeadl your food and . . . unwilling dogs, will you?

They watched him impassively.

'‘Damn. | mean . . . arranged beetles? . . . variety of waterfdl?. .. Oh, yes. . .money .

Therewas agenerd fumbling and shifting among the passengers. Then the whed barrow-pusher sdled
towards Rincewind, head down, and held up his hat. It contained somerice, some dried fish, ahighly
dangerous-looking egg. And about a pound of gold, in big round coins.

Rincewind stared at the gold.

Gold was as common as copper on the Counterweight Continent. That was one of the few things
everyone knew about the place. There was nopoint in Cohen trying any kind of big robbery. Therewas
alimit to what anyone could carry. He might aswell rob one peasant village and live like aking for the
rest of hislife. It wouldn't be asif he'd need that much . . .

The'later’ suddenly caught up with him, and he did indeed fed quite ashamed. These people had hardly
anything, gpart from loads of gold.



'Er. Thanks. Thank you. Yes. Just checking. Yes. You can dl haveit back now. I'll ... er...keep...
the elderly grandmother . . . to run sideways. . . oh, damn . . .fish .’

Rincewind had always been on the bottom of the socia heap. It didn't matter what Sze hegp it was. The
top got higher or lower, but the bottom was dwaysin the same place. But at least it was an
Ankh-Morpork heap.

No-one bowed to anyone in Ankh-Morpork. And anyone who tried what he'd just tried in
Ankh-Morpork would, by now, be scrabbling in the gutter for his teeth and whimpering about the painin
his groin and his horse would aready have been repainted twice and sold to aman who'd be swearing
he'd owned it for years.

Hefdt oddly proud of the fact.

Something strange welled up from the dudgy depths of hissoul. It was, to his amazement, a generous
impulse

He did off the horse and held out thereins. A horse was useful, but he was used to doing without one.
Besides, over ashort distance a man could run faster than a horse, and thiswas afact very dear to
Rince-wind's heart.

'Here,' he said. 'Y ou can haveit. For thefish.'

The wheelbarrow-pusher screamed, grabbed the handles of his conveyance and hurtled desperately
away. Severa people were thrown off, took one amost-look at Rincewind, also screamed, and ran after
him.

Worse than whips, Cohen had said. They've got something here worse than whips. They don'tneed
whips any more. Rincewind hoped he'd never find out what it was, if it had done thisto people.

He rode on through an endless panorama of fields There weren't even any patches of roadside scrub, or
taverns. Away among the fields were shapes that might be small towns or villages, but no apparent paths
to them, possibly because paths used up va uable agricultural mud.

Finaly he sat down on arock that presumably not even the peasants most concerted efforts had been
ableto move, and reached into his pocket for his shameful dried fish lunch.

His hand touched the bundle of papers Mr Saveloy had given him. He pulled them out, and got crumbs
on them.

Thisiswhat it'sal about, the barbarian teacher had said. He hadn't explained what 'it' was.

WHAT | DID ON MY HOLIDAY S, sad thetitle. It wasin bad handwriting or, rather, bad painting -
the Agateans wrote with paintbrushes, assembling little word pictures out of handy components. One
picture wasn't just worth athousand words, itwas athousand words.

Rincewind wasn't much good at reading the language. There were very few Agatean books evenin the
Unseen University Library. And this one looked as though whoever had written it had been trying to
make sense of something unfamiliar.



Heturned over acouple of pages. It was astory about a Gresat City, containing magnificent things -
'beer strong like an ox', it said, and 'pies containing many many parts of pig. Everyonein the city seemed
to bewise, kind, strong or al three, especialy some character called the Great Wizard who seemed to
featurelargdy inthe text.

And there were mystifying little comments, asin, 'l saw aman tread upon the toes of a City Guard who
said to him ™Y our wifeisabig hippo!" to which the man responded "Place it where the sun does not shed
daylight, enormous person”, upon which the Guard [this bit wasin red ink and the handwriting was
shaky, asif the writer was quite excited] did not remove the man's head according to ancient custom
. The statement was followed by a pictogram of a dog passing water, which was for some obscure
reason the Agatean equivalent of an exclamation mark. There were five of these,

Rincewind flicked through the pages. They werefilled with the same dull stuff, sentences stating the
blindingly obvious but often followed by severd incontinent dogs. Such as: 'The innkeeper said the City
had demanded tax but he did not intend to pay, and when | asked if he was not afraid he vouchsafed:
"[Complicated pictogram] them al except one and he can [complicated pictogram] himsdlf* [urinating
dog, urinating dog]. He went on to say, "The[pictogram indicating Supreme Ruler] isa[another
pictogram which, after some thought and holding up the picture at various angles, Rincewind decided
meant 'ahorse's bottom’] and you can tell him | said s0",at which point aGuard in the taverndid not
disembowel him [urinating dog, urinating dog] but said, " Tl him from measo” [urinating dog, urinating
dog, urinating dog, urinating dog, urinating dog].'

What was so odd about that? People talked like that in Ankh-Morpork al thetime, or at least
expressed those sentiments. Apart from the dog.

Mind you, a country that'd wipe out awhole city to teach the other cities alesson wasamad place.
Perhaps thiswas a book of jokes and he just hadn't seen the point. Perhaps comedians here got big
laughswith lineslike: 'l say, | say, | say, | met aman on the way to the theatre andhe didn't chop my
legs off , urinating dog, urinating dog—'

He had been aware of the jingle of harness on the road, but hadn't paid it any attention. He hadn't even
looked up at the sound of someone gpproaching. By the time he did think of looking up it wastoo late,
because someone had their boot on his neck.

'Oh, urinating dog," he said, before passing ouit.

Therewas a puff of air and the Luggage appeared, dropping heavily into asnowdrift.
Therewasamest cleaver gicking intoitslid.

It remained motionlessfor sometime and then, itslegs moving in acomplicated little dance, it turned
around 360 degrees.

The Luggage did not think. It had nothing to think with. Whatever processes went on inside it probably
had more to do with the way atree reactsto sun and rain and sudden storms, but speeded up very fast.

After awhileit seemed to get its bearings and ambled off across the melting snow.

The Luggage did not fed, @ther. It had nothing to fed with. But it reacted, in the same way that atree



reacts to the changing of the seasons.
Its pace quickened.

It was close to home.

Rincewind had to concede that the shouting man was right. Not, that is, about Rincewind's father being
the diseased liver of atype of mountain panda and his mother being abucket of turtle dime; Rincewind
had no persona experience of either parent but felt that they were probably at least vaguely humanoid, if
only briefly. But on the subject of appearing to own astolen horse he had Rincewind bang to rights and,
aso, afoot on hisneck. A foot on the neck is nine points of the law.

Hefdt hands rummaging in his pockets.

Another person - Rincewind was not able to see much beyond afew inches of dluvid soil, but from
context it appeared to be an unsympathetic person - joined in the shouting.

Rincewind was hauled upright.

The guards were pretty much like guards as Rincewind had experienced them everywhere. They had
exactly the amount of intellect required to hit people and drag them off to the scorpion pit. They were
league champions at shouting a people afew inchesfrom their face.

The effect was made surred by the fact that the guards themselves had no faces, or at least no facesthey
could call their own. Their ornate, black-enamelled helmets and huge moustachioed visages painted on
them, leaving only the owner's mouth uncovered so that he could, for example, call Rincewind's
grandfather abox of inferior goldfish droppings.

What | Did On My Holidayswaswaved in front of hisface.

'Bag of rotted fish!’

'l don't know what it means,’ said Rincewind. 'Someone just gaveit to—'

'Feet of extremerotted milk!

'Could you perhaps not shout quite so loud? | think my eardrum hasjust exploded.’

The guard subsided, possibly only because he had run out of breath. Rincewind had amoment to look at
the scenery.

There were two carts on the road. One of them seemed to be a cage on whedls; he made out faces
watching himin terror. The other was an ornate palanquin carried by eight peasants; rich curtains covered
the sides but he could see where they had been twitched aside so that someone within could look at him.

The guards were aware of this. It seemed to make them awkward.

I I could just expl—'



'Slence, mouth of—' The guard hesitated.

'Y ou've used turtle, goldfish and what you probably meant to be cheese,' said Rincewind.
'Mouth of chicken gizzardd!'

A long thin hand emerged from the curtains and beckoned, just once.

Rincewind was hustled forward. The hand had the longest fingernails held ever seen on something that
didn't purr.

‘Kowtow!"

'Sorry? said Rincewind.

‘Kowtow!'

Swords were produced.

'l don't know what you mean!" Rincewind wailed.

'Kowtow, please,” whispered avoice by hisear. It was not a particularly friendly voice but compared to
al the other voicesit was postively affectionate. It sounded as though it belonged to quite ayoung man.
And it was spesking very good Morporkian.

‘How?

Y ou don't knowthat ? Kneel down, press your forehead on the ground. That'sif you want to be able to
wear ahat agan.'

Rincewind hesitated. He was a free-born Morporkian, and on thelist of things acitizen didn't do was
bow down to any, not to put too fine a point on it,foreigner .

On the other hand, right at thetop of thelist of things a citizen didn't do was get their head chopped off.
"That's better. That's good. How did you know you ought to tremble?

'Oh, | thought up that bit mysdf.’

The hand beckoned with afinger.

A guard dapped Rincewind in the face with the mud-encrustedWhat | Did . . . Rincewind clutched it
guiltily asthe guard scurried towards his master's digit.

'Voice? said Rincewind.
'Yes?
'What happensif | clam immunity because I'm aforeigner?

‘Thereésaspecia thing they do with awire-mesh waistcoat and a cheesegrater.'



'Oh.
'And there are torturersin Hunghung who can keep aman divefor years:!

'l suppose you're not talking about healthy early morning runs and a high-fibre diet?
'No. So keep quiet and with any luck you'll be sent to be adavein the palace.

'Luck ismy middle name,' said Rincewind, indigtinctly. 'Mind you, my first nameis Bad.'
'Remember to gibber and grovel.’

T'll do my very best.

The white hand emerged bearing a scrap of paper. The guard took it, turned towards Rincewind and
cleared histhroat.

'Harken to thewisdom and justice of District Commissioner Kee, ball of swamp emanations! Not him, |
mean you!'

He cleared histhroat again and peered closer at the paper in the manner of one who learned to read by
saying the name of each |etter very carefully to himself.

""The white pony runsthroughthe. ..the..."’

The guard turned and held awhispered conversation with the curtains, and turned back again. '

". .. chrysanthemum . . . mumum blossoms,

The coldwind sirsthe
Apricot trees. Send him to
The palaceto dave

Until al gppendages drop
Off.""

Severd of the other guards applauded.

'Look up and clap,’ said the Voice.

'I'm afraid my appendages will drop off.’

'It's abig cheesegrater.'

'Encorel Wow! Superb! That bit about the chrys-anthemumums? Wonderful!'

'Good. Listen. You'refrom Bes Pelargic. Y ou've got the right accent, damned if | know why. It'sa
seaport and peoplethere are alittle strange. Y ou were robbed by bandits and escaped on one of their
horses. That'swhy you haven't got your papers. Y ou need pieces of paper for everything here, including
being anybody. And pretend you don't know me.’

'ldon't know you.'



'‘Good. Long Live The Changing Things To A More Equitable State While Retaining Due Respect For
The Traditions Of Our Forebears And Of Course Not Harming The August Personage Of The Emperor
Endeavour!

'Good. Yes. What?

A guard kicked Rincewind in the region of the kidneys. This suggested, in the universal language of the
boot, that he should get up.

He managed to get up on one knee, and saw the Luggage.

It wasn't his, and there were three of them.

The Luggage trotted to the crest of alow hill and stopped so fast that it Ieft alot of little groovesin the
dirt.

In addition to not having any equipment with which to think or fed, the Luggage aso had no means of
seeing. The manner in which it percelved events was a complete mystery.

It perceived the other Luggages.
The three of them stood patiently in aline behind the palanquin. They were big. They were black.
The Luggage'slegs disappeared insde its bodly.

After awhileit very cautioudy opened itslid, just afraction.

Of the three things that most people know about the horse, the third isthat, over a short distance, it can't
run asfast asaman. As Rincewind had learned to his advantage, it has more legsto sort out.

There are additonal advantagesif @) the people on horseback aren't expecting you to run and b) you
happen to be, very conveniently, in an athletic starting position.

Rincewind rose like aboomerang curry from a sendtive somach.

Therewasalot of shouting but the comforting thing, the important thing, wasthat it was al behind him. It
would soon try to catch him up but that was a problem for the future. He could aso consider where he
was running to aswell, but an experienced coward never bothered with theto when thefrom held such
fascination.

A less practised runner would have risked a glance behind, but Rincewind ingtinctively knew all about
wind drag and the tendency of inconvenient rocks to position themselves under the unwary foot. Besides,
why look behind? He was aready running as fast as he could. Nothing he could see would make him run
any fader.

There was alarge shape ess village ahead, a construction apparently of mud and dung. Inthefieldsin



front of it adozen peasantslooked up from their toil a the accelerating wizard.

Perhaps it was Rincewind's imagination, but as he passed them he could have sworn that he heard the
ay:

'Necessarily Extended Duration To The Red Army! Regrettable Decease Without Undue Suffering To
The Forces of Oppression!'

Rincewind dived through the huts as the soldiers charged at the peasants.

Cohen had been right. There seemed to be arevolution. But the Empire had been in unchanged
existence for thousands of years, courtesy and arespect for protocol were part of its very fabric, and by
the sound of it the revolutionaries had yet to master the art of impolite dogans.

Rincewind preferred running to hiding. Hiding was dl very well, but if you were found then you were
stuck. But the village was the only cover for miles around, and some of the soldiers had horses. A man
might be faster than ahorse over a short distance, but over this panorama of flat, open fields ahorse had
arunning man bang to rights.

So he ducked into a building at random and pushed aside thefirst door he cameto.

It had, pasted on it, the words: Examination. Silence!

Forty expectant and dightly worried faces|ooked up a him from their writing stools. They weren't
children, but full-grown adults.

Therewas alectern at the end of the room and, on it, a pile of papers sedled with string and wax.
Rincewind felt the atmosphere was familiar. Hed breathed it before, even if it had been aworld away. It
wasfull of those cold sweaty odours created by the sudden redlization that it was probably too late to do
that revision you'd kept on putting off. Rincewind had faced many horrorsin histime, but none held quite
the same placein the lexicon of dread as those few seconds after someone said, Turn over your papers
now .’

The candidates were watching him.

There was shouting somewhere outside.

He hurried up to the lectern, tore at the string and distributed the papers asfast as he could. Then he
dived back to the safety of the lectern, removed his hat, and was bent low when the door opened dowly.

'‘Go away!" he screamed. 'Examination in progress!’

The unseen figure behind the door murmured something to someone else. The door was closed again.
The candidates were still staring at him.

'Er. Very well. Turn over your papers.’

Therewas arustle, afew moments of that dreadful silence, and then much activity with brushes.



Compstitive examinations. Oh, yes. That was another thing people knew about the Empire. They were
the only way to get any kind of public post and the security that brought. People had said that this must
be avery good system, because it opened up opportunities for people of merit.

Rincewind picked up a spare paper and read it.
It was headed: Examination for the post of Assistant Night-Soil Operative for the Digtrict of W'ung.

He read question one. It required candidates to write a sixteen-line poem on evening mist over the reed
beds.

Question two seemed to be about the use of metaphor in some book Rincewind had never heard of .
Then there was aquestion about music. . .

Rincewind turned the paper over a couple of times. There didn't seem to be any mention, anywhere, of
words like ‘compost’ or ‘bucket’ or ‘wheelbarrow'. But presumably al this produced a better class of
person than the Ankh-Morpork system, which asked just one question: 'Got your own shovel, have
you?

The shouting outs de seemed to have died away; Rincewind risked poking his head out of the door.
There was acommotion near the road but it no longer seemed Rincewind-orientated.

Heranfor it.

The students got on with their examination. One of the more enterprising, however, rolled up histrouser
leg and copied down a poem about mist he'd composed, at great effort, sometime previoudy. After a
while you got to know what kind of questions the examiners asked.

Rincewind trotted onwards, trying to keep to ditches wherever these weren't knee deep in sucking mud.
It wasn't alandscape built for concealment. The Agateans grew crops on any piece of ground the seeds
wouldnt roll off. Apart from the occasiond rocky outcrop there was adistinct lack of placesin which to
lurk.

No-one paid him much attention once held left the village far behind. The occasiond water buffalo
operative would turn to watch him until he was out of sight, but displayed no specid curiosity; it was
merely that Rincewind was margindly moreinteresting than watching awater buffalo defecate.

He kept the road just in sight and, by evening, reached a crossroads.
Therewasaninn.

Rincewind hadn't eaten since the leopard. The inn meant food, but food meant money. He was hungry,
and he had no money.

He chided himsdlf for thiskind of negative thinking. That was not the right approach. What he should do
was go in and order alarge, nourishing medl. Then ingtead of being hungry with no money held be well
fed with no money, anet gain on his current position. Of course, theworld waslikely to raise some
objections, but in Rincewind's experience there were few problems that couldn't be solved with a scream
and agood ten yards start. And, of course, he would just have had a strengthening medl.



Besides, he liked Hunghungese food. A few refugees had opened restaurantsin Ankh-Morpork and
Rincewind consdered himself something of an expert on the dishes.[17]

The one huge room was thick with smoke and, insofar as this could be determined through the swirls
and coils, quite busy. A couple of old men were sitting in front of acomplicated pile of ivory tiles, playing
Shibo Yangcong-san . He wasn't sure what they were smoking but, by the looks on their faces, they
were happy they'd chosenit.

Rincewind made hisway to the fireplace, where a skinny man was tending a cauldron.

He gave him a cheery smile. 'Good morning! Can | partake of your famous delicacy "Med A for two
People with extra Prawn Cracker"?

‘Never heard of it.’
'Um. Then ... could | seeapainful ear . .. acroak of afrog . .. amenu?
'What'samenu, friend?

Rincewind nodded. He knew what it meant when a stranger called you ‘friend' like that. No-one who
caled someone dse 'friend’ was feding very kindly disposed.

'What isthere to est, | meant.'

'Noodles, boiled cabbage and pork whiskers.'

'Isthatall ?

'Pork whiskers don't grow on trees, san.'

'I've been seeing water buffalo dl day,’ Rincewind said. 'Don't you people ever eat beef?

The ladle splashed into the cauldron. Somewhere behind him ashibo tile dropped on to the floor. The
back of Rincewind's head prickled under the stares.

'We don't serverebdsin this place,’ said the landlord loudly.

Probably too meaty, Rincewind thought. But it seemed to him that the words had been addressed to the
world in generd rather than to him.

'Glad to hear it," he said, 'because—'

'Y esindeed,' said the landlord, alittle louder. 'No rebels welcome here!

That'sfine by me, because—'

'If I knew of any rebels| would be certain to dert the authorities," the landlord bellowed.
I'mnot arebe, I'm just hungry,’ said Rincewind. 'I'd, er, like abowlful, please.

A bowl wasfilled. Rainbow patterns shimmered onitsoily surface.



That'll be hdf arhinu ,' said the landlord.
"Y ou mean you want meto pay beforel eat it? said Rincewind.

"Y ou might not want to afterwards, friend.'
Arhinu was more gold than Rincewind had ever owned. He patted his pockets theatricaly.

'Infact, it seemsthat—' he began. There was asmall thump beside him.What | Did On My Holidays
hed falen on to the floor.

'Y es, thank you, that will do nicely,’ said thelandlord to the room at large. He pushed the bowl into
Rincewind's hand and, in one movement, scooped up the booklet and crammed it back into the wizard's

pocket.

'‘Go and st down in the corner!" he hissed. ‘And you'll be told what to do!'
‘But I'm sure 1 know what to do. Dip spoon in bowl, raise spoon to mouth—'

'St down!"
Rincewind found the darkest corner and sat down. People were still watching him.

To avoid the group gaze he pulled outWhat | Did and opened it at random, in an effort to find out why it
had amagica effect on the landlord.

". .. sold me a bun containing what was called a[complicated pictogram] madeentirely of the inside of
pigs [urinating dog]' he read. 'And such as these could be bought for small coin at any time, and so
replete were the citizens that hardly any bought these [com-plicated pictogram] from the stall of
[complicated pictogram, but it seemed to involve arazor]-san.'

Sausagesfilled with pig parts, thought Rincewind. Well, perhaps theymight be amazing if, up until then, a
bowl of dishwater with something congedling on the top of it had been your idea of a hearty med.

Hah! Migter What-1-Did-On-My-Holidays should try coming to Ankh-Morpork next time, and see how
much he liked one of old . . . Dibbler's sausages.. . full of genuine. . . pig product . . .

The spoon splashed into the bowl.
Rincewind turned the pages hurriedly.
... peaceful streets, along which | walked, were quite free of crime and brigandage .. . .'

'Of course they were, you four-eyed little git!" shouted Rincewind. That was because it wasdl
happening to me!’

"...acity wheredl menarefree. ..

'Free?Free ? Wdll, yes, free to starve, get robbed by the Thieves Guild . . . ' said Rincewind to the
book.



He fumbled through to another page.

". .. my companion was the Great Wizard [complicated pictogram, but now that Rincewind studied it he
redized with aplummeting heart it had afew linesthat looked like the Agatean for ‘wind, the most
prominent and powerful wizard in the entire country . . .

'I never said that! |I—' Rincewind stopped. Memory treacheroudy dredged up afew phrases, such as
Oh, the Archchancellor listensto everything | say andThat place would just fall down without me
around . But that was just the sort of thing you said after afew beers, surely no-one would be so gullible
astowrite. ..

A picture focused itsdlf in Rincewind's memory It was of a happy, smiling little man with huge spectacles
and atrusting, innocent approach to life which brought terror and destruction everywhere he wandered.
Twoflower had been quite unable to bdieve that the world was a bad place and that was largely
because, to him, it wasn't. It saved it al up for Rincewind.

Rincewind'slife had been quite uneventful before hed met Twoflower. Since then, asfar ashe could
remember, it had contained eventsin huge amounts.

And the little man had gone back home, hadn't he? To Bes Pdlargic - the Empire's only proper segport.

Surely no-one would be so gullible asto write this sort of thing?

Surely no-one gpart from one person would be so gullible,

Rincewind was not politically minded but there were some things he could work out not because they
were to do with politics but because they had alot to do with human nature. Nasty images moved into
place like bad scenery.

The Empire had awall around it. If you lived in the Empire then you learned how to make soup out of
pig squedls and swallow spit because that's how it was done, and you were bullied by soldiersal thetime
because that was how the world worked. But if someone wrote a cheerful little book about . . .

...what | did on my holidays. . .

... Inaplace where the world worked quite differently . . .

... then however fossilized the society there would dways besome people who asked themselves
danger-ous questions like 'Where's the pork?

Rincewind stared glumly at the wall. Peasants of the Empire, Rebdl! Y ou have nothing to lose but your
heads and hands and feet and there's this thing they do with awire waistcoat and a cheesegrater . . .

He turned the book over. There was no author's name. There was smply alittle message: Increased
Luck! Make Copies! Extended Duration And Happiness To The Endeavour!

Ankh-Morpork had had the occasional rebellion, too, over the years. But no-one went around
organizing things. They just grabbed themselves awegpon and took to the streets. No-one bothered
with aformal battlecry, relying instead on the wdll-tried There ‘e goes! Get 'im! Got ‘im? Nowkick 'im
innafork!'



The point was. . . whatevercaused that sort of thing wasn't usually thereason for it. When Mad Lord
Snapcase had been hung up by hisfiggin[18]it hadn'treally been because he'd made poor old Spooner
Boggiseat hisown noseg, it had been because years of inventive nastiness had piled on one another until

the grievances reached—

There was aterrible scream from the far side of the room. Rincewind was half out of his seat before he
noticed the little stage, and the actors.

A trio of musicians had squatted down on the floor. The inn's customers turned to watch.

It was, in away, quite enjoyable. Rincewind didn't quite follow the plot, but it went something like: man
getsgirl, man loses girl to other man, man cuts couplein haf, man falls on own sword, al come up front
for abow to what might be the Agatean equivalent of 'Happy Days Are Here Again'. It was alittle hard
to make out the fine detail because the actors shouted 'Hoorrrrrraal” alot and spent much of their time
talking to the audience and their masks dl looked the same to Rincewind. The musicianswerein aworld

or their own or, by the sound of it, three different worlds.
'Fortune cookie?
'Huh?
Rincewind re-emerged from the thickets of thespi-anism to see the landlord beside him.
A dish of vaguely bivavular biscuits was thrust under hisnose.

'Fortune cookie?

Rincewind reached out. Just as hisfingers were about to close on one, the plate was jerked sideways an
inch or two, bringing another under his hand.

Oh, well. Hetook it.

Thething was - histhoughts resumed, asthe play screamed on - at least in Ankh-Morpork youcould lay
your hands on real weapons.

Poor devils. It took more than well-turned dogans and alot of enthusiasm to run agood rebdllion. You
needed wdll-trained fighters and, above all, agood |eader. He hoped they found one when he was well

avay.
He unrolled the fortune and read it idly, obliviousto the landlord walking around behind him.

Instead of the usud "Y ou have just enjoyed an inferior medl' it was quite acomplicated pictogram.
Rincewind'sfingerstraced the brush strokes.

""Many ... many ...apologies. .." What kind—'

The musician with the cymbals clashed them together sharply.

The wooden cosh bounced off Rincewind's head.



The old men playingshibo nodded happily to themselves and turned back to their game.

It was afine morning. The hideout echoed to the sounds of the Silver Horde getting up, groaning,
adjugting various home-made surgica supports, com-plaining that they couldn't find their spectacles, and
mistakenly gumming one another's dentures.

Cohen sat with hisfeet in abath of warm water, enjoying the sunshine.

"Teach?

The former geography teacher concentrated on a cap he was making.

'Y es, Ghenghiz?

"What's Mad Hamish going on about?

'He saysthe bread's stale and he can't find histeeth.’

Tel him if things go right for us he can have a dozen young women just to chew hisbread for him,’ said
Cohen.

"That isnot very hygienic, Ghenghiz,' said Mr Savel oy, without bothering to look up. ‘Remember, |
explained about hygiene.'

Cohen didn't bother to answer. He was thinking: six old men. And you can't really count Teach, he'sa
thinker, not afighter ...

Sdf-doubt was not something regularly entertained within the Cohen cranium. When you'retrying to
carry astruggling temple maiden and a sack of looted temple goods in one hand and fight off half adozen
angry priestswith the other thereislittle timefor reflection. Natura selection saw to it that professiona
heroeswho at acrucid moment tended to ask themselves questions like 'What ismy purposein life?
very quickly lacked both.

But: sx old men . . . and the Empire had dmaost amillion men under arms.

When you looked at the oddsin the cold light of dawn, or even thisrather pleasant warm light of dawn,
they made you stop and do the arithmetic of death. If the Plan went wrong . . .

Cohen hit hislip thoughtfully. If the Plan went wrong, it'd takeweeks to kill dl of them. Maybe he should
have let old Thog the Butcher come along too, even though he had to stop fighting every ten minutesto
goto thelavatory.

Oh, well. He was committed now, so he might aswell make the best of it.

Cohen'sfather had taken him to amountain top, when he was no more than alad, and explained to him
the hero's creed and told him that there was no greater joy than to die in battle.

Cohen had seen theflaw in this straight away, and alifetime's experience had reinforced hisbdlief that in



fact agreater joy wasto kill theother bugger in battle and end up sitting on a heap of gold higher than
your horse. It was an observation that had served him well.

He stood up and stretched in the sunshine.
It'salovely morning, lads,’ he said. 'l fed likeamillion dollars. Don't you?
There was amurmur of reluctant agreement.

'Good,' said Cohen. 'Let's go and get some.’

The Great Wall completely surrounds the Agatean Empire. The word iscompletely .

Itisusudly about twenty feet high and sheer onitsinner sde. It isbuilt ong beaches and across
howling deserts and even on thelip of sheer cliffswhere the possbility of attack from outsideisremote.
On subject idandslike Bhangbhangduc and Tingling there are milar wals, dl metgphoricdly the same
wall, and tnat seems strange to those of an unthinking military disposition who do not redize what its
functionredly is.

Itismorethan just awadl, it isamarker. On one sdeisthe Empire, which in the Agatean languageisa
word identica with 'universe. On the other Sdeis- nothing. After dl, the universeis everything thereis.

Oh, there mayappear to bethings, like sea, idands, other continents and so on. They may even agppear
solid, it may be possible to conquer them, walk on them.. . . but they are notultimately red. The
Agatean word for foreigner isthe same asthe word for ghost, and only one brush stroke away from the
word for victim.

Thewalls are sheer in order to discourage those boring people who persist in believing that there might
be anything interesting on the other side. Amaz-ingly enough there are people who smply wont teke the
hint, even after thousands of years. The ones near the coast build rafts and head out acrosslondly seasto
landsthat are afable. The onesinland resort to man-carrying kites and chairs propelled by fireworks.
Many of them diein the attempt, of course. Most of the others are soon caught, and madeto livein
interesting times.

But some did make it to the great melting pot called Ankh-Morpork. They arrived with no money -
sailors charged what the market would bear, which was everything - but they had amad gleam in their
eye and they opened shops and restaurants and worked twenty-four hours aday. People called thisthe
Ankh-Morpork Dream (of making piles of cash in aplace where your degth was unlikely to be amatter
of public palicy). And it was dreamed al the stronger by people who didn't deep.

Rincewind sometimes thought that hislife was punctuated by awakenings. They were not dwaysrude
ones. Sometimesthey were merely impolite. A very few - one or two, perhaps - had been quite nice,
especidly on theidand. The sun had come up in its humdrum fashion, the waves had washed the beach in
quite a boring way, and on severa occasions hed managed to erupt from unconsciousness without his
habitud small scream.

Thisone wasn't just rude. It was downright insolent. He was being bumped about and someone had tied



his hands together. It was dark, afact occasioned by the sack over his head.

Rincewind did some calculation, and reached a conclusion.

"Thisisthe seventeenth worst day of my life so far,’ he thought.

Being knocked unconscious in pubs was quite commonplace. If it happened in Ankh-Morpork then
you'd likely as not wake up lying on the Ankh with al your money gone or, if aship was due out on a
long and unpopular voyage, chained up in some scupper somewhere with no option for the next two
years but to plough the ocean wave.[19] But generally the knocker wanted to keep you dive. The
Thieves Guild were punctilious about that. Asthey said: 'Hit aman too hard and you can only rob him
once; hit him just hard enough and you can rob him every week.'

If hewasinwhat felt like acart then someone had some purposein keeping him dive.

He wished he hadn't thought of that.

Someone pulled the sack off. A terrifying visage stared down at him.

"1 would like to eat your foot!" ' said Rincewind.

‘Don't worry. | am afriend.’

The mask was lifted away. There was ayoung woman behind it - round faced, snub nosed and quite
different from any other citizen Rincewind had met hitherto. That was, he redized, because shewas
looking straight a him. Her clothes, if not her face, had last been seen on the stage.

‘Don't cry out,’ she said.

'Why? What are you going to do?

"We would have welcomed you properly but there was no time." She sat down among the bundlesin the
back of the swaying cart and regarded him critically.

'Four Big Sandd said you arrived on adragon and daughtered aregiment of soldiers,’ she said.
'l did?

'And then you worked magic on avenerable old man and he became a grest fighter.'

'Hedid?

'And you gave him whole mest, even though Four Big Sandd isonly of thepung class.'

'l did?

'And you have your hat.'

'Yes, yes, got my hat.'

'‘And yet,' said the girl, 'you don'tlook like a Great Wizard.'



‘Ah. Well, thefact is—'

The girl looked asfragile asaflower. But she had just pulled out, from somewhere in the folds of her
costume, asmall but perfectly servicegble knife.

Rincewind had picked up an ingtinct for this sort or thing. Thiswas probably not the time to deny Great
Wizardry.

Thefactis. ..  herepeated, 'that.. . how do | know I can trust you?

The girl looked indignant. ‘Do you not have amazing wizardly powers?

'Oh, yes. Yes! Certainly! But—'

'Say something in wizard language!'

'Er.Sercus, stercus, stercus, moriturus sum ' said Rincewind, hiseye on the knife,

""O excrement, | am about to die?" '

It's...er...aspecid mantral say to raisethe magical fluxes.

Thegirl subsded alittle,

‘But it takesit out of you, wizarding,' said Rincewind. 'Flying on dragons, magically turning old mer into
warriors. . . | can only do so much of that sort of thing beforeit'stimefor arest. Right now I'm very

weak on account of thetremendous amounts of magic I've just used, you see’

She looked at him with doubt gtill in her eyes.

'All the peasants believein theimminent arriva of the Great Wizard,' she said. 'But, in thewords of the
great philosopher Ly Tin Wheedle, "When many expect amighty stalion they will find hooves on an ant.”

She gave him another caculating look.

'When you were on theroad,’ she said, ‘'you grovelled in front of District Commissioner Kee. Y ou could
have blasted him with terriblefire.

Biding my time, spying out the land, not wanting to break my cover,” Rincewind gabbled. 'Er. No good
reveding mysdf sraight away, isthere?

'Y ou are maintaining a disguise?
lYal
'Itisavery good one.'

"Thank you, because—'



'Only agreat wizard would dare to look like such a pathetic piece of humanity.'
"Thank you. Er . . . howdid you know | was on the road?

"They would have killed you there and then if | had not told you whét to do.'

'Y ou were theguard ?

"We had to catch up with you quickly. It was sheer luck you were seen by Four Big Sandal.’

'We?

Sheignored the question. 'They are only provincia soldiers. | would not have got away withitin
Hung-hung. But | can play many roles. She put away the knife, but Rincewind had afeding that he
hadn't talked her into believing him, only into not killing him.

He groped for astraw.

'I've got amagic box on legs, he said, with atouch of pride. 'It follows me around. It seemsto have got
itself midaid right now, but it's quite an amazing thing.'

Thegirl gave him awooden look. Then she reached down with addicate hand and hauled him upright.
'Isit,' shesaid, 'something like this?
She twitched aside the curtains at the rear of the cart.

Two boxes were trundling aong in the dust. They were more battered and cheaper looking than the
Luggage, but recognizably the same genera species, if you could apply the word to travel accessories.

'Er. Yes!
Shelet go. Rincewind's head hit thefloor.

‘Listento me,' shesaid. A lot of bad things are happening. | don't believe in great wizards, but other
people do, and sometimes people need something to believein. And if these other people die because
we've got awizard who is not so very grest, then he will be avery unlucky wizard indeed. Y ou may be
the Great Wizard. If you are not, then | suggest you study very hard to be great. Do | make myself

clear?
'Er. Yes!

Rincewind had been faced with death on numerous occas ons. Often there was armour and swords
involved. Thisoccasion just involved apretty girl and aknife, but somehow managed to be among the

worst. She sat back.

'We are atravelling theatre,' she said. ‘It is convenient. Noh actors are allowed to move around.’
'Aren't they? said Rincewind.

'Y ou do not understand. Weare Noh actors.'



'Oh, you weren't too bad.'

'Great Wizard, "Noh" isanon-redist symbolic form of theatre employing archaic language, stylized
gestures and an accompaniment of flutes and drums. Y our pretence of stupidity is masterly. So much so
that | could even believe that you are no actor.’

'Excuse me, what isyour name? Rincewind said.
'Pretty Butterfly.'
'Er. Yes?

She glared at him and dipped away towards the front of the cart.

It rumbled on. Rincewind lay with hishead in asack smelling of onions and methodically cursed things.
He cursed women with knives, and history generaly, and the entire faculty of Unseen University, and his
absent Luggage, and the population of the Agatean Empire. But right now, at thetop of thelist, was
whoever had designed this cart. By the fed of it, whoever had thought that rough, splintery wood wasthe
right surface for afloor was aso the person who thought ‘triangular’ was a nice shape for awhed.

The Luggage lurked in aditch, watched without much interest by aman holding awater buffalo on the
end of apiece of string.

It was fedling ashamed, and baffled, and logt. It was|ost because everywhere around it was.. . . familiar.
Thelight, the smells, thefed of thesoil . .. But it didn't fed owned .

It was made of wood. Wood is sensitive to these things.

Oneof itsmany feet idly traced an outlinein the mud. It was arandom, wretched pattern familiar to
anyone who's had to stand in front of the class and be scolded.

Findly, it reached something that was probably as close astimber can get to adecision.

It had been given away. It had spent many yearstrailing through strange lands, meeting exotic creatures
and jumping up and down on them. Now it was back in the country where it had once been atree.

Therefore, it wasfree.

It was not the most logical chain of thought, but pretty good when all you've got to think with are
knotholes.

And there was something it very much wanted to do.

"Whenyou're ready, Teach?

‘Sorry, Ghenghiz. I'mjugt finishing . . .' Cohen sighed. The Horde were taking advantage of the rest to Sit
in the shade of atree and tell one another lies about their exploits, while Mr Saveloy stood on top of a



boulder squinting through some kind of home-made device and doodling on his maps.
Bits of paper ruled the world now, Cohen told himsdif. It certainly ruled this part of it. And Teach. . .

well, Teach ruled bits of paper. He might not be traditional barbarian hero materia, despite his deeply
held belief that all headmasters should be riveted to a cowshed door, but the man wasamazing with bits

of paper.

And he could speak Agatean. Well, speak it better than Cohen, who'd picked it up in arough and ready
way. He said held learned it out of some old book. He said it was amazing how much interesting stuff
wasin old books.

Cohen struggled up aongside him.

'What exactly you plannin', Teach? he said.

Mr Saveloy squinted at Hunghung, just visible on the dusty horizon.

'Do you seethat hill behind the city? he said. 'The huge round mound?

‘Looks like my dad's buria mound to me," said Cohen.

'No, it must be anatural formation. It'sfar too big. There's some kind of pagoda on top, | see.
Interesting. Perhaps, later, | shdl take acloser look.'

Cohen peered at the big round hill. It was abig round hill. It wasn't threatening him and it didn't look
vauable. End of sagaasfar as he was concerned. There were more pressing matters.

'People appear to be entering and leaving the outer city,' Mr Saveloy continued. ‘The siegeismore a
threat than aredlity. So getting insde should not be a problem. Of course, getting into the Forbidden City
itsdf will bealot moredifficult.

'How about if wekill everyone? said Cohen.

'A good idea, but impractical, said Mr Saveloy. 'And liable to cause comment. No, my current
methodology is predicated on the fact that Hunghung is some considerable way from theriver yet has
amog amillion inhabitants!’

'Predicated, yeah,' said Cohen.

'And the local geography is quite wrong for artesian wells!'

"Yeah, 'swhat | thought . . '

'And yet thereis no visible aqueduct, you notice.'

'No aqueduct, right,’ said Cohen. 'Prob'ly flown to the Rim for the summer. Some birds do that.’
'Which rather leads me to doubt the saying that not even amouse can get into the Forbidden City,' said

Mr Saveloy, with just atrace of smugness. 'l suspect amouse could get into the Forbidden Cityif it
could hold its breath .'



'Or ride on one of them invisible ducks,' said Cohen.

'Indeed.’

The cart stopped. The sack came off. Instead of the cheesegrater Rincewind was secretly expecting, the
view consisted of a couple of young, concerned faces. One of them was female, but Rincewind was
relieved to see that she wasn't Pretty Butterfly. This onelooked younger, and made Rincewind think a
little of potatoes.[20]

'How are you? she said, in fractured but recognizable Morporkian. 'We are very sorry. All better now?
We speak you in language of cedtid city of Ankh-More-Pork. Language of freedom and progress.
Language of One Man, One Vote!'

'Yes,' said Rincewind. A vison of Ankh-Morpork's Patrician floated across his memory. One man, one
vote. Yes. 'I've met him. He's definitely got the vote. But—'

'ExtraLuck To The People's Endeavour!’ said the boy. 'Advance Judicioudy!" He looked as though hed
been built with bricks.

'Excuse me,' said Rincewind, 'but why did you' . . . a paper lantern for ceremonia purposes. . . bale of
cotton . . .rescue me? Uh, that is, when | say rescue, | suppose | mean: why did you hit me on the head,
tieme up, and bring me to wherever thisis? Because the worst that could have happened to mein theinn
was ading around the ear for not paying for lunch—'

"The worst thatwould have happened was an agonizing death over severd years,' said the voice of
Butterfly. She gppeared around the cart and smiled grimly at Rincewind. Her hands were tucked
demurely in her kimono, presumably to hide the knives.

'Oh. Hello,' he said.

'Great Wizard,' said Butterfly, bowing. 'l you aready know, but these two are L otus Blossom and Three
Y oked Oxen, other members of our cadre. We had to bring you here like this. There are spies
everywhere!

Timely Demise To All Enemied’ said the boy, beaming.

'Good, yes, right,’ said Rincewind. 'All enemies, yes:!

The cart wasin a courtyard. The genera noise level on the other side of the very high walls suggested a
large city. Nasty certainty crystalized.

'And you've brought me to Hunghung, haven't you? he said.
L otus Blossom's eyes widened.
Thenit aretrue ,' she said, in Rincewind's own language. 'Y ouare the Great Wizard!'

'Oh, you'd be amazed at the things | can foresee," said Rincewind despondently.



'Y ou two, go and stable the horses, said Butterfly, not taking her eyes off Rincewind. When they'd
hurried away, with severa backward glances, she walked up to him.

‘They believe,' she said. 'Personaly, | have my doubts. But Ly Tin Wheedle says an ass may do the
work of an ox in atime of no horses. One of hisless convincing gphorisms, I've dways thought.’

‘Thank you. What is a cadre?
'Have you heard of the Red Army?

'No. Well. . . | heard someone shout something . . .

'According to legend, an unknown person known only asthe Great Wizard led thefirst Red Army to an
impossible victory. Of course, that was thousands of years ago. But the people believe that he - that is,
you - will returnto doit again. So.. . . there should be aRed Army ready and waiting.'

'Well, of course, aman can get alittle fiff after severa thousand years—'

Her face was suddenly level with hisown.

'Personallyl suspect there has been a misunderstanding,’ she hissed. 'But now you're hereyou'll bea
Great Wizard. If | haveto prod you every step of the way!"

The other two returned. Butterfly went from snarling tiger to demure doein an instant.

'And now you must come andmeet the Red Army,' she said.

'Won' they be alittle smelly—" Rincewind began, and stopped when he saw her expression.

"The origina Red Army was clearly only alegend,’ she said, in fast and faultless Ankh-Morporkian. 'But
legends have their uses. Y ou'd better know the legend . . . Great Wizard. When One Sun Mirror was
fighting al the armies of the world the Grest Wizard cameto hisaid and the earth itsdlf rose up and
fought for the new Empire. And lightning wasinvolved. The army was made from the earth but in some
way driven by thelightning. Now, lightning may kill but | suspect it lacks discipline. And earth cannot
fight. But no doubt our army of the earth and sky was nothing more nor less than an uprising of the
peasants themsdlves. Well, now we have anew army, and aname that fires the imagination. And a Great
Wizard. | don't believein legends. But | believe that other people believe!

The younger girl, who had been trying to follow this, stepped forward and gripped hisarm.

'Y ou come seeing Red Armynow ,' she said.

'Forward Motion With Masses!' said the boy, taking Rincewind's other arm.

'‘Doeshedwaystak likethat? said Rincewind, as he was propelled gently towards a door.

‘Three Y oked Oxen does not study,' said the girl.

'Extra Success Attend Our Leaders!

""Tuppence A Bucket, Well Stamped Down!" ' said Rincewind encouragingly.



'Much Ownership Of Means Of Production!’

""How's Y our Granny Off For Soap?" "

Three Y oked Oxen beamed.

Butterfly opened the door. That left Rincewind outside with the other two.

'Very useful dogans,' he said, moving sdewaysjust alittle. '‘But | would draw your attention to the
famous saying of the Great Wizard Rincewind.'

'Indeed, | am dl ear,’ said L otus Blossom politely.
'Rincewind, he say . . . Goodbyeeeeceeeee—'

His sandals skidded on the cobbles but he was dready travelling fast when he hit the doors, which
turned out to be made of bamboo and smashed apart easily.

There was a street market on the other sde. That was something Rincewind remembered later about
Hunghung; as soon as there was a space, any kind of space, even the space created by the passage of a
cart or amule, people flowed into it, usualy arguing with one another at the tops of their voices over the
price of aduck which was being held upside down and quacking.

Hisfoot went through awicker cage containing severa chickens, but he pressed on, scattering people
and produce. In an Ankh-Morpork street market something like this would have caused some comment,
but since everyone around him aready seemed to be screaming into other peopl€'s faces Rincewind was
merely amomentary and unremarked nuisance as he hdf ran, haf limped with one squawking foot past

theddls.

Behind him, the people flowed back. There may have been some cries of pursuit, but they werelogt in
the hubbub.

Hedidn't stop until he found an overlooked a cove between astal salling songbirds and another
purveying something that bubbled in bowls. Hisfoot crowed.

He smashed it against cobbles until the cage broke; the cockerel, maddened by the heady air of
freedom, pecked him on the knee and fluttered away.

Therewere no sounds of pursuit. However, abattalion of trollsin tin boots would have had trouble
making themselves heard above anorma Hunghung street market.

Helet himsdlf get his bresth back.

Widl, he was his own man again. So much for the Red Army. Admittedly he wasin the capitd city,
where he didn't want to be, and it was only amatter of time before something el se unpleasant happened
to him, but it wasn't actually happening at the moment. Let him find his bearings and five minutes sart
and they could watch hisdust. Or mud. Therewas alot of both, here.

$0...thiswasHunghung. ..



There didn't seem to be Streets in the sense Rince-wind understood the term. Alleys opened on to alleys,
al of them narrow and made narrower by the stdlsthat lined them. Therewas alarge animal population
in the marketplace. Most of the sdls had their share of caged chickens, ducksin sacks and strange
wriggling thingsin bowls. From one stdl atortoise on top of astruggling hegp of other tortoises under a
sgnsaying:3r, each, good for Ying gave Rincewind adow, 'Y ou think you've got troubles? |ook.

But it was hard to tell where the gtalls ended and the buildings began in any case. Dried-up things
hanging on astring might be merchandise or someone's washing or quite possibly next week's dinner.

The Hunghungese were an outdoor kind of people; from thelook of it, they conducted most of their lives
on the street and at the top of their voice.

Progress was made by vicioudy elbowing and shoving people until they got out of the way. Standing il
and saying, 'Er, excuse me was arecipe for immobility.

The crowds did part, though, at the banging of agong and a succession of loud 'pops. A group of
people in white robes danced past, throwing fireworks around and banging on gongs, saucepans and odd
bits of metal. The din contrived to be louder than the street noise, but only by very great effort.

Rincewind had been getting the occasiona puzzled glance from people who stopped screaming long
enough to notice him. Perhapsit wastimeto act like anative.

He turned to the nearest person and screamed. 'Pretty good, eh?
The person, alittle old lady in astraw hat, stared at him in distaste.
It'sMr Whu'sfuneral,’ she snapped, and walked off.

There were a couple of soldiers nearby. If this had been Ankh-Morpork, then they'd have been sharing
acigarette and trying not to see anything that might upset them. But these had an aert 1ook.

Rincewind backed into another dley. An untutored visitor could clearly find himself in big trouble here.

Thisdley was quieter and, at the far end, opened into something much wider and empty looking. On the
basisthat people a so meant trouble, Rincewind headed in that direction.

Here, at last, was an open space. It was very open indeed. It was a paved square, big enough to hold a
couple of armies. It had cherry trees growing aong the verges. And, given the heaving mob everywhere
else, asurprising absence of anyone. . .

Youl'

... gpart from the soldiers.

They appeared abruptly from behind every tree and statue.

Rincewind tried to back away, but that proved unfortunate since there was aguard behind him.

A terrifying armoured mask confronted him.

'Peasant! Do you not know thisisthe Imperia Square?



'Was that a capital Son Square, please? said Rincewind.

'Y ou do not ask questions!’

'Ah. I'll takethat asa"yes'. So it'simportant, then. Sorry. I'll just sort of go away, then.. ..’
You stay!"

But what struck Rincewind as amazingly odd was that none of them actually took hold of him. And then
he realized that this must be because they hardly ever needed to. People did what they weretold.

There's something worse than whipsin the Empire, Cohen had said.

At this point, he redlized, he should be on his knees. He crouched down, hands placed lightly in front of
him.

'l wonder," he said brightly, rising into the starting position, 'if thisisthe time to draw your attentionto a
famous saying?

Cohen was familiar with city gates. Hed broken down anumber in histime, by battering ram, siege gun
and on one occasion with his head.

But the gates of Hunghung were pretty damn good gates. They werent like the gates of Ankh-Morpork,
which were usually wide open to attract the spending customer and whaose concession to defence was
the sign "Thank Y ou For Not Attacking Our City. Bonum Diem'. These things were big and made of
meta and there was a guardhouse and a squad of unhel pful men in black armour.

"Teach?

'Y es, Cohen?

'Why're we doing this? | thought we were going to use theinvisible duck the mice use!’

Mr Saveloy waggled afinger.

"That's for the Forbidden City itsdlf. | hope well find that insde. Now, remember your lessons," he said.
'It'simportant that you al learn how to behavein cities!

‘I know how to bloody well behavein cities,' said Truckle the Uncivil. 'Pillage, ravish, loot, st fireto the
damn place on your way out. Just like towns only it takes longer.’

That'sdl very well if you'rejust passng through,’ said Mr Saveloy, 'but what if you want to come back
next day?

It ain't bloody well there next day, mister.'

'Gentlemen! Bear with me. Y ou will haveto learn the ways of civilization!'



People couldn't just walk through. There was aline. And the guards gathered rather offensively around
each cowering visitor to examine ther papers.

And then it was Cohen'sturn.
'Papers, old man?

Cohen nodded happily, and handed the guard captain a piece of paper on which waswritten, in Mr
Saveloy's best handwriting:

WE ARE WANDERING MADMEN WHO HAVE NO PAPERS. SORRY.

The guard's gaze lifted from the paper and met Cohen's cheerful grin.

'Indeed,’ he said nastily. ‘Can't you speak, grandfather?

Cohen, gill grinning, looked questioningly a Mr Saveloy. They hadn't rehearsed this part.
'Foolish dummy,’ said the guard.

Mr Saveloy looked outraged.

'l thought you were supposed to show special consideration for the insane!* he said.

"Y ou cannot be insane without papersto say you'reinsane,’ said the guard.

'Oh, I'm fed up with this," said Cohen. 'l said it wouldn't work if we came across athick guard.’
'Insolent peasant!’

'I'm not asinsolent as my friends here,' said Cohen.

The Horde nodded.

‘That's us, flatfoot.’

‘Bumtoyou.'

'Whut?
'Extremely foolish soldier.

'Whut?

The captain was taken aback. Deeply ingrained in the Agatean psyche was the habit of obedience. But
even stronger was aveneration of one's ancestors and arespect for the elderly, and the captain had
never seen anyone o ederly while il vertica. They practicalywere ancestors. The oneinthe



whed char certainly smdled like one,

"Take them to the guardhouse!" he shouted.

The Horde let themsalves be manhandled, and did it quite well. Mr Saveloy had spent hourstraining
them in this, since he knew he was dedling with men whose response to atap on the shoulder wasto turn

around and hack off someone'sarm.

It was crowded in the guardhouse, with the Horde and the guards and with Mad Hamish'swheelchair.
One of the guards |ooked down at Hamish, glowering under his blanket.

'What do you have there, grandfather?
A sword came up through the cloth and stabbed the guard in the thigh.
'Whut? Whut? Whutzeesay?

'Hesad, "Aargh!”, Hamish,' said Cohen, aknife gppearing in his hand. With one movement his skinny
arms had the captain in alock, the knife at histhroat.

'Whut?

'Hesaid, "Aargh!"

'Whut? | ain't even married!'

Cohen put alittle more pressure on the captain's neck.

‘Now then, friend, he said. 'Y ou can have it the easy way, see, or the hard way. It's up to you.'
‘Blood-sucking pig! Y ou cal thisthe easy way?

'Well, | ain't swestin''

'May you livein interesting times! | would rather die than betray my Emperor!’

'Fair enough.’

It took the captain only afraction of a second to redize that Cohen, being a man of hisword, assumed
that other people were too. He might, if he had time, have reflected that the purpose of civilization isto
make violence thefind resort, whileto abarbarian it isthe first, preferred, only and above dl most

enjoyable option. But by then it wastoo late. He dumped forward.

‘lalways livesin interestin' times," said Cohen, in the satisfied voice of someonewho did alot to keep
them interesting.

He pointed his knife at the other guards. Mr Savel oy's mouth was wide open in horror.
‘By rights| should be cleanin' this," said Cohen. 'But | ain't goin' to bother if it'sonly goin' to get dirty

again. Now, person'ly, I'd as soon kill you aslook at you but Teach here says I've got to stop doin' that
and become respectable.’



One of the guards|ooked sdeways at hisfellows and then fell on hisknees.

'What is your wish, 0 master? he said.

'Ah, officer material,’ said Cohen. "What's your name, lad?

'Nine Orange Trees, master.

Cohen looked at Mr Saveloy.

'What do | do now?

"Take them prisoner,please .’

'How do | do that?

'‘Well . . . | suppose you tie them up, that sort of thing.'

'Ah. And then cut their throats?

'No! No. Y ou see, once you've got them at your mercy, you're not alowed to kill them.’
The Silver Horde, to aman, stared &t the ex-teacher.

'I'm afraid that's civilization for you," he added.

‘But you said the sods haven't got any bloody weapons!’ said Truckle.

'Yes,' said Mr Saveloy, shuddering alittle. That's why you're not allowed to kill them.’
'Are you mad? Got mad papers, have you?

Cohen scratched his stubbly chin. The remainder of the guard watched him in trepidation. They were
used to cruel and unusual punishment, but they were unaccustomed to argument first.

'Y ou haven't had alot of military experience, have you, Teach? he said.

‘Apart from Form Four? Not alot. But I'm afraid thisisthe way it hasto be done. I'm sorry. Y ou did
say you wanted me—'

'Wéll,| vote we just cuts their throats right now,' said Boy Willie. 'l can't be having with this prisoner
businessether. | mean, who's gonna feed them?

'I'm afraid you haveto.'
'Who me? Not likely! | vote we make them eat their own eyebdlls. Handsup dl in favour.'

There was a chorus of assent from the Horde and, among the raised hands, Cohen noticed one
belonging to Nine Orange Trees.



'What you voting for, lad? he said.
'Please, gr, | would liketo go to the lavatory.'

"You listen to me, you lot,' said Cohen. 'This daughtering and butchering businessisn't how you do it
these days, right? That'swhat Mr Saveloy says and he knows how to spell words like "marmalade’
which is more than you do. Now, we know why we're here, and we'd better start aswe mean to go on.'

'Y eah, but you just killed that guard,’ said Truckle.

'I'm breaking mysdlf in," said Cohen. "Y ou've got to creep up on civilization abit a atime!’

'l ill say we should cut their heads off. That'swhat | did to the Mad Demon-Sucking Priests of E€!’
The knedling guard had cautioudy raised his hand again.

'Pease, master?

'Yes, lad?

'Y ou could lock us up in that cell over there. Then we wouldn't be any trouble to anyone!’

'‘Good thinking,' said Cohen. 'Good lad. The boy keeps hishead inacriss. Lock 'em up.'

Thirty seconds later the Horde had limped off, into the city.

The guards sat in the cramped, hot cell.

Eventudly one said, 'What were they?

'l think they might have been ancestors:’

I thought you had to be dead to be an ancestor.’

"The one in the whedlchairlooked dead. Right up to the point where he stabbed Four White Fox.'
‘Should we shout for help?

They might hear us!’

'Yes, but if we don't get let out welll be stuck in here. And the walls are very thick and the door is very
srong.'

'‘Good.'

Rincewind stopped running in some aley somewhere. He hadn't bothered to seeiif they'd followed him.

It wastrue - here, with one mighty bound, youcould be free. Provided you redlized it was one of your
options.



Freedom did, of course, include man's age-old right to starve to death. It seemed along time since his
last proper med.

The voice erupted further down the dley, asif on cue.

'Rice cakes! Rice cakes! Get chore nicerice cakes! Teal Hundred-Y ear-Old Eggs! Eggs! Get them
while they're nice and vintage! Get chore- Y eah, what isit?

An ederly man had approached the salesman.

'Dibhda-san! Thisegg you sold me—'

'‘What about it, venerable squire?

'Would you careto smell it?

The street vendor took asniff.

'Ah, yes, lovely, he said.

'Lovely?Lovely ? Thisegg, sad the customer, 'thisegg is practicaly fresh!’

'Hundred years old if it'saday, shogun,' said the vendor happily. ‘Look at the colour of that shell, nice
and black—'

'It rubs of f!"
Rincewind listened. There was, he thought, probably something in theideathat there were only afew
peoplein the world. Therewerelots of bodies , but only afew people. That's why you kept running into

the same ones. There was probably some mould somewhere.

'Y ou saying my produceisfresh! May | dissmbowed mysdf honourably! Look, I'll tell youwhat I'll
do—'

Y es, there seemed to be something familiar and magical about that trader. Someone had cometo
complain about afresh egg, and yet within acouple of minutes hed somehow been talked into forgetting
thisand purchasing two rice cakes and something strange wrapped in leaves.

Therice cakeslooked nice. Wl . . . nicer than the other things.

Rincewind sidled over. Thetrader wasidly jigging from one foot to the other and whistling under his
breath, but he stopped and gave Rincewind a big, honest, friendly grin.

‘Nice ancient egg, shogun?

The bowl inthe middle of thetray wasfull of gold coins. Rincewind's heart sank. The price of one of Mr
Dibhaasfoul eggswould have bought a street in Ankh-Morpork.

'l suppose you don't give. . . credit? he suggested.

Dibhdagave him aLook.



I'll pretend | never heard that, shogun,' he said.

‘Tell me,' said Rincewind. ‘Do you know if you have any relatives overseas?

Thisgot him another ook - asideways one, full of sudden appraisal.
'What? There's nothing but evil blood-sucking ghosts beyond the seas. Everyone knows that, shogun.
I'm surprised you dont.’

'‘Ghosts? said Rincawind.

"Trying to get here, do us harm,’ said Disembowel-Meself-Honourably. 'Maybe even sted our
merchandise. Give 'em adose of the old firecracker, that'swhatl say. They don't like agood loud bang,

ghogts!'
He gave Rincewind another look, even longer and more calculating.

"Where you from, shogun? he asked, and his voice suddenly had the little barbed edge of suspicion.

'BesPdargic,' sad Rincewind quickly. That ex-plains my strange accent and mannerisms that might
otherwise lead peopleto think | was some sort of foreigner,’ he added.

'Oh, Bes Pdlargic,’ said Disembowe-Mesdf-Honourably. 'Well, in that case, | expect you know my old
friend Five Tongswho livesin the Street of Heavens, yes?

Rincewind was ready for thisold trick.

'No,' he said. 'Never heard of him, never heard of the street.’
Disembowe-Mesdlf-Honourably Dibhdagrinned happily. 'If | yel "foreign devil” loud enough you won't
get three steps,’ he said in conversationd tones. 'The guards will drag you off to the Forbidden City
where theresthis specid thing they do with—'

'I've heard about it,' said Rincewind.

'Five Tongs has been the district commissioner for three years and the Street of Heavensisthe man
gdreet,’ said Disembowel-Meself-Honourably. 'I've aways wanted to meet ablood-sucking foreign

ghost. Have arice cake.'
Rincewind's gaze darted thisway and that. But strangely enough the situation didn't seem dangerous, or
at least inevitably dangerous. It seemed that danger was negotiable.

'Supposing | wasto admit | was from behind the Wall? he said, keeping hisvoice aslow as possible.

Dibhaanodded. One hand reached into his robe and, in aquick movement, reveded and then
concedled the corner of something which Rincewind was not entirely surprised to see was entitled

WHATIDID...

'‘Some people say that beyond the Wall theré's nothing but deserts and burning wastes and evil ghosts
and terrible monsters,” said Dibhala, "butl say what about the merchandizing opportunities? A man with



theright contacts. . . Know what | mean, shogun? He could go along way in the land of blood-sucking
ghosts!

Rincewind nodded. He didn't like to point out that if you turned up in Ankh-Morpork with a handful of
gold then about three hundred people would turn up with ahandful of stedl.

‘Theway | seeit, what with dl this uncertainty about the Emperor and talk of rebelsand that - Long Live
His Excellency The Son Of Heaven, of course - there might just be anitch for the open-minded trader,
am| right?

‘Nitch?

‘Nitch. Like. . . weve got this stuff - he leaned closer - ‘comes out of a caterpillar's [unidentified
pictogram].'Scaled . . .slk . It's—'

'Yes, | know. We get it from Klatch, said Rincewind.

'Or, wdll, therés thisbush, see, you dry the leaves but then you put it in hot water and you drin—'
"Tea, yes,' said Rincewind. That comes from Howondaand.'

D. M. H. Dibhalalooked taken aback.

"Wl . . . welve got this powder, you put it in rubes—'

'Fireworks? Got fireworks.'

'How about thisredly fine ching, it's so—'

'In Ankh-Morpork we've got dwarfs that can make chinayou can read a book through,’ said
Rincewind. 'Evenif it'sgot tiny footnotesinit."

Dibhdafrowned.

'Sounds like you are very clever blood-sucking ghosts,' he said, backing away. 'Maybeit'strue and you
are dangerous.

'Us? Don't worry about us,' said Rincewind. 'We hardly ever kill foreignersin Ankh-Morpork. It makes
it S0 hard to sdll them things afterwards.'

"What've we got that you want, though? Go on, have arice cake. On the pagoda. Wannatry some pork
balls? Onna chopstick?

Rincewind salected acake. He didn't like to ask about the other stuff.
"You've got gold,’ he said.

'Oh,gold . It'stoo soft to do much with,' said Dibhaa 'It'sdl right for pipes and putting on roofs,
though.'

'Oh. .. | daresay peoplein Ankh-Morpork could find a use for some,' said Rincewind. His gaze



returned to the coinsin Dibhalastray.
A land wheregold wasascheap aslead . . .
'What'sthat? he said, pointing to a crumpled rectangle haf covered with coins.

D. M. H. Dibhalalooked down. 'It's this thing we have here," he said, speaking dowly. 'Of coursg, it's
probably all new to you. It's called mon-ey. It'saway of carrying around your—'

'I meant the bit of paper,’ said Rincewind.
'Sodid |,' said Dibhala. 'That's aten-rhinu note.'
‘What does that mean? said Rincewind.

'Meanswhat it says,' said Dibhala 'Meansit'sworth ten of these." He held up agold coin about the size
of arice cake.

"Why'd you want to buy a piece of paper? said Rincewind.

'Y ou don't buy it, it'sfor buying thingswith ,' said Dibhala.

Rincewind looked blank.

'Y ou go to amark-et stall,’ said Dibhala, getting back into the d ow-voice-for-the-hard-of-thinking, ‘and
you say, "Good morn-ing, but-cher, how much for those dog noses?' and he says, "Threerhinu,
shogun,” andyou say, "I've only got apony, OK?" (look, there's an etch-ing of apony on it, see, that's
what you get onten-rhinu notes) and he gives you the dog noses and seven coinsin what we cal
"change". Now, if you had amonkey, that'sfiftyrhinu , hed say "Got anything sma-ler?' and—'

‘Butit'sonly abit of paper!" Rincewind wailed.

‘It may beahit of paper to you but it'sten rice cakesto me," said Dibhaa. "What do you foreign
bloodsuckers use? Big sones with holesin them?

Rincewind stared at the paper money.

There were dozens of papermillsin Ankh-Morpork, and some of the craftsmen in the Engravers Guild
could engrave their name and address on a pinhead.

He suddenly felt immensely proud of his countrymen. They might be vena and greedy, but by heaven
they weregood at it and they never assumed that there wasn't any moreto learn.

'l think you'l find," he said, 'that thereésalot of buildingsin Ankh-Morpork that need new roofs.’
'Redlly? said Dibhda
'Oh, yes. Therain'sjust pouring in.’

'‘And people can pay? Only | heard—'



Rincewind looked at the paper money again. He shook his head. Worth morethangold. . .

"They'll pay with notes at |east as good asthat,’ he said. 'Probably even better. I'll put in agood word for
you. And now," he added hurriedly, ‘which way isout?

Dibhalascratched his head.

'Could be abit tricky," he said. Therésarmies outside. Y ou look abit foreign with that hat. Could be
tricky—'

There was acommotion further along the aley or, rather, agenerd increasein the commotion. The
crowd parted in that hurried way common to unarmed crowds in the presence of weagponry, and agroup
of guards hurried towards Disembowel-Mesdlf-Honourably.

He stepped back and gave them the friendly grin of one happy to sdll at a discount to anyonewith a
knife

A limp figure was being dragged between two of the guards. Asit went past it raised adightly
bloodstained head and said, 'Extended Duration to the—' before a gloved fist smacked acrossits mouth.

And then the guards were heading down the street. The crowd flowed back.

"Tch, tch,' said D. M. H. 'Seemsto be - Hello? Where'd you go?

Rincewind regppeared from around a corner. D. M. H. looked impressed. There had actualy been a
smdl thunderclap when Rincewind moved.

'See they got another of 'em," he said. Tutting up wall posters again, | expect.’
‘Another one of who? said Rincewind.

'Red Army. Huh!"

'Oh.

I don't pay much attention,’ said D. M. H. 'They say some old legend's going to come true about
emperors and stuff. Can't seeit mysdf.’

'Hedidn't look very legendary,’ said Rincewind.

'Ach, some people will believe anything.’

'What'll happen to him?

‘Difficult to say, with the Emperor about to die. Hands and feet cut off, probably.'
"What? Why?

"'Coshe'syoung. That'sleniency. A bit older and it's his head on a spike over one of the gates.'

"That's punishment for putting up aposter ?



'Stops 'em doing it again, see,' said D. M. H.
Rincewind backed away.
"Thank you," he said, and hurried off.

'Oh, no," he said, pushing hisway through the crowds. 'I'mnot getting mixed up in peopl€'s heads getting
chopped off—'

And then someone hit him again. But politely.

As he sank to his knees, and then to his chin, he wondered what had happened to the good,
old-fashioned 'Hey, you!"

The Silver Horde wandered through the dleys of Hunghung.

'I don't cdlthis bloody well sweeping through acity, daughtering every bugger,” muttered Truckle.
"When | was riding with Bruce the Hoon, wenever walked in through afront gate like abunch of soppy

mother—'

'Mr Uncivil,' said Mr Saveloy hurriedly, 'l wonder if this might be agood timeto refer you to that list |
drew up for you?

'What bloody list? said Truckle, sticking out hisjaw belligerently.

"Thelist of acceptablecivilized words, yes? He turned to the others. 'Remember | wastelling you about
civ-il-ized be-hav-iour. Civilized behaviour isvitd to our long-term strategy.

'What's along-term strategy? said Caleb the Ripper.
'It'swhat we're going to do later,' said Cohen.

'And what's thet, then?

'It'sthe Plan," said Cohen.

'Wdll, I'll be f—' Truckle began.

Theligt, Mr Uncivil, only thewordson thelist ,' snapped Mr Saveloy. ‘Listen, | bow to your expertise
when it comesto crossing wildernesses, but thisis civilization and you must use the right words. Please?

'Better do what he says, Truckle,' said Cohen.
With bad grace, Truckle fished agrubby piece of paper out of his pocket and unfolded it.
""Dang"? he said. 'Wassat mean? And what'sthis"darn” and "heck"?

They are. . .civilized swearwords,' said Mr Saveloy.



'Well, you can take 'em and—'

'Ah? said Mr Saveloy, raising a cautionary finger.

'Y ou can shove them up—'

'Ah?

Y ou can—'

'‘Ah?

Truckle shut hiseyes and clenched hisfids.

'Dang it al to heck!" he shouted.

'‘Good,' saild Mr Saveloy. That's much better.'

He turned to Cohen, who was grinning happily at Truckl€'s discomfort.
'Cohen,’ he said, ‘there's an apple stall over there. Do you fancy an apple?

'Y eah, might do," Cohen conceded, in the cautious manner of someone giving aconjuror hiswatch while
remaining aware that the man isgrinning and holding ahammer.

‘Right. Now, then, cla— | mean, gentlemen. Ghenghiz wants an gpple. Therésagtal over there selling
fruit and nuts. What does he do? Mr Saveloy looked hopefully at his charges. '"Anyone? Y es?

'Easy. Youkill that little - there was arustle of unfolding paper again - 'chapbehind the sdl, then—'
'No, Mr Uncivil. Anyone el se?

'Whut?

"You st fireto—'

'No, Mr Vincent. Anyonedse...?

'Y ou rape—'

'No, no, Mr Ripper,' said Mr Saveloy. 'We take out some muh - muh—? He looked at them
expectantly.

'—money—' chorused the Horde.
'—and we. . . What do we do? Now, weve gone through this hundreds of times. We. . .

Thiswasthe difficult bit. The Horde's lined faces creased and puckered still further asthey tried to force
their minds out of the chasms of habit.



'Gi ... 7 sad Cohen hesitantly. Mr Saveloy gave him abig smile and anod of encouragement.
'Give?. . .it...to0..." Cohen'slipstensed around theword'. . . him?

'Yesl Well done. Inexchange for the gpple. Well talk about making change and saying "thank you" later
on, when you're ready for it. Now then, Cohen, heré's the coin. Off you go.’

Cohen wiped hisforehead. He was beginning to swest.
'How about if | just cut him up abit—'
‘No! Thisiscivilization .

Cohen nodded uncomfortably. He threw back his shoulders and walked over to the sal, where the
apple merchant, who had been eyeing the group suspicioudy, nodded at him.

Cohen'seyes glazed and hislips moved slently, asif he were rehearsing ascript. Then he said:
'Ho, fat merchant, givemeadl your . . . onegpple. .. and | will giveyou . . . thiscoin. ..
Helooked around. Mr Saveloy had histhumb up.

'Y ou want an apple, isthat it? said the apple merchant.

e
The apple merchant selected one. Cohen's sword had been hidden in the wheelchair again but the
merchant, in response to some buried acknowledgement, made sure it was agood apple. Then he took
the coin. Thisproved alittle difficult, Snce his customer seemed loath to let go of it.

‘Comeon, hand it over, venerable one," he said.

Seven crowded seconds passed.

Then, when they were safely around the corner, Mr Saveloy said, 'Now, everyone: who can tell me
what Ghenghiz did wrong?

'Didn't say please?
'Whut?

No.

'Didn't say thank you?
'Whut?

‘No.'

"Hit the man over the head with amelon and thumped him into the strawberries and kicked himin the
nuts and set fireto hisstal and stole dl the money?



'Whut?

‘Correct!" Mr Saveloy sighed. 'Ghenghiz, you were doing so well up to then.’
'He didn't ort to have called me what he did!’

'But "venerable' meansold and wise, Ghenghiz.

'Oh. Doesit?

s
'We-dl ... didleave him the money for the apple.

'Yes, but, you see, | do believe you took all his other money.'

‘But I paid for the gpple,' said Cohen, rather tetily. Mr Saveloy sighed. 'Ghenghiz, | do rather get the
impression that several thousand years of the patient development of fisca propriety have some-what

passed you by.'

‘Comeagain?

‘It is possible sometimes for money to legitimately belong to other people,’ said Mr Saveloy patiently.
The Horde paused to wrap their minds around this, too. It was, of course, something they knew to be
truein theory. Merchants lways had money. But it seemed wrong to think of it asbelonging to them; it
belonged to whoever took it off them. Merchants didn't actuallyown it, they were just looking after it

until it was needed.

‘Now, thereis an elderly lady over there sdlling ducks,’ said Mr Saveloy. 'l think the next stage - Mr
Willie, | am not over there, | am sure whatever you are looking at isvery interesting, but please pay
attention - isto practise our grasp of socia intercourse.”

"Hur, hur, hur," said Caleb the Ripper.

'I mean, Mr Ripper, that you should go and enquire how much it would be for aduck,’ said Mr Saveloy.

‘Hur, hur, hur - What?

'And you are not to rip al her clothes off. That's not civilized.'

Caeb scratched his head. Flakesfell out.

'Well, what else am | supposed to do?

'Er . .. engage her in conversation.’

'Eh? What's there to talk about with awoman?

Mr Saveloy hesitated again. To some extent thiswas unknown territory to him aswell. His experience



with women at hislast school had been limited to an occasiona chat with the housekeeper, and on one
occasion the matron had let him put his hand on her knee. He had been forty before he found out that
ora sex didn't mean talking about it. WWomen had aways been to him strange and distant and wonderful
creatures rather than, as the Horde to aman believed, something to do. He was struggling alittle.

"The weather? he hazarded. His memory threw in vague recollections of the staple conversation of the
maiden aunt who had brought him up. 'Her hedlth? The trouble with young people today?

'‘And then | rip her clothes of f?

'Possibly. Eventualy. If she wantsyou to. | might draw your attention to the discussion we had the other
day about taking regular baths - or evena bath, he added to himsdlf - 'and attention to fingernails and hair
and changing your clothes more often.’

‘Thisisleather,' said Cdeb. 'Y ou don't haveto changeit, it don't rot foryears .

Once again Mr Saveloy readjusted his sights. He'd thought that Civilization could be overlaid on the
Horde like a veneer. He had been mistaken.

But the funny thing - he mused, as the Horde watched Caleb's painful attempts at conversation with a
representative of half the world's humanity - was that athough they were asfar away as possible from the
kind of people he normally mixed with in staff-rooms, or possibly because they were asfar awvay as
possible from the kind of people he normaly mixed with in saffrooms, he actualyliked them. Every one
of them saw abook as either alavatoria accessory or aset of portable firdighters and thought that
hygienewas agreeting. Y et they were honest (from thieir specidized point of view) and decent (from
their specidized point of view) and saw the world as hugdly smple. They stole from rich merchantsand
temples and kings. They didn't stedl from poor people; thiswas not because there was anything virtuous
about poor people, it was Smply because poor people had no money.

And dthough they didn't set out to give the moneyaway to the poor, that was nevertheless what they did
(if you accepted that the poor consisted of innkeepers, ladies of negotiable virtue, pickpockets, gamblers
and general hangers-on), because athough they would go to greet lengthsto sted money they then had
as much control over it asaman trying to herd cats. It was there to be spent and lost. So they kept the
money in circulation, dways a praisaworthy thing in any society.

They never worried about what other people thought. Mr Saveloy, who'd spent hiswhole life worrying
about what other people thought and had been passed over for promotion and generdly treated asa
piece of furniture asaresult, found this strangely attractive. And they never agonized about anything, or
wondered if they were doing theright thing. And they enjoyed themsavesimmensaly. They had akind of
honour. Heliked the Horde. They weren't hiskind of people.

Cdéb returned, looking unusudly thoughtful.

‘Congratulations, Mr Ripper!" said Mr Saveloy, agreat believer in postive reinforcement. 'She till
appearsto befully clothed.’

'Y eah, what'd she say? said Boy Willie.
'She smiled at me, said Caleb. He scratched his crusty beard uneasily. A bit, anyway," he added.

'‘Good," said Mr Saveloy.



'She, er ... shesaidshéd. . . shewouldn't mind seein' me. . . later ...
'Well done!'

'Er ... Teach? What's ashave ?

Saveloy explained.

Cdeb listened carefully, grimacing occasiondly. He turned round occasionally to look at the duck sdller,
who gave him alittlewave.

'Cor,' hesaid. 'Er. | dunno .. . ." He looked around again. 'Never seen awoman who wasn't running
away before.’

'Oh, women are like deer,’ said Cohen loftily. "Y ou can't just chargein, you gotta stalk 'em—'
"Hur, hur, h - Sorry," said Caeb, catching Mr Saveloy's stern eye.

'I think perhaps we should end the lesson here,' said Mr Saveloy. 'We don't want to get youtoo dvilized,
dowe. .. ?I| suggest we take astroll around the Forbidden City, yes?

They'd dl seenit. It dominated the centre of Hung-hung. Itswalls were forty feet high.
‘Therésalot of soldiers guarding the gates,’ said Cohen.

'So they should. A great treasure lieswithin,’ said Mr Saveloy. He didn't raise his eyes, though. He
seemed to be garing intently at the ground, as though searching for something he'd logt.

'Why don't we just rush up and kill the guards? Caeb demanded. He was till fedling abit shaken.
'Whut?

'‘Don't be daft,’ said Cohen. 'It'd take all day. Anyway," he added, fedling alittle proud despite himsdlf,
"Teach hereisgoin' to get usin on aninvisble duck, ain't that so, Teach?

Mr Saveloy stopped.
'Ah. Eureka,' he said.
"That's Ephebian, that is," Cohen told the Horde. ‘It means " Give me atowel.” '

'Oh yeah," said Caeb, who had been surreptitioudy trying to untangle the knotsin his beard. 'And when
were you ever in Ephebe?

"Went bounty hunting there once.’
'Who for?

You, | think.'



'Hah! Did you find me?

'Dunno. Nod your head and seeif it fals off.'

'‘Ah. Gentlemen . . . behold . . .

Mr Saveloy's orthopaedic sandal was prodding an ornamental metal square in the ground.
'Behold what? said Truckle.

'Whut?

"We should look for more of these,' said Mr Saveloy. 'But | think we haveit. All we need to do now is
wait ontil dark.'

There was an argument going on. All Rincewind could make out were the voices; another sack had been
tied over hishead, while he himsdalf wastied to apillar.

'Does he evenlook like a Great Wizard?

‘That'swhat it says on his hat in the language of ghosts—'

'So you say!'

'What about the testimony of Four Big Sandd, then?

'He was overtaxed. He could have imagined it!"

'| did not! He came out of thin air, flying like adragon! He knocked over five soldiers. And Three
Maximum Luck saw it dso. And the others. And then he freed an ancient man and turned him into a
mighty fighting warrior!”

'And he can spesak our language, just asit saysin the book.'

'All right. Supposing heis the Great Wizard? Then we should kill him now!"

In the darkness of his sack, Rincewind shook his head furioudly.

"Why?

'He will be on the sde of the Emperor.

‘But the legend saysthe Great Wizard led the Red Army!"

'Y es, for Emperor One Sun Mirror. It crushed the people!’

‘No, it crushed dl the bandit chiefd! Then it built the Empire!’

'So? The Empireis so great? Untimely Demise To The Forces Of Oppression!



‘Butnow the Red Army is on the side of the people! Maximum Advancement With The Great Wizard!'
"The Great Wizard isthe Enemy of the Peoplée!’
'l saw him, | tell you! A legion of soldiers collapsed with thewind of his passage!’

Thewind of his passage was beginning to worry Rincewind aswéll. It lways tended to when hewas
frightened.

'If heissuch agreat wizard, why is he till tied up? Why has he not made his bonds disappear in puffs of
green smoke?

'Perhaps heis saving his magic for some even mightier deeds. He wouldn't do firecracker tricks for
earthworms'’

‘Hah!'

'And he had the Book! He was looking for us! It ishisdestiny to lead the Red Army!’

Shake, shake, shake.

'We can lead ourselves!'

Nod, nod, nod.

'We don't need any suspicious Great Wizards from illusionary places!'

Nod, nod, nod.

'So we should kill him now!"

Nod, no - Shakeshakeshake .

'Hah! Helaughs at you with scorn! He waits to make your head explode with snakes of fire!’

Shake, shake, shake.

'Y ou do know that while we're arguing Three Y oked Oxen is being tortured?

The Peoples Army ismore than just individuas, Lotus Blossom!'

In the foetid sack Rincewind grimaced. He was dready beginning to take adidike to thefirst speaker,
asone naturally does with people urging that you be put to desth without delay. But when that sort of
person started talking about things being more important than people, you knew you werein big trouble.

'I'm sure the Great Wizard could rescue Three Y oked Oxen,’ said avoice by hisear. It was Butterfly.

'Y es, he could easily rescue Three Y oked Oxen!” said L otus Blossom.

'Hah! Y ou say? He could get into the Forbidden City? Impossible! It's certain death!’



Nod, nod, nod.
'Not to the Great Wizard," said the voice of Butter-fly.
"'Shut up!" hissed Rincewind.

"Would you like to know how big the meat cleaver isthat Two Fire Herb is holding in his hand?
whispered Butterfly.

‘No!"

'It'svery big.'

'He said that going into the Forbidden City is certain death!"

‘No. It's onlyprobabledeath. | assure you, if you run away from me again that is certaindeath .'

The sack was pulled away.

The faceimmediately in front of him wasthat of Lotus Blossom, and aman could see alot worse things

with his daylight than her face, which made him think of cream and masses of butter and just theright
amount of sat.[21]

One of the things he might see, for example, was the face of Two Fire Herb. Thiswas not aniceface. It
was podgy and had tiny little pupilsinits eyes, and looked like aliving example of the fact that dthough

the people could be oppressed by kings and emperors and mandarins, the job could often be done just
aswdl by the man next door.

'Great Wizard? Hah!' Two Fire Herb said now.

'Hecan doit!" said Lotus Blossom (and cream cheese, thought Rincewind, and maybe coledaw on the

sde). 'Heisthe Great Wizard come back to usl Did he not guide the Master through the lands of ghosts
and blood-sucking vampires?

'Oh, | wouldn't say—' Rincewind began.

‘Such agreat wizard alowed you to bring him herein asack? said Two Fire Herb, sneering. ‘Let us see
him do some conjuring .. .

‘A trulygreat wizard would not stoop to doing party tricks!' said Lotus Blossom.
That'sright," said Rincewind. 'Not stoop.’

‘Shame on Herb to suggest such athing!”

‘Shame,’ Rincewind agreed.

‘Besides, hewill need dl of his power to enter the Forbidden City,' said Buitterfly. Rincewind found
himsdf hating the sound of her voice.



'Forbidden City," he murmured.
'Everyone knowsthere are terrible snares and traps and many, many guards.'

‘Shares, traps.. . '

'Why, if hismagic should fail him because he did tricksfor Herb, he would find himsdf in the degpest
dungeon, dying by inches'

‘Inches. .. er...which particular inch—'
'So much shameto Two Fire Herb!"

Rincewind gave her asickly grin.

‘Actudly, hesaid, 'I'm notthat grest. I'm abit great,” he added quickly, as Butterfly began to frown, but
notvery great—'

"The writings of the Master say that you defeated many powerful enchanters and resolutely succeeded in
dangerous situations.'

Rincewind nodded glumly. It was more or lesstrue. But most of the time he hadn't intended to. Whereas
the Forbidden City had looked . . . well . . . forbidden. It didn't look inviting. It didn't look asthough it
sold postcards. The only souvenir they were likely to give you would be, perhaps, your teeth. In abag.

'Er ... | expect this Oxen lad isin some deep dungeon, yes?

"The deepest,’ said Two Fire Herb.

'‘And. . . you've never seen anyone again? Who's been taken prisoner, | mean.’
"We have seenbits of them,' said L otus Blossom.

'Usudly their heads,' said Two Fire Herb. 'On spikes over the gates.'

‘But not Three Y oked Oxen,’ said Lotus Blossom firmly. 'The Great Wizard has spoken!”
'Actudly, I'm not sure | actudly said—'

'Y ou have spoken,’ said Butterfly firmly.

As Rincewind got accustomed to the gloom he redlized that he wasin some storeroom or cedllar; the
noise of the city came, rather muffled, from grilles near the cailing. It was hdf full of barrels and bundles,
and every one of them was a perch for someone. The room was crowded.

The people were watching him with expressions of rapt attention, but that wasn't the only thing they had
in common.

Rincewind turned right around.

‘Who are dl these children? he said.



"This," said Lotus Blossom, 'isthe Hunghung cadre of the Red Army.'
Two Fire Herb snorted.

'Why did you tell him that? he said. 'Now we may haveto kill him.'
'But they'redl so young!'

"They may be underprivileged in years,' said Two Fire Herb, 'but they are ancient in courage and
honour.’

'And experienced in fighting? said Rincewind hotly. The guards I've seen do not look like nice people. |
mean, do you even have any weapons?

'Wewill wrest the weapons we need from our enemies!’ said Two Fire Herb. A cheer went up.

'Redly? How do you actually make them let go? said Rincewind. He pointed to avery smdl girl, who
leaned away from his digit asthough it were loaded. Shelooked about seven and was holding atoy

rabhit.

'What's your name?

'One Favourite Pearl, Great Wizard!'

'‘And what do you do in the Red Army?

'I have earned ameda for putting up of wall posters, Great Wizard."

'Wht. . . like"Slightly Bad Things Please Happen To Our Enemies'? That sort of thing?
'Er..."'sadthegirl, looking imploringly at Butterfly.

'Rebellion isnot easy for us,' said the older girl. 'Wedon't have. . . experience.’

'Wdll, I'm hereto tdll you that you don't do it by Singing songs and putting up posters and fighting
bare-handed,’ said Rincewind. 'Not when you're up against real people with real weapons. You. . ." His
voicetrailed away as heredized that ahundred pairs of eyeswere watching him intently, and two
hundred ears were carefully ligtening.

He played back his own wordsin the echo chamber of hishead. Hed said, 'I'm heretotell you . . .

He spread out his hands and waved them franticaly.

"...thatis it'snot up to metotell you anything,’ he said.

That iscorrect ,' said Two Fire Herb. "We will overcome because history ison our side.’

'We will overcome because the Great Wizard ison our Side," said Buitterfly sharply.

'l tell you thigl" shouted Rincewind. 'I'd rather trust me than history! Oh, shit, did | just say that?



'So youwill help Three Y oked Oxen,' said Butterfly. 'Please!’ said L otus Blossom.

Rincewind looked at her, and the tearsin the corners of her eyes, and the bunch of awed teenagerswho
redlly thought that you could beat an army by singing rousing songs.

Therewas only onething he could do, if he redlly thought about it.

He could play dong for now and then get the hell out of it a the very first opportunity. Butterfly's anger
was bad, but a spike was aspike. Of course, he'd fed abit of ahedl for awhile, but that was the point.
He'd fed ahed, but he wouldn't fed aspike.

The world had too many heroes and didn't need another one. Whereas the world had only one
Rince-wind and he owed it to the world to keep thisone dive for aslong as possible.

Therewas an inn. There was a courtyard. There was a corral, for the Luggages.

There were large travelling trunks, big enough to carry the needs of an entire household for afortnight.
There were merchants sample cases, mere square boxes oh crude legs. There were deek overnight

bags.

They shuffled amlesdy in their pen. Occasionally there was therattle of ahandle or the cresk of ahinge,
and once or twice the snap of alid and the bonk-bonk-bonk of boxestrying to get out of the way.

Three of them were big and covered with studded |leather. They looked the kind of travelling accessories
that hang around outsi de cheap hotels and make suggestive remarks to handbags.

The object of their attention was arather smaler trunk with aninlaid lid and dainty feet. It had aready
backed into a corner asfar asit could go.

A large spiked lid creaked open a couple of times asthe largest of the boxes edged closer.
The smaller box had retrested so far its back legswere trying to climb the corral fence.

There was the sound of running feet on the other side of the courtyard wall. They got closer, and then
stopped abruptly.

Then there was atwang such as would be made by an object landing on the taut roof of a cart.

For amoment, againgt the rising moon, there was the shape of something somersaulting dowly through
theeveningarr.

It landed heavily in front of the three big chests, bounced upright and charged.

Eventudly varioustravellers spilled out into the night but by then items of clothing were strewn and
trampled around the courtyard. Three black chests, battered and scarred, were discovered on the roof,
each one scrabbling on the tiles and butting the othersin an effort to be the highest. Others had panicked
and broken down the wall and headed out across the country.



Eventudly, al but one of them were found.

The Horde were feding quite proud of themselves when they sat down for dinner. They acted, Mr
Saveloy thought, rather like boyswho'd just got their first pair of long trousers.

Which they had done. Each man had one baggy pair of same, plusalong grey robe.

"We've beenshopping ,' said Cdeb proudly. 'Paying for things withmoney . We're dressed up like
civilized people!

'Yesindeed, said Mr Saveloy indulgently. He was hoping thet they could al get through thiswithout the
Horde finding out whatkind of civilized people they were dressed up as. Asit was, the beardswere a
problem. Thekind of people who wore these kind of clothesin the Forbidden City didn't usudly have
beards. They were proverbia for not having them. Actualy, they were more properly proverbia for not
having other things but, as asort of consequence of thislack, also for not having beards.

Cohen shifted. 'ltchy,' he said. 'Thisis pants, isit? Never worn ‘em before. Same with shirts. What
good'sashirt that's not chain mail?

'Wedid very well, though,' said Caleb. He had even had a shave, obliging the barber, for thefirst timein
his experience, to use achisdl. He kept rubbing his naked, baby-pink chin.

'Y egh, we'reredly civilized,' said Vincent.

'Except for the bit where you set fire to that shopkeeper,’ said Boy Willie.

‘Nah, | only st fireto him ahit.’

'Whut?

"Teach?

'Y es, Cohen?

'Why did you tdll that firework merchant that everyone you knew had died suddenly?
Mr Saveloy'sfoot tapped gently against the large parcel under the table, alongside anice new cauldron.
'So he wouldn't get suspicious about what | was buying,’ he said.

'Five thousand firecrackers?

'Whut?

'Wéll,' said Mr Saveloy. 'Did | ever tell you that after | taught geography in the Assassins Guild and the
Plumbers Guild | did it for afew termsin the Alchemists Guild?



‘Alchemists? Loonies, thelot of them,' said Truckle.

'But they're keen on geography,’ said Mr Saveloy. | suppose they need to know where they've landed.
Eat up, gentlemen. It may bea long night."

'What isthis stuff? said Truckle, spearing something with his chopstick.
'Er. Chow,' said Mr Saveloy.

'Yes, but what isit?

'‘Chow. A kindof . ..er...dog.

The Horde looked at him.

"Theré's nothingwrong with it," he said hurriedly, with the sincerity of aman who had ordered bamboo
shoots and bean curd for himself.

'I've eaten everything else,’ said Truckle, 'but | ain't eating dog. | had adog once. Rover.'
'Y eah,' said Cohen. "The one with the spiked collar? The one who used to eat people?
'Say what you like, hewas afriend to me," said Truckle, pushing the meat to one side.
'Rabid degath to everyone else. I'll eat yours. Order him some chicken, Teach.'

'Et aman once,” mumbled Mad Hamish. 'In asiege, it were.'

'Y ou ate someone? said Mr Saveloy, beckoning to the waiter.

‘Just aleg.

That'sterrible!’

‘Not with mustard.'

Just when | think | know them, Mr Saveloy mused. . .

He reached for hiswine glass. The Horde reached for their glasses too, while watching him carefully.

‘A toadt, gentlemen,’ he said. "And remember what | said about not quaffing. Quaffing just gets your ears
wet. Just Sp. To Civilization!'

The Horde joined in with their own toadts.
""Pcharn'’kov!" '[22]
""Lie down on the floor and no-one gets hurt!" '

""May you livein interesting pantd™ '



""What's the magic word? Gimmee!" '
' "Death to most tyrants!" '

'Whut?

‘Thewalls of the Forbidden City areforty feet high,’ said Butterfly. '"And the gates are made of brass.
There are hundreds of guards. But of course we have the Great Wizard.'

'Who?
You.'
‘Sorry, | wasforgetting.

'Yes,' sad Butterfly, giving Rincewind along, gppraising look. Rincewind remembered tutors giving him
alook like that when heldd got high marksin sometest by smply guessing at the answers.

He looked down hurriedly at the charcoa scrawls Lotus Blossom had made.

Cohen'd know what to do, he thought.He'd just daughter hisway through. 1t'd never crosshismind to
be afraid or worried. He'sthe kind of man you need a atimelikethis.

'No doubt you have magic spellsthat can blow down thewalls,' said Lotus Blossom.

Rincewind wondered what they would do to him when it turned out that he couldn't. Not alot, he
thought, if I'm aready running. Of course they could curse hismemory and cal him names, but he was
used to that. Sticks and stones may break my bones, he thought. He was vaguely aware that therewas a
second half to the saying, but held never bothered because thefirgt half aways occupied dl his attention.

Even the Luggage had left him. That wasaminor bright spot, but he missed that patter of littlefeet . . .

‘Beforewe sart,’ hesaid, 'l think you ought to sing arevolutionary song.'

The cadreliked the idea. Under cover of their chanting he sidled over to Butterfly, who gavehim a
knowing smile.

You know | can't doiit!"

"The Master said you were very resourceful.

'l can't magic aholeinawadl!'

'I'm sureyou'll think of something. And . . . Great Wizard?
'Yes, what?

'Favourite Pearl, the child with the toy rabhit . . ."



'Yes?

"The cadreisal she has. The same goes for many of the others. When the warlordsfight, lots of people
die. Parents. Do you understand? | was one of the first to reeadWhat | Did On My Holidays , Great
Wizard, and what ,' saw in there was afoolish man who for some reason is always lucky. Great Wizard .
.. | hope for everyone's sake you have agreat dedl of luck. Especidly for yours.'

Fountainstinkled in the courts of the Sun Emperor. Peacocks made their call, which sounds like a sound
made by something that shouldn't look as beautiful asthat. Ornamentd trees cast their shade as only they
knew how - ornamentaly.

The gardens occupied the heart of the city and it was possible to hear the noises from outside, although
these were muted because of the straw spread daily on the nearest streets and also because any sound
considered too loud would earnits originator avery brief stay in prison.

Of the gardens, the most aesthetically pleasing was the one laid out by the first Emperor, One Sun
Mirror. It conssted entirely of gravel and stones, but artfully raked and laid out asit might be by a
mountain torrent with arefined artigtic sense. It was here that One Sun Mirror, in whose reign the Empire
had been unified and the Great Wall built, cameto refresh his soul and dwell upon the essentid unity of all
things, while drinking wine out of the skull of some enemy or possibly a gardener who had been too
clumsy with hisrake.

At the moment the garden was occupied by Two Little Wang, the Master of Protocol, who came there
because he fdt it was good for his nerves.

Perhaps it was the number two, hed awaystold himself. It was an unlucky birth number. Being caled
Little Wang was merdly alack-of-courtesy detail, a sort of minor seagull dropping after the great hegp of
buffalo excrement that Heaven had pasted into his very horoscope. Although he had to admit that he
hadn't made things any better by alowing himself to become Magter of Protocol.

It had seemed such agood idea at the time. Hed risen gently through the Agatean civil service by
mastering those arts essentid to the practice of good government and administration (such as caligraphy,
origami, flower arranging and the Five Wonderful Forms of poetry). Hed dutifully got on with the tasks
assigned to him and noticed only vaguely that there didn't seem to be quite as many high-ranking
members of the civil service asthere used to be, and then one day alot of senior mandarins - most of
them alot more senior than hewas, it occurred to him later - had rushed up to him while he wastrying to
find arhyme for ‘orange blossom’ and congratul ated him on being the new Madter.

That had been three months ago.

And of thethingsthat had occurred to him in those intervening three months the most shameful wasthis:
he had come to believe that the Sun Emperor was not, in fact, the Lord of Heaven, the Pillar of the Sky
and the Great River of Blessings, but an evil-minded madman whose death had been too long delayed.

It was an awful thought. It was like hating motherhood and raw fish, or objecting to sunlight. Most
people develop their socid conscience when young, during that brief period between leaving school and
deciding that injustice isn't necessarily al bad, and it was something of a shock to suddenly find one at the

ageof axty.



It wasn't that he was againgt the Golden Rules. It made sense that a man prone to thieving should have
his hands cut off. It prevented him from thieving again and thus tarnishing his soul. A peasant who could
not pay histaxesshould be executed, in order to prevent him falling into the temptations of dothfulness
and public disorder. And since the Empire was created by Heaven asthe only true world of human
beings, al ese outsde being aland of ghosts, it was certainly in order to execute those who questioned
thissate of affairs.

But hefdt that it wasn't right to laugh happily while doing so. It wasn'tpleasant that these things should
happen, it was merely necessary.

From somewhere in the distance came the screams. The Emperor was playing chess again. He preferred
to uselive pieces.

Two Little Wang felt heavy with knowledge. There had been better times. He knew that now. Things
hadn't aways been the way they were. Emperors didn't use to be crud clowns, around whom it was as
safe as mudbanksin the crocodile season. There hadn' t dways been acivil war every time an Emperor
died. Warlords hadn't run the country. People had rights aswell as duties.

And then one day the succession had been called into question and there was awar and since thenit'd
never seemed to go right.

Soon, with any luck, the Emperor would die. No doubt a specid Hell was being made ready. And
thered be the usua battle, and then thered be anew Emperor, and if he was very lucky Two Little
Wang would be beheaded, which was what tended to happen to people who had risen to high office
under apreviousincumbent. But that was quite reasonable by modern standards, since it was possible
these days to be beheaded for interrupting the Emperor's thoughts or standing in the wrong place.

At which point, Two Little Wang heard ghosts.

They seemed to be right under hisfest.

They weretaking in astrange language, so to Two Little Wang the speech was merely sounds, which
went asfollows:

"Where the hell are we?

'Somewhere under the palace, I'm sure. Look for another manholein the ceiling. . '

‘Whut?

'I'm fed up with pushing this damn wheel chair !"

'It's me for a hot footbath after this, I'mtelling you.'

"You call thisa way to enter a city? You callthisa way to enter a city? Waist deep in water? We
didn't enter a . . . wretched . . .city like thiswhen | rode with Bruce the Hoon! You enter a.. . .
lovemaking . . .city by overrunning it with a thousand horsemen, that's how you take a city—!"

"Yeah, but there ain't roomfor 'emin this pipe.’

The sounds had ahollow, booming quaity to them. With akind of fascinated puzzlement Two Little



Wang followed them, walking across the manicured gravel in an unthinking way that would have earned
him an immediate tongue-extraction fromitsorigind lover of peace and tranquillity.

'‘Can we please hurry? I'd like us to be out of here when the cauldron goes off and | didn't really
have much time to experiment with the fuses.’

'l still don't understand about the cauldron, Teach.'

'l hope all those firecrackerswill blow a hole in the wall .

'Right! So why ain't we there? Why are we in this pipe?

'‘Because all the guardswill rush to see what the bans was.’

'Right! So we should be there!”

'No! We should behere,Cohen. The word is decoy.It's. . . more civilized thisway .
Two Little Wang pressed his ear to the ground.

"What's the penalty for entering the Forbidden City again, Teach?

'l believeit's a punishment similar to hanging, drawing and quartering. So, you see, it would be a
good idea if—'

Therewas avery fant plashing.

‘How're you drawn, then?

'l think your innards are cut out and shown to you.'

‘What for ?

'| don't really know. To see if you recognize them, | suppose.’

‘What. . . like, "Yep, that's my kidneys, yep, that's my breakfast" ?
'How're you quartered? Is that, like, they give you somewhereto stay?
'l think not, from context.’

For awhile there was no sound but the splash of six pairs of feet and thesqueak-squeak of what
sounded likeawhed.

‘Well, how're you hung?
‘Excuse me?
'‘Hur, hur, hur . . . sorry, sorry.’

Two Little Wang tripped over atwo-hundred-year-old bonsai tree and hit hishead on arock chosen for



its fundamenta serenity. When he came round, afew secondsater, the voices had gone. If there had
ever been any.

Ghosts. Therewere alot of ghosts around these days. Two Little Wang wished he had afew
firecrackers to scatter around.

Being Master of Protocol was even worse than trying to find arhyme for "orange blossom'.

Hareslit the dleys of Hunghung. With the Red Army chattering behind him, Rincewind wandered up to
thewall of the Forbidden City.

No-one knew better than Rincewind that he was totally incapable of proper magic. Hed only ever done
it by accident.

So he could be sure that if he waved ahand and said some magic words thewall would in al probability
become judt alittle bit lessfull of holesthan it was now.

It was ashame to disappoint Lotus Blossom, with her body that reminded Rincewind of a plate of
crinkle-cut chips, but it was about time she learned that you couldn't rely on wizards.

And then he could be out of here. What could Butterfly do to him if hetried and failed? And, much to his
surprise, he found himself hoping that, on the way out, he could poke Herb in the eye. He was amazed
the others couldn't spot him for what he was.

Thisarea of wall was between gates. Thelife of Hunghung lapped againgt it like amuddy sea; there were
galls and booths everywhere. Rincewind had thought Ankh-Morpork citizens lived out on the Streets, but
they were agoraphobes compared to the Hunghungese. Funerals (with associated firecrackers) and
wedding parties and religious ceremonies went on dongsde, and intermingled with, the normal market
activities such asfree-form livestock daughter and world-class arguing.

Herb pointed to aclear areaof wall stacked with timber.

"Just about there, Great Wizard, he sneered. 'Do not exert yoursalf unduly. A small hole should be
aufficent.’

‘But there's hundreds of people around!’

'Isthat a problem to such a great wizard? Perhaps you can't do it with people watching?

'l have no doubt that the Great Wizard will astonish us,' said Bultterfly.

"When the people see the power of the Great Wizard they will speak of it for ever!’ said Lotus Blossom.
'Probably,” muttered Rincewind.

The cadre stopped talking, athough it was only possible to notice this by watching their closed mouths.
The hole lft by their silence was soon filled by the babble of the market.

Rincewind rolled up hisdeeves.



Hewasn't even certain about aspell for blowing thingsup . . .

Hewaved ahand vaguely.

'l should stand well back, everyone," said Herb, grinning unpleasantly.

'Quanti caniculailiain fenestre? said Rincewind. 'Er . . .

He stared desperately at the wal and, with that heightened perception that comes to those on the edge
of terror, noticed a cauldron half hidden in the timber. There seemed to be alittle glowing string attached
toit.

'Er," he said, 'there seemsto be—'

'Having problems? said Herb, natily.

Rincewind squared his shoulders.

'—'hesad.

Therewas asound like amarshmallow gently landing on aplate, and everything in front of him went
white.

Then the white turned red, streaked with black, and the terrible noise clapped its hands across his ears.

A crescent-shaped piece of something glowing, scythed the top off his hat and embedded itself in the
nearest house, which caught fire.

Therewas astrong smell of burning eyebrows.

When the debris settled Rincewind saw quite alarge hole in the wall. Around its edge the brickwork,
now ared-hot ceramic, started to cool with anoise likeglinka-glinka .

Helooked down at his soot-blackened hands.
'Gosh,' he said.
Andthen hesad, 'Allrightl '

And then he turned and began to say, 'How about that, then? but his voice faded when it became
gpparent that everyone was lying flat on the ground.

A duck watched him suspicioudy from its cage. Owing to the dight protection afforded by the bars, its
feathers were patterned aternately natural and crispy.

Hed awayswanted to do magic like that. Hed dways been ableto visudize it perfectly. Hed just never
been abletodoit . . .

A number of guards appeared in the gap. One, whose ferocity of helmet suggested that hewas an
officer, glared at the charred hole and then at Rincewind.



'Did you do this? he demanded.

'Stand back!" shouted Rincewind, drunk with power. 'I'm the Great Wizard, | an! Y ou seethisringer?
Don't meke meuseit!’

The officer nodded to a couple of hismen.

'Get him.'

Rincewind took a step back.

'l warn you! Anyone lays ahand on me, hell be eating flies and hopping for the rest of hislife!’

The guards advanced with the determination of those who were prepared to risk the uncertainty of
magic againg the definite progpect of punishment for disobeying orders.

‘Stand back! This could go off! All right, then, Since you force—'

Hewaved his hand. He snapped hisfingersafew times.

B

The guards, after checking that they were still the same shape, each grabbed an arm.
'It may be delayed action,’ he ventured, asthey gripped harder.

‘Alternatively, would you be interested in hearinga famous quotation? he said. His feet were lifted off the

ground. 'Or perhaps not? Rincewind, running absent-mindedly in mid-air, was brought in front of the
officer.

'On your knees, rebdl!" said the officer.

'I'd like to, but—'

'l saw what you did to Captain Four White Fox!'

'What? Who's he?
‘Take...him...to...the... Emperor.

As he was dragged off Rincewind saw, for one brief moment, the guards closing on the Red Army,
swordsflashing . . .

A metal plate shuddered for amoment, and then dropped on the floor.

‘Careful!’

'l ain't used to being careful! Bruce the Hoon wasn't care—'



'Shut up about Bruce the Hoon!"
'Wéll, dang you too!"

'Whut?

'Anyone out there?

Cohen stuck hishead out of the pipe. The room was dark, damp and full of pipesand runnels. Water
went off in every direction to feed fountains and cisterns.

'No,' he said, in adisappointed voice.
'Very well. Everyone out of the pipe.’

There was some echoey swearing and the scrape of metal as Hamish's wheel chair was manoeuvred into
thelong, low cdlar.

Mr Saveloy lit amatch as the Horde spread out and examined their surroundings.

‘Congratul ations, gentlemen,’ he said. 'I believe we arein the paace.”

"Yeah,' said Truckle. 'We've conquered af— alovemaking pipe. What good is that?

'We could rapeit,’ said Caeb hopefully.

'Hey, thiswhed thingturns. . .'

'What's alovemaking pipe?

'What doesthislever do?

'Whut?

'How about we find adoor, rush out, and kill everyone?

Mr Saveloy closed his eyes. There was something familiar about this Situation, and now he redlized what
it was. He'd once taken an entire class on a schooal trip to the city armoury. Hisright leg still hurt him on
wet days.

'No, no, no!" he said. 'What good would that do? Boy Willie, please don't pull that lever.'

'Wdll,I'd fed better, for one,' said Cohen. 'Ain't killed anyone dl day except aguard, and they hardly
count.'

'Remember that were here for theft, not murder,' said Mr Saveloy. 'Now, please, out of all that wet
leather and into your nice new clothes!’

I don't like this part,' said Cohen, pulling on ashirt. 'l like people to know who | was'’



'Y eah,’ said Boy Willie. 'Without our leather and mail peopl€ll just think we're aload of old men.’
'Exactly, said Mr Saveloy. That is part of the subterfuge.’

'Isthat liketactics? said Cohen.

s

‘All right, but | don't likeit," said Old Vincent. 'Sposing we win? What kind of song will the minstrels
sing about people who invaded through a pipe?

'An echoey one,' said Boy Willie.

They won't sing anything like that," said Cohen firmly. "Y ou pay aminstrel enough, helll sng whatever
you want.'

A flight of damp stepsled to adoor. Mr Saveloy was dready at the top, listening.
That'sright, said Caleb. 'They say that whoever paysthe piper calsthetune.’

‘But, gentlemen,’ said Mr Saveloy, his eyesbright, 'whoever holds aknife to the piper'sthroat writesthe
symphony.

The n moved dowly through Lord Hong's chambers.

He was one of the best in Hunghung's smdll but very sdlect guild, and he certainly was not arebel. He
didiked rebels. They wereinvariably poor people, and therefore unlikely to be customers.

His mode of movement was unusua and cautious. It avoided the floor; Lord Hong was known to tune
his floorboards. It made considerable use of furniture and decorative screens, and occasiondly of the
calingaswdl.

And the assassn was very good at it. When amessenger entered the room through a distant door he

froze for an ingant, and then moved in perfect rhythm towards his quarry, letting the newcomer's clumsy
footsteps mask hisown.

Lord Hong was making another sword. Thefolding of the metal and all the tedious yet essentia bouts of
heating and hammering were, he found, conduciveto clear thinking. Too much pure cerebration was bad
for the mind. Lord Hong liked to use his hands sometimes.

He plunged the sword back into the furnace and pumped the bellows afew times.

'Y es? he said. The messenger looked up from his prone position near the floor.

'‘Good news, o lord. We have captured the Red Army!"

'Wdll, thatis good news," said Lord Hong, watching the blade carefully for the change of colour.
'Including the one they call the Great Wizard?



‘Indeed! But heisnot that great, o lord!" said the messenger.

His cheerfulness faded when Lord Hong raised an eyebrow.

'Redly? On the contrary, | suspect him of being in possession of huge and dangerous powers.'
'Yes, olord! | did not mean—'

'See that they are dl locked up. And send a message to Captain Five Hong Man to undertake the
orders| gave him today.'

'Yes, olord!
'‘And now, stand up!'

The messenger stood up, trembling. Lord Hong pulled on athick glove and reached for the sword
handle. The furnace roared.

'Chin up, man!'
‘My lord!
'‘Now open your eyeswide!'
There was no need for that order. Lord Hong peered into the mask of terror, noted the flicker of
movement, nodded, and then in one dmost baletic movement pulled the spitting blade from the furnace,
turned, thrust . . .
There was avery brief scream, and arather longer hiss.
Lord Hong let the n sag. Then he tugged the sword free and inspected the steaming blade.
'Hmm,' hesaid. 'Interesting . . .
He caught sight of the messenger.
'Areyou sill here?
'‘No, my lord!"
‘Seetoit.’
Lord Hong turned the sword so that the light caught it, and examined the edge.
'‘And, er, shall | send some servantsto clear away the, er, body?
'What? said Lord Hong, lost in thought.
"The body, Lord Hong?

'What body? Oh. Yes. Seetoit.'



Thewallswere beautifully decorated. Even Rincewind noticed this, though they went past inablur.
Some had marvellous birds painted on them, or mountain scenes, or sprays of foliage, every leaf and bud
donein exquisite detail with just a couple of brush strokes.

Ceramic lionsreared on marble pedestals. VVases bigger than Rincewind lined the corridors.

L acquered doors opened ahead of the guards. Rincewind was briefly aware of huge, ornate and empty
rooms stretching away on either sde.

Findly they passed through yet another set of doors and he was flung down on awooden floor.

In these circumstances, he dways found, it was best not to look up.

Eventudly an officious voice said, 'What do you have to say for yoursdlf, miserable louse?

'Well, 1I—

'Silence!’

Ah. Soit was going to bethat kind of interview.

A different voice, acracked, breathless and elderly voice, said, 'Whereisthe Grand . . . Vizier?

'He hasretired to hisrooms, O Great One. He said he had a headache.’

‘Summon himet . . . once’

‘Certainly, O Great One.'

Rincewind, his nose pressed firmly to the floor, made some further assumptions. Grand Vizier was
awaysabad dgn; it generally meant that people were going to suggest wild horses and red-hot chains.
And when people were caled thingslike 'O Great On€, it was pretty certain that there was no appedl.

Thisisa. .. rebd, isit? The sentence was wheezed rather than spoken.

'Indeed, O Great One!’

' think | would likeaclo. .. serlook.'

There was agenera murmur, suggesting that a number of people had been greatly surprised, and then
the sound of furniture being moved.

Rincewind thought he saw a blanket on the edge of hisvision. Someone was whedling abed acrossthe
floor. ..

'Makeit. . . stand up.' The gurglein the pause was like the last bathwater going down the plughole. It
sucked as wetly as an outgoing wave.



Once again afoot kicked Rincewind in the kidneys, making its usua explicit request in the Esperanto of
brutdity. He got up.

Itwas a bed, and quite the biggest Rincewind had ever seen. Init, swathed in brocades and almost lost
in pillows, was an old man. Rincewind had never seen anyonelook soill. Thefacewas pade, witha
greenish palor; veins showed up under the skin of hishandslikewormsin ajar.

The Emperor had dl the qudificationsfor a corpse except, asit were, the most vital one.

'S0. . . thisisthe new Great Wizard of . . . whom we have read so much, is. . . it? he said.

When he spoke, people waited expectantly for the final gurgle in mid-sentence.

'Wdll, I—' Rincewind began.

'Slencel’ screamed a chamberlain.

Rincewind shrugged.

He hadn't known what to expect of an Emperor, but the mentd picture had room for abig fat man with
lots of rings. Talking to this one was ahair's breadth from necromancy.

'Can you show us somemore. . . magic, Great Wizard?
Rincewind glanced at the chamberlain.

A\

'Silence!’

The Emperor waved a hand vaguely, gurgled with the effort, and gave Rincewind another enquiring look.
Rincewind decided to chance things.

'I've got agood one," he said. 'It'savanishing trick.'
'‘Canyou. ..doit now?
'Only if everyone opensal the doors and turnstheir back.’

The Emperor's expression did not change. The court fell silent. Then there was a sound like a number of
smal| rabbits being choked to desth.

The Emperor was laughing. Once this was established, everyone e se laughed too. No-one can get a
laugh like aman who can have you put to death more easily than he goesto the lavatory.

'Whatshall wedowith . .. you? hesaid. 'Whereisthe. .. Grand . .. Vizier?

The crowd parted.

Rincewind risked a sideways squint. Once you werein the hands of aGrand Vizier, you were dead.
Grand Vizierswerealways scheming megaomaniacs. It was probably in the job description: 'Areyou a



devious, plotting, unreliable madman? Ah, good, then you can be my most trusted minister.’
'‘Ah, Lord. . . Hong," said the Emperor.

'Mercy? suggested Rincewind.

'Silence!" screamed the chamberlain.

Tell me, Lord . . . Hong,' said the ancient Emperor. "What would be the punishment for a. . . foreigner .
.. entering the Forbidden City?

'‘Removal of al limbs, ears and eyes, and then alowed to go free,' said Lord Hong.
Rincewind raised his hand.

'First offence? he said.

'Silence!’

'Wefind, generally, that there is no second offence,’ said Lord Hong. 'What is this person?

'l like him," said the Emperor. 'l think | shall . . . keep him. He makesme. . . laugh.'
Rincewind opened his mouth.

'Slencel’ screamed the chamberlain, perhaps unwisdly inview of current thinking.

'Er . .. could you stop him shouting "Silencel™ every timel try to speak? Rincewind ventured.

‘Certainly . . . Great Wizard, said the Emperor. He nodded at some guards. 'Take the chamberlain . . .
away and cut his. . . lips off.’

'Great One, |—!"
'And hisears. .. dso.'

The wretched man was dragged away. A pair of lacquered doors dammed shut. There was around of
applause from the courtiers.

'Wouldyou. .. liketowatch himeat . . . them? said the Emperor grinning happily. 'It'stre. . . mendous
fun.

'Ahahaha,’ said Rincewind.
'A good decision, lord,' said Lord Hong. He turned his head towards Rincewind.
To thewizard'simmense surprise, and some horror too, he winked.

'O Great One. . ." said aplump courtier, dropping to his knees, bouncing dightly, and then nervoudy
approaching the Emperor, 'l wonder if perhapsit isentirely wiseto be so merciful to thisforeign dev—'



The Emperor looked down. Rincewind would have sworn that dust fell off him.

There was a gentle movement among the crowd. Without anyone apparently doing anything so grossas
activating their feet, there was neverthel ess awidening space around the knegling man.

Then the Emperor smiled.

"Your concerniswell . . . received, he said. The courtier risked arelieved grin. The Emperor added,
'However, your presumption isnot. Kill himdowly . .. over severd . . . days.’

‘Aaargh!’

'Yesin. .. deed! Lotsof boiling. .. ail"

'‘An excdlent idea, o lord,’ said Lord Hong.

The Emperor turned back to Rincewind.

'l amsurethe. . . Great Wizard ismy friend,’ he suctioned.

'‘Ahahaha,' said Rincawind.

Hed been in this approximate position before, gods knew. But he'd aways been facing someone - well,

usually someone who looked like Lord Hong, not a near-corpse who was clearly so far round the bend
he couldn't poke sanity with along pole.

'We shdl havesuch . . . fun,’ said the Emperor. 'l read . . . dl about you.'
'Ahahaha,’ said Rincewind.

The Emperor waved a hand at the court again.

‘Now | will retire," he said. There was agenerd movement and much ostensible yawning. Clearly no one
stayed up later than the Emperor.

'Emperor,’ said Lord Hong wearily, ‘what will you have us do with this Great Wizard of yours?

The old man gave Rincewind the look a present gets around the time the batteries have run ouit.

'Put himinthe special . . . dungeon,' he said. 'For . . now.'

"Yes, Emperor,’ said Lord Hong. He nodded at a couple of guards.

Rincewind managed aquick look back as he was dragged from the room. The Emperor was lying back
in hismovable bed, quite obliviousto him.

'Ishe mad or what? he said.
'Slence!'

Rincewind looked up at the guard who'd said that.



‘A mouth like that could get aman into big trouble around here," he muttered.

Lord Hong dways found himsdlf depressed by the generd state of humanity. It often seemed to himto
be flawed. There was noconcentration . Take the Red Army. Ifhe had been arebel the Emperor would
have been assassi nated months ago and the country would now be aflame, except for those bitstoo
damp to burn. But these? Despite his best efforts, their idea of revolutionary activity was a surreptitious
wall poster saying something like 'Unpleasantness To Oppressors When Convenient!'

They had tried to st fire to guardhouses. That was good. That was proper revolutionary activity, except
for the bit where they tried to make an appointment first. It had taken Lord Hong some considerable
effort to see that the Red Army appeared to achieve any victories at dl.

Wéll, held given them the Great Wizard they so sincerdly believed in. They had no excuse now. And by
thelook of him, the wretch was as craven and talentless as L ord Hong had hoped. Any army led by him
would either flee or be daughtered, leaving the way open for the counter-revolution.

The counter-revolution wouldnot be inefficient. Lord Hong would see to that.

But things had to be done one step at atime. There were enemies everywhere. Suspicious enemies. The
path of the ambitious man was anightinga e floor. One wrong step and it would sing out. It was a shame
the Grest Wizard would turn out to be so good at locks. Lord Tang's men were guarding the prison
block tonight. Of course, if the Red Army were to escape, no blame at dl could possibly attach to Lord
Tang. ..

Lord Hong risked alittle chuckle to himsdlf as he strode back to his suite. Proof, that was the thing.
There must never be proof. But that wouldn't matter very long. There was nothing like afearsomely huge
war to unite people, and the fact that the Great Wizard - that is, the leader of the terrible rebel army -
was an evil foreign troublemaker was just the spark to light the firecracker.

Andthen ... Ankh-Morpork [urinating dog].

Hunghung was old. The culture was based on custom, the dimentary tract of the common water buffalo,
and base treachery. Lord Hong wasin favour of al three, but they did not add up to world domination,
and Lord Hong was particularly in favour of that, provided it was achieved by Lord Hong.

If | wasthetraditiona type of Grand Vizier, he thought as he sat down before histeatable, I'd cackle
with laughter a this point.

He amiled to himsaf, instead.

Timefor the box again? No. Some thingswere dl the better for the anticipation.

Mad Hamish'swheelchair caused afew headsto turn, but no actual comment. Undue curiosity was not
asurvivd trait in Hunghung. They just got on with their work, which gppeared to be the endless carrying
of stacks of paper along the corridors.



Cohen looked down at what was in his hand. Over the decades he'd fought with many weapons -
swords, of course, and bows and spears and clubsand . . . well, now he came to think of it, just about

anything.

Except this. . .

Iill don't likeit,' said Truckle. "Why're we carrying pieces of paper?
‘Because no-one looks at you in aplace likethisif you're carrying apiece of paper,’ said Mr Saveloy.
'Why?

'Whut?

It's- akind of magic.’

'I'd fed happier if it was awesgpon.’

'‘Asamatter of fact, it can be the greatest wegpon thereis.’

'l know, I'vejust cut myself on my bit,' said Boy Willie, sucking hisfinger.
'Whut?

'Look at it likethis, gentlemen,’ said Mr Saveloy. 'Here we are, actuallyinside the Forbidden City, and
no-oneisdead!’

'Yes. That'swhat we're . . .dunging . . . complaining about,’ said Truckle.

Mr Saveloy sighed. There was something in theway Truckle used words. It didn't matter what he
actualy said, what you heard wasin some strange way the word he actuallymeant . He could turn the air
blue just by saying 'socks.

The door dammed shut behind Rincewind, and there was the sound of a bolt shooting into place.

The Empire'sjails were pretty much like the ones at home. When you want to incarcerate such an
ingenious creature as the common human being, you tend to rely on the good ol d-fashioned iron bar and
large amounts of stone. It looked as though this well-tried pattern had been established here for avery

longtime.

Wéll, held definitely scored ahit with the Emperor. For some reason this did not reassure him. The man
gave Rincewind the distinct impression of being the kind of person who isat least as dangerousto his
friends asto hisenemies.

He remembered Noodle Jackson, back in the days when he was a very young student. Everyone
wanted to be friends with Noodle but somehow, if you werein hisgang, you found yourself being
trodden on or chased by the Watch or being hit in fights you didn't start, while Noodle was somewhere
on the edge of things, laughing.



Besides, the Emperor wasn't smply at Death's door but well inside the halway, admiring the carpet and
commenting on the hatstand. And you didn't have to be apalitical geniusto know that when someone
likethat died, scores were being settled before held even got cold. Anyone held publicly caled afriend
would have alife expectancy more normally associated with things that hover over trout Streams at
SUNSEL.

Rincewind moved aside a skull and sat down. There was the possibility of rescue, he supposed, but the
Red Army would be hard put to it to rescue arubber duck from drowning. Anyway, that'd put him back
inthe clutches of Butterfly, who terrified him almost as much as the Emperor.

He had to believe that the gods didn't intend for Rincewind, after al his adventures, to rot in adungeon.

No, he added bitterly, they probably had something much more inventive in mind.

What light reached the dungeon came from avery smal grille and had a second-hand look. The rest of
the furnishing was a pile of what had possibly once been straw. There was—

—agentletapping at thewall.

Once, twice, threetimes,

Rincawind picked up the skull and returned the signdl.
One tap came back.

He repeated it.

Then there were two.

He tapped twice.

Wi, thiswas familiar. Communication without meaning . . . it wasjust like being back at Unseen
Universty.

'Fine," he said, hisvoice echoing in the cell. 'Fine. Trés prisoner. But what are wesaying ?

There was a gentle scraping noise and one of the blocksin thewall very gently did out of thewall,
dropping on to Rincewind's foot.

‘Aargh!’
'What big hippo? said amuffled voice.
‘What?
‘Sorry?
'What?

Y ou wanted to know about the tapping code? It's how we communicate between cells, you see. One
tap means—'



'Excuse me, but aren't we communicating now?

'Yes, but not formally. Prisonersarenct. . . dlowed . . . totak . . . The voice dowed down, asif the
speaker had suddenly remembered something important.

'Ah, yes,' said Rincewind. 'l wasforgetting. Thisis. .. Hunghung. Everyone. . . obeys. . .therules. ..
Rincewind's voice died away too.

On ether Sde of thewall therewas along, thoughtful silence.
‘Rincewind?

“Twoflower ?

'What areyou doing here? said Rincewind.

'Rotting in adungeon!’

‘Metoo!

'Good grief! How long hasit been? said the muffled voice of Twoflower.
'What? How long has what been?

‘Butyou . .. why are. . .

'Y ou wrote that damn book!'

'l just thought it would be interesting for peoplée!’

'Interesting?I nteresting ?

'l thought people would find it an interesting account of aforeign culture. | never meant it to cause
trouble.’

Rincewind leaned againgt his side of thewall. No, of course, Twoflower never wanted to cause any
trouble. Some people never did. Probably the last sound heard before the Universe folded up like a
paper hat would be someone saying, 'What happensif | do this?

'It must have been Fate that brought you here,' said Twoflower.

'Yes, it'sthe sort of thing helikesto do," said Rincewind.

'Y ou remember the good times we had?

'Did we? | must have had my eyes shut.'

The adventured!'



'Oh,them . Y ou mean hanging from high places, that sort of thing ... ?

‘Rincewind?

Yes? What?

'| fed alot happier about things nowyou're here.

‘That'samazing.'

Rincewind enjoyed the comfort of thewall. It was rust rock. Hefelt he could rely onit.

'Everyone seems to have acopy of your book," he said. ‘It's arevolutionary document. And | do mean
copy . It looks as though they make their own copy and passit on.’

'Yes, it'scaledsamizdat .
'‘What does that mean?

It means each one must be the same as the one before. Oh, dear. | thought it would just be
entertainment. | didn't think people would take it serioudly. | do hopeit's not causing too much bother.'

Wéll, your revolutionaries are ill at the dogan-and-poster stage, but | shouldn't think that'll count for
much if they're caught.’

'Oh, dear.'
'How comeyoure il alive?

I don't know. | think they may have forgotten about me. That tends to happen, you know. It'sthe
paperwork. Someone makes the wrong stroke with the brush or forgetsto copy aline. | believeit

happensalot.'

"Y ou mean that there's people in prison and no-one can remember why?
'Oh, yes!'
"Then why don't they set them free?

'| supposeit isfdt that they must have done something. All indl, I'm afraid our government doesleave
something to be desired.’

'Like anew government.’

'Oh, dear. Y ou could get locked up for saying thingslike that.'

People dept, but the Forbidden City never dept. Torchesflickered dl night in the great Bureaux asthe
ceasel ess business of Empire went on.



Thislargdly involved, as Mr Saveloy had said, moving paper.

Six Beneficent Winds was Deputy District Administrator for the Langtang district, and good at ajob
which herather enjoyed. He was not awicked man.

True, he had the same sense of humour as a chicken casserole. True, he played the accordion for
amusement, and didiked catsintensely, and had a habit of dabbing his upper lip with his napkin after his
tea ceremony in away that had made Mrs Beneficent Winds commit murder in her mind on aregular
basis over the years. And he kept hismoney in asmal leather shove purse, and counted it out very
thoroughly whenever he made apurchase, especidly if there was a queue behind him.

But on the other hand, he was kind to animas and made small but regular contributionsto charity. He
frequently gave moderate sumsto beggarsin the street, athough he made anote of thisinthelittle
notebook he aways carried to remind him to visit them in his officia capacity later on.

And he never took away from people more money than they actudly had.

Hewas dso, unusudly for men employed in the Forbidden City after dark, not aeunuch. Guardswere
not eunuchs, of course, and people had got around this by classifying them officidly asfurniture. And it
had been found that tax officials aso needed every faculty at their disposal to combet the wiles of the
average peasant, who had this regrettable tendency to avoid paying taxes.

There were much nagtier peoplein the building than Six Beneficent Winds and it wasthereforejust his
inauspicious luck that his paper and bamboo door did aside to reved seven strange-looking old eunuchs,
one of them in awheded contrivance.

They didn't even bow, let donefall ontheir knees. And he not only had an officid red hat but it had a
white button onit!

His brush dropped from his hands when the men wandered into his office asif they owned it. One of
them started poking holesin the wall and speaking gibberish.

'Hey, the walls are just made of paper! Hey, look, if you lick your finger it goesright through! See
?

'l will call for the guards and have you dl flogged!" shouted Six Beneficent Winds, histemper moderated
dightly by the extreme age of the vigitors.

‘What did he say?

'He said he'd call for the guards.’

'0O00, yes. Please let him call for the guards!'
'No, we don't want that yet. Act normally.'
"You mean cut histhroat?

'l meant a more normal kind of normally.'

‘It'swhatlcall normal .'



One of the old men faced the speechless official and gave him abig grin.

'Excuse us, your supreme. . .oh dear, what'stheword ?. . . . pushcart sail?. . . immenserock?. . .ah,
yes . . . venerableness, but we seemto be alittlelost.’

A couple of the old men shuffled around behind Six Beneficent Winds and started to read, or at least try
to read, what he'd been working on. A sheet of paper was snatched from his hand.

‘What's this say, Teach?

‘Letmesee. .. "Thefirst wind of autumn shakesthe lotus flower. Seven Lucky Logsto pay one pig and
threg[looks like a four-armed man waving a flag] of rice on pain of having his[ rather a stylized

thing here, can't quite make it out] struck with many blows. By order of Six Beneficent Winds,
Collector of Revenues, Langtang.”

There was a subtle change among the old men. Now they were dl grinning, but not in away that gave
him any comfort. One of them, with teeth like diamonds, leaned towards him and said, in bad Agatean:

'Y ou are atax collector, Mr Knob on Y our Hat?

Six Beneficent Winds wondered if held be able to summon the guard. There was something terrible
about these old men. They weren't venerable at dl. They were horribly menacing and, athough he
couldn't see any obvious weapons, he knew for a cold frozen fact that he wouldn't be able to get out

more than thefirst syllable before he'd be killed. Besides, histhroat had gone dry and his pants had gone
Wet.

'Nothing wrong with being atax collector . . ." he croaked.

'We never said that,' said Diamond Teeth. "We aways like to meet tax collectors.’
'‘Some of our most favouritest people, tax collectors,' said another old man.
‘Saves alot of trouble,' said Diamond Teeth.

'Y eah," said athird old man. ‘Like, it means you don't have to go from house to house killin' everyone for
their vauables, you just wait and kill the—'

'‘Gentlemen, can | have aword?

The speaker was the dightly goat-faced one that didn't seem quite so unpleasant asthe others. The
terrible men clustered around him and Six Beneficent Winds heard the strange syllables of a coarse
foreign tongue:

"What? But he's a tax collector! That's what they're for!"

‘Whut?

‘A firm tax base is the foundation of sound gover nance, gentlemen. Please trust me.’

'l understood all of that up to "A firmtax" .’



'Nevertheless, no useful purpose will be served by killing this hard-working tax gatherer .

'He'd be dead. | callthatuseful '

There was some more of the same. Six Beneficent Winds jumped when the group broke up and the
goat-faced man gave him agmile.

'My humble friends are overawed by your . . . variety of plum . .. smdl knifefor cutting seaweed . . .
presence , noblesir, he said, his every word dandered by Truckle's vigorous gesticulations behind his

back.

‘How about if we just cut a bit off?

"‘Whut?

'How did you get in here? said Six Beneficent Winds. There are many strong guards.'
' knew we missed something,’ said Diamond Teeth.

"We would like you to show us around the For-bidden City,’ said Goat Face. 'My nameis. .. Mr
Stuffed Tube, | think you would cdl it. Y es. Stuffed Tube, I'm pretty sure—'

Six Beneficent Winds glanced hopefully towards the door.

'—and we are here to learn more about your won-derful . . . mountain . . . variety of bamboo . . . sound
of running water a evening . . .drat . . . civilization.'

Behind him, Truckle was energetically demonstrating to the rest of the Horde what he and Bruce the

Hoon's Skeletd Riders once did to atax gatherer. The sweeping arm movementsin particular occupied
Six Beneficent Winds attention. He couldn't understand the words but, somehow, you didn't need to.

"‘Why are you talking to him like that?

'‘Ghenghiz, I'm lost. There are no maps of the Forbidden City. We need a guide.’

Goat Face turned back to the taxman. 'Perhaps you would like to come with us? he said.

Out, thought Six Beneficent Winds. Y es! There may be guards out there!

‘Just aminute,’ said Diamond Teeth, as he nodded. 'Pick up your paintbrush and write down what | say.’

A minute |ater, they'd gone. All that remained in the taxman's office was an amended piece of paper,
which reed asfollows:

'‘Roses arered, violets are blue. Seven Lucky Logsto be given one pig and dl the rice he can carry,
because heis now One Lucky Peasant. By order of Six Beneficent Winds, Collector of Revenues,
Langtang. Help. Help. If anyone readsthis| am being held prisoner by an evil eunuch. Help.'



Rincewind and Twoflower lay in their separate cells and talked about the good old days. At least,
Two-flower talked about the good old days. Rincewind worked at a crack in the stone with a piece of
straw, it being al he had to hand. It would take savera thousand years to make any kind of impression,
but that was no reason to give up.

'Dowe get fed in here? he said, interrupting the flow of reminiscence.

'Oh, sometimes. But it's not like the marvellous food in Ankh-Morpork.’

‘Redly, murmured Rincewind, scratching away. A tiny piece of mortar seemed ready to move.

I'll dways remember the taste of Mr Dibbler's sausages.

'People do.’

‘A once-in-alifetime experience.’

"Frequently.'

The straw broke.

'Damn and blast!" Rincewind sat back. 'What's so important about the Red Army? he said. 'l mean,
they're just abunch of kids. Just a nuisance!’

'Yes, I'm afraid things got rather confused,’ said Twoflower. 'Um. Have you ever heard of the theory
that History goesin cycles?

'l saw adrawing in one of Leonard of Quirm's notebooks—' Rincewind began, trying again with another
Sraw.

'No, | mean.. .. likea. .. whed, spinning. If you stand in the same placeit al comes round again?
'Oh,that . Blast!"
'Wéll, alot of people believeit here. They think History starts again every three thousand years.

'Could be,' said Rincewind, who was looking for another straw and wasn't redlly listening. Then the
words sank in. "Three thousand years? That's a bit short, isn't it? The whole thing? Stars and oceans and
intelligent life evolving from arts graduates, that sort of thing?

'Oh, no. That'sjust . . . stuff.Proper history started with the founding of the Empire by One Sun Mirror.
Thefirst Emperor. And his servant, the Great Wizard. Just alegend, redlly. It'sthe sort of thing peasants
believe. They look at something like the Great Wall and say, thet's such amarvelousthing it must have
been built by magic. .. AndtheRed Army . . . what itprobably was was just awell-organized body of
trained fighting men. Thefirst red army, you see. All there was before was just undisciplined mobs.
That'swhat it must have been. Not magicd at al. The Grest Wizard couldn't redlly havemade . . . What
the peasantsblieveisdlly . . .

'Why, what do they believe?

"They say the Great Wizard made the earth come alive. When all the armies on the continent faced One



Sun Mirror the Great Wizard . . . flew akite'

‘Sounds sensible to me," said Rincewind. "When thereés war around take the day off, that's my motto.'

'No, you don't understand. Thiswas a specid kite. It trapped the lightning in the sky and the Great
Wizard stored it in bottles and then took the mud itself and . . . baked it with the lightning, and made it
intoanamy.’

‘Never heard of any spellsfor that.'

'And they have funny ideas about reincarnation, too . . .'

Rincewind conceded that they probably would. It probably whiled away those long water-buffaoid
hours. hey, after | diel hopel comeback as. . . aman holding awater buffalo, but facing a different

way.
'Er ... no, said Twoflower. They don't think you comeback at dl. Er . . . I'm not using the right words,
am|?. .. Bit corroded on thislanguage . . . | mean “reincarnation. It'slike reincarnation backwards.
They think you're born before you die’

'Oh, redlly? said Rincewind, scratching at the stones. 'Amazing! Born before you die? Life before
death? People will get redly excited when they hear about that.'

‘That'snot exactly . . . er. It'sal tied in with ancestors. Y ou should always venerate ancestors because
you might be them oneday, and . . . Areyou listening?

Thelittle piece of mortar fell away. Not bad for ten minutes work, thought Rincewind. Come the next
Ice Age, we'reout of here. . .

It dawned on him that he was working on thewall that led to Twoflower's cell. Taking severd thousand
yearsto break into an adjoining cell could well be thought awaste of time.

He started on adifferent wall. Scratch . . . scratch. . .

There was aterrible scream.

Scratchscratchscratch—

'Sounds like the Emperor haswoken up,’ said Twoflower's voice from the hole in the wall.

"That'skind of an early morning torture, isit? said Rincewind. He started to hammer at the huge blocks
with apiece of shattered stone.

It'snot redly hisfault. He just doesn't understand about people.’
'Isthat s0?
"Y ou know how common kids go through astage of pulling the wings off flies?

'Inever did,' said Rincewind. 'Y ou can't trust flies. They may look small but they can turn nasty.'



'Kidsgenerdly, | mean.’

Yes?Wel?

"Heis an Emperor. No-one ever dared tell him it was wrong. It'sjust amatter of, you know, scaling up.
All thefive familiesfight among themsalvesfor the crown. Hekilled his nephew to become Emperor.
No-one has ever told him that it's not right to keep killing people for fun. At least, no-one who has ever
managed to get to the end of the first sentence. And the Hongs and the Fangs and the Tangs and the

Sungs and the M cSweeneys have been killing one another for thousands of years. It'sal part of theroyal
succession.’

'McSweeneys?

'Very old-established family.'

Rincewind nodded gloomily. It was probably like breeding horses. If you have a system where
treacher-ous murdererstend to win, you end up breedingreally treacherous murderers. Y ou end up with
adtuation whereit's dangerousto lean over acradle. . .

There was another scream.

Rincewind started kicking at the stones.

A key turned in thelock.

'Oh," said Twoflower.

But the door didn't open.

Findly Rincewind waked over and tried the big iron ring.

The door swung outwards, but not too far because the recumbent body of a guard makes an unusua but
efficient doorstop.

Therewas awholering of keys hanging from the onein thedoor . . .

An inexperienced prisoner would smply have run for it. But Rincewind was a post-graduate student in
the art of staying dive, and knew that in circumstances like these much the best thing to do was let out
every single prisoner, pat each one hurriedly on the back and say, 'Quick! They're coming for you!" and
then go and Sit somewhere nice and quiet until the pursuit has disappeared in the distance.

He opened the door to Twoflower's cdl first.

The little man was skinnier and grubbier than he remembered, and had awispy beard, but in one very
sgnificant way he had the feature that Rincewind remembered so well - the big, beaming, trusting smiled

that suggested that anything bad currently happening to him was just some sort of laughable mistake and
would be bound to be sorted out by reasonable people.

‘Rincewind! Itisyoul! | certainly never thought I'd seeyou again!’ he said.

'Y es, | thought something on those lines," said Rincewind.



Twoflower looked past Rincewind at the falen guard.

'Ishe dead? he said, speaking of aman with asword haf buried in his back.

‘Extremdly likely.'

'Didyou do that?

'l wasinsde the cdl!'

'‘Amazing! Good trick!'

Despite severa years of exposure to the facts of the matter, Rincewind remembered, Twoflower had
never redly wanted to grasp the fact that his companion had the magica abilities of the common house
fly. It was usdlessto try to dissuade him. It just meant that modesty was added to the list of non-existent
virtues.

Hetried some of the keysin other cdll doors. Various raggedy people emerged, blinking in the dightly
better light. One of them, turning hisbody dightly in order to get it through the door, was Three Y oked
Oxen. From the look of him he'd been beaten up, but this might just have been someone's attempt to
attract his attention.

‘Thisis Rincewind,' said Twoflower proudly. The Great Wizard. Did you know hekilled the guard from
ingdethe cel?

They politely ingpected the corpse.

'l didn't, redlly,’ said Rincewind.

'‘And he's modest, too!'

‘Long Life To The People's Endeavour!’ said Three Y oked Oxen through rather swollen lips.

""MinesA Pint!" ' said Rincewind. 'Here's bigfella keys belong door, you go | ettee people outee
chop-chop.’

One of the freed prisoners limped to the end of the passage.

"Therésadead guard here,' he said.

It wasn't me,' said Rincewind plaintively. '| mean, perhaps | wished they were dead, but—'

People edged away. Y ou didn't want to be too close to anyone who could wish like that.

If this had been Ankh-Morpork someone would have said, 'Oh, yeah, sure, he magically stabbed them
in the back? But that was because people in Ankh-Morpork knew Rincewind, and they knew that if a
wizard really wanted you dead you'd have no back |eft to stab.

Three Y oked Oxen had been able to master the technica business of opening doors. More swung open



‘Lotus Blossom? said Rincewind.
She clung to Oxen'sarm and smiled at Rincewind. Other members of the cadre trooped out behind her.

Then, to Rincewind's amazement, shelooked at Twoflower, screamed, and threw her arms around his
neck.

'Extended Continuation To Filid Affection!" chanted Three Y oked Oxen.

""Close Cover Before Striking!" ' said Rincewind. 'Er. What exactly is happening?

A very small Red soldier tugged at hisrobe.

'Heisher daddy,' it said.

'Y ou never said you had children!"

I'msurel did. Often,’ said Twoflower, disentangling himself. 'Anyway . . . itisalowed.
‘You'remarried !'

I was, yes. I'm surel must have said.’

"We were probably running away from something at the time. So there'saMrs Twoflower, isthere?

"There wasfor awhile," said Twoflower, and for amoment an expression amost of anger distorted his
preternaturaly benign countenance. ‘Not, aas, any more.'

Rincewind looked away, because that was better than looking a Twoflower'sface.

Butterfly had aso emerged. She stood just outside the cell door, with her hands clasped in front of her.
looking down demurely at her feet.

Twoflower rushed over to her.

‘Butterfly!"

Rincewind looked down at the rabbit clutcher.

'She another daughter, Pearl?

"Yeth.'

The little man came towards Rincewind, dragging the girls.

'Have you met my daughters? he said. Thisis Rincewind, who—'
'We have had the pleasure,’ said Buitterfly, gravely.

'How did you al get here? said Rincewind.



"We fought as hard as we could,' said Butterfly. 'But there were smply too many of them.'
'l hope you didn't try to grab their weapons,” said Rincewind, as sarcadtically as he dared.
Butterfly glared a him.

'Sorry," said Rincewind.

'Herb saysit isthe system that isto blame,' said L otus Blossom.

'I bet he's got a better system al worked out." Rincewind looked at the throng of prisoners. They usualy
have. Whereis he, by the way?

The girlslooked around.

'l don't seehim here,' said Lotus Blossom. 'But | think that when the guards attacked us he laid down his
lifefor the cause!

Why?

‘Because that'swhat he said we should do. | am ashamed that | did not. But they seemed to want to
capture us, not kill us!'

'l did not see him,’ said Butterfly. She and Rince-wind exchanged aglance. 'l think perhaps. . . hewas
not there.'

'Y ou mean he had been caught aready? said Lotus Blossom.

Butterfly looked at Rincewind again. It occurred to him that wheress L otus Blossom had inherited a
Twoflower view of theworld, Butterflymust have taken after her mother. She thought more like
Rince-wind, i.e., theworst of everyone.

'Perhaps,’ shesaid.

'Make Cons derable Sacrifice For The Common Good,' said Three Y oked Oxen.

""Thereés One Born Every Minute," ' said Rince-wind, absently.

Butterfly seemed to get agrip on hersdlf.

'However,' she said, ‘we must make the most of this opportunity.’

Rincewind, who had been heading for the dairs, froze.

'Exactly what do you mean? he said.

'Don't you see? We are at large in the Forbidden City!"

‘Not me!' said Rincewind. 'lI've never been at large. |I've always been at hunched.'



"The enemy brought usin here and now we are free—'

‘Thanksto the Great Wizard,' said Lotus Blossom.

'—and we must seizethe day!"

She picked upa sword from a stricken guard and waved it dramatically.

"We must storm the palace, just as Herb suggested!”

"Therésonly thirty of you!" said Rincewind. "Y ou're not astorm! Y ou're ashower!

‘There are hardly any guards within the city itself,' said Butterfly. 'If we can overcome those around the
Emperor's apartments—'

"Youll bekilled!" said Rincewind.
Sheturned on him. Then at least we shdl have died for something!'
'Cleanse The State With The Blood Of Martyrs,' rumbled Three Y oked Oxen.

Rincewind spun around and waved afinger under Three Y oked Oxen's nose, which was as high ashe
could reach.

'I'll bloody well thump you if you trot out something like that one moretime!* he shouted, and then
grimaced at the redization that he had just threetened a man three times heavier than he was.

‘Listen to me, will you? he said, settling down alettle. "I know about people who talk about suffering for
the common good. It's never bloody them! When you hear aman shouting "'Forward, brave comrades!”

you'll see he's the one behind the bloody big rock and wearing the only really arrow-proof helmet!
Understand?

He stopped. The cadre were looking at him asif he was mad. He stared at their young, keen faces, and
fet very, very old.

‘But there are causes worth dying for,' said Buitterfly.

'No, there aren't! Because you've only got one life but you can pick up another five causes on any Street
corner!'

'Good grief, how can youlive with a philosophy like that?

Rincewind took adeep breath. 'Continuoudy!"

Six Beneficent Winds had thought it was a pretty good plan.. The horrible old men werelogt in the
Forbidden City. Although they had awiry look, rather like natural bonsai treesthat had managed to
flourish on awind-swept cliff, they were neverthelessvery old and not at al heavily armed.

S0 heled them in the direction of the gymnasium.



And when they wereinsde he screamed for help at top of hisvoice. To hisamazement, they didn't turn
and run.

'‘Canwekill himnow ? said Truckle.

A couple of dozen muscular men had stopped pounding logs of wood and piles of bricks and were
regarding them suspicioudy.

'‘Got any ideas? said Cohen to Mr Saveloy.

'Oh, dear. They're so verytough looking, aren't they?
'Y ou can't think of anything civilized?

'No. It'sover toyou, I'm afraid.'

‘Hah! Hah! | binwaiting for this' said Caleb, pushing forward. 'Bin practisng every day, 'n 1? With my
big lump o' teek.'

Theseareninjas,’ said Six Beneficent Winds proudly, as a couple of the men wandered towardsthe
door and pulled it shut. Thefinest fightersin theworld! Yield now!

That'sinteresting,’ said Cohen. 'Here, you, in the black pyjamas. .. Just got out of bed, have you?
Who'sthe best out of dl of you?

One of the men stared fixedly at Cohen and thrust out ahand at the nearest wall. It |eft adent.
Then he nodded at the tax gatherer. "What are these old fools you've brought us?
'l think they're barbarian invaders,' said the tax-man.

'How'd you - How'd he know that? said Boy Willie. "We're wearin' itchy trousers and eatin’ with forks
andevery thin—'

The leading ninja sneered. 'Heroic eunuchs? he said. 'Old men?
'Who're you calling aeunuch? Cohen demanded.

'Can | just show him what I've been practising with my lump o' tesk? said Caleb, hopping arthritically
from onefoot to the other.

Theninjaeyed the dab of timber.
'Y ou could not make a dent on that, old man,' he said.

'Y ou watch,' said Caleb. He held out the wood at arm's length. Then he raised his other hand, grunting a
little asit got past shoulder height.

'Y ou watching this hand? 'Y ou watching this hand? he demanded.



'l anwatching, said thelaugh.

'‘Good,' said Cdeb. He kicked the man squarely in the groin and then, as he doubled up, hit him over the
head with the teek.

'Cos you should've been watchin' thisfoot.'

And that would have been dl there wasto it if there had only been one ninja. But there was a clatter of
riceflails and an unsheathing of long, curved swords.

The Horde drew closer together. Hamish pushed back hisrug to reved their armoury, athough the
collection of notched blades |ooked positively homely compared with the shiny toys ranged against them.

"Teach, why don't you take Mr Taxman over to the corner out of harm'sway? said Ghenghiz.

Thisismadness!' said Six Beneficent Winds. They'rethe finest fightersin theworld and you'rejust old
men! Giveinnow and I'll seeif | can get you arebate!’

'‘Cam down, cadm down,' said Mr Saveloy. 'No-one's going to get hurt. Metaphoricaly, at least.”
Ghenghiz Cohen waved hissword afew times.

'OK, you lads," he said. 'Give us your best ninje.’

Six Beneficent Winds looked on in horror as the Horde squared up.

‘Butit will beterrible daughter!" he said.

I'm afraid S0, said Mr Saveloy. He fished in his pockets for abag of peppermints.

"Who are these mad old men? What do theydo ?

‘Barbarian heroing, generdly,’ said Mr Saveloy, 'Rescuing princesses, robbing temples, fighting
mon-sters, exploring ancient and terror-filled ruins.. . . that sort of thing.'

‘But they look old enough to be dead! Why do they do it?
Saveloy shrugged. That's al they've ever done.’

A ninjasomersaulted down the room, screaming, asword in either hand; Cohen waited in an attitude
rather smilar to that of abaseball batter.

'l wonder,' said Mr Saveloy, 'if you have ever heard of the term "evolution"?
Thetwo met. Theair blurred.

'Or "surviva of thefittest"? said Mr Saveloy.

The scream continued, but rather more urgently.

'l didn't even see his sword move!" whispered Six Beneficent Winds.



'Y es. People often don't,' said Mr Saveloy.
‘But. . .they'resoold!

'Indeed,’ said the teacher, raising his voice above the screams, 'and of coursethisistrue. They are very
old barbarian heroes.'

The taxman Stared.

'Would you like a peppermint? said Mr Saveloy, as Hamish's whed chair thundered past in pursuit of a
man with a broken sword and apressing desireto stay alive. 'Y ou may find it helps, if you are around the
Hordefor any length of time.'

The aromafrom the proffered paper bag hit Six Beneficent Winds like aflamethrower.

'How can you smell anything after eating those?

"You can't, said Mr Saveloy happily.

The taxman continued to stare. The fighting was afast and furious affair but, somehow, only on one side.
The Horde fought like you'd expect old men to fight - dowly, and with care. All the activity was on the
part of the ninjas, but no matter how well flung the throwing star or speedy the kick, the target was
aways, without any obvious effort, not there.

‘Since we have this moment to chat,' said Mr Saveloy, as something with alot of blades hit thewall just
above the taxman's head, '| wonder: could you tell me about the big hill just outside the city? It isquitea
remarkable feature.’

'What? said Six Beneficent Winds distractedly.

Thebig hill.'

'Y ou want to know aboutthat? Now ?

'Geography isalittle hobby of mine.’

Someone's ear hit Six Beneficent Winds on the egr.

'Er. What? Wecdl it the Big Hill . . . Hey, look a what he's doing with his—'

It seemsremarkably regular. Isit anatura feature?

'What? Eh? Oh.. . . | don't know, they say it turned up thousands of years ago. During aterrible storm.
When thefirst Emperor died. He. . . hesgoing to be killed! He's going to be killed! He's going to be -
How did he do that?

Six Beneficent Winds suddenly remembered, asachild, playingShibo Yangcong-san with his
grand-father. The old man dwayswon. No matter how carefully held assembled his strategy, hed find

Grand-father would place atile quite innocently right in the crucid place just before he could make hisbig
move. The ancestor had spent hiswhole life playingshibo . The fight wasjust like that.



'Oh, my,' he said.

‘That'sright,' said Mr Saveloy. 'They've had alifetime's experience of not dying. They've become very
good at it.'

‘But .. . . why here? Why come here?
"We're going to undertake arobbery,’ said Mr Saveloy.

Six Beneficent Winds nodded sagely. The wedlth of the Forbidden City was legendary. Probably even
blood-sucking ghosts had heard of it.

"The Talking Vase of Emperor Pgi Su? hesad.

‘No.'

"The Jade Head of Sung Tsuit Li?

'No. Wrong track entirely, I'm afraid.’

'Not the secret of how silk is made?

'Good grief. Silkworms bottoms. Everyone knows that. No. Something rather more precious than that.'

Despite himsdlf, Six Beneficent Winds wasimpressed. Apart from anything e se, only seven ninjaswere
gtill slanding and Cohen was fencing with one of them whilerolling acigarette in the other hand.

And Mr Saveloy could seeit dawning in thefat man'seyes.
The same thing had happened to him.

Cohen cameinto peopl€esliveslike arogue planet into a peaceful solar system, and you felt yourself
being dragged along smply because nothing like that would ever happen to you again.

He himsdlf had been peacefully hunting for fossils during the school holidays when he had, more or less,
stumbled into the camp of those particular fossls called the Horde. They'd been quite friendly, because
he had neither weapons nor money. And they'd taken to him, because he knew things they didn't. And
that had beenit.

Hed decided there and then. It must have been something in the air. His past life had suddenly unrolled
behind him and he couldn't remember asingle day of it that had been any fun. And it had dawned on him
that he could join the Horde or go back to school and, pretty soon, alimp handshake, around of
gpplause and his pension.

It was something about Cohen. Maybe it was what they called charisma. It overpowered even his
normal smell of agoat that had just eaten curried asparagus. He did everything wrong. He cursed people
and used what Mr Saveloy considered very offensive language to foreigners. He shouted terms that
would have earned anyone ese afree dit throat from avariety of interesting ethnic wegpons - and he got
away with it, partly because it was clear that there was no actua malice there but mainly because he was,
well, Cohen, asort of basic natural force onlegs.



It worked on everything. When hewasn't actually fighting them, he got on alot better with trolls than did

people who merdly thought that trolls had rights just like everyone else. Even the Horde, bloody-minded
individudigtsto aman, fell for it.

But Mr Saveloy had aso seen the aimlessnessin their lives and, one night, he'd brought the conversation
round to the opportunities offered in the Aurient . . .

Therewasalight in Six Beneficent Winds expression.

'Have you got an accountant? he said.

'Well, no, as amatter of fact.'

'Will thistheft be treated asincome or capital ?

I haven't redly thought like that. The Horde doesn't pay taxes.'

'What? Not toanyone ?

'No. It'sfunny, but they never seem to keep their money for long. It seemsto disappear on drink and
women and high living. | suppose, from aheroing point of view, they may count astaxes!

Therewasa'pop' as Six Beneficent Winds uncorked asmall bottle of ink and licked hiswriting brush.
‘But those sort of things probably count as allowable expenses for abarbarian hero, hesaid. They are
part of thejob specification. And then of course thereiswear and tear on weaponry, protective clothing .
.. They could certainly clam for at least one new loincloth ayear—'

'l don't think they've claimed for one per century.’

'‘And there's pensions, of course.’

'‘Ah. Don't usethat word. They think it'sadirty word. But in awaythat iswhat they're herefor. Thisis
their last adventure.’

'When they've stolen this very vauable thing that you won't tell me about.’

‘That'sright. Y ou'd be very welcometo join us. Y ou could perhaps be abarbarian . . . to push beans. .
. alength of knotted string . . .ah . . . accountant. Have you ever killed anyone?

‘Not outright. But I've dways thought you can do considerable damage with awell-placed Final
Demand.

Mr Saveloy beamed. 'Ah, yes' he said. 'Civilization.'

The last ninjawas upright, but only just; Hamish had run hiswhed chair over hisfoot. Mr Saveloy patted
the taxman'sarm. 'Excuse me," he said. 'l find | often have to intervene at this stage.’

He padded over to the surviving man, who was looking around wildly. Six swords had become
interlaced around his neck as though he'd taken part in arather energetic folk dance.



'‘Good morning,' said Mr Saveloy. 'l should just point out that Ghenghiz hereis, despite appearances, a
remarkably honest man. Hefindsit hard to understand empty bravura. May | venture to suggest
therefore that you refrain from phraseslike "1 would rather die than betray my Erflperor” or "Go ahead
and do your worst" unless youredly, really mean them. Should you wish for mercy, asmple hand signa

will suffice. | strongly advise you not to attempt to nod.’
The young man looked sideways a Cohen, who gave him an encouraging smile.
Then hewaved ahand quickly.
The swords unwove. Truckle hit the ninjaover the head with a club.
It'sdl right, you don't have to go on about it, | didnt kill him," he said sulkily.

'Ow!" Boy Willie had been experimenting with ariceflail and had hit his own ear. 'How'd they manage to
fight with thisrubbish?

'Whut?

"These little Hogswatch decoration thingies look the business, though,' said Vincent, picking up a
throwing star. '‘Aaargh!' He sucked hisfingers. 'Usdlessforeign junk.’

"That bit where that lad sprang backwards right across the room with them axesin his hands was
impressive, though.'

"Yeah!

'Y ou didn't ought to have stuck your sword out like that, | thought.'
'He'slearned an important lesson.'

It won't do him much good now where hel's gone.’

'Whut?

Six Beneficent Windswas hdf laughing, haf shocked.

‘But...but...I'veseenthese guardsfight before!" he said. They'reinvincible !"

'No-onetoldus .’

‘But you beat them all!’
Yep!"

'And you'rejust eunuchs!'

There was a scrape of stedl. Six Beneficent Winds closed his eyes. He could fedl metal touching his neck
inat least five places.



"Theresthat word again,’ said the voice of Cohen the Barbarian.

‘But...youre...dressed ... as...eunuchs. .. murmured Six Beneficent Winds, trying not to
swvalow.

Mr Saveloy backed away, chuckling nervoudy.

"You see,’ he said, speaking fast, 'you're too old to be taken for guards and you don't ook like
bureaucrats, so | thought it would be, er, avery good disguiseto—'

'‘Eunuch? roared Truckle. 'Y ou mean people've been looking a me and thinking I mince around saying,
Helluo, Saltat ?

Like many men whose testosterone had aways doshed out of their ears, the Horde had never fine-tuned
their approach to the more complex areas of sexuality. A teacher to the core, Mr Saveloy couldn't help
correcting them, even a swordpoint.

"That means, "the glutton dances’, not, asyou seem to think, "hello, sallor”, which isheus nauta ,' he
said. 'And eunuchs don't say it. Not as amatter of course. Look, it'sanhonour to beaeunuchinthe
Forbidden City. Many of them occupy very exdted positionsin—'

"Then prepare yoursdlf for high office, teacher!” Truckle shouted.

Cohen knocked the sword out of his hand.

‘All right, none of that. | don't likeit either,' he said, 'but it'sjust adisguise. Shouldn't mean anything to a
man who once bit abear's head off, should it?

Yeah, but . ..youknow ...it'snot. . .| mean, when we went past those young ladies back there they
dlgigged. .

'Maybe later you can find them and make them laugh,” said Cohen. 'But you should'vetold us, Teach.'
'Sorry.!

"Whut? Whatseesay?

'He said youreaEUNUCH!" Boy Willie bellowed in Hamish's ear.

'Y ep!" said Hamish happily.

"What?

‘That'sme! The onean' only!

'No, hedidn't mean—'

'Whut?

'Oh, never mind. It'sal pretty much the sameto you, Hamish.'



Mr Saveloy surveyed the wrecked gym. '| wonder what timeit is? he said.

'Ah," gurgled Six Beneficent Winds, happy to lighten things alittle. 'Here, you know, we have an amazing
demon-powered device that tells you what the time is even when the sun isnt—'

'Clocks,’ said Mr Saveloy. "We've got them in Ankh-Morpork. Only demons evaporate eventually so
now they work by—' He paused. ‘Interesting. Y ou don't have aword for it. Er. Shaped metal that does
work? Toothed wheels?

The taxman looked frightened. 'Whed s with teeth?

'What do you cdl the thingsthat grind corn?

'Peasants.’

'Y es, but what do they grind corn with?

I don't know. Why should | know? Only peasants need to knowthat .'

'Yes, | supposethat saysit dl, redly,’ said Mr Saveloy sadly.

It'salong way off dawn," said Truckle. 'Why don't we go and kill everyonein their beds?

'No, no, no!" said Mr Saveloy. 'l keep telling you, we've got to do itproperly .

'l could show you the treasure house,' said Six Beneficent Winds helpfully.

‘Never agood ideato give amonkey the key to abanana plantation, said Mr Saveloy. 'Can you think
of anything €l se to keep them amused for an hour?

Down in the basement, there was a man who was tal king about the government. At the top of hisvoice.

'Y ou can't fight for acause! A causeisjust athing!’

Then we arefighting for the peasants,’ said Butterfly. She'd backed away. Rincewind's anger was
coming off him like steam.

'Oh?Have you ever met them?

'I - have seen them.'

'Oh, good! And what isit you want toachieve ?

‘A better lifefor the people,’ said Butterfly coldly.

"Y ou think you having some uprising and hanging afew peoplewill do it? Wdll, | comefrom

Ankh-Morpork and we've had more rebellions and civil warsthan you've had . . . lukewarm ducks feet,
and you know what? Therulersare fill in charge! They dways are!'



They amiled a him in polite and nervous incomprehension.

'Look," he said, rubbing hisforehead. 'All those people out in the fields, the water buffalo people. . . If
you have arevolutionitll dl be better for them, will it?

'Of course," said Buitterfly. They will no longer be subject to the crud and capricious whims of the
Forbidden City.'

'Oh, that's good,’ said Rincewind. 'So they'll sort of bein charge of themselves, will they?

'Indeed,’ said Lotus Blossom.

'By means of the People's Committee,' said Butter-fly.

Rincewind pressed both hands to his head.

'My word," he said. 'l don't know why, but | had this predictive flash!"

They looked impressed.

'I had this sudden fedling,” he went on, 'that there won't be dl that many water buffalo string holderson
the People's Commiittee. Infact . . . | get thiskind of . . . voicetelling methat alot of the People's
Committee, correct meif I'm wrong, are standing in front of me right now?

'Initially, of course,' said Butterfly. "The peasants can't even read and write.'

'l expect they don't even know how to farm properly,’ said Rincewind, gloomily. 'Not after doing it for
only three or four thousand years.'

'We certainly believe that there are many improvements that could be made, yes,' said Butterfly. 'If we
act collectively.'

'l bet they'll beredlly glad when you show them," said Rincewind.

He stared glumly at the floor. He quite liked the job of awater buffalo string holder. 1t sounded nearly as
good as the profession of castaway. He longed for the kind of life where you could realyconcentrate on
the squishiness of the mud underfoot, and make up picturesin the clouds; the kind of life where you could
let your mind catch up with you and speculate for hours at atime about when your water buffalo was
next going to enrich theloam. But it was probably difficult enough asit waswithout peopletrying to
improveit. ..

He wanted to say: how can you be so nice and yet so dumb? The best thing you can do with the
pessantsis|eave them aone. Let them get on with it. When people who can read and write sart fighting
on behdf of people who cant, you just end up with another kind of stupidity. If you want to help them,
build abig library or something somewhere and |leave the door open.

But thisisHunghung. Y ou can't think like that in Hunghung. Thisiswhere people have learned to do
what they're told. The Horde worked that one ouit.

The Empire's got something worse than whips dl right. It's got obedience. Whipsin the soul. They obey
anyone who tellsthem what to do. Freedom just means being told what to do by someone different.



Youll dl bekilled.

I'macoward. And even ,' know more about fights than you do. I've run away from some redly good
Oones.

'Oh, let'sjust get out of here," he said. He gingerly took the sword from a dead guard and held it the right
way round on the second attempt. He weighed it for a second, then shook his head and threw it away.

The cadre looked alot happier.

‘But I'm not leading you," said Rincewind. 'I'm just showing you the way. And it'sthewayout , do you
understand?

They stood wearing rather bruised looks, as people do who've been subject to several minutes ranting.
No-one spoke, until Twoflower whispered:

'He often goes on like this, you know. And then he does something very brave!

Rincewind snorted.

There was another dead guard at the top of the stairs. Sudden death seemed to be catching.
And, leaning againgt the wall, was abundle of swords. Tied to it wasascroll.

The Great Wizard has shown usthe way for only two minutes and already we have extraluck,’ said
Lotus Blossom.

'‘Don't touch the swords,' said Rincewind.

‘But supposing we see more guards? Should we not resist them with every drop of our lifeés blood? said
Butterfly.

Rincewind looked blank. 'No. Run away.'
'Ah, yes,' said Twoflower. 'And live to fight another day. That isan Ankh-Morpork saying.'

Rincewind had always assumed that the purpose of running away was to be able to run away another
day.

'However, he said, ‘people don't usudly find themselves mysterioudy let out of prison with abunch of
wegpons handily close by and dl the guards out of action. Ever thought of that?

'‘And with amap!' said Buitterfly.
Her eyes shone. She flourished the scrall.
'It'samap of theway out? said Rincewind.

'No! To the Emperor's chambers! Look, it has been marked! That'swhat Herb used to talk about
sometimes! He must bein the palace! We should nate the Emperor!’



'‘Moreluck!" said Twoflower. '‘But ook, you know, I'm sureif we talked to him—'

'Haven't you been listening? We arenot going to see the Emperor!" hissed Rincewind. ‘Doesit occur to
you that guards don't stab themsalves? Cells don't suddenly become unlocked? Y ou don't find swords
lying around so conveniently and you don't, you regllydon't find maps saying "ThisWay, Folks'! And
anyway, you can't talk to someone who's a plate of prawn crackers short of a Set Meal A for Two!'

'No," said Buitterfly. "'We must make the most of this opportunity.’

Therewill be lots of guardd!’

'Wdll, Great Wizard, you'll have alot of wishing to do.'

"Y ou think | can sngp my fingerslikethis , and dl the guards would drop dead? Hah! | wish they would!'

"These two out here have,' Lotus Blossom reported, from the entrance to the dungeons. She was aready
in awe of Rincewind. Now shelooked positively terrified.

‘Coincidence!’

'Let's be serious,’ said Buiterfly. 'We have a sympathizer in the palace. Perhapsit is someone risking
their lives every moment! We know some of the eunuchs are on our side’

They've got nothing left to lose, | suppose.’

'Y ou have a better idea, Great Wizard?

'Yes. Back into the cells!'

‘What?

Thissmelswrong. Would youreally kill the Emperor? | mean,really ?
Butterfly hesitated.

"Weve often talked about it. Two Fire Herb said that if we could assassinate the Emperor we would
light the torch of freedom . . .’

'Yes. It'd be you, burning. Look, get back in the cells. It'sthe safest place. I'll lock youinand . . . scout.’
"That'savery brave suggestion, said Twoflower. 'And typica of the man," he added proudly.

Butterfly gave Rincewind alook held cometo dread.

'Iltisa good ideg," she said. "And | will accompany you.'

'Oh, but it'sbound to be.. . . very dangerous,’ said Rincewind quickly.

'No harm can possibly come to me when I'm with the Great Wizard,' said Butterfly.



‘Very true. Very true,' said Twoflower. ‘'No harm ever cameto me, | know that.'

'‘Besides," his daughter went on, 'l have the map. And it would be dreadful if you lost your way and
accidentally strayed out of the Forbidden City, wouldn't it?

Rincewind gavein. It struck him that Twoflower's late wife must have been aremarkably intelligent
woman.

'Oh, dl right," he said. 'But you're not to get in the way. And you're to do what | tell you, OK?
Butterfly bowed.

'Lead on, O Great Wizard,' she said.

‘I'knew it!" said Truckle. 'Poison!’

'No, no. You don't eat it. You rub it on your body," said Mr Saveloy. 'Watch. And you get what wein
cdvilizaioncaldean .

Mogt of the Horde stood wai st-deep in the warm water, every man with his hands chastely wrapped
around his body. Hamish had refused to relinquish hiswhedlchair, so only his head was above the
surface.

It'sdl prickly," said Cohen. 'And my skin's peeling off and dissolving.'

‘That'snot skin,' said Mr Saveloy. 'Haven'tany of you seen a bath before?

'Oh, Iseen one," said Boy Willie. 'l killed the Mad Bishop of Pseudopolisin one. You get' - he furrowed
his brow - 'bubbles and stuff. And fifteen naked maidens!'

'Whut?

'Definitely. Fifteen. Remember it well.'
‘That'smorelike it,' said Caleb.
‘Allwe've got to rub isthis soap stuff.’

"The Emperor isritualy bathed by twenty-two bath women," said Six Beneficent Winds. 'l could go and
check with the harem eunuchs and wake them up, if you like. It's probably alowable under Entertaining.'

The taxman was warming to his new job. Hed worked out that although the Horde, asindividuas, had
acquired mountains of cash in their careers as barbarian heroesthey'd lost dmost dl of it engaging in the
other activities (he mentally catal ogued these as Public Relations) necessary to the profession, and
therefore were entitled to quite a considerable rebate.

Thefact that they were registered with no revenue collecting authorityanywher e[ 23] wasentirely a
secondary point. It was the principle that counted. And the interest too, of course.



'No, no young women, | indst,’ said Mr Saveloy. Y ou're having abath to get clean. Plenty of time for
young women later.

'Gottadate when dl thisisover, said Caeb, alittle shyly, thinking wistfully of one of the few women
he'd ever had a conversation with. 'She's got her own farm, she said. | could be al right for aduck.’

'I bet Teach don't want you to say that,’ said Boy Willie. 'l bet held say you gottacall it awaterfowl.'
‘Huh, huh, hur!"
'Whut?

Six Beneficent Winds sidled over to the teacher as the Horde experimented with the bath ail, initialy by
drinking it.

'I've worked out what it isyou're going to stedl,’ he said.

'Oh, yes? said Mr Saveloy politdy. He was watching Caeb who, having had it brought hometo him
that he might have been adopting the wrong approach dl hislife, wastrying to cut hisnailswith his
sword.

'It'sthe legendary Diamond Coffin of Schz Yu!" said Six Beneficent Winds.

'No. Wrong again.'

Ioh.l

'Out of the baths, gentlemen,’ said the teacher. 'l think . . . yes. . . you've mastered commerce, socia
intercourse—'

‘—hur, hur, hur . . . sorry—'
'—and the principles of taxation,” Mr Saveloy went on.
'Have we done that? Whatare they, then? said Cohen.

'Y ou take away almost al the money that the merchants have got,' said Six Beneficent Winds, handing
him atowd.

'Oh, isthat it?1've been doing that foryears .’

'No, you've been taking awayall the money, said Mr Saveloy. 'That's where you go wrong. Y ou kill too
many of them, and the onesyou don't kill you leave too poor.’

‘Soundsfrightfully good to me," said Truckle, excavating the cretaceous contents of an ear. 'Poor
merchants, rich us.’

'No, no, no!"

‘No, no, no?



'Yes! That's notcivilized !

'It'slike with sheep,’ Six Beneficent Winds explained. "Y ou don't tear their skin off all in one go, you just
shear them every year.'

The Horde looked blank.
'Hunter-gatherers,' said Mr Savel oy, with atouch of hopelessness. "Wrong metaphor.'

'It'sthe marvelous Singing Sword of Wong, isn't it? whispered Six Beneficent Winds. 'That's what
you're going to sted!’

‘No. Infact, "stedl" israther the wrong word. Wdll, anyway, gentlemen . . . you might not yet be civilized
but at least you're nice and clean, and many peoplethink thisisidentical. Time, | think, for . . . action.’

The Horde straightened up. This was back in the area they understood.
"To the Throne Room!" said Ghenghiz Cohen.
Six Beneficent Winds wasn't that fast on the uptake, but at last he put two and two together.

'It'sthe Emperor!" he said, and raised his hand to his mouth in horror tinged with evil ddlight. 'Y ou're
going to kidnap him!'

Diamonds glittered when Cohen grinned.

There were two dead guardsin the corridor leading to the private Imperia gpartments.

'Look, how come you were al taken alive? whispered Rincewind. 'The guards | saw had big swords.
How come you're not dead?

'I suppose they planned to torture us,' said Butter-fly 'We did injure ten of them.'

Oh? Pasted posters on them, did you? Sang revol-utionary songs until they gave in? Listen, someone
wanted you dive.'

The floors sang in the darkness. Every footstep produced a chorus of squeaks and groans, just like the
floorboards at the University. But you didn't expect that sort of thing in anice shiny palace likethis.

"They're cdled nightingale floors," said Butterfly. "The carpenters put little meta collars around the nails
S0 that no-one can creep up unawares.’

Rincewind looked down at the corpses. Neither man had drawn his sword. He leaned hisweight on his
left foot. Thefloor squesked. Then heleaned on hisright foot. The floor groaned.

‘Thisisn't right, then," he whispered. "Y ou can't cregp up on someone on afloor like this. So someone
theyknew killed those guards. Let's get out of here. . .’

'Wego on,' said Butterfly firmly.



'It'satrap. Someone's using you to do their dirty work.'

She shrugged. Turn left by the big jade statue.’

It was four in the morning, an hour before dawn There were guardsin the officia staterooms, but not
very many. After dl, thiswaswell ingde the Forbidden City, with itshigh walsand smal gates. It wasnt

as though anything was going to happen.

It needed a specid type of mind to stand guard over some empty roomsdl night. One Big River had
such amind, orbiting gently within the otherwise blissful emptiness of hisskull.

They'd happily called him One Big River because he was the same size and moved at the same speed as

the Hung. Everyone had expected him to become atsimo wrestler, but he'd failed the intelligence test
because he hadn't eaten the table.

It wasimpossible for him to get bored. He just didn't have the imagination. But, since the visor of his
huge helmet registered a permanent expression of metal rage, hedd in any case cultivated the art of going
to deep on hisfest.

He was dozing happily now, aware only of an occasiona squesking, like that of avery cautious mouse.

The helmet's visor swung up. A voice said: 'Would you rather die than betray your Emperor?

A second voice said: 'Thisisnot atrick question.’

One Big River blinked, and then turned his gaze downwards. An apparition in asqueaky-wheded
wheedlchair had avery large sword pointing at exactly that inconvenient place where his upper armour

didn't quite meet hislower armour.

A third voice said: 'l should add that the last twenty-nine people who answered wrong are. . . dried
shredded fish . . . sorry, dead.’

A fourth voice said: '"And we're not eunuchs.'
One Big River rumbled with the effort of thought.
' tink | rather live, hesaid.

A man with diamonds where histeeth should have been gave him acomradedly pat on the shoulder.
'‘Good man,’ he said. "Join the Horde. We could use aman like you. Maybe as a Siege wegpon.’

'Who you? hesaid.

"Thisis Ghenghiz Cohen,' said Mr Saveloy. 'Doer of mighty deeds. Sayer of dragons. Ravager of cities.
He once bought an apple’’

No-one laughed. Mr Saveloy had found that the Horde had no concept whatsoever of sarcasm.
Probably no-one had ever tried it on them.



One Big River had been raised to do what he wastold. Everyone had told him what to do, all through

hislife. Hefdl in behind the man with diamond teeth because he was the sort of man you followed when
he said 'follow'.

‘But, you know, there are tens of thousands of men whowould die rather than betray their Emperor,’
whispered Six Beneficent Winds, asthey filed through the corridors.

'l hope so."

'Some of them will be on guard around the For-bidden City. We've avoided them, but they're ill there.
WEIl haveto ded with them eventudly.'

'Oh, good!" said Cohen.

'Bad,' saild Mr Saveloy. 'That business with the ninjaswas just high pirits—'
'—high spirits—' murmured Six Beneficent Winds.

‘—but you don't want abig fight out in the open. It'll get messy.'

Cohen walked over to the nearest wall, which had a gorgeous pattern of peacocks, and took out his
knife.

'Paper,’ he said. 'Bloody paper. Paper walls." He poked his head through. There was a shrill whimper.
'Oops, sorry, maam. Officid wall ingpection.’ He extracted his head, grinning.

‘But you can't go through wallsl' said Six Beneficent Winds.

'Why not?

"They're - well, they'rethewalls . What would happen if everyone waked through walls? What do you
think doors arefor?

'I think they're for other people,’ said Cohen. "Which way's that throne room?

'Whut?

‘Thisislaterd thinking," explained Mr Saveloy, asthey followed him. ‘Ghenghiz is quite good at acertain
kind of laterd thinking.'

‘What alaterd?
'Er. It'sakind of muscle, | bdieve.'

"Thinking with your muscles. . . Yes. | see’ said Six Beneficent Winds.

Rincewind sdled into a space between thewdl and a statue of arather jolly dog with itstongue hanging
out.



'What now? said Butterfly.

'How big'sthe Red Army?

'We number many thousands,’ said Butterfly, defiantly.

'In Hunghung?

'Oh, no. Thereisacadrein every city.'

'Y ou know that, do you? Y ou've met them?

"That would be dangerous. Only Two Fire Herb knows how to contact them . . .

'Fancy that. Wéll, do you know what | think? 1 think someonewants arevolution. And youreall so
damn respectful and polite he's having hiswork cut out trying to organize one! But once you've got rebels
you can doanything .

"That can't betrue. . .

Therebelsin other cities, they do gresat revolutionary deeds, do they?

'We hear reportsal thetime!'

'From our friend Herb?

Butterfly frowned.

Yes. ..

'Y ourethinking, aren't you? said Rincewind. The old brain cdls arefindly banging together, yes?
Good. Have | convinced you?

... don't know.'

'Now let's go back.'

‘No. Now I've got to find out if what you're suggesting istrue.’

'Dying to find out, en? Good grief, you people make me soangry . Look, watch this. . .'

Rincewind strode to the end of the corridor. There was a pair of wide doors, flanked by a pair of jade
dragons.

He flung them back.

The room insde was low-ceilinged but large. In the centre, under a canopy, was abed. It was hard to
make out thefigure lying there, but it had that certain stillness that suggests the kind of deep from which
thereisunlikely to be any kind of avakening.



"You see? hesaid. 'Hesbeen .. . killed .. . dready . . .
A dozen soldiers were staring a Rincewind in amazement.

Behind him he heard the creaking of the floor and then some whooshing sounds followed by anoiselike
wet lesther being hit againgt rock.

Rincewind looked at the nearest soldier. The man was holding a sword.

One drop of blood coursed down the blade and, with abrief pause for dramatic effect, fell onto the
floor.

Rincewind looked up and raised his hat.
'l do beg your pardon,’ he said, brightly. 'lsn't this room 3B?

Andranfor it.

Thefloors screamed under him, and behind him someone screamed Rincewind's nickname, which was:
'Don't let him get away!'

Let me get away, Rincewind prayed, oh, please, et me get away.
He dipped as he turned the corner, skidded through a paper wall and landed in an ornamental fish pond.

But Rincewind in full flight had catlike, even messianic abilities. The water barely rippled under hisfeet as
he bounced off the surface and headed away.

Another wall erupted and he was in what was possibly the same corridor.
Behind him, someone landed heavily on avauablekoi.

Rincewind shot forward again.

From; that was the most important factor in any mindless escape. Y ou were dways runningfrom. To
could look after itsdlf.

He cleared along flight of shallow stone steps, rolled upright at the bottom and set off at random aong
another corridor.

Hislegs had sorted themsalves out now. First the mad, wild dash to get you out of immediate danger

and then the good solid strides to put as much distance as possible between you and it. That wasthe
trick.

History told of arunner who'd run forty miles after abattle to report its successful outcome to those at
home. He was traditionally regarded as the greatest runner of al time, but if he'd been reporting news of
animpending battle he'd have been overtaken by Rincewind.

Andyet . . . someone was gaining.



A knife poked through the wall of the throne room and cut a hole large enough to afford space for an
upright man or onewhedchair.

There was muttering from the Horde.

‘Bruce the Hoon never went in the back way.'
'Shut up.'

'‘Never one for back gates, Bruce the Hoon.'
'Shut up.'

"When Bruce the Hoon attacked Al Khdi, hedid it right at the main guard tower, with athousand
screaming men on very small horses!’

"Yeah, but. . . last | saw of Bruce the Hoon, his head was on aspike.'

‘All right, I'll grant you that. But at least it was over the main gate. | mean, at least hegot in.'

‘His head did.'

'Oh,my..."

Mr Saveloy was gratified. The room they'd stepped into was enough to silence the Horde, if only briefly.
It was large, of course, but that hadn't been its only purpose. One Sun Mirror, as he welded the tribes
and countries and little idand nations together, had wanted aroom built which said to chieftains and
ambassadors: thisisthe biggest space you've ever beenin, it is more splendid than anything you could
ever imagine, and weve got alot more roomslikethis.

He had wanted it to be impressive. He had very clearly wanted it to intimidate mere barbarians so much
that they'd give in there and then. L et there be huge statues, he'd said. And vast decorative hangings. Let
there be pillars and carvings. Let the visitor be silenced by the sheer magnificence. Let it say to him, 'This

iscivilization, and you canjoinit or die. Now drop to your knees or be shortened some other way.'

The Horde gave it the benefit of their inspection.

Findly Truckle said, 'It'sdl right, | suppose, but not a patch on our chieftain'slonghouse back in Skund.
It hasn't even got afirein the middie of the floor, look.'

'Gaudy, tomy mind.'

'Whut?

Typicdly foregn.

'I'd do away with most of this and get some decent straw on the floor, afew shields round the walls!'
'Whut?

'Mind you, get in afew hundred tables and you could have ahelluva carousein here!’



Cohen walked across the huge expanse towards the throne, which was under avast ornamenta canopy.
"'Sgot 'numbrelaover it, look.'

'Probably theroof leaks. Y ou can't trust tiles. A good reed thatch'll give you forty years bonedry.'
The throne was lacquered wood, but with many precious gems set in it. Cohen sat down.
'Isthisit? he said. "We've doneit, Teach?

'Y es. Of course, now you haveto get away withiit,' ssid Mr Saveloy.

I'm sorry,’ said Six Beneficent Winds. 'What've you done?

'Y ou know that thing we were here to steal ? said the teacher.

'Yes?

It'sthe Empire.’

The taxman's expression didn't change for afew seconds, and then it flowed into a horrified grin.

'I think some breakfast is called for before we go any further,' said Mr Saveloy. 'Mr Winds, perhapsyou
would be so good as to summon someone?

Thetaxman wasill grinning fixedly.

‘But...but...youcan't conquer an empirelikethis!' he managed. 'Y ou've got to have an army, like
thewarlords! Just walking in likethis. . . It'sagainst therules! And. .. and. . . there are thousands of
guards!’

'Yes, but they'redl out there,' said Mr Saveloy.

'Guarding us,' said Cohen.

'But they're guarding thereal Emperor!’

‘That'sme," said Cohen.

'Oh yeah? said Truckle. "Who died and madeyou Emperor?

'No-one hasto die,' said Mr Saveloy. 'It's called usurping.’

That'sright," said Cohen. 'Y ou just say, see here, Gunga Din, you're out on your ear, OK? Piss off to
some idand somewhere or—'

'Ghenghiz,' said Mr Saveloy gently, 'do you think you could refrain from referring to foreignersin that
rather offensvefashion?It'snot civilized.'

Cohen shrugged.



'Y ou're ftill going to have big trouble with the guards and things," said Six Beneficent Winds.
'‘Maybe not,' said Cohen. 'Tdl 'em, Teach.'

'Have you everseen the, er, former Emperor? said Mr Saveloy. 'Mr Winds?

'Of course not. Hardly anyone has seen—'

He stopped.

‘Thereyou are, then,' said Mr Saveloy. 'Very quick on the uptake, Mr Winds. As befitsthe Lord High
Chief Tax Gatherer.'

‘But it won't work because—' Six Beneficent Winds stopped again. Mr Saveloy's words reached his
brain.

‘Lord High Chief? Me? The black hatwith the red ruby button?
IY%I
'‘And afeather init, if you like,' said Cohen munificently.

The taxman looked in rapt consideration.

'S0.. . . if therewas, say, amere Digtrict Administrator who wasincredibly crue to his staff, particularly
to ahard-working deputy, and thoroughly deserving of agood sound thrashing—'

'Asthe Lord High Chief Tax Gatherer, of course, that would be entirely your affair.’
Six Beneficent Winds grin now threatened to remove the top of his head.

'On the subject of new taxation, he said, 'I've often had this thought that fresh air isdl too readily
avallable at far below the cost of production—'

'Wewill listen to your ideas with extreme interest,’ said Mr Saveloy. 'In the meantime, please arrange
breakfast.'

'And have summoned,’ said Cohen, 'al those buggers who think they know what the Emperor looks
like'

The pursuer was closing.

Rincewind skidded around a corner and there, blocking the passageway, were three guards. These were
not dead. They were dive, and they had got swords.

Someone cannoned into the back of him, pushed him to the ground, and legpt past.

He shut hiseyes.



There were a couple of thumps, agroan, and then avery strange metdlic noise.

It was a hdmet, spinning round and round on the floor.

Hewas pulled to hisfest.

'Areyou going to liearound al day? said Butterfly. 'Come on. They're not far behind!’
Rincewind glanced a the recumbent guards, and then loped after the girl.

'How many of them are there? he managed.

'Seven now. But two of them arelimping and one's having trouble bresthing. Comeon .’
'Y ouhit them?

'Do you dways wagte bregth like this?

‘Never found anyone who could keep up with me before!”

They turned acorner and dmost ran into another guard.

Butterfly didn't even stop. Shetook aladylike step, whirled around on one foot, and kicked the man so
hard on his ear that he spun on his own axis and landed on his head.

She paused, panted, and tucked a hair back into place.

'We should split up,' she said.

'Oh, no!" said Rincewind. 'l mean, | must protect you!'

I'll head back to the others. Y ou lead the guards away somewhere—'
‘Can youall do that?

'Of course,’ said Butterfly, testily. 'Itold you we fought the guards. 'Now, if we split up one of usis
bound to escape. The murderers! We were supposed to take the blame for that!"

'Didnt | try to tell you? | thought youwanted him dead!’
'Y es, but were rebels. They were paace guards!'
'

‘Notime. Seeyou in Heaven.'

She darted away.

Ioh,'



Rincewind looked around. It had al gone quiet.

Guards appeared at the end of the corridor, but cautioudly, as befitted people who'd just met Butterfly.

There!'

Isit her?

‘No, it'shim!'

'Get him!'

He accelerated again, rounded a corner, and found that he wasin a cul-de-sac that would undoubtedly,
given the sounds behind, become adead end. But there was apair of doors. He kicked them open, ran

insde, and dowed . . .

The space insgde was dark, but the sound and air suggested alarge space and a certain flatulent
component indicated some kind of stable.

There was some light, though, from afire. Rincewind trotted towards it and saw that it was under ahuge
cauldron, man-szed, full of bailing rice.

And now that his eyes were accustomed to the gloom he redlized that there were shapeslying on dabs
aong both walls of an enormous room.

They were snoring gently.

They were, in fact, people. They might even have been humans, or at least had humansin their ancestry
before someone, hundreds of years ago, had said, 'Let's see how big and fat we can breed people. Let's
try for realy big bastards.’

Each giant frame was dressed in what |ooked like anappy to Rincewind's eyes and was dozing happily
alongside abowl holding enough rice to explode twenty people, just in caseit woke up in the night and
fdt likealight snack.

A couple of his pursuers appeared in the doorway, and stopped. Then they advanced, but very
cautioudy, carefully watching the gently moving mounds.

‘O, 0i, oi!" shouted Rincewind.

The men stopped and stared at him.

'Wakey wakey! Let's seetherising sons!' He grabbed a mighty ladle and banged it on the rice cauldron.
'Up you get! Hands off - er - whatever you can find and on with socks!'

The deepers irred.

‘Oooorrrrr?

'‘Ooo0aaanooooor!’



The room shook asforty tree-trunk legs swung off the dabs. Flesh rearranged itself so that, in the gloom,
Rincewind appeared to be being watched by twenty small pyramids.

'Haaaroooooohhhh?

"Those men,' said Rincewind, pointing desperately at his pursuers, who were dowly backing away,
‘those men have a pork sandwich!'

'‘Oorrry orrraaah?

‘Oooorrrr?

'With mustard!'

‘Oooorrrr!’

Twenty very smal headsturned. A totd of eighty specidized neuronesfired into life.

And the floor shook. The wrestlers started to move hopefully towards the men, in adow but deliberate
run designed to be hdted only by collison with another wrestler or a continent.

‘Oooorrr!

Rincewind dashed for the far door and burst through it. A couple of men were sitting inasmall room
drinking teaand playingshibo , watched by athird.

"Thewrestlers are wrestless!' he shouted. 'l think you've got a ssampede going on!*
A man threw down hisshibo tiles. '‘Blast! And it's been at least an hour since they were fed!’
The men grabbed various nets and prods and items of protective clothing, leaving Rincewind aone.

There was another door. He sashayed through it. HEd never essayed a sashay before, but he reckoned
he was due a sashay for quick thinking.

There was another passage. Heran down it, on the basis that abbsence of pursuit is no reason to stop
running.

Lord Hong wasfolding paper.

Hewas an expert at it because when he did it he gaveit hisfull attention. Lord Hong had amind likea
knife, though possbly aknife with a curved blade.

The door did aside. A guard, red in the face from running, threw himsdlf on to thefloor.
'O Lord Hong, who is exalted—

'Yes, indeed,’ said Lord Hong distantly, essaying ataxing crease. 'What has gone wrong thistime?



'‘My lord?

'l ' asked you what has gone wrong.'

'Uh. .. wekilled the Emperoras directed—'

'By whom?

'My lord! Y ou commanded it!'

'Did 1?7 said Lord Hong, folding the paper lengthwise.

The guard shut hiseyes. He had avision, avery short vision, of the future. Therewasaspikeinit. He
carried on.

‘But the. . . prisoners can't be found anywhere, lord! We heard someone approach and then . . . well,
we saw two people, lord. We're chasing them. But the others have vanished.'

'No dogans? No revolutionary posters? Noculprits ?

'No, lord.’

'l see. Remain here!

Lord Hong's hands continued with the folding as he looked at the room's other occupant.
'Y ou have something to say, Two Fire Herb? he said pleasantly.

Therevolutionary |eader looked sheepish.

"The Red Army has been quite expensive, said Lord Hong. 'The printing costsaone. . . And you
cannot say | have not helped you. We unlocked the doors and killed the guards and gave your wretched
people swords and amap, did we not? And now | can hardly claim that they killed the Emperor, may he
stay dead for ten thousand years, when thereis no sgn of them. People will ask too many questions. |
can hardly killeveryone . And we appear to have some barbariansin the building, too.'

‘Something must have gone wrong, my lord." Herb was hypnotized by the moving hands as they
caressed that paper.

'What apity. | do not likeit when things go wrong. Guard? Redeem your miserable self. Take him away.
| will haveto try adifferent plan.’

‘My lord!
'Yes, Two Fire Herb?

'Whenyou . .. whenweagreed . . . when it was agreed that the Red Army should be turned over to
vou, you did promise meindemnity.’

Lord Hong smiled.



'Oh, yes. | recdll. | said, did | not, that | would neither say nor write any order for your death? And |
must keep my word, otherwise what am 17?7

Hefolded the last crease and opened his hands, putting the little paper decoration on the lacquered table
besdehim.

Herb and the guard stared at it.
'‘Guard . . . take him away,' said Lord Hong.
It was amarveloudy constructed paper figure of aman.

But there didn't seem to have been enough paper for ahead.

Theimmediate court turned out to be about eighty men, women and eunuchs, in various states of
deeplessness.

They were astonished a what sat on the throne.
The Horde were quite astonished at the court.

'Whao're al them vinegar-faced old baggages at the front? whispered Cohen, who wasidly tossing a
throwing knifeinto theair and catching it again. 'l wouldn't even st fireto them.'

"They're the wives of former Emperors,” hissed Six Beneficent Winds.

'‘We don't have to marry them, do we?

'l don't think so."

'‘Why're their feet so smal? said Cohen. 'l like to see big feet on awoman.’
Six Beneficent Windstold him. Cohen's expression hardened.

'I'm learning alot about civilization, | am," he said. 'Long fingernails, crippled feet and servants running
around without their family jewes. Huh.'

'What is going on here, pray? said a middle-aged man. 'Who are you? Who are these old eunuchs?
'Who're you? said Cohen. He drew his sword. 'l need to know so'sit can be put on your gravestone—'
'I wonder if | might effect some introductions at this point? said Mr Saveloy. He stepped forward.

'This" he said, 'is Ghenghiz Cohen - put it away, Ghenghiz - who istechnicaly abarbarian, and thisishis
Horde. They have overrun your city. And you are—?

‘Barbarian invaders? said the man haughtily, ignoring him. ‘Barbarian invaders comein their thousands!
Big screaming men on little horses!'



'Itold you," said Truckle. 'But would anyone listen?

'—and thereisfire, terror, rapine, looting and blood in the streets!’

'We haven't had breskfast yet,' said Cohen, tossing hisknifeinto the air again.

'Hah! | would rather die than submit to such asyou!

Cohen shrugged. 'Why didn't you say earlier?

'Oops,' said Six Beneficent Winds.

It was avery accurate throw.

'Whowas he, anyway? said Cohen, as the body folded up. 'Anyone know who he was?

'‘Ghenghiz,' said Mr Saveloy, 'I've kept meaning to tell you: when people say they'd rather die, they don't
redlymean they'd rather die. Not dways.'

'Why'd they say it, then?
'It'sthe done thing.'
Isthiscivilization again?
I'm afraid 0.

‘Let's settle thisonce and for dl, shall we? said Cohen. He stood up. "Hands up those who'd rather die
than have me as Emperor.’

'‘Anyone? said Mr Saveloy.

Rincewind trotted along another passage. Was there no outside to this place? Severa times he thought
held found an exit, but it led only to acourtyard within the huge building, filled with tinkling fountains and
willow trees.

And the place was waking up. There were—

—running steps behind him.

A voice shouted, 'Hey—'

He dived for the nearest door.

The room beyond wasfull of steam. It roiled in greet billowing clouds. He could dimly make out afigure
toiling at the huge whed and the words 'torture chamber' crossed his mind until the smell of soap

replaced them with the word 'laundry’. Rather wan but incredibly clean figureslooked up from their vats
and watched him with barely ahint of interest.



They did not look like people in close touch with current events.
He hdf ran, half sauntered between the bubbling cauldrons.

'Keep it up. Good man. That'sit, scrub, scrub, scrub. Let me see those wringers wringing. Well done. Is
there another door out of here? Good bubbles there, very good bubbles. Ah. . .

One of the laundry workers, who appeared to be in charge, gave him a suspicious glare and seemed to
be about to say something.

Rincewind dodged through a courtyard crisscrossed with washing lines and stopped, panting, with his
back to awall.

Although it was againgt his generd principles, it was perhapstimeto stop and think.

People were chasing him. That isto say, they were chasing arunning figurein afaded red robe and a
very charred pointy hat.

It took agreat effort for Rincewind to come to termswith the idea, but it was just possible that if he was
wearing something else he might not be chased.

Onthelineinfront of him, shirts and trousers flapped in the breeze. Their congtruction wasto tailoring in
the same way that woodchopping isto carpentry. Someone had mastered the art of the tube, and left it at
that. They looked just like the clothes nearly everyone worein Hunghung.

The palace was dmost acity initsown right, said the voice of reason. It must be full of peopleon all
sorts of errands, it added.

It would mean . . . taking off our hat, it added.

Rincewind hestated. It would be hard for anon-wizard to grasp the enormity of the suggestion. A
wizard would sooner go without his robe and trousers than forgo his hat. Without his hat, people might
think he was anordinary person .

There was shouting in the distance.

The voice of reason could seethat if it wasn't careful it was going to end up as dead asthe rest of
Rincewind and added sarcagticdly: al right, keep our wretched hat. Our damn hat iswhy we'rein this
messin thefirgt place. Perhaps you think you're going to have a head left to wear it on?

Rincewind's hands, also aware that timeswere going to be extremely interesting and very short unless
they took mattersinto themselves, reached out dowly and removed apair of pants and ashirt and

rammed them insde hisrobe.

The door burst open. There weredtill guards behind him, and a couple of thetssimo herders had joined in
the chase. One of them waved a prod in Rincewind's direction.

He plunged towards an archway and out into a garden.

It had alittle pagoda. It had willow trees, and a pretty lady on abridge feeding the birds.



And aman painting aplate.

Cohen rubbed his hands together.

'No-one? Good. That's al sorted, then.'

'Ahem.

A smdl man at thefront of the crowd made agreat play of keeping his handsto himsdf, but said:

'Excuseme, but . . . what would happen in the hypothetica Situation of us calling the guards and
denouncing you?

'Wed kill you all before they were hafway through the door,’ said Cohen, matter of factly. ‘Any more
questions? he added, to a chorus of gasps.

'Er .. .the Emperor . . . that isto say, thelast Emperor . . . had some very specia guards. . .'

Therewas atinkling sound. Something small and multi-pointed rolled down the steps and spun round on
thefloor. It was athrowing gtar.

'Met them,' said Boy Willie.

'Fine, fine," said the little man. That all s;emsin order. Ten Thousand Y ears to the Emperor!’
The shout wastaken up, alittleraggedly.

'What's your name, young man? said Mr Saveloy.

'Four Big Horns, my lord.’

'Very good. Very good. | can see that you will go along way. What isyour job?

'l am Grand Assstant to the Lord Chamberlain, my lord.

'Which one of you isthe Lord Chamberlain?

Four Big Horns pointed to the man who had preferred to die.

Therewe are, you see,' said Mr Saveloy. 'Promotion comes fast to adaptable people, Lord
Chamberlain. And now, the Emperor will breskfast.'

'And what-is his pleasure? said the new Lord Chamberlain, endeavouring to look bright and adaptable.

'All sorts of things. But right now, big lumps of megt and lots of beer. Y ou will find the Emperor very
easy to cater for." Mr Saveloy smiled the knowing little smile he sometimes smiled when he knew he was
the only one seeing the joke. 'The Emperor doesn't favour what he cdls "fiddly foreign muck full of
eyeballs and suchlike" and much prefers smple, wholesome food like sausages, which are made of



miscellaneous anima organs minced up in alength of intestine. Ahaha. But if you want to please him, just
keep up the big lumps of meet. Isn't that so, my lord?

Cohen had been gazing at the assembled courtiers. When you've survived for ninety years al the attacks
that can be thrown at you by men, women, trolls, dwarfs, giants, green thingswith lots of legsand, on
one occasion, an enraged lobster, you can learn alot by looking at faces.

'Eh? said Cohen. 'Oh. Y ep. Right enough. Big lumps. Here, Mr Taxman . . . what do these peopledo 4l
day?

'What would you like them to do?

'I'd like them to bugger off.’

‘Sorry, my lord?

[Complicated pictogram],’ said Mr Saveloy. The new Lord Chamberlain looked alittle startled.
'What,here ?

It'safigure of speech, lad. Hejust means he wants everyone to go away quickly.'

The court scurried out. A sufficiently complicated pictogram isworth athousand words.

After the ssampede the artist Three Solid Frogs got to hisfest, retrieved his brush from his nostril, pulled
hiseasdl out of atree, and tried to think placid thoughts.

The garden was not what it had been.

The willow tree was bent. The pagoda had been demolished by an out-of-control wrestler, who had
eaten the roof. The doves had flown. The little bridge had been broken. Hismodel, the concubine Jade
Fan, had run off crying after shed managed to scramble out of the ornamenta pond.

Andsomeone had stolen his straw hat.

Three Solid Frogs adjusted what remained of his dress and endeavoured to compose himself.

The plate with his sketch on had been smashed, of course,

He pulled another one out of his bag and reached for his paette.

There was ahuge footprint inthemiddleof it . . .

He wanted to cry. He'd had such agood feeling abouit this picture. He justknew it would be one that
people would remember for along time. And the colours? Did anyoneunder stand how much vermilion

cost these days?

He pulled himsdlf together. So there was only blueleft. Wdll, hed show them.. . .



Hetried to ignore the devagtation in front of him and concentrated on the picture in hismind.

'Let me see, now,’ he thought. 'Jade Fan being pursued over a bridge by man waving hisarmsand
screaming, " Get out of the way!" followed by man with prod, three guards, five laundry menand a
wrestler unable to stop.’

He had to smplify it abit, of course.

The pursuers rounded a corner, except for the wrestler, who wasn't built for such adifficult manoeuvre.
'Where'd he go?

They werein acourtyard. There were pigsties on one side, and middens on the other.

And, in the middle of the courtyard, apointy hat.

One of the guards reached out and grabbed a colleague's arm before the man stepped forward.
'Steady now,’ he said.

It'sjust ahat.'

'So where'stherest of him? He couldn't havejust . . . disappeared . . . into. . .

They backed away.

'Y ou heard about him too?

‘They said he blew aholein thewal just by waving hishandd'

"That's nothing! | heard he appeared on an invisible dragon up in the mountaing!’

'What shdl wetell Lord Hong?

'l don't want to be blown to pieces!’

‘ldon't want to tell Lord Hong we lost him. Were in enough trouble aready. And I've only just paid for
thishemet.

'Wll. . . we could take the hat. That'd be evidence.'
‘Right. You pick it up.'

'Me?You pick it up!’

It might be surrounded by terrible spdlls!

'Redly? Soit'sal right forme to touch it? Thank you! Get one of them to pick it up!"



The laundry men backed away, the Hunghungese habit of obedience evaporating like morning dew. The
soldiers weren't the only onesto have heard rumours.

'Not us!
'‘Got arush order for socks!"

The guard turned. A peasant was stumbling out of one of the pigsties, carrying a sack, hisface covered
by hisbig straw hat.

‘Hey, you!'

The man dropped to his knees and banged his head on the ground.

'Don't kill me!’

The guards exchanged aglance.

'Weain't going to kill you," said one of them. "'We just want you to try and pick up that hat over there.’
'What hat, o0 mighty warrior?

‘That hat therel Right now!"

The man crawled crabwise across the cobbles.

‘Thishat, o greeat lord?

sl

The man's fingers crept over the stones and prodded the hat's ragged brim.
Then he screamed.

'Y our wifeisabig hippo! My faceismdting! My raceis metinnnnggg!'

Rincewind waited until the sound of fleeing sandas had quite faded, and then stood up, dusted off his
hat, and put it in the sack.

That had gone alot better than held expected. So there was another vauable thing to know about the
Empire: no-one looked at peasants. It must be the clothes and the hat. No-one but the common people
dressed like that, so anyone dressed like that must be acommon person. It was the advertising principle
of awizard's hat, but in reverse. Y ou were careful and polite around people in apointy hat, in case they
took avery physical offence, whereas someone in abig straw hat was asuitable target for a'Hey, you!'
and a—

It was at exactly this point that someone behind him shouted, 'Hey, you!" and hit Rincewind acrossthe
shoulderswith astick.

Theirate face of aservant appeared in front of him. The man waved afinger in front of Rincewind's
nose.



"You arelate! You are abad man! Get ingde right now!"

|

The stick hit Rincewind again. The servant pointed at a distant doorway.
'Insolence! Shame! Go to work!'

Rincewind's brain prepared the words: Oh, so we think were Clever-san just because we've got abig
stick, dowe? Wdll, | happen to be agreat wizard and you know what you can do with your big stick.

Somewhere between the brain and his mouth they became:

'Yessr! Right away!"

The Horde were |ft alone.

'Well, gentlemen, we did it, said Mr Saveloy eventudly. Y ou have theworld on aplate!
‘All the treasure we want,' said Truckle.

That'sright.'

‘Let's not hang around, then," said Truckle. 'L et's get some sacks.'

There'snopoint ,' said Mr Saveloy. 'Y ou'd only be stedling from yourselves. ThisisanEmpire . You
don't just shoveit in abag and divvy it up a the next campfire!’

'How abouit the ravishing?

Mr Saveloy Sghed. Thereare, | understand, three hundred concubinesin the imperial harem. I'm sure
they will be very pleased to see you, athough matterswill be improved if you take your boots off.’

The old men wore the puzzled |ook such as might be worn by fish trying to understand the concept of
thebicycle.

'We ought to take just small stuff, said Boy Willie at |ast. 'Rubies and emerads, for preference.’

'‘And chuck amatch on the place aswe go out,' said Vincent. These paper wals and all thislacquered
wood should go up atrest.’

'No, no, no!" said Mr Saveloy. 'The vasesin thisroom adone are priceless!’
‘Nah, too big to carry. Can't get ‘em onna horse.’
‘But I've shown you civilization!" said Mr Saveloy.

"Yeah. It'sdl right to vigit. Ain't that so, Cohen?



Cohen was hunched down in the throne, glaring at the far wall.

'‘What's that?

'I'm saying we take everything we can carry and head off back home, right?
'Home. ..yeah...

"That wasthe Plan, yeah?

Cohen didn't look at Mr Saveloy'sface.

Yeah...thePlan... hesad.

'It'sagood plan,’ said Truckle. 'Greet idea. Y ou movein as boss? Fine. Great scam. Savestrouble.
None of that fiddling with locks and things. So well al be off home, OK?With al the treasure we can

cary?

'Wheat for? said Cohen.

'What for? It'streasure .

Cohen seemed to reach adecision.

"What did you spend your last haul on, Truckle? Y ou said you got three sacks of gold and gems from
that haunted cadtle!’

Truckle looked puzzled, asif Cohen had asked what purple smelled like.

'Spend it on?,' dunno. Y ou know how it is. What's it matter what you spend it on? It'sloot . Anyway . .
. what do you spend yours on?

Cohen sghed.

Truckle gaped a him.

'Y ou're not thinking of really staying here? He glared at Mr Saveloy. 'Have you two been cooking up
something?

Cohen drummed hisfingers on the arm of the throne. Y ou said go home, he said. 'Where to?
'Well . .. wherever . ..

‘And Hamish there—'

'Whut? Whut?

I mean. .. hesahundred and five, right? Time to settle down, maybe?

'Whut?



'Settle down? said Truckle. "Youtried it once. Stole afarm and said you was goin' to raise pigs! Gave it
up after . . . What wasit?. . . three hours?

'Whutzeesayin'? Whutzeesayin'?
'Hesad ITSTIME YOU SETTLED DOWN, Hamish.'

‘Bugrthat!"

The kitchenswere in uproar. Half the court had ended up there, in most casesfor thefirst time. The
place was as crowded as a street market, through which the servantstried to go about their business as

best they could.

The fact that one of them seemed alittle unclear asto what his business actualy consisted of was quite
unnaticed in the turmoil.

'Did yousmell him? said Lady Two Streams. Thestink "
‘Likeahot day inapig yard!" said Lady Peach Petdl.
'I'mpleased to say | have never experienced that, said Lady Two Streams haughtily.

Lady Jade Night, who was rather younger than the other two, and who had been rather attracted to
Cohen'ssmd| of unwashed lion, said nothing.

The head cook said: 'Just that? Big lumps? Why doesn't he just est a cow while he's about it?
"Y ou wait till you hear about this devil food caledsausage ,' said the Lord Chamberlain.

'Big lumps.' The cook was dmost in tears. "Where'sthe skill in big lumps of meat? Not even sauce?I'd
rather diethan smply heat up big lumps of meat!"

'Ah," said the new Lord Chamberlain, 'l| should think very carefully about that. The new Emperor, may
he have a bath for ten thousand years, tends to interpret that as arequest—'

The babble of voices stopped. The cause of the sudden silence was one small, sharp noise. It wasa
cork, popping.

Lord Hong had a Grand Vizier'stalent for gpparently turning up out of nowhere. His gaze swept the
kitchens. It was certainly the only housework that he had ever done.

He stepped forward. He'd taken asmall black bottle from out of the deeve of hisrobe.
‘Bring methe meat,' he said. 'The sauce will take care of itsdlf.

The assembled people watched with horrified interest. Poison was al part of the Hunghungese court
etiquette but people generdly did it while hidden from sght somewhere, out of good manners.



'Isthere anyone,’ said Lord Hong, 'who has anything they would like to say?
His gaze waslike a scythe. Asit swung around the room people wavered, and hesitated, and fell.

Very well,' said Lord Hong. 'l would rather diethan seea. . .barbarian on the Imperid throne. Let him
havehis. . . big lumps. Bring me the mesat.’

There was movement in the ground, and the sound of shouting and the thump of astick. A peasant
scuttled forward, reluctantly whedling a huge covered dish on atrolley.

At the sght of Lord Hong he pushed the trolley aside, flung himsalf forward and grovelled.

'l ' avert my gaze fromyour . . . an orchard in afavourable pogtion . . .damn . . . countenance, o lord.'
Lord Hong prodded the prone figure with hisfoot.

It isgood to see the arts of respect maintained,’ he observed. 'Removethelid.’

Theman got up and, still bowing and ducking, lifted the cover.

Lord Hong upended the bottle and held it there until the last drop had hissed out. His audience was
trandfixed.

'‘And now let it be taken to the barbarians,’ he said.

'Certainly, your celestid . . . ink brush . . . willow frond . . . righteousness!’
"Where are you from, peasant?

'‘BesPdargic, olord.

'Ah. | thought so.'

The big bamboo doors did back. The new Lord Chamberlain stepped in, followed by a caravan of
trolleys.

‘Breskfast, o lord of athousand years,' he said. 'Big lumps of pig, big lumps of goat, big lumps of ox and
sevenfriedrice’

One of the servants lifted the lid of adish. 'But take my tip and don't go for this pork,' he said. 'It's been
poisoned.’

The Chamberlain spun around.
'Insolent pig! You will diefor this!
It'sRincewind, isn't it? said Cohen. 'Lookslike Rincewind—

'Got my hat here somewhere," said Rincewind. 'Had to stuff it down my trousers—'



'Poison? said Cohen. 'Y ou sure?

'Well, OK, it was ablack bottle and it had a skull and crossbones on it and when he tipped it out it
smoked," said Rincewind, as Mr Saveloy helped him up. 'Wasit anchovy essence? | don'tthink so.'

'Poison,’ said Cohen. 'l hate poisoners. Just about the worst sort, poisoners. Creeping around, putting
muck inaman'sgrub . ..

Heglared a the Chamberlain.

'Wasit you? He looked at Rincewind and jerked athumb towards the cowering Chamberlain. 'Wasiit
him? Becauseif it was he's going to get doneto him what | did to the mad Snake Priests of Start, and this
time I'll use both thumbg!’

'No," said Rincewind. 'It was someone they called Lord Hong. But they dl watched him doit.’

A little scream erupted from the Lord Chamberlain. He threw himself to the floor and was about to kiss
Cohen'sfoot until he realized that this would have about the same effect as eating the pork.

'Mercy, o ceedtial being! We are dl pawnsin the hands of Lord Hong!'
"What's so specia about Lord Hong, then?

'He's. . . afine man!' the Chamberlain gibbered. ‘| won't say aword against Lord Hong! | certainly
don't beieveit'strue that he has spies everywhere! Long lifeto Lord Hong, that'swhat | say!'

Herisked looking up and found the point of Cohen's sword just in front of hiseyes.
'Y eah, but right now who're you more frightened of ? Me or this Lord Hong?
'Uh...Lord Hong!

Cohen raised an eyebrow. 'I'm impressed. Spies everywhere, eh?

He looked around the huge room and his gaze cameto rest on avery large vase. He sauntered over to it
and rased thelid.

'You OK in there?

'Er . .. yes? said avoice from the depths of the vase.

'Got everythin' you want? Spare notebook? Potty?

'Er...yes?

'Would you like, oh, let's say about sixty gallons of boiling water?
'Er...no?

'Would you rather die than betray Lord Hong?



'Er ... can| have amoment to think about it, please?

‘No problem. It takes along time to heat the water in any case. Asyou were, then.'
Hereplaced thelid.

'One Big Mother? he said.

That's One BigRiver , Ghenghiz,' said Mr Saveloy.

The guard rumbled into life.

"Just you watch thisvase and if it moves again you do to it what | once did to the Green Necromancer of
the Night, al right?

‘Don't know what that was you did, lord,' said the soldier.

Cohen told him. One Big River beamed. From inside the jar came the noise of someone trying not to be
sick.

Cohen strolled back to the throne.

'So tell me abit more about Lord Hong, then,’ he said.

'He'sthe Grand Vizier,' said the Chamberlain.

Cohen and Rincewind |ooked at one another.

"That'sright. And everyone knows,’ said Rincewind, ‘that Grand Viziers arealways —'

'—complete and utter bastards," said Cohen. 'Dunno why. Give 'em aturban with apoint in the middle
and their moral wossname just gets eaten away. | awayskill 'em soon as| meet 'em. Savestime later
on.

I thought there was something fishy about him as soon as| saw him,’ said Rincewind. 'Look, Cohen—'

"That'sEmperor Cohen to you,' said Truckle. 'I've never trusted wizards, mister. Never trusted any man
inadress’

‘Rincewind'sdl right—' said Cohen.
"Thank you!" said Rincewind.
'—but abloody usdesswizard.'

'l just happened to risk my neck to save you, thank you so very much,’ said Rincewind. 'Look, some
friends of mine arein the prison block. Could you . . .Emperor ?

'Sort of,' said Cohen.



Temp'ry, said Truckle.
‘Technicdly,' said Mr Saveloy.

'Does that mean you can get my friends somewhere safe? | think Lord Hong has murdered the old
Emperor and wants them to take the blame. I'm rust hoping he won't believe they'll be hiding in the cells!

'Why in the cells? said Cohen.

‘Becauseif | had the chanceto get awvay from Lord Hong's cells | would,' said Rincewind, fervently.
'No-onein their right mindsd go back insideif they thought they had a chance to get away.'

'OK," said Cohen. '‘Boy Willie, One Big Mother, go and round up some of your mates and bring those
people here!’

'Here? said Rincewind. 'l wanted them to be somewhere safel’

'Wel,we're here,' said Cohen. 'We can protect 'em.’

"Who's going to protect you?

Cohen ignored this. 'Lord Chamberlain,” he said, 'l don't 'spect Lord Hong'll bearound but . . . inthe
court was aguy with anoselike abadger. A fat bugger, hewas, with abig pink hat. And a skinny

woman with afacelike ahatful of pins'

"That would be Lord Nine Mountains and Lady Two Streams,’ said the Lord Chamberlain. 'Er. You are
not angry with me, o lord?

'‘Gods bless you, no,' said Cohen. 'In fact, mister, I'm so impressed I'm going to give you extra
respongbilities!

‘Lord?
'Food taster, for astart. And now go and fetch them other two. Didn't like the look of them atall .’

Nine Mountains and Two Streams were ushered in afew moments|later. Their merest glance from
Cohen to the untouched food would have passed entirely unnoticed by those who weren't watching for it.

Cohen nodded cheerfully a them. 'Eat it," he said.

'My lord! | had alarge bregkfast! | am entirely full!" said Nine Mountains.

‘That'sapity,' said Cohen. 'One Big Mother, before you go off just see Mr Nine Mountains over there
and make some room in him so he can have another breakfast. The same goes for thelady, too, if | don't
hear chomping in the next five seconds, A good mouthful of everything, understand? With lots of sauce.'
One Big River drew hissword.

Thetwo nobles stared fixedly at the glistening mounds.

'Looks good to me,' said Cohen conversationally. Thewayyou're looking at it, any oned think there



was something wrong with it."

Nine Mountains gingerly put apiece of pork into his mouth.

'Extremely good,' he said, indigtinctly.

'Nowswallow ,' said Cohen.

The mandarin gulped.

‘Marvdlous, hesaid. 'And nnw, if your excdllency will excuse me, |—'

'Don't rush off," said Cohen. 'We don't want you accidentally sticking your fingers down your throat or
anything like that, do we?

Nine Mountains hiccuped.
Then he hiccuped again.
Smoke appeared to be rising from the bottom of his robe.

The Horde dived for cover just as the explosion removed an area of floorboards, a circular part of the
ceiling and dl of Lord Nine Mountains.

A black hat with aruby button on it spun around on the floor for amoment.
"That's just like me and pickled onions,’ said Vincent.

Lady Two Streams was standing with her eyes shut.

'Not hungry? said Cohen.

She nodded.

Cohen leaned back.

'One Big Mother?

It's"River", Cohen, said Mr Saveloy, asthe guard lumbered forward.

"Take her with you and put her in one of the dungeons. See that she has plenty to est, if you know what |
mean.'

'Yes, excellency.'

'And Mr Chamberlain here can push off down to the kitchen again and tell the chef he's going to share
what we eat thistime, and hesgonnaest itfirst , dl right?

'Y esindeed, excellency.'

'Cdll thisliving? Caeb burst out, asthe Lord Chamberlain scuttled away. Thisis being Emperor, isit?



Can't even trust the food? Well probably be murdered in our beds!'

'Can't seeyou being murdered in your bed,’ said Truckle.

"Yeah, 'cosyou're never init,' said Cohen.

He waked over to the big jar and gaveit akick.

'Y ou getting dl this?

'Yesdgr, sad thejar.

There was some laughter. But it had an edge of nervousness. Mr Saveloy redlized that the Horde
weren't used to this. If atrue barbarian wanted to kill someone during amed, hed invite him in with al
his henchmen, sit them down, get them drunk and deepy and then summon his own men from hiding
places to massacre them instantly in a straight-forward, no-nonsense and honourable manner. It was
completely fair. The'get them drunk and butcher the lot of them' Stratagem was the oldest trick in the
book, or would have been if barbarians bothered with books. Anyonefaling for it would be doing the
world afavour by being daughtered over the pudding. But at least you could trust thefood . Barbarians
didn't poison food. Y ou never knew when you might be short of amouthful yoursdlf.

'Excuse me, your excellency,’ said Six Beneficent Winds, who had been hovering, 'l think Lord Truckle
isright. Er. | know alittle history. The correct method of succession isto wade to the throne through seas
of blood. That iswhat Lord Hong is planning to do.’

Y ou say? Seas of blood, right?

'Or over amountain of skulls. That's an option, too.’

‘But...but...I thought the Imperiad crown was handed down from father to son,' said Mr Saveloy.

'Wdll, yes,' said Six Beneficent Winds. 'l suppose that could happen in theory.'

"Y ou said once we were at the top of the pyramid every one'd do what we said,’ said Cohen to Mr
Saveloy.

Truckle looked from one to the other. 'Y ou twoplanned this? he said accusingly. Thisiswhat it'sall
been about, isn't it? All that learnin’ to be civilized? And right a the start you just said it was going to be a
redly big theft! Eh? 1 thought we were just going to nick aload of stuff and push off! Loot and pillage,
that's the way—'

'Oh, loot and pillage, loot and pillage, I've had it up to here with loot and pillage!’ said Mr Saveloy. 'Is
that al you can think of, looting and pillaging?

'Wdll, there used to be ravishing, too,' said Vincent wistfully.

'I hateto tell you, but they've got a point, Teach,’ said Cohen. 'Fightin' and lootin' . . . that's what we do.
| ain't happy with al this bowing and scraping business. | ain't sureif | was cut out for civilization.'

Mr Saveloy rolled his eyes. 'Even you, Cohen? You'redl so. . .dimwitted !" he sngpped. 'l don't
know why | bother! I mean, look at you! Y ou know what you are? Y ou're legends!'



The Horde stepped back. No-one had ever seen Teach lose histemper before.

'Fromlegendum , which means "something written down", said Mr Saveloy. 'Books, you know.
Reading and writing. Which incidentally isas alien to you asthe Lost City of Ee—'

Truckle's hand went up, alittle nervoudy.

‘Actualy, | once discovered the Lost City of—'

'Shut up! I'm saying . . . What was| saying?. . . yes. .. you don't read, do you? Y ou never learned to
read? Then you've wasted haf your life. Y ou could have been accumulating pearls of wisdom instead of

rather shoddy gems. It'sjust aswell people read about you and don't meet you face to face because,
gentlemen, you are a big disgppointment!’

Rincewind watched, fascinated, waiting for Mr Saveloy to have hishead cut off. But thisdidn't seem
about to happen. He was possibly too angry to be beheaded.

'What have you actualydone , gentlemen? And don't tell me about stolen jewels and demon lords. What
have you donethat'sreal ?

Truckleraised ahand again.
'Well, | oncekilled dl four of the—'

'Yes, yes, yes,' said Mr Saveloy. 'Y ou killedthis and you stolethat and you defeated the giant
man-eating avocados of somewheredse, but . . . it'sal . . .stuff . It'sjust walpaper, gentlemen! It never
changes anything! No-one cares! Back in Ankh-Morpork I've taught boys who think you are myths.
That'swhat you've achieved. They don't believe you ever redly existed. They think someone made you
up. You'restories , gentlemen. When you die no-one will know, because they think you're aready dead.’

He paused for breath, and then continued more dowly. 'But here. . . here youcould bered. Y ou could

stop playing at your lives. Y ou could take this ancient and somewhat rotten Empire back into the world.

Atleast. . . hetralled off. That'swhat I'd hoped. | really thought that, perhaps, we might actudly achieve
something . . .

He sat down.
The Horde stood staring at its various feet or whedls.

'Um. Can | say something? The warlordswill al be againgt you,' said Six Beneficent Winds. They're out
there now, with their armies. Normally they'd fight amongst themselves, but they'llall fight you.'

"They'd rather have some poisoner like this Hong instead of me? said Cohen. ‘But he's abastard!”

'Yes, but . . . he'stheir bastard, you see.’

"We could hold out here. This place has got thick walls," said Vincent. 'The ones not made of paper, that
is'

'Don't think about that,’ said Truckle. 'Not asiege. Sieges are messy. | hate eating boots and rats.”



'Whut?

'He said WE DON'T WANT A SIEGE WHERE WE HAVE TO EAT BOOTSAND RATS,
Hamigh.'

'Run outalegs, have we?

'How many soldiers have they got? said Cohen. 'l think . . . six or seven hundred thousand,’ said the
taxman.

'Excuse us,' said Cohen, getting off the throne. ‘I haveto join my Horde!'

The Horde went into a huddle. There was an occasiona "Whut? in the hoarse whispered interchanges.
Then Cohen turned round.

'Seas of blood, wasn't it? he said.

'Er. Yes,' said the taxman.

The huddle resumed.

After some further exchanges Truckl€'s head poked up.
'Did you saymountain of skulls? he said.

'Yes. Yes, | think that'swhat | said,’ said the taxman. He glanced nervoudly at Rincewind and Mr
Saveloy, who shrugged.

Whisper, whisper, Whut . . .

'Excuse me?

'Yes?

'About how big amountain? Skulls don't pile up that well.'

'l don't know how big amountain! A lot of skulls!'

"Just checking.'

The Horde seemed to reach adecision. They turned to face the other men.
'Were going to fight,' said Cohen.

'Y es, you should have said al that about skulls and Hood before," said Truckle.
'Well show ye whether wem dead or not!" cackled Hamish.

Mr Saveloy shook his head.



'l think you must have misheard. The odds are a hundred thousand to one!" he said.

'I reckonthat'll show peoplewereill dive,' said Caleb.

'Y es, but the whole point of my plan wasto show you that you could get to the top of the pyramid
without having to fight your way up, said Mr Saveloy. 'It redly is possiblein such astde society. But if
you try to fight hundreds of thousands of men youlldie .

And then, to his surprise, he found himself adding: ‘Probably.’

The Horde grinned at him.

'Big odds don't frighten us,' said Truckle.

'Welike big odds,' said Caleb.

'Y'see, Teach, odds of athousand to one ain't alot worse than ten to one,’ said Cohen. 'The reasons
bein—' He counted on hisfingers. 'One, your basic soldier who'sfightin' for pay rather than hislifeain't
goin' to stickhis neck out when therés al these other blokes around who might aswell do the business,
and, two, not very many of 'em are goin' to be able to get near us a onetime and they'll al be pushin'
and shovin', and . . ." Helooked at hisfingers with an expression of termind caculation.

... Three...'said Mr Saveloy, hypnotized by thislogic.

... three, right. . . Half the time when they swingstheir swordsthey'll hit one of their mates, savin' usa
bit of effort. See?

‘But even if that weretrueit'd only work for alittle while,' Mr Saveloy protested. 'Even if you killed as
many as two hundred you'd betired and there'd be fresh troops attacking you.'

'Oh, they'd bettired too," said Cohen cheerfully.

"Why?

‘Because by then, to get to us, they'd have to be running uphill.’
"That'slogic, that is,’ said Truckle, gpprovingly.

Cohen dapped the shaken teacher on the back.

'Don't you worry about athing,’ he said. 'If we've got the Empire by your kind of plan, well keep it by
our kind of plan. Y ou've shown us civilization, so well show you barbarism.’

Hewalked afew steps and then turned, an evil glint in hiseye. '‘Barbarism? Hah! When weKkills people
we do it there and then, lookin' ‘em in the eye, and we'd be happy to buy 'em adrink in the next world,
no harm done. | never knew abarbarian who cut up people dowly in little rooms, or tortured women to
make 'em look pretty, or put poison in people's grub. Civilization? If that's civilization, you can shoveit
where the sun don't shine!'

'Whut?



'He said SHOVE IT WHERE THE SUN DOESN'T SHINE, Hamish.'
'‘Ah?Bin there.

‘But thereismoreto civilization than that!" said Mr Saveloy. There's. . . mudic, and literature, and the
concept of justice, and the ideals of—'

The bamboo doors did aside. As one man, joints creaking, the Horde turned with weapons raised.
The men in the doorway were taler and much more richly dressed than the peasants, and they moved in
the manner of people who are used to there being no-onein the way. Ahead of them, though, wasa
trembling peasant holding ared flag on astick. He was prodded into the room at swordpoint.

'Red flag? whispered Cohen.

'It meansthey want to parley, said Six Beneficent Winds.

You know . . . it'slike our white flag of surrender,’ said Mr Saveloy.

‘Never heard of it,' said Cohen.

[t means you mustn't kill anyone until they're ready.’

Mr Saveloy tried to shut out the whispers behind him.

"‘Why don't we just invite them to dinner and massacre them all when they're drunk?

"You heard the man. There's seven hundred thousand of them.’

'Ah? So it'd have to be something simple with pasta, then.'

A couple of thelords strode into the middle of the room. Cohen and Mr Saveloy went to meet them.

'‘And you, too," said Cohen, grabbing Rincewind as hetried to back away. 'Y ou're aweasdlly man with
wordsin atight spot, so comeon.’

Lord Hong regarded them with the expression of a man whose ancestry had bequeathed to him the
ability to look down on everything.

'My nameisLord Hong. | am the Emperor's Grand Vizier. | order you to quit these premises
immediately and submit to judgement.’

Mr Saveloy turned to Cohen.
'Ain't gonna," said Cohen.
Mr Saveloy tried to think.

'Um, how shdl | phrase this? Ghenghiz Cohen, leader of the Silver Horde, presents his complimentsto
Lord Hong but—'



"Tel him he can suff it," said Cohen.

'l think, Lord Hong, that perhaps you may have perceived the general flow of opinion here,' said Mr
Saveloy.

'Where are the rest of your barbarians, peasant? he demanded.
Rincewind watched Mr Saveloy. The old teacher seemed at alossfor wordsthistime,

The wizard wanted to run away. But Cohen had been right. Mad as it sounded, it was probably safer to
be near him. Running away would put him closer, sooner or later, to Lord Hong.

Who believed that there wereother barbarians somewhere. . .

'l tell you this, and thisonly,' said Lord Hong. 'If you quit the Forbidden City now, your deaths, &t least,
will be quick. And then your heads and significant partswill be paraded through the cities of the Empire
so that people will know of the terrible punishment.’

'Punishment? said Mr Saveloy.

'For killing the Emperor.’

'Weain't killed no Emperor,' said Cohen. 'I've got nothingagainst killing Emperors, but we aint killed
one.'

'Hewaskilled in hisbed an hour ago,’ said Lord Hong.
‘Not by us," said Mr Saveloy.

‘By you,' said Rincewind. 'Only it's againgt the rulesto kill the Emperor so you wanted it to look as
though the Red Army did it."

Lord Hong looked at him asif seeing him for the first time and less than happy about doing so.
'Inthe circumstances,’ said Lord Hong, 'l doubt that anyone will believe you.'

'What will happen if weyield now? said Mr Saveloy. 'l like to know these things.'

"Then you will dievery dowly in. . . interesting ways.'

That'sthe saga of my life,' said Cohen. 'I'vealways been dying very dowly in interesting ways. What's it
to be? Street fighting? House to house? Freefor al or what?

'In the real world,' said one of the other lords, ‘webattle . We do not scuffle like barbarians. Our armies
will meet on the plain before the city.'

‘Beforethe city what?
'He meansin front of the city, Cohen.'

'Ah. Civilized talk again. When?



‘Dawn tomorrow!"
'OK,' said Cohen. 'It'll give us an appetite for our breakfast. Anything €lse we can do for you?
'How big isyour army, barbarian?

'Y ou would not believe how big," said Cohen, which was probably true. 'We have overrun countries.
We have wiped whole cities off the map. Where my army passes, nothing grows.’

That'strue, at least, said Mr Saveloy.

"We have not heard of you!" said the warlord.

'Y eah," said Cohen. 'That'show good we are.’

"There is one other thing about hisarmy, actudly,’ said someone.

They al turned to Rincewind, who'd been almost as surprised asthey wereto hear hisvoice. But atrain
of thought had just reached theterminus. . .

'Yes?

'Y ou may have been wondering why you have only seenthe. . . generas,’” Rincewind went on, dowly,
asif working it out as he went along. That is because, you see, the men themselvesare. . . invishle. Er.
Y es. Ghodts, in fact. Everyone knows this, don't they?

Cohen gaped at him in astonishment.

'Blood-sucking ghosts, as amaiter of fact,’ said Rincewind. ‘After al, everyone knows that's what you
get beyond the Wall, don't they?

Lord Hong sneered. But the warlords stared at Rincewind with the expressions of people who strongly
suspected that the people beyond the Wall were flesh and blood but who aso reied on millions of
people not believing that thiswas so.

‘Ridiculous You are not invisible blood-sucking ghosts,' said one of them.

Cohen opened his mouth so that the diamond teeth glinted.

"'Sright," hesaid. 'Fact is. . . werethevisible sort.’

'Hah! A pathetic attempt!" said Lord Hong. 'Ghosts or no ghosts, we will beat you!"

'Well, that went better than | expected,’ Mr Saveloy remarked as the warlords strode out. "Was that an
attempt at alittle bit of psychological warfare there, Mr Rincewind?

'Isthat what it was? | know about that kind of stuff,’ said Cohen. 'It'swhere you bang your shield all
night before the fight so'sthe enemy can't get any deep and you sing, "We're gonnacut yertankers off,”
and stuff likethat.'



'Smilar,’ said Mr Saveloy, diplomaticaly. ‘But it failled to work, I'm afraid. Lord Hong and his generds
arerather too sophisticated. It'sagreat shame you couldn't try it on the common soldiers!

There was afaint squeak of rabbit behind them. They turned, and looked at the somewhat under-age
cadre of the Red Army that was being ushered in. Butterfly was with them. She even gave Rincewind a
vay fant amile

Rincewind had ways relied on running away. But sometimes, perhaps, you had to stand and fight if
only because there was nowhere l€eft to run.

But he was no good at al with wegpons.
At leadt, the norma sort.
'Um," he said, 'if we leave the palace now, well bekilled, right?

‘I doubt it,' said Mr Saveloy. 'It's become a matter of the Art of War now. Someone like Hong would
probably dit our throats, but now war is declared things have to be done according to custom.’

Rincewind took a deep breath.

It'samillion-to-one chance, he said, 'but it might just work . . .

The Four Horsemen whose Ride presages the end of the world are known to be Death, War, Famine
and Pegtilence. But even less Significant events have their own Horsemen. For example, the Four
Horsemen of the Common Cold are Sniffles, Chesty, Nostril and Lack of Tissues; the Four Horsemen
whose appearance foreshadows any public holiday are Storm, Gales, Seet and Contra-flow.

Among the armies encamped in the broad dluvid plain around Hunghung, the invisible horsemen known
as Misinformation, Rumour and Gossp saddled up . . .

A large army encamped has dl the tedious problems of a city without any of the advantages. Its
watchfires and picket lines are, after awhile, opentolocd civilians, especidly if they have anything to sl
and even more S0 if they are women whose virtue has a certain commercial eement and even,

sometimes, if they appear to be sdlling food which is abreak from the monotonous army diet. Thefood
currently on sale was certainly such abresk.

'Pork balls! Pork balls! Get them whilethey're. . .' There was a pause as the vendor mentdly tried out
ways of ending the sentence, and gave up. 'Pork ballsl Onna stick! How about you, shogun, you look
like -Here, aren't you the—?

‘Shutupshutupshutup!”

Rincewind pulled D. M. H. Dibhaainto the shadows by atent.

The trader looked at the anguished face framed between a eunuch outfit and abig straw hat.

'It'sthe Wizard, isn't it? How are—?



"Y ou know how you serioudy wanted to become very rich in international trade? Rincewind said.
'Y es? Can we start?

'Soon. Soon. But there's something you must do. Y ou know this rumour about the army of invisble
vampire ghogs that's heading thisway?

D. M. H. Dibhaas eyes swiveled nervoudy. But it was part of his stock in trade never to appear to be
ignorant of anything except, perhaps, how to give correct change.

'Yes? hesaid.

"The one about there being millions of them? said Rincewind. 'And very hungry on account of not having
eaten on the way? And made specidly fierce by the Great Wizard?

‘Um...yes?

'Well, it'snot true .

It'snot?

'Y ou don't believe me? After all, | ought to know.’

'‘Good point.'

'‘And we don't want people to panic, do we?

"Very bad for business, panic,' said D. M. H., nodding uncomfortably.

'So make sure you tell people there's no truth in this rumour, will you? Set their minds at rest.’
'‘Good idea. Er. Theseinvisble vampire ghosts. . . Do they carry money of any sort?

'No. Because they don't exist.'

'Ah, yes. | forgot.'

'And there are not 2,300,009 of them," said Rincewind. He was rather proud of thislittle detail.
'Not 2,300,009 of them . . ." said D. M. H., alittle glassy-eyed.

'‘Absolutely not. There arenot 2,300,009 of them, no matter what anyone says. Nor has the Great
Wizard made them twice as big as norma. Good man. Now |'d better be off—'

Rincewind hurried away.

The trader stood in thought for awhile. It stole over him that held probably sold enough things for now,
and he might aswell go home and spend aquiet night in abarrel in theroot cdlar with asack over his
head.

Hisroute led him through quite alarge part of the camp. He made sure that soldiers he met knew there



was no truth in the rumour, even though thisinvariably meant that, first of dl, he had to tell them what the
rumour actudlywas .

A toy rabbit squesked nervoudy.
'And I'm afraid of the big inwisible wampire ghosts!' sobbed Favourite Pearl.

The soldiers around this particular campfire tried to comfort her but, unfortunately, there was no-oneto
comfort them.

'An' | heard they alweady et some men!'

One or two soldiers looked over their shoulders. There was nothing to be seen in the darkness. This
wasn't, however, areassuring sign.

The Red Army moved obliquely from campfire to campfire.

Rincewind had been very specific. Hed spent al hisadult life - at least, those parts of it where he wasn't
being chased by things with more legs than teeth - in Unseen University, and hefelt he knew what hewas
talking about here. Don't tell people anything, he said. Don'ttell them. Y ou didn't get to survive asa
wizard in UU by believing what peopletold you. Y ou believed what you werenot told.

Dont tdl them.Ask them. Ask them if it'strue. Y ou can beg them to tdll you it'snot true. Or you can
even tell them you've been told to tell them it's not true, and that isthe best of dl.

Because Rincewind knew very well that when the four rather small and nasty Horsemen of Panic ride
out thereisagood job done by Misinformation, Rumour and Gossip, but they are as nothing compared
to the fourth horseman, whose nameis Denidl.

After an hour Rincewind felt quite unnecessary.

There were conversations breaking out everywhere, particularly in those areas on the edge of the camps,
where the night stretched away so big and dark and, so very obvioudy, empty.

'All right, so how come they're saying there's not 2,300,009 of them, eh? If there's none of them, then
why'sthere anumber?

'Look, there's no such thing asinvisible vampire ghogts, dl right?

'Oh yeah? How do you know? Have you ever seen any?

‘Listen, | went and asked the captain and he says he's certain there's no invisible ghosts out there.’
'How can he be certain if he can't see them?

'He saysthere's no such things asinvisible vampire ghosts at al '

'Oh? How come he's saying that dl of a sudden? My grandfather told me theré's millions of them outside
the—'



‘Holdon . . . What's that out there.. . . ?
‘What?

'Could've sworn | heard something . . .
'lcan't see anything.’

‘Oh,no !

Things must havefiltered through to High Command because, getting on towards midnight, trumpets
were sounded around the camps and a specid proclamation was read out.

It confirmed the redlity of vampire ghostsin generd but denied their existencein any specific,
here-and-now sense. It was amasterpiece of itstype, particularly sinceit brought the whole subject to
the ears of soldiersthe Red Army hadn't been able to reach yet.

An hour later the Situation had reached the point of criticality and Rincewind was hearing things he
personally hadn't made up and, on the whole, would much rather not hear.

Hed chat with a couple of soldiersand say: ‘I'm sure there's no huge hungry army of vampire ghosts and
get told, 'No, there's seven old men.'

‘Just seven old men?

'l heard they'revery old,' said asoldier. 'Like, too old to die. | heard from someone at the pal ace that
they can walk through wals and makethemsdvesinvishble!

'Oh, comeon ,' said Rincewind. 'Seven old men fighting thiswhole army?

'Makes you think, eh? Corporal Toshi saysthe Great Wizard is helping them. Stands to reason. |
wouldn't be fighting awholearmy if | didn't have alot of magic on my side.’

'Er. Anyone know wheat the Great Wizard looks like? said Rincewind.

"They say he'staller than ahouse and got three heads!'

Rincewind nodded encouragingly.

'I heard, said asoldier, ‘that the Red Army is going to fight on their side, too.'
'So what? Corporal Toshi saysthey'rejust abunch of kids.

'No, | heard .. . . thereal Red Army . .. you know . . .

"The Red Army ain't gonna side with barbarian invadersl Anyway, there's no such thing asthe Red
Army. That'sjust amyth.'

‘Liketheinvighble vampire ghosts,' said Rincewind, giving the clockwork of anxiety another little turn.



'Er...yeah!

Heleft them arguing.

No-one was deserting. Running off into anight full of non-specific terrors was worse than staying in
camp. But that was all to the good, he decided. It meant that the really frightened people were staying put
and seeking reassurance from their comrades. And there was nothing like someone repeating 'I'msure

theré's no vampire wizards and going to the latrine four times an hour to put backbone into a platoon.

Rincewind crept back towards the city, rounded atent in the shadows, and collided with ahorse, which
trod heavily on hisfoot.

'Y our wifeisabig hippo!'
SORRY.

Rincewind froze, both hands clutching his aching foot. He knew only one person with avoicelikea
cemetery in midwinter.

Hetried to hop backwards, and collided with another horse.

RINCEWIND, ISN'T IT?said Death. Y ES. GOOD EVENING. | DON'T BELIEVE YOU HAVE
MET WAR. RINCEWIND, WAR. WAR, RINCEWIND.

War touched hishdmet in sdute.

'Pleasuresal mine, he said. He indicated the other three riders. 'Like to introduce you to m'sons, Terror
and Panic. And m'daughter, Clancy.’

The children chorused a'hello'. Clancy was scowling, looked about seven years old and was wearing a
hard hat and a Pony Club badge.

| WASN'T EXPECTING TO SEEYOU HERE, RINCEWIND.
'Oh. Good.'

Death pulled an hourglass out of hisrobe, held it up to the moonlight, and sighed. Rincewind craned to
see how much sand was | ft.

HOWEVER, | COULD-—

'‘Don't you make any specia arrangement just on my account,' said Rincewind hurriedly. 'l er . . . |
expect you're al here for the battle?

YES. IT PROMISESTO BE EXTREMELY - SHORT.
'Who's going to win?
NOW, YOU KNOW | WOULDN'T TELL YOU THAT, EVEN IF | KNEW.

'Evenif you knew? said Rincewind. 'l thought you were supposed to know everything!'



Desth held up afinger. Something fluttered down through the night. Rincewind thought it was amoth,
athough it looked less fluffy and had a strange speckled pattern on itswings.

It settled on the extended digit for amoment, and then flew up and away again.

ON A NIGHT LIKE THIS,said Death, THE ONLY CERTAIN THING ISUNCERTAINTY. TRITE,
| KNOW, BUT TRUE.

Somewhere on the horizon, thunder rumbled.

'l er, just be sort of going, then,’ said Rincewind.

DON'T BE A STRANGER, said Desgth, asthe wizard hurried off.
'‘Odd person,’ said War.

WITH HIM HERE, EVEN UNCERTAINTY ISUNCERTAIN. AND I'M NOT SURE EVEN
ABOUT THAT.

War pulled alarge paper-wrapped package out of his saddlebag.

‘Welvegot . . . let'sseenow . . . Egg and Cress, Chicken Tikka, and Mature Cheese with Crunchy
Pickle, I think.'

THEY DO SUCH MARVELLOUS THINGSWITH SANDWICHES THESE DAY S.
'Oh.. . . and Bacon Surprise.’
REALLY?WHAT IS SO SURPRISING ABOUT BACON?

'l don't know. | suppose it comes as something of a shock to the pig.’

Ridcully had been having along wrestle with himself, and had won.

"We're going to bring him back, he said. 'It's been four days. And then we can send them back their
bloody tubething. It givesmethewillies!

The senior wizards looked a one another. No-one was very keen on auniversity with a Rincewind

component, but the metal dogdid give them the willies. No-one had wanted to go neer it. They'd piled
some tables around it and tried to pretend it wasn't there.

‘All right," said the Dean. 'But Stibbons kept going on about things weighing the same, right? If we send
that back, won't it mean Rincewind arrives here going very fast?

'Mr Stibbons says he's working on the spell,’ said Ridcully. 'Or we could pile some mattresses up & one
end of the hdl or something."

The Bursar raised a hand.



'Y es, Bursar? said Ridcully encouragingly.

'Ho, landlord, a pint of your finest de!’ said the Bursar.

'‘Good,’ said Ridceully. 'That's settled, then. I've dready told Mr Stibbonsto start looking . . .
'On that demonic device?

s

Then nothing canpossibly go wrong,' said the Dean sourly.

‘A trumpet of lobsters, if you would be so good.'

'‘And the Bursar agrees.’

The warlords had gathered in Lord Hong's chambers. They carefully kept a distance from one another,
as befitted enemies who were in the most shaky of aliances. Once the barbarians were dedlt with, the
battle might still continue. But they wanted assurance on one particular point.

‘No!' said Lord Hong. 'L et me make this absolutely clear! Thereisno invisble army of blood-sucking
ghogts, do you understand? The people beyond the Wall arejust like us - except vastly inferior in every
respect, of course. But totdly visble.'

One or two of the lords did not look convinced.

'And dl thistalk about the Red Army? said one of them.

‘The Red Army, Lord Tang, is an undisciplined rabble that shall be put down with resolute force!’

Y ou know what Red Army the peasants are talking about,’ said Lord Tang. 'They say that thousands of
yearsago it—'

"They say that thousands of years ago awizard who did not exist took mud and lightning and made
soldiersthat couldn't die,' said Lord Hong. 'Yes. It'sastory , Lord Tang. A story made up by peasants
who did not understand what really happened. One Sun Mirror'sarmy just had' - Lord Hong waved a
hand vaguely - 'better armour, better discipline. | am not frightened of ghosts and | amcertainly not
afraid of alegend that probably never existed.’

'Y es, but—'

'Soothsayer!" snapped Lord Hong. The soothsayer, who hadn't been expecting it, gave a dart.

'Yes, my lord?

'How're those entrails coming dong?

'Er - they're about ready, my lord,’ said the soothsayer.



The soothsayer was rather worried. This must have been the wrong kind of bird, he told himself. About
the only thing the entrailswere telling him was that if he got out of thisdive he, the soothsayer, might be
lucky enough to enjoy anice chicken dinner. But Lord Hong sounded like aman with the most
dangerous kind of impatience.

'‘And what do they tell you?

'Er - thefutureis. . . thefutureis. ..

Chicken entrails had never looked like this. For amoment he thought they were moving.
'Er...itisuncertain,’ he hazarded.

'‘Becertain,’ said Lord Hong. "Who will win inthe morning?

Shadows flickered acrossthe table.

Something wasfluttering around the light.

It looked like an undistinguished yellow moth, with black patterns on itswings.

The soothsayer's precognitive abilities, which were considerably more powerful than he believed, told
him: thisisnot agood timeto be aclairvoyant.

On the other hand, there was never agood time to be horribly executed, s0. . .
'Without ashadow of doubt,’ he said, 'the enemy will be most emphaticaly beaten.’
'How can you be so certain? said Lord McSweeney.

The soothsayer bridled.

'Y ou see thiswobbly bit near the kidneys?'Y ou want to argue with this green trickly thing? 'Y ou know dl
about liver suddenly? All right?

'So thereyou are,' said Lord Hong. 'Fate smiles upon us!'

'Even so—' Lord Tang began. 'The men are very—'

'Y ou can tell the men—' Lord Hong began. He stopped. He smiled.

'Y ou can tell the men', he said, 'that thereis ahuge army of invisble vampire ghosts.’

‘What?

'Yes!' Lord Hong began to stride up and down, snapping hisfingers. 'Y es, thereis aterrible army of
foreign ghosts. And this has so enraged ourown ghosts. . . yes, athousand generations of our ancestors
areriding on thewind to repd this barbaric invason! The ghosts of the Empire are arising! Millionsand

millions of them! Even our demons arefurious at thisintruson! They will descend likeamist of claws and
teeth to -Yes, Lord Sung?



The warlords were looking at one another nervoudly.

‘Areyousure , Lord Hong?

Lord Hong's eyes gleamed behind histiny spectacles.

'Make the necessary proclamations,’ he said.

‘But only afew hours ago we told the men there were no—'

Tdl them differently!”

‘But will they believe that there—'

"They will believe what they aretold!" shouted Lord Hong. 'If the enemy thinks his strength liesin deceit,
then wewill usetheir deceit againgt them. Tdl the men that behind them will be abillion ghosts of the
Empire!’

The other warlords tried to avoid his gaze. No-one was actualy going to suggest that your average
soldier would not be totally happy with ghosts front and rear, especialy given the capriciousness of
ghodts.

'Good," said Lord Hong. He looked down.

'‘Areyoudill here? hesaid.

"Just clearing up my giblets, my lord!" squedled the soothsayer.

He picked up the remains of his stricken chicken and ran for it.

After dl, hetold himsdlf as he pelted back home, it's not as though | saidwhose enemy.

Lord Hong was eft dlone.

Heredized he was shaking. It was probably fury. But perhaps. . . perhaps things could be turned to his
advantage, even s0. Barbarians came from outside, and to most people everywhere outsde was the
same. Y es. The barbarians were aminute detail, easily disposed of, but carefully managed, perhaps,
might figurein hisoveral srategy.

He was breathing heavily, too.

Hewalked into his private study and shut the door.

He pulled out the key.

He opened the box.

There was afew minutes silence, except for the rustle of cloth.

Then Lord Hong looked at himsdlf in the mirror.



He'd goneto gresat lengths to achieve this. He had used severd agents, none of whom knew the whole
plan. But the Ankh-Morpork tailor had been good at hiswork and the measurements had been followed
exactly. From pointy boots to hose to doublet, cloak and hat with afeather init, Lord Hong knew he
was a perfect Ankh-Morpork gentleman. The cloak waslined with Silk.

The clothesfdt uncomfortable and touched him in unfamiliar ways, but those were minor details. This
was how aman looked in asociety that bresthed, that moved, that could go somewhere. . .

Held walk through the city on that first great day and the people would be silent when they saw their
natural |leeder.

It never crossed his mind that anyone would say, '

'Ere, wot atoff! 'Eave'arf abrick at 'im!'

The ants scurried. The thing that went "parp’ went parp.

The wizards stood back. There wasn't much e se to do when Hex was working at full speed, except
watch thefish and oil the whedsfrom timeto time. There were occasiond flashes of octarine from the
tubes.

Hex was spelling severa hundred times aminute. It was as Smple asthat. It would take ahuman more
than an hour to do an ordinary finding spell. But Hex could do them faster. Over and over again. It was
netting the whole occult seain the search for one dippery fish.

It achieved, after ninety-three minutes, what would otherwise have taken the faculty several months.

'Y ou see”? said Ponder, his voice shaking alittle as he took the line of blocks out of the hopper. 'l said
hecoulddoit.

'Who'she? said Ridcully.
‘Hex.'

'Oh, you meanit .’

That'swhat | said, Sir ... er...yes'

Another thing about the Horde, Mr Saveloy had noticed, was their ability to relax. The old men had the
catlike ability to do nothing when there was nothing to do.

They'd sharpened their swords. They'd had ameal - big lumps of meat for most of them, and somekind
of grud for Mad Hamish, who'd dribbled most of it down his beard - and assured its wholesomeness by
dragging the cook in, nailing him to the floor by his gpron, and suspending alarge axe on arope that
crossed abeam in the roof and was held at the other end by Cohen, while he ate.



Then they'd sharpened their swords again, out of habit, and . . . stopped.

Occasiondly one of them would whistle asnatch of atune, through what remained of histeeth, or search
abodily crevicefor aparticularly fretful louse. Mainly, though, they just sat and tared at nothing.

After along while, Caleb said, "Y'know, I've never been to XXX X. Been everywhere e se. Often
wondered what it'slike."

'Got shipwrecked there once,’ said Vincent. 'Weird place. Lousy with magic. There's beaverswith
beaks and giant rats with long tails that hops around the place and boxes with one another. Black fellas
wanderin’ around al over the place. They say they'rein adream. Bright, though. Show 'em abit of desert
with one dead tree in it, next minute they've found athree-course medl with fruits and nutsto follow.
Beer'sgood, too.'

‘Soundslikeit.

There was another long pause.

Then:

'l suppose they'vegot mingtrels here? Be abit of abloody waste, wouldn't it, if wedl got killed and
no-one made up any songs about it."

'‘Bound to have loads of mingrels, acity likethis!

'No problem there, then.'

No.

‘No.'

There was another lengthy pause.

'Not that we're going to get killed.'

‘Right. | don't intend to start getting killed a my time of life, haha.'
Another pause.

‘Cohen?

Yep?

'You ardigiousman at dl?

"W, I've robbed |oads of temples and killed afew mad priestsin my time. Don't know if that counts.’
'What do your tribe believe happens to you when you diein battle?

'Oh, these big fat women in horned hemets take you off to the hdls of 10 where thereisfighting and
carousing and quaffing for ever.'



Another pause.

'Y ou mean, likereally for ever?

'Spose s0.'

"'Cos generally you get fed up even with turkey by about day four.'

‘All right, what doyour |ot believe?

'l think we go off to Hell in aboat made of toenail dippings. Something like that, anyway.'
Another pause.

‘But it's not worth talking about ‘cos we're not going to get killed today.

Yousadit.

"Hah, it's not worth dying if al you've got to look toward to is leftover meet and floating around in aboat
smdling of your socks, isit, eh?

'Haha'
Another pause.

'Down in Klatch they believeif you lead agood life you're rewarded by being sent to a paradise with
lots of young women.'

That'syour reward, isit?
'Dunno. Maybeit'stheir punishment. But | do remember you egt sherbet al day.’

'Hah. When | was alad we had proper sherbet, in little tube things and aliquorice straw to suck it up
with. Y ou don't get that sort of thing today. Peoplere too busy rushin' about.’

'Sounds alot better than quaffing toenails, though.'
Another pause.

'Did you ever believe that business about every enemy you killed becoming your servant in the next
world?

‘Dunno.’
'How many you killed?
'What? Oh. Maybe two, three thousand. Not counting dwarfs and trolls, o' course.'

'Definitey not going to be short of a hairbrush or someone to open doors for you after you're dead,
then.’



A pause.

'We're definitely not going to die, right?

'Right.’

'I mean, odds of 100,000 to one. . . hah. The differenceisjust alot of zeroes, right?
'Right.’

I mean, stout comrades a our Side, astrong right arm . . . What more could we want?
Pause.

‘A volcano'd be favourite.'

Pauise.

'We're going to die, aren't we?

Yep!

The Horde looked at one another.

'Still, tolook on the bright side, | recdl | till owe Fafathe dwarf fifty dollarsfor thissword,’ said Boy
Willie. 'Looks as though | could end up ahead of the game.’

Mr Saveloy put hishead in his hands.

I'mredly sorry, he said.

‘Don't worry about it," said Cohen.

Thegrey light of dawn wasjust visblein the high windows,

'Look,' said Mr Saveloy, 'you don'thave to die. We could . . . well, we could sneak out. Back adong the
pipe, maybe. Perhaps we could carry Hamish. People are coming and going al thetime. I'm surewe

could getout of . . . thecity ... without . ..any ...

Hisvoice faded away. No voice could keep going under the pressure of those stares. Even Hamish,
whose gaze was generally focused on some point about eighty years awvay, was glaring at him.

'Aint gonnarun,’ said Hamish.
'It'snot running away,’ he managed. 'It's asensble withdrawal . Tactics. Good grief, it's common sense!’
'Ain't gonnarun.’

'Look, even barbarians can count! And you've admitted you're going to die!'



'Aint gonnarun.’

Cohen leaned forward and patted Mr Savel oy on the hand.

'It'sthe heroing, see,' he said. 'Who's ever heard of ahero running away? All them kids you wastelling
us abouit . . . you know, the ones who think we're stories . . . you reckon they'd believe we ran away?

Wéll, then. No, it's not part of the whole dedl, running away. L et someone ese do the running.'

‘Besides,’ said Truckle, ‘wheréd we get another chance likethis? Six againgt five armies! That's bl —

that's fantastic! We're not talking legends here. | reckon we've got agood crack at some mythology as
well.

‘But...youll...de.

Oh, that's part of it, I'll grant you, that's part of it. But what away to go, en?

Mr Saveloy looked at them and redlized that they were speaking another language in another world. It
was one he had no key to, no map for. Y ou could teach them to wear interesting pants and handle
money but something in their soul stayed exactly the same.

'Do teachers go anywhere special when they die? said Cohen.

I don't think so,"' said Mr Saveloy gloomily. He wondered for amoment whether there reallywas a great
Free Period in the sky. It didn't sound very likely. Probably there would be some marking to do.

'Well, whatever happens, when you're dead, if you ever fed like agood quaff, you're welcome to drop
ina any time," said Cohen. 'It's beenfun . That's the important thing. And it's been an education, hasn't it,
boys?

Therewas agenerd murmur of assent.

'‘Amazing, al thoselong words!'

'And learnin’ to buy things!'

'‘And socid intercourse, hur, hur . . . sorry.'

"Whut?

‘Shameit didn't work out, but I've never been onefor plans,’ said Cohen.
Mr Saveloy stood up.

'I'm going tojoinyou," hesaid grimly.

'What, to fight?

s

'Do you know how to handle asword? said Truckle.



'Er. No.'

"Then you've wastedall your life!

Mr Saveloy looked offended at this.

'I expect I'll get the hang of it aswe go dong,' he said.

'Get the hang of it? It'sasword!"

'Yes, but . . . when you're ateacher, you have to pick things up fast." Mr Saveloy smiled nervoudly. ‘I
once taught practica achemy for awhole term when Mr Schism was off sick after blowing himsalf up,
and up until then I'd never seen acrucible’

'Here.' Boy Willie handed the teacher a spare sword. He hefted it.

'Er. | expect theresamanud, or something?

'Manua? No. Y ou hold the blunt end and poke the other end at people.’

'Ah? Redlly? Well, that seems quite straightforward. | thought there was rather moreto it than that.’

"Y ousure you want to come with us? said Cohen.

Mr Saveloy looked firm. 'Absolutely. | very much doubt if I'll surviveif youloseand. . . well, it seems
that you heroes get a better class of Heaven. | must say | rather suspect you get a better class of life, too.
And | redlly don't know where teachers go when they're dead, but I've got ahorrible suspicion it'll befull

of sports masters.’

It'sjust that | don't know if you could really go properly berserk,’ said Cohen. 'Have you ever had the
red mist come down and woke up to find you'd bitten twenty people to death?

'l used to be reckoned a pretty ratty man if people made too much noisein class,’ said Mr Saveloy.
'‘And something of a dead shot with a piece of chalk, too.'

'How about you, taxman?
Six Beneficent Winds backed away hurriedly.
'l ... 1think I'm probably more cut out for undermining the system from within," he said.

'Fair enough.' Cohen looked at the others. 'I've never donethis officia sort of warring before,' he said.
'How'sit supposed to go?

'l think you just line up in front of one another and then charge,' said Mr Saveloy.
‘Seems gtraightforward enough. All right, let'sgo.’

They strode, or in one case wheeled and in another case moved at Mr Saveloy's gentle trot, down the
hal, The taxman trailed after them.



'Mr Saveloy!" he shouted. 'Y ou know what's going to happen! Have you lost your senses?

'Y es,' said the teacher, 'but | may have found some better ones.’

He grinned to himself. Thewhole of hislife, so far, had been complicated. There had been timetables
and listsand awhole basket of things he must do and things he shouldn't do, and the life of Mr Saveloy
had been thislittle wriggly thing trying to survive in the middle of it dl. But now it had suddenly al become

very smple. Y ou held one end and you poked the other into people. A man could live hiswholelifeby a
maxim likethat. And, afterwards, get avery interesting afterlife—

'Here, you'll need thistoo,' said Caleb, poking something round at him as they stepped into the grey
light. It'sashidd.

'Ah. It'sto protect myself, yes?
'If you redlly need to, bite the edge.’
'Oh, | know about that,' said Mr Saveloy. 'That's when you go berserk, right?

'Could be, could be,' said Caleb. 'That'swhy alot of fightersdo it. But personally | do it ‘cosit's made
of chocolate.’

‘Chocolate?
'Y ou can never get aproper med in these battles!

And thisisme, thought Mr Saveloy, marching down the street withheroes . They are the great fi—
'‘And when in doubt, take dl your clothes off,’ said Caleb.

‘What for?

'Sign of agood berserk, taking al your clothes off Frightensthe hell out of the enemy. If anyone starts
laughing, stab 'em one!’

There was amovement among the blankets in the wheelchair.

'Whut?
'l said, STAB 'EM ONE, Hamish.'

Hamish waved an arm that looked like bone with skin on it, and apparently far too thin to hold the axe it
wasinfact holding.

‘That'sright! Right in the nadgers’
Mr Saveloy nudged Caleb.

'l ought to be writing thisdown," he said. "Where exactly are the nadgers?

'Smdll range of mountains near the Hub.'



'Fascinating.’

The citizens of Hunghung were ranged dong the city walls. It wasnot every day you saw a fight like
this.

Rincewind elbowed and kicked his way through the people until he reached the cadre, who'd managed
to occupy aprime pogition over the main gate.

'What're you hanging around here for? he said. "Y ou could be miles awvay!'
'Wewant to see what happens, of course,' said Twoflower, his spectacles gleaming.

'l know what happens! The Horde will beinstantly daughtered!’ said Rincewind. 'What did youexpect
to happen?

'Ah, but you're forgetting the invisible vampire ghosts,' said Twoflower.

Rincewind looked a him.

‘What?

"Their secret army. | heard thatwe've got some, too. Should be interesting to watch.'

Twoflower, there areno invisble vampire ghods!

'Ah, yes, everyone's going round denying it,’ said L otus Blossom. 'So there must be sometruthiniit.'
‘But | madeit up!'

'Ah, you maythink you madeit up,’ said Two-flower. 'But perhaps you are a pawn of Fate.'
‘Listen, theresno—'

‘Same old Rincewind,' said Twoflower, in ajolly way. 'Y ou dways were so pessmistic about
everything, but it alwaysworked out al right in theend.’

"There are no ghosts, there are no magic armies,’ said Rincewind. There's just—'

"When seven men go out to fight an army 100,000 times bigger there's only oneway it can end,’ said
Twoflower.

‘Right. I'm glad you see sense!’
‘They'll win,' said Twoflower. They've got to. Otherwise the world's just not working properly.'

"Y ou look educated,’ said Rincewind to Butterfly. 'Explain to him why he'swrong. It's because of alittle
thing we have in our country. | don't know if you've ever heard of it - it's calledmathematics .'



Thegirl smiled a him.

'Y ou don't believe me, do you? said Rincewind flatly. Y ou'rejust like him. What d'you think thisis,
homeopathic warfare? The smaller your sdethe more likely you areto win? Well, it'snot likethat. | wish
itwas like that, but it isn't. Nothing is. There are no amazing strokes of luck, no magic solutions, and the
good people don't win because they're smal and plucky!" He waved his hand irritably at something.

"Youalways survived,' said Twoflower. "We had amazing adventures and you always survived.'

"That was just coincidence!’

"Y ou kepton surviving.

'And you got us safely out of prison,’ said Lotus Blossom.

"Therewerejust alot of coinci—Will you go away !

Abutterfly skittered away from hisflailing hand.

‘Damn things," he mumbled. And added: ‘Wdll, that'sit. I'm off. | can't watch. I've got thingsto do.
Besides, afterwards| think nasty people are going to be looking for me.'

And then he realized there were tearsin Lotus Blossom's eyes.

'We. . . wethought you would do something,’ she said.

'Me?1 can't do anything! Especialy not magic! I'm famousfor it! Don't go around believing that Gresat
Wizards solve dl your problems, because there aren't any and they don't and | should know because I'm
not one!'

He backed away. Thisisaways happening to me! I'm just minding my own business and everything
goeswrong and suddenly everyone's relying on me and saying, ‘Oh, Rincewind, what are you going to do
about it? Well, what Mrs Rincewind's little boy, if shewasaMrs Rincewind of course, what he's going
to do about it isnothing, right? Y ou haveto sort it dl out yoursalves! No mysterious magica armiesare
going to - Will you stop looking at melikethat? | don't seewhy it'smy fault! I've got other thingsto do!
It'snot my business!’

And then he turned and ran.

The crowds didn't take much notice of him.

The streets were deserted by Hunghung standards, which meant you could quite often see the cobbles.
Rincewind pushed and shoved hisway aong the aleys nearest the Wall, looking for another gateway
with guards too busy to ask questions.

There were footsteps behind him.

'Look," he said, spinning round, 'l told you, you can al—'

It wasthe Luggage. It contrived to look alittle ashamed of itself.



'Oh, turned up at last, have we? said Rincewind savagely. 'What happened to the
following-magter-everywhere thing?

The Luggage shuffled its feet. From out of an aleyway cameadightly larger and far more ornate verson
of itsdlf. Itslid wasinset with decorative wood and, it seemed to Rincewind, its feet were rather more
dainty than the horny-nailed, calloused ones of the Luggage. Besides, the toenails had been painted.

'Oh," he said. 'Well. Good grief. Fair enough, | suppose. Redlly?1 mean .. . . yes. Wdll. Come on, then.'

He reached the end of the alley and turned round. The Luggage was gently bumping the larger ches,
urging it tofollow him.

Rincewind's own sexua experiences were not excessive dthough he had seen diagrams. He hadn't the
faintest idea about how it gpplied to travel accessories. Did they say thingslike 'What achest!’ or 'Get a
load of the hinges on that onel'?

If it came to that, he had no red reason for considering that the Luggage was mae. Admittedly it had a
homicidal nature, but so had alot of the women that Rincewind had met, and they had often become a
little more homicidal asaresult of meeting him. Capacity for violence, Rincewind had heard, was
unisexua. He wasn't certain what unisex was, but expected that it was what he normally experienced.

There wasasmall gate ahead. It seemed to be unguarded.

Despite hisfear hewaked through it, and refrained from running. Authority always noticed arunning
man. Thetimeto start running was around about the '€ in'Hey, you!'

No-one paid him any attention. The attention of the people aong the Wall was dl on the armies.

'Look at them," he said bitterly, to the generdlity of the universe. 'Supid. If it was seven againgt seventy,
every onedknow who'd lose. Just because it's seven again 700,000, everyone's not sure. Asthough
suddenly numbers don't mean anything any more. Huh! Why should | do anything? It'snot asif | even
know the guy dl that well. Admittedly he saved my life acouple of times, but that's no reason to die
horribly just because he can't count. So you can stop looking at me like that!"

Thel.uggage backed away a little. Theother Luggage. . .

... Rincewind supposed it justlooked femae. Women hadbigger luggage than men, didn't they?
Because of the - he moved into unknown territory - extrafrillsand stuff. It was just one of those things,
like the fact that they had smaler handkerchiefs than men even though their noses were generdly the
same sze. The Luggage had aways beenthe Luggage. Rincewind wasn't mentally prepared for thereto
be more than one. There wasthe Luggage and . . . theother Luggage.

'‘Come on, both of you," he said. 'We're getting out of here. I've donewhat | can. | just don't care any

more. It's nothing to do with me. | don't see why everyone depends on me. I'm not dependable. Even ;'
don't depend on me, and I'm me.’

Cohen looked at the horizon. Grey-blue clouds were piling up.

"Therésastorm coming, he said.



'It'samercy that wewon't bediveto get wet, then,' said Boy Willie, cheerfully.
'Funny thing, though. It lookslike it's coming from every direction at once."
'Hlthy foreign wesather. Y ou can't trust it.'

Cohen turned his attention to the armies of the five warlords.

There seemed to have been some agreement.

They'd arranged themselves around the position that Cohen had taken up. The tactic seemed quite clear.
It was Ssmply to advance. The Horde could see the commanders riding up and down in front of their
legions.

'How'sit supposed to start? said Cohen, the risng wind whipping at what remained of hishair. 'Does
someone blow awhistle or something? Or do we just scream and charge?

‘Commencement is generdly by agreement,’ said Mr Saveloy.
‘Oh.’

Cohen looked at the forest of lances and pennants. Hundreds of thousands of men looked like quite alot
of men when you saw them closeto.

'l suppose,' he said, dowly, 'that none of you has got some amazing plan you've been keeping quiet
about?

'We thoughtyou had one,' said Truckle.

Severd riders had now left each army and approached the Horde in a group. They stopped alittle more
than a spear's throw away, and sat and watched.

‘All right, then,’ said Cohen. 'l hate to say this, but perhaps we should talk about surrender.’

'No!" said Mr Saveloy, and then stopped in embarrassment at the loudness of his own voice. 'No," he
repeated, alittle more quietly. Y ou won't liveif you surrender. Y ou just won't dieimmediately.’

Cohen scratched hisnose. 'What's that flag . . . you know . . . when you want to talk to them without
them killing you?

'It'sgot to bered,' said Mr Saveloy. 'But 100k, it's no good you—'

'I don't know, red for surrender, whitefor funerds. . ." muttered Cohen. ‘All right. Anyone got
something red?

'I've got ahandkerchief,’ said Mr Saveloy, 'but it's white and anyway—'
'Giveit here!

The barbarian teacher very reluctantly handed it over.



Cohen pulled asmdl, worn knife from his belt.

'I don't believethid' said Mr Saveloy. He was nearly in tears. 'Cohen the Barbarian talking surrender
with peoplelike that!'

'Influence of civilization,' said Cohen. 'S probably made me go soft in the head.'
He pulled the knife over hisarm, and then clamped the handkerchief over the cut.
Therewe are," he said. 'Soon have anicered flag.'

The Horde nodded approvingly. It was an amazingly symbalic, dramatic and above dl stupid gesture, in
the finest traditions of barbarian heroing. It didn't seem to be lost on some of the nearer soldiers, ether.

'Now," Cohen went on, 'l reckon you, Teach, and you, Truckle. . . you two come with me and welll go
and talk to these people.’

They'll drag you off to their dungeons!’ said Mr Saveloy. They've got torturersthat can keep you dive
for years!'

'Whut? Whutzeesay?

'Hesaid THEY CAN KEEP YOU ALIVE FOR YEARSIN THEIR DUNGEONS, Hamish.'
'‘Good! Fine by me!’

'Oh, dear,’ said Mr Saveloy.

Hetrailed after the other two towards the warlords.

Lord Hong raised hisvisor and stared down his nose at them as they approached.

'Red flag, look," said Cohen, waving the rather | damp object on the end of his sword.

'Yes,' said Lord Hong. "We saw that little show. It may impress the common soldiers but it does not
impress me, barbarian.’

'Please yoursdlf,' said Cohen. 'Weve come to talk about surrender.’
Mr Saveloy noticed some of the lesser lords rdlax alittle. Then he thought: area soldier probably
doesn't like this sort of thing. Y ou don't want to go to soldier Heaven or wherever you go and say, | once

led an army againgt seven old men. It wasn't medd-winning material.

'‘Ah. Of course. So much for bravado,’ said Lord Hong. "Then lay down your arms and you will be
escorted back to the palace.’

Cohen and Truckle looked at one another.

'Sorry? said Cohen.



‘Lay down your arms.' Lord Hong snorted. "'That means put down your weapons.’
Cohen gave him apuzzled look. "'Why should we put down our weapons?

'Are we not talking about your surrender?

'Our surrender?

Mr Saveloy's mouth opened in amad, dow grin.

Lord Hong stared at Cohen.

'Hah! Y ou can hardly expect meto believe that you have cometo askus. . .

He leaned from the saddle and glared at them.

'Y ou do, don't you? he said. 'Y ou mindlesslittle barbarians. Isit true that you can only count up to five?
'Wejust thought that it might save people getting hurt,” said Cohen.

"Y ou thought it would saveyou getting hurt," said the warlord.

'| daresay afew of yours might get hurt, too.'

"They're peasants,’ said the warlord.

'Oh, yes. | wasforgetting that,' said Cohen. 'And you're their chief, right? It's like your game of chess,
right?

'l an their lord,' said Lord Hong. They will diea my bidding, if necessary.’

Cohen gave him abig, dangerousgrin.

‘When do we start? he said.

‘Returntoyour . . . band,' said Lord Hong. 'And then | think we shall gart . . . shortly.'

Heglared a Truckle, who was unfolding hisbit or paper. The barbarian's lips moved awkwardly and he
ran ahorny finger acrossthe page.

‘Misbegotten . . . wretch, so you are, he said.
'My word,' said Mr Saveloy, who'd created the look-up table.

Asthethree returned to the Horde Mr Savel oy was aware of agrinding sound. Cohen was wearing
severd carats off histeeth.

""Dieat my bidding",' he said. The bugger doesn't even know what a chief is meant tobe , the bastard!
Him and hishorse”

Mr Saveloy looked around. There seemed to be some arguing among the warlords.



Y ou know," he said, 'they probably will try to take usdive. | used to have a headmaster like him. He
liked to make peopleslivesamisery.’

"Y ou mean they'll betrying not to kill us? said Truckle.

s

'Does that mean we haveto try not to kill them?

'No, | don't think s0."

‘Sounds OK to me.’

'‘What do we do now? said Mr Saveloy. 'Do we do a battle chant or something?
'We just wait, said Cohen.

"Therésalot of waiting in warfare,' said Boy Willie.

'‘Ah, yes,' said Mr Saveloy. 'I've heard people say that. They say there'slong periods of boredom
followed by short periods of excitement.’

'Not redly,’ said Cohen. 'It'smore like short periods of waiting followed by long periods of being dead.’

‘Blast.’;

Thefields were crisscrossed with drainage ditches, There seemed to be no straight path anywhere. And
the ditches were too wide to jump; theylooked shalow enough to wade, but only because eighteen
inches of water overlay a suffocating depth of rich thick mud. Mr Saveloy said that the Empire owed its
prosperity to the mud of the plains, and right now Rincewind was feding extremely rich.

Hewas dso quite closeto the big hill that dominated the city. It really was rounded, with aprecison
gpparently far too accurate for mere natura causes, Saveloy had said that hillslike that were drumlins,
gresat piles of topsoil Ieft behind by glaciers. Trees covered the lower dopes of thisone, and therewas a
smdl building on the top.

Cover. Now, that wasagood word. It was abig plain and the armies weren't too far away. The hill
looked curioudy peaceful, asif it belonged to adifferent world. It was strange that the Agateans, who
otherwise seemed to farm absolutely everywhere awater buffalo could stand, had |eft it done.

Someone was watching him.

It was awater buffalo.

It would be wrong to say it watched him with interest. It just watched him, becauseits eyes were open
and had to be facing in some direction, and it had randomly chosen one which included Rincewind.

Itsface held the completely serene expression of acreature that had long ago realized that it was,



fundamentally, atube on legs and had been ingtaled in the universe to, broadly spesking, achieve
throughput.

At the other end of the string was aman, ankle-deep in the mud of thefield. He had a broad straw hat,
like every other buffalo holder. He had the basic pyjama suit of the Agatean man-in-the-field. And he had

an expression not of idiocy, but of preoccupation. He waslooking at Rincewind. Aswith the buffalo, this
was only because his eyes had to be doing something.

Despite the pressing dangers, Rincewind found himself overcome by a sudden curiosity.
'Er. Good morning,’ he said.
Themangave him anod. Thewater buffalo made the sound of regurgitating cud.

'Er. Sorry if thisisapersond question,’ said Rincewind, 'but . . . | can't help wondering . . . why do you
gand out inthefields dl day with the water buffalo?

The man thought about it.
'Good for soil,' he said eventudlly.
‘But doesn't it waste alot of time? said Rincewind.
The man gavethis due gppraisa aso.
'What'stime to acow? he said.
Rincewind reversed back on to the highway of redlity.
'Y ou see those armies over there? he said.
The buffao holder concentrated his gaze.
'Y es," he decided.
"They'refighting for you.'
The man did not appear moved by this. The water buffalo burped gently.

'Some want to see you endaved and some want you to run the country, or at least to let them run the

country whiletelling you it'syou doing it redly,’ said Rincewind. Therés going to be aterrible battle. |
can't hep wondering . . . What doyou want?

The buffalo holder absorbed this one for consideration, too. And it seemed to Rincewind that the
downess of the thought process wasn't due to native stupidity, but more to do with the sheer size of the

question. He could fedl it spreading out so that it incorporated the soil and the grass and the sun and
headed on out into the universe.

Findly the man said:

'A longer piece of string would be nice!



'Ah. Redly? Wéel, well. Thereésathing,' said Rincewind. Taking to you has been an education.
Goodbye.'

The man watched him go. Beside him, the buffal o relaxed some muscles and contracted others and lifted
itstail and made the world, in avery small way, a better place.

Rincewind headed on towards the hill. Random as the animd tracks and occasiond plank bridges were,
they seemed to headright for it. If Rincewind had been thinking clearly, an activity he last remembered
doing around the age of twelve, he might have wondered about that.

The trees of the lower dopes were sapient pears, and he didn't even think aboutthat . Their leaves
turned to watch him as he scrambled past. What he needed now was a cave or a handy—

He paused.

'Oh, no," he said. 'No, no, no. Y ou don't catchme likethat. I'll go into ahandy cave and ther€ll be alittle
door or some wise old man or something and I'll be dragged back into events. Right. Stay out in the
open, that'sthe style.'

He hdf climbed, half walked to the rounded top of the hill, which rose above the trees like a dome. Now
he was closer he could seethat it wasn't as smooth asit looked from below. Weather had worn gullies
and channelsin the soil, and bushes had colonized even, sheltered dope.

The building on the top was, to Rincewind's surprise, rusty. It had been made of iron - pointed iron roof,
iron walls, iron doorway. There were afew old nests and some debris on the floor, but it was otherwise

empty. And not agood place to hide. It'd be the first place anyone would look.

Therewas acloud wall around the world now. Lightning crackled in its heart, and there was the sound
of thunder - not the gentle rumble of summer thunder but the crackackack of splitting sky.

And yet the heat wrapped the plain like ablanket. The air felt thick. Inaminute it was going to rain cats
and food.

'Find somewhere where | won't be noticed,” he muttered. 'Keep head down. Onlyway. Why should |
care? Other peopl€e's problem.’

Panting in the oppressive heeat, he wandered on.

Lord Hong was enraged. Those who knew him could tell, by the way he spoke more dowly and smiled
continuoudly.

'‘And how do the men know the lightning dragons areangry ? he said. ‘It may be mere high spirits.'

'Not with asky that colour,' said Lord Tang. 'That is not an auspicious colour for asky. It lookslikea
bruise. A sky likethat is portentous,



'‘And what, pray, do you think it portends?
It'sjustgenerally portentous,
'l know what's behind this," Lord Hong snarled. "Y ou're too frightened to fight seven old men, isthat it?

"The men say they're the legendary Seven Indestructible Sages,' said Lord Fang. Hetried to smile. 'Y ou
know how superstitiousthey are. . .

'What Seven Sages? said Lord Hong. 'l am extremely familiar with the history of the world and there
are no legendary Seven Indestructible Sages.

'Er...notyet ,'said Lord Fang. 'Uh. But . . . aday likethis. . . Perhapslegends have tostart
somewhere. . '

"They're barbarians! Oh, gods! Seven men! Can | believe were afraid of seven men?

It fedlswrong,' said Lord McSweeney. He added, quickly, 'That's what the men say.'

'Y ou have made the proclamation about our celestid army of ghosts? All of you?

Thewarlordstried to avoid his gaze.

'Er...yes' sadLord Fang.

"That must have improved morae.’

‘Uh.Not . . . entirdy ...

'What do you mean, man?

'Uh. Many men have deserted. Uh. They've been saying that foreign ghosts were bad enough, but . . '
‘But what?

‘They aresoldiers, Lord Hong,' said Lord Tang sharply. 'They all have people they do not want to mest.
Don't you?

Just for a second, there was the suggestion of atwitch on Lord Hong's cheek. It was only for asecond,
but those who saw it took note. Lord Hong's renowned glaze had shown acrack.

'What would you do, Lord Tang? L et these insolent barbarians go?

'Of coursenot. But . . . you don't need an army against seven men. Seven ancient old men. The peasants
say...theysay...

Lord Hong'svoice was dightly higher.

'‘Come on, man who talks to peasants. I'm sure you're going to tell us what they say about these foolish
and foolhardy old men?



'Well, that'sit, you see. They say, if they're so foolish and foolhardy . . . how did they manageto
become so old?

"‘Luck!"

It was the wrong word. Even Lord Hong redlized it. HEd never bdlieved in luck. Hed aways taken
pains, usually those of other people, tofill life with certainties. But he knew that othersbelieved in luck. It
was afoible hed always been happy to make use of. And now it was turning and stinging him on the
hand.

"Thereisnothing in the Art of War to tell us how five armies attack seven old men,’ said Lord Tang.
‘Ghogts or no ghosts. And this, Lord Hong, is because no-one ever thought such athing would be done!’

'If you fed so frightened I'll ride out againgt them with my mere 250,000 men," he said.
'l am not frightened,’ said Lord Tang. ‘I am ashamed.’

'Each man armed with two swords," Lord Hong went on, ignoring him. "And | shall see how lucky these.
.. SagesS. . . are. Because, my lords, | will only have to be lucky once. They will haveto belucky a
quarter of amilliontimes!’

He lowered hisvisor.

'How lucky do you fed, my lords?

The other four warlords avoided one another's gaze.
Lord Hong noticed their resigned silence.

"Very well, then," he said. 'L et the gongs be sounded and the fire-crackers it - to ensure good luck, of
course.’

There were alarge number of ranksin the armies of the Empire, and many of them were untrandatable.
Three Pink Pig and Five White Fang were, loosaly speaking, privates, and not just because they were
pale, vulnerable and inclined to curl up and hide when danger threatened.

In fact they were S0 private as to be downright secretive. Even the army's mules ranked higher than
them, because good mules were hard to come by whereas men like Pink Pig and White Fang are found
in every army, somewhere wherealatrineisin need of cleaning. They were so insgnificant that they had,
privately, decided that it would be awaste of an invisible foreign blood-sucking ghost's vauabletimeto
attack them.

They fdt it only fair, after it had comeal thisway, to giveit the chance of fiendishly killing someone
superior.

They had therefore hospitably decamped just before dawn and were now hiding out. Of course, if
victory threatened they could aways recamp. It was unlikely that they'd be missed in al the excitement,
and both men were somewhat expert at turning up on battlefieldsin timeto join in the victory
celebrations. They lay in thelong grass, watching the armies manoeuvre,



From this height, it looked like an impressive war. The army on one Sdewas so smadl asto beinvisble.
Of coursg, if you accepted the very strong denias of last night, it was soinvisible asto beinvisible.

It was dso their elevation which meant that they were thefirst to notice the ring around the sky.

It was just above the thunderous wall on the horizon. Where stray shafts of sunlight hit it, it glowed
golden. Elsawhereit was merely yellow. But it was continuous, and thin as athread.

'Funny-looking cloud,’ said White Fang.
'Yeah, said Pink Pig. 'So what?

It was while they were thus engaged, and sharing asmall bottle of rice wine liberated by Pink Pig from
an unsuspecting comrade the previous evening, that they heard agroan.

'‘Oooooohhhhhh . . !

Their drinksfrozein their throats.
'Did you hear that? said Pink Pig.
'Y ou mean the—'

'‘Ooooohhhh . . .’

That'sit!'

They turned, very dowly.

Something had pulled itsdf out of agully behind them. It was humanoid, more or less. Red mud dripped
fromit. Strange noisesissued from its mouth.

'Oooooohhhhshit!*

Pink Pig grabbed White Fang'sarm.

'lt'san invisible blood-sucking ghost!'

‘But | can seeit!’

Pink Pig squinted.

'It'sthe Red Army! They've come up outa the earth like everybody says!'

White Fang, who had severa brain cells more than Pink Pig, and more importantly was only on his
second cup of wine, took a closer look.

‘It could be just one ordinary man with mud al over him," he suggested. He raised hisvoice. 'Hey, you!

Thefigureturned and tried to run.



Pink Pig nudged hisfriend.
'Ishe one of ours?
'Looking likethat?
'Let'sget him!'

"Why?

"'Cos he'srunning awvay!"
‘Lethimrun.

'Maybe he's got money. Anyway, what's he running away for?

Rincewind did down into another gully. Of al theluck! Soldiers should be where they were expected to
be. What had happened to duty and honour and stuff like that?

The gully had dead grass and mossin the bottom.

He stood ill and listened to the voices of the two men.

Thear wasdifling. It was asif the oncoming storm was pushing al the hot air in front of it, turning the
plain into a pressure cooker.

And then the ground creaked, and sagged suddenly.

Thefaces of the absentee soldiers appeared over the edge of the gully.

There was another creak and the ground sank another inch or two. Rincewind didn't dare breathein, in
case the extraweight of air made him too heavy. And it was very clear that the least activity, such as
jumping, was going to make thingsworse. . .

Very carefully, helooked down.

The dead moss had given way. He seemed to be standing on abaulk of timber buried in the ground, but
dirt pouring around it suggested that there was ahole beneath.

It was going to give way any second n—

Rincewind threw himsdf forward. The ground fell away underneath o that, instead of standingon a
dowly bresking piece of timber, he was hanging with hisarms over what felt like another concealed log
and, by thefed of it, one which was asriddled with rot asthefirst one.

Thisone, possibly out of adesireto conform, began to sag.

And then jolted to a stop.



Thefaces of the soldiers vanished backwards as the Sides of the gully began to dide. Dry earth and smdll
stones did past Rincewind. He could fed them rattle on his boots and drop away.

Hefdt, asan expert in these things, that he was over adepth. From his point of view, it wasdso a
height.
Thelog began to shift again.

Thisleft Rincewind with, as he saw it, two options. He could let go and plunge to an uncertain fatein the
darkness, or he could hang on until the timber gave way, and then plunge to an uncertain fate in the
darkness.

And then, to hisddight, there was athird option. Thetoe of his boot touched something, aroot, a
protruding rock. It didn't matter. It took some of hisweight. It took at least enough to put himin
precarious equilibrium - not exactly safe, not exactly faling. Of course, it was only atemporary measure,
but Rincewind had aways consdered that life was no more than a series of temporary measures strung
together.

A pdeydlow butterfly with interesting patterns on its wings fluttered aong the gully and settled on the
only bit of colour available, which turned out to be Rincewind's hat.

Thewood sagged dightly.
'Push off!" said Rincewind, trying not to use heavy language. 'Go away."

The butterfly flattened itswings and sunned itself. Rincewind pursed hislipsand tried to blow up hisown
nogtrils.

Startled, the cresture skittered into the air . . .

'Hah!" said Rincewind.

... and, inresponsetoitsinginctsin the face of athreat, moved itswingslikethis andthis .
The bushes shivered. And around the sky, the towering clouds curved into unusua patterns.

Another cloud formed. It was about the size of an angry grey baloon. And it Started to rain. Not rain
generdly, but specificaly. Specificaly on about a square foot of ground which contained Rincewind,

specificdly, on hishat.
A very smdl bolt of lightning stung Rincewind on the nose.

'‘Ah! Sowe have - Pink Pig, appearing around the curve of the gully, hesitated a bit before continuing
dightly more thoughtfully - 'ahead inahole. . . with avery smdl thunderstorm aboveit.’

And then it dawned on him that, orm or no storm, nothing was preventing him from cutting off
ggnificant parts. The only significant part available was ahead, but that was fine by him.

At which point, Rincewind's hat having absorbed enough moisture, the ancient wood gave way under the
grain and plunged him to an uncertain fate in the darkness.



It was utterly dark.

There had been apainful confusion of tunnels and diding dirt. Rincewind assumed - or the smal part of
himthat was not sobbing with fear assumed - that the earth had caved in after him. Cave. That wasa

sgnificant word. Hewasin acave. Reaching out carefully, in case he felt something, he felt for something

to feef.
There was astraight edge. It led to three more straight edges, going off at right angles. So.. . . thismeant

dab.
The darkness was till a choking velvet shroud.
Slab meant that there was some other entrance, some proper entrance. Even now guards were probably

hurrying towards him.
Perhaps the Luggage was hurrying towardsthem . It had been acting very funny lately, that was for
certain. He was probably better off without it. Probably.

He patted his pockets, saying the mantrathat even non-wizardsinvoke in order to find matches; thet is.
he said, 'Matches, matches, matches,’ madly to himsalf, under his bregth.

Hefound some, and scratched one desperately with histhumbnail.
IO\N! 1
The smoky ydlow flame it nothing except Rince-wind's hand and part of hisdeeve.

He ventured afew steps before it burned hisfingers, and when it died it left ablue afterglow in the

darknessof hisvison.
There were no sounds of vengeful feet. There were no soundsat dl. In theory there should be the drip of

water, but the air fdt quite dry.
He tried another match, and thistime raised it as high as he could and peered ahead.

A seven-foot warrior smiled at him.

Cohen looked up again.
'It'sgoing to pissdown inaminute,” he said. 'Will you look at that sky?

There were hints of purple and red in the mass, and the occasiona momentary glow of lightning

somewhereingde the clouds.

Teach?



'Yes?
'Y ou know everything. Why'sthat cloud looking like that?

Mr Saveloy looked where Cohen was pointing. There was ayellowish cloud low on the horizon. Right
around the horizon - one thin stresk, as though the sun was trying to find away through.

'Could bethelining? said Boy Willie.

'What lining?

'Every cloud's supposed to have asiiver one.’

'Y eah, but that's more like gold.'

"Well, gold's cheaper here.’

Isit me,' said Mr Saveloy, 'or isit getting wider?
Caeb was garing a the enemy lines.

There's been alot of blokes galloping about on their little horses," he said. I hope they get amove on.
We don't want to be here dl day.’

'l vote we rushes 'em while they're not expectin' it, said Hamish.

'Holdon. .. holdon. . ."said Truckle. There was the sound of many gongs being besten, and the
crackling of fireworks. 'Looks like the bas— the lovechilds are moving.'

"Thank goodnessfor that,' said Cohen. He stood up and stubbed out his cigarette.

Mr Saveloy trembled with excitement.

'Do we sing asong for the gods before we go into battle? he said.

"You canif you like, said Cohen.

'Well, do we say any heathen chants or prayers?

‘Shouldn't think so," said Cohen. He glanced up at the horizon-girdling band. It was unsettling him far

more than the approaching enemy. It waswider now, but dightly paler. For just amoment he found
himself wishing that there was one god or goddess somewhere whose temple he hadn't violated, robbed

or burned down.
'Don't we bang our swords on our shields and utter defiance? said the teacher hopefully.
"Too latefor that, redlly,' said Cohen.

Mr Saveloy looked so crestfalen at the lack of pagan splendour that the ancient barbarian was, to his
own surprise, moved to add: 'But fed freg, if that's what you want.’



The Horde drew their various swords. In Hamish's case, another axe was produced from under hisrug.
'Seeyou in Heaven!" said Mr Saveloy excitedly.

'Y eah, right,’ said Caleb, eyeing the line of approaching soldiers.

'Where there's feasting and young ladies and so forth!*

'Y eah, yeah,' said Boy Willie, testing the blade of his sword.

'And carousing and quaffing, | believe!’

'Could be,' said Vincent, trying to ease the tendon-itisin hisarm.

'‘And well do that thing, you know, where you throw the axes and cut ladies plaits off!"
"Yeah, if youlike'

But—"

'Whut?

‘The actud feadting . . . Do they do anything vegetarian?

And the advancing army screamed and charged.

They rushed at the Horde, dmost asfast asthe clouds boiling in from every direction.

Rincewind's brain unfroze dowly, in the darkness and silence of the hill.

It'sadtatue, hetold himsdlf. That'sal it is. No problem there. Not even a particularly good one. Just a
big statue of aman in armour. Look, there's a couple more, you can just see them at the edge of the light
‘ow!'

He dropped the match and sucked hisfingers.

What he needed now was awal. Walls had exits. True, they could also be entrances, but now there did
not seem much danger of any guards hurrying in here. The ar had an ancient smell, with ahint of fox and
adight trace of thunderstorms, but above al it tasted unused.

He crept forward, testing each step with hisfoot.

Then therewas light. A small blue spark jumped off Rincewind'sfinger.

Cohen grabbed at his beard. 1t was straining away from hisface.



Mr Saveloy'sfringe of hair stood out from his head and sparked at the ends.
‘Static discharges!' he shouted, above the crackle.

Ahead of them the spears of the enemy glowed at the tips. The charge fatered. There wasthe
occasional shriek as sparks legped from man to man.

Cohen looked up.

'Oh, my," he said. 'Will you look atthat !"

Tiny sparksflickered around Rincewind as he eased himsdlf over the unseen floor.
The wordtomb had presented itself for his consideration, and one thing Rincewind knew about large

tombswas that their builders were often jolly inventive in the traps and spikes department. They aso put

in things like paintings and statues, possibly so that the dead had something to look at if they became
bored.

Rincewind's hand touched stone, and he moved carefully sideways. Now and again hisfeet touched
something yidding and soft. He very much hoped it was mud.

And then, right a hand height, was alever. It stuck out fully two feet.

Now . .. itcould be atrap. But traps were generaly, well, traps. The first you knew about them was
when your head wasrolling along the corridor severd yards away. And trap builders tended to be
graightforwardly homicidal and seldom required victimsto actively participate in their own destruction.

Rincewind pulledit.

Theydlow cloud sailed overhead in its millions, moving much faster on the wind they'd created than the
dow besting of their wingswould suggest. Behind them came the storm.

Mr Saveloy blinked.

‘Butterflies?

Both sides stopped as the creatures deeted padt. It was even possible to hear the rustle of their wings.
‘All right, Teach," said Cohen. 'Explainthis one.’

'It, it, it could be anatural phenomenon,’ said Mr Saveloy. 'Er . . . Monarch butterflies, for example,
have been knownto. .. er...totel youthetruth, | don't know ...

The cloud swarmed on towards the hill.

‘Not some kind of Sgn? said Cohen. There must have beensome temple | didn't rob.’



"Thetrouble with Signs and portents,' said Boy Willie, 'isyou never know who they're for. Thisn could
be anice onefor Hong and hispals.

"Then I'm nicking it," said Cohen.

'Y ou can't steal amessage from the gods!' said Mr Saveloy.

'Can you seeit nailed down anywhere? No? Sure? Right. Soit'smine.”

He raised his sword asthe stragglers fluttered past overhead.

"The gods smileon ug!' he bellowed. 'Hahaha!'

'Hahaha? whispered Mr Saveloy.

‘Just to worry 'em,’ said Cohen.

He glanced at the other members of the Horde. Each man nodded, very dightly.
‘All right, lads he said quietly. Thisisit.'

'Er...what dol do? said Mr Saveloy.

Think of something to make yourself good and angry. That gets the ole blood boiling. Imagine the enemy
iseverything you hate!'

'Head teachers," said Mr Saveloy. 'Good.'
'Sports masters!’ shouted Mr Saveloy.

Yep!

'‘Boyswho chew gum!’ screamed Mr Saveloy.

'Look at him, steam coming out of hisearsdready,' said Cohen. 'First oneto the afterlife gets‘emin.
Charge!’

The yellow cloud thronged up the dopes of the hill and then, carried on the uprisng wind, rose.
Above it the storm rose too, piling up and up and spreading into a shape something like a hammer—
It struck.

Lightning hit theiron pagoda so hard that it exploded into white-hot fragments.

It isconfusing for an entire army to be attacked by seven old men. No book of tacticsis up to the task



of offering advice. There isatendency towards baffle-nent.

The soldiers backed away in the face of the rush and then, driven by currentsin the great mass of men,
closed in behind.

A solid circle of shields surrounded the Horde. 1t buckled and swayed under the press of men, and also
under the blowsrained on it by Mr Saveloy's sword.

‘Come on, fight!" he shouted. 'Smoke pipes at me, would you? Y ou! That boy there! Answer me back,
eh! Takethat!"

Cohen looked at Caleb, who shrugged. He'd seen berserk ragesin histime, but nothing quite so
incandescent as Mr Saveloy.

The circle broke as a couple of men tried to dart backwards and cannoned into the rank behind and
then rebounded on to the swords of the Horde. One of Hamish's wheels caught asoldier avicious blow
on the knee and, as he bent over, one of Hamish's axes met him coming the other way.

It wasn't speed. The Horde couldn't move very fast. But itwas economy. Mr Saveloy had remarked on
it. They were smply always where they wanted to be, which was never where someone's sword was.
They let everyone e se do the running around. A soldier would risk adash in the direction of Truckle and
find Cohenrisng in front of him, grinning and swinging, or Boy Willie giving him anod of
acknowledgement and a stab. Occasionally one of the Horde took timeto parry ablow aimed a Mr
Saveloy, who wasfar too excited to defend himself.

'Pull back, you bloody foold!'

Lord Hong appeared behind the throng, his horse rearing, his helmet visor flung back.

The soldierstried to obey. Findly, the press eased alittle, and then opened. The Horde wereleftina
widening ring of shields. There was something like silence, broken only by the endless thunder and the
crackleof lightning on the hill.

And then, pushing their way angrily through the soldiers, came an dtogether different breed of warrior.
They weretaller, and heavier armoured, with splendid helmets and moustaches that |ooked like a
declaration of war in themselves.

One of them glared at Cohen.

‘Orrrrr! Itiyorshu! Yutimishu!'

'Wassat? said Cohen.

'Heésasamural,' said Mr Saveloy, wiping hisforehead. Thewarrior caste. | think that'stheir formal
chdlenge. Er. Would you like meto fight him?

One samura glared at Cohen. He pulled a scrap of silk out of hisarmour and tossed it into the air. His
other hand grabbed the hilt of hislong, thinsword . . .

Therewas hardly even ahiss, but three shreds of silk tumbled gently to the ground.



'Get back, Teach, said Cohen dowly. 'l reckon this one's mine. Got another hanky? Thanks.'

The samurai looked at Cohen's sword. It was long, heavy and had so many notches it could have been
used asa saw.

'You'll never doiit,’ he said. 'With that sword? Never.'

Cohen blew hisnose naigly.

"You say? hesaid. 'Watch this!'

The handkerchief soared into the air. Cohen gripped hissword . . .

He'd beheaded three upward-staring samurai before the handkerchief started to tumble. Other members
of the Horde, who tended to think in much the same way astheir leader, had accounted for half adozen

more.
'Got the ideafrom Caleb,' said Cohen. 'And the messageis. either fight or muck about, it's up to you.'
'Have you no honour? screamed Lord Hong. ‘Are you just aruffian?
'I'm abarbarian,” shouted Cohen. ‘And the honour | got, see, ismine. | didn't stedl it off'f someone else!’
'I had wanted to take you dive,' said Lord Hong. 'However, | see no reason to stick to thispolicy.'

He drew his sword.

‘Back, you scum!" he screamed. 'Right back! Let the bombardiers come forward!" He looked back at
Cohen. Hisface was flushed. His spectacles were askew.

Lord Hong had lost histemper. And, asis dways the case when adam burdts, it engulfswhole
countries.

The soldiers pulled back.
The Horde were, once again, in awidening circle.
'What's a bombardier? said Boy Willie.

'Er, | believe it must mean people who fire some sort of projectile,’ said Mr Saveloy. The word derives
from—'

'Oh, archers,’ said Boy Willie, and spat.
'Whut?
'He said THEY'RE GOING TO USE ARCHERS, Hamish!'

'Heheh, we never |et archers stop us at the Battle of Koom Valley!" cackled the antique barbarian.

Boy Williesghed.



"That was between dwarfs and trolls, Hamish,' he said. 'And you ain't either. So whose side were you
on?

'Whut?
'l saidd WHOSE SIDE WERE YOU ON?
'l were on the side of being paid money to fight, said Hamish.

'‘Best Sdethereis’

Rincewind lay on thefloor with hishands over hisears.

The sound of thunder filled the underground chamber. Blue and purple light shone so brightly that he
could seeit through hiseydlids.

Findly the cacophony subsided. There were gtill the sounds of the storm outside, but the light had faded
to ablue-white glow, and the sound into a steady humming.

Rincewind risked rolling over and opening his eyes.

Hanging from rusted chainsin the roof were big glass globes. Each one wasthe size of aman, and
lightning crackled and Szzled insde, stabbing at the glass, seeking away out.

At onetime there must have been many more. But dozens of the big globes had falen down over the
years, and lay in pieces on the floor. There were still scores up there, swaying gently on their chainsas
the imprisoned thunderstorms fought for their freedom.

Theair felt greasy. Sparks crawled over the floor and crackled on each angle.

Rincewind stood up. His beard streamed out asamass of individud hairs.

The lightning globes shone down on around lake of, to judge from the ripples, pure quickslver. Inthe
centrewas alow, five-sded idand. As Rincewind stared, aboat came drifting gently around to hisside
of the pool, making littled upslup noises asit moved through the mercury.

It was not alot larger than arowing boat and, lying on itstiny deck, was afigurein armour. Or possbly
just thearmour. If itwas just empty armour, then it waslying in the arms-folded position of a suit of

armour that has passed away.

Rincewind sidled around the silver lake until he reached adab of what looked very much like gold, set in
the floor in front of astatue.

He knew you got inscriptions in tombs, although he was never sure who it was who was supposed to
read them. The gods, possibly, athough surely they knew everything aready? Hed never considered that
they'd cluster round and say thingslike, ‘Gosh, "Dearly Beloved” was he? | never knew that.’

Thisonesmply said, in pictograms. One Sun Mirror.



There wasn't anything about mighty conquests. Therewas no list of histremendous achievements. There
was nothing down there about wisdom or being the father of his people. There was noexplanation .
Whoever knows this name, it seemed to say, knows everything. And there was no admitting the
possibility that anyone getting thisfar would not have heard the name of One Sun Mirror.

The statue looked like porcelain. It had been painted quite redigticaly. One Sun Mirror seemed an
ordinary sort of man. Y ou would not have pointed him out in acrowd as Emperor material. But this man,
with hislittle round hat and little round shield and little round men on little round ponies, had glued
together athousand warring factionsinto one great Empire, often using their own blood to do it.

Rincewind looked closer. Of course, it wasjust an impression, but around the set of the mouth and the
look of the eyesthere was an expression held last seen on the face of Ghenghiz Cohen.

It was the expression of someone who was absolutely and totally unafraid of anything.
Thelittle boat headed towards the far side of the |ake.
One of the globesflickered alittle and then faded to red. It winked out. Another followed it.

He had to get out.

There was something else, though. At the foot of the statue, lying asif they'd just been dropped there,
were ahemet, apair of gauntlets, and two heavy-looking boots.

Rincewind picked up the helmet. It didn't look very strong, but it did look quite light. Normally he didn't
bother with protective clothing, reasoning that the best defence againgt threstening danger wasto be on
another continent, but right now the idea of armour had its tractions.

He removed his hat, put the helmet on, pulled down the visor, and then wedged the hat on top of the
helmet.

There was aflicker in front of hiseyes and Rincewind was staring at the back of hisown head. It wasa
grainy picture, and it wasin shades of green rather than proper colours, but it was definitely the back of
his own head he was looking &t. People had told him what it looked like.

Heraised the visor and blinked.

The pool was dill in front of him.

He lowered the visor.

There hewas, abouit fifty feet away, with this helmet on his head.

He waved a hand up and down.

The figurein the visor waved a hand up and down.

He turned around and faced himsdlf. Y ep. That was him.

OK, hethought. A magic helmet. It lets you see yoursdlf along way away. Great. Y ou can have fun



watching yourself fall into holes you can't see because they'reright up close.

Heturned around again, raised the visor and ingpected the gloves. They seemed aslight asthe helmet
but quite clumsy. Y ou could hold asword, but not much else.

Hetried one on. Immediatdy, with afaint Szzling noise, arow of little pictureslit up on the wide cuff.
They showed soldiers. Soldiers digging, soldiersfighting, soldiersclimbing . . .

Ah. So. . .magic armour. Perfectly normal magic armour. It had never been very popular in
Ankh-Morpork. Of course, it waslight. Y ou could makeit asthin as cloth. But it tended to lose its magic
without warning. Many an ancient lord'slast words had been, "Y ou can't kill me because I've got magic
aaargh.’

Rincewind looked at the boots, with suspicious recollection of the trouble there had been with the
University's prototype Seven League boots. Footwear which tried to make you take steps twenty-one
mileslong imposed unfortunate groina strains; they'd got the things off the student just in time, but hedd
still had to wear aspecid devicefor severa months, and ate standing up.

All right, but evenold magic armour would be useful now. It wasn't asif it weighed much, and the mud of
Hunghung hadn't improved what was left of his own boots. He put hisfeet into them.

He thought: Well, so what is supposed to happen now?
He straightened up.

And behind him, with the sound of seven thousand flower pots smashing together, the lightning till
crackling over them, the Red Army cameto attention.

Hex had grown abit during the night. Adrian Turnip-seed, who had been on duty to feed the mice and
rewind the clockwork and clean out the dead ants, had sworn that hed done nothing else and that
no-one had comein.

But now, where there had been the big clumsy arrangement of blocks so that the results could be read,
wasaquill peninthe middle of anetwork of pulleysand levers.

'Watch,' said Adrian, nervoudy tapping out avery smple problem. 'It's come up with this after doing al
those spells at suppertime. . '

The ants scuttled. The clockwork spun. The springs and levers jerked so sharply that Ponder took a
step back.

The quill pen wobbled over to an inkwell, dipped, returned to the sheet of paper Adrian had put under
the levers, and began to write.

It blotsabit,' he said, in ahelplesstone of voice. "What'shappening ?
Ponder had been thinking further about this. The latest conclusions hadn't been comforting.

'Wdll . . . we know that books containing magic become alittlebit . . . sapient . . ." he began. 'And we've



made amachine for . . .
'Youmeanit'salive ?
'‘Come on, let's not get all occult about this," said Ponder, trying to sound jovid. "Were wizards, after dl.'
‘Ligten, you know that long problem in thaumic fields you wanted meto put in?

Yes Wdl?

'It gave me the answer a midnight,’ said Adrian, hisface pae.

‘Good.

'Y es, good, except that | didn't actudlygive it the problem until haf past one, Ponder.'
'Y ou're telling me you got the answer before you asked the question?

e

‘Whydid you ask the question, then?

'l thought about it, and | thought maybe | had to. | mean, it couldn't have known what the answer was
going to beif | didn't giveit the problem, yes?

'‘Good point. Er. Y ou waited ninety minutes, though.'

Adrian looked at his pointy boots.

'l.. . washiding in the privy. Well, Redo from Start could—'

‘All right, dl right. Go and have something to est.’

'Are we meddling with things we don't understand, Ponder?

Ponder looked up at the gnomic bulk of the machine. It didn't seem threatening, merely . . .other .

He thought: meddlefirst, understand later. Y ou had to meddle abit before you had anything to try to
understand. And the thing was never, ever, to go back and hidein the Lavatory of Unreason. Y ou have

to try to get your mind around the Universe before you can giveit atwist.

Perhaps we shouldn't have given you aname. We didn't think about that. It was ajoke. But we should
have remembered that names are important. A thing with anameisabit more than athing.

'Off you go, Adrian,' hesad firmly.
He sat down and carefully typed:
Hello.

Thingswhirred.



Thequill wrote:

Far above, abutterfly - itswings an undistinguished yellow, with black markings - fluttered through an
open window.

Ponder began the calculations for the transfer between Hunghung and Ankh-Morpork.

The butterfly dighted for amoment on the maze of glass pipes. When it rose again, it left behind avery
small blob of nectar.

Ponder typed carefully, far below.

A smdll but significant ant, one of the scurrying thousands, emerged from a break in the tube and spent a
few seconds sucking at the sweet liquid before going back to work.

After awhile, Hex gave an answer. Apart from one smal but significant point, it was entirely correct.

Rincewind turned around.
With an echoing chorus of creaks and groans, the Red Army turned around too.
And itwas red. It was the same colour, Rincewind redlized, asthe soil.

He'd bumped into afew statuesin the darkness. He hadn't realized that there werethis many. They
stretched, rank on rank, into the distant shadows.

Experimentally, he turned around. Behind him, there was another chorus of stlampings.

After afew fase garts he found that the only way to end up facing them wasto take off the boots, turn,
and put the boots on again.

Helowered the visor for amoment, and saw himsalf lowering the visor for amoment.

He stuck up an arm. They stuck out their arms. He jumped up and down. They jumped up and down,
with acrash that made the globes swing. Lightning Szzled from their boots.

Hefdt asudden hystericad urgeto laugh.

He touched hisnose. They touched their noses. He made, with terrible glee, the traditional gesture for
the dismissa of demons. Seven thousand terracotta middle fingers stabbed towards the celling.

Hetried to cam down.
Theword his mind had been groping for findly surfaced, and it wasgolem .

There were one or two of them, even in Ankh-Morpork. Y ou were bound to get them in any area



where you had wizards or priests of an experimentd turn of mind. They were usualy just figures made
out of clay and animated with some suitable spell or prayer. They pottered about doing smple odd jobs,
but they were not very fashionable these days. The problem was not putting them to work but stopping
them from working; if you set agolem to digging the garden and then forgot about it, you'd come back to
find it'd planted arow of beans 1500 mileslong.

Rincewind looked down at one of the gloves.

He cautioudy touched thelittle picture of afighting soldier.

The sound of seven thousand swords being smultaneoudy unsheathed was like the tearing of athick
sheet of stedl. Seven thousand points were pointed right at Rincewind.

Hetook a step back. So did the army.
Hewasin a place with thousands of artificid soldiers wearing swords. The fact that he appeared to have
control of them was no great comfort. Hed theoreticaly had control of Rincewind for the whole of his

life, and look what had happened to him.

Helooked at the little pictures again. One of them showed a soldier with two heads. When he touched
it, the army turned about smartly. Ah.

Now to get out of here. . .

The Horde watched the bustle among Lord Hong's men. Objects were being dragged to the front line.
"They don't look like archersto me,' said Boy Willie.

"Those things are Barking Dogs," said Cohen. 'l should know. Seen ‘em before. They'relike abarre full
of fireworks, and when the fireworks are lit abig stone comes rushing out of the other end.’

'Why?
'Wéll, would you hang around if someone had just lit afirework by your arse?

'Here, Teach, hesaid "arse",’ complained Truckle. 'Look, on my bit of paper hereit saysyou mustn't
w_l

"Weve got shields, haven't we? said Mr Saveloy. 'I'm sure if we keep close together and put the shields
over our headsweélll be asright asrain.'

"The stone's about afoot across and going very fast and it'sred hot.'
‘Not shields, then?
'No," said Cohen. "Truckle, you push Hamish—'

'We won' get fifty yards, Ghenghiz,' said Cdeb.



‘Better fifty yards now than six feet in aminute, yes? said Cohen.
‘Bravo!' said Mr Saveloy.
'Whut?

Lord Hong watched them. He saw the Horde hang their shields around the whedlchair to form acrude
travelling wall, and saw the wheels begin to turn.

Heraised his sword.

‘Firel’

'Still tamping the charges, o lord!”

| saidfire I"

'Got to primethe Dogs, o lord.!"

The bombardiers worked feverishly, spurred on less by terror of Lord Hong than by the onrushing
Horde.

Mr Saveloy's hair streamed in the wind. He bounded through the dust, waving his sword and screaming.

Hed never been so happy indl hislife.

So thiswasthe secret at the heart of it al: to look desth right in the face and charge.. . . It made
everything so utterly smple.

Lord Hong threw down his helmet. 'Fire, you wretched peasants! Y ou scum of the earth! Why must |
ask twice! Give methat torch!'

He pushed abombardier aside, crouched down beside a Dog, heaved on it so that the barrel was
pointing at the oncoming Cohen, lifted the torch—

The earth heaved. The Dog reared and rolled sideways.

A round red head, smiling faintly, rose out of the ground.

There were screamsin the ranks as the soldiers|ooked down at the moving dirt under their boots, tried
to run on asurface that was just shifting soil, and disappeared in the rising cloud of dust.

The ground caved in.

Then it caved out again as stricken soldiers climbed up one another to escape because, rising gently
through the turmoail, was the soil in human shape.

The Horde skidded to a halt.

'What're they? Trolls? said Cohen. Ten of the figureswere visble now, industrioudy digging at the air.



Then they stopped. One of them turned its gently smiling head thisway and that.

A sergeant must have screamed ahandful of archersinto line, because afew arrows shattered on the
terracotta armour, with absolutely no effect.

Other red warriors were climbing up behind the former diggers. They collided with them, with a sound of
crockery. Then, as one man - or troll, or demon - they drew their swords, turned around, and headed
towards Lord Hong'sarmy.

A few soldierstried to fight them smply because there was too great acrowd behind them to run away
They died.

It wasn't that the red guards were good fighters. They were very mechanical, each one performing the
samethrugt, parry, dash, regardless of what their opponent was doing. But they were smply
unstoppable. If their opponent escaped one of the blows but didn't get out of the way then he was just
trodden on - and by the looks of things, the warriors were extremely heavy.

And it wastheway thethingssmiled all the time that added to the terror.

'Wéll, now, theré'sathing,” Cohen said, feding for his tobacco pouch.

‘Never seentrollsfight like that,’ said Truckle. Rank after rank was walking up out of the hole, stabbing
happily at theair.

The front row were moving in acloud of dust and screams. It is hard for abig army to do anything
quickly, and divisonstrying to move forward to see what the trouble was were getting in the way of
fleeing individuas seeking ahole to hide in and permanent civilian status. Gongs were banging and men
were trying to shout orders, but no-one knew what the gongs were meant to mean or how the orders
should be obeyed, because there didn't seem to be enough time.

Cohen finished rolling his cigarette, and struck amatch on his chin.

‘Right," he said, to the world in general. 'L et's get that bloody Hong.'

The clouds overhead were less fearsome now. There was lesslightning. But there were till alot of them,
greeny-black, heavy with rain.

‘Butthisisamazing !" said Mr Saveloy.

A few drops hit the ground, leaving wide cratersin the dirt.

"Yeah, right,' said Cohen.

'A most strange phenomenon! Warriorsrising out of the ground!’

The cratersjoined up. It felt as though the drops were joining up aswell. The rain began to pour down.

'Dunno," said Cohen, watching aragged platoon flee past. 'Never been here before. Fraps this happens
alot.

'l mean, it'sjust like that myth about the man who sowed dragons teeth and terrible fighting skeletons



came up!'
'l don't believethat ,' said Caleb, asthey jogged after Cohen.
'Why not?

'If you sow dragons teeth, you should get dragons. Noot fighting skeletons. What did it say on the
packet?

'l don't know! The myth never said anything about them coming in a packet!'
‘Should've said "Comes up Dragons' on the packet.’

'Y ou can't believe myths," said Cohen. 'l should know. Right . . . thereheis. . ." he added, pointing to a
distant horseman.

Thewhole plain wasin turmoil now. The red warriorswere only the start. The aliance of thefive
warlordswas glassfragilein any case, and panicky flight was ingtantly interpreted as snesk attack.
No-one paid any attention to the Horde. They didn't have any coloured pennants or gongs. They weren't
traditiona enemies. And, besides, the soil was now mud, and the mud flew, and everyone from thewaist
down was the same colour and thiswasrising.

'What're we doing, Ghenghiz? said Mr Saveloy.

"We're heading back for the palace.’

'Why?

"'Cos that's where Hong's gone.'

‘But therésthis astonishing—'

'Look, Teach, I've seen walking trees and spider gods and big green things with teeth,’ said Cohen. 'It's
no good goin' around saying "astonishing” al thetime, ain't that so, Truckle?

‘Right. D'you know, when | went after that Five-Headed Vampire Goat over in Skund they said |
shouldn't on account of it being an endangered species? | said, yes, that was down to me. Were they
grateful?

'Huh,’ said Caleb. 'Should've thanked you, giving them al those endangered species to worry about.
Turn around and go home right now, soldier boy!"

A group of soldiers, fighting to get away from the red warriors, skidded in the mud, stared in terror a
the Horde, and headed off in anew direction.

Truckle stopped for bresth, rain streaming off his beard.

'l can't be having with this running, though, he said. ‘Not and push Hamish'swhedlchair in al thismud.
Let's have a breather.’

'Whut?



'Stopping for abreather? said Cohen. 'My gods! | never thought I'd see the day! Ahero having arest?
Did Voltan the Indestructible have a bit of arest?

'He's having one now. He's dead, Ghenghiz,' said Caleb.
Cohen hesitated.
'What, old Voltan?
'Didn't you know? And the Immortal Jenkins'!'
‘Jenkinsisn't dead, | saw him only last year.'
‘But he's dead now. All the heroes are dead, ‘cept us. And | ain't too sure about me, too.'
Cohen splashed forward and snatched Caleb upright by his shirt.
"What about Hrun? He can't be dead. He's half our age!’
'Last | heard he got ajob. Sergeant of the Guard somewhere.’

‘Sergeant of theGuard ? said Cohen. "What, forpay ?

Yep.
‘But. . .what, like, forpay ?

'He told me he might make Captain next year. Hesad . . . hesaid it'sajob with apenson.’

Cohen released his grip.

"Theré's not many of us now, Cohen,' said Truckle.

Cohen spun around.

'All right, but there's never been many of usl And | ain't dyin'! Not if it means the world's taken over by
bastards like Hong, who don't know what a chieftain is. Scum. That'swhat he caled his soldiers. Scum.

It'slikethat bloody civilized game you showed us, Teach!'

'Chess?

‘Right. The prawns are just there to be daughtered by the other side! While the king just hangs around at
the back.'

'Y eah, but the other sde'syou , Cohen.’

‘Right! Right . . . well,yes , that's fine when I'm theenemy . But | don't shove men in front of meto get
killed instead of me. And | never use bows and them dog things. When | kill someoneit'sup closeand
persond. Armies? Bloody tactics? There's only one way to fight, and that's everyone charging all a once,
waving their swords and shouting! Now on your feet and let's get after him!*



'It'sbeen along morning, Ghenghiz,' said Boy Willie.
'Don't give me that!"

'l could do with thelavatory. It'sdl thisrain.’
'Let'sget Hong firgt.

'If he'shiding inthe privy that'sfineby me!

They reached the city gates. They had been shut. Hundreds of people, citizens aswell as guards,
watched them from thewalls.

Cohen waved afinger a them.

'‘Now | ain't gonna say thistwice, he said. 'I'm coming in, OK? It can be the easy way, or it can be the
hard way.'

Impassive faces |ooked down at the skinny old man, and up at the plain, where the armies of the
warlords fought one another and, in terror, the terracottawarriors. Down. Up. Down. Up.

‘Right,' said Cohen. 'Don't say afterwards | didn'twarn youse.'
Heraised his sword and prepared to charge.
'Wait,' said Mr Saveloy. 'Listen.. . "

There was shouting behind the walls, and some confused orders, and then more shouting. And then a
couple of screams.

The gates sivung open, pulled by dozens of citizens.

Cohen lowered his sword.

'Ah,' he said, 'they've seen reason, have they?

Wheezing alittle, the Horde limped through the gates. The crowd watched them in silence. Severd
guardslay dead. Rather more had removed their helmets and decided to opt for a bright new futurein
Civvy Street, where you were lesslikely to get beaten to death by an angry mob.

Every face watched Cohen, turning to follow him asflowersfollow the sun.

Heignored them.

‘Crowdiethe Strong? he said to Caleb.

'Dead.’

'Can't be. He was apicture of hedlth when | saw him a couplamonths ago. Going on anew quest and
everything.



'Dead.’

"‘What happened?

'Y ou know the Terrible Man-esting Soth of Clup?

"The one they say guards the giant ruby of the mad snake god?
Thevery same. Wdll . . . itwas!

The crowd parted to let the Horde through. One or two people tried a cheer, but were shushed into
dlence. It was a silence that Mr Saveloy had only heard before in the most devout of temples.[24]

There was awhispering, though, growing out of that watchful silence like bubblesin apot of water on a
hot fire.

It went likethis.
The Red Army. The Red Army.

'How about Organdy Sloggo? Still going strong down in Howondaland, last | heard.'
'Dead. Metd poisoning.’

'How?

"Three swords through the somach.’

The Red Army!

‘Sasher Mungo?

'Presumed dead in Skund.'

'Presumed?

'Wdll, they only found hishead.'

The Red Army!

The Horde approached the inner gates of the Forbidden City. The crowd followed them at adistance.

These gates were shut, too. A couple of heavy-set guards were standing in front of them. They wore the
expressions of men who'd been told to guard the gates and were going to guard the gates come what
may. The military depends on people who will guard gates or bridges or passes come what may and
there are often heroic poems written in their honour, invarigbly posthumoudy.

'‘Gosbar the Wake?

'Died in bed, | heard.'



'Not old Gospar!'

'Everyone's got to deep sometime!’

"That's not the only thing they've got to do, mister,’ said Boy Willie. 'I really need the wossname.”
'Well, theresthe Wall.'

‘Not with everyonewatching! That ain't . . . civilized.'

Cohen strode up to the guards.

'I'm not mucking about,’ he said. 'OK? Would you rather die than betray your Emperor?
The guards stared ahead.

‘Right, fair enough.' Cohen drew hissword. A thought seemed to strike him.

‘Nurker? he said. 'Big Nurker? Tough as old boots, him.'

'Fishbone,' said Caleb.

‘Nurker? He once killed six trollswith a—'

'‘Choked on afishbonein hisgrud. | thought you knew. Sorry.'

Cohen stared at him. And then at his sword. And then at the guards. For amoment there was silence,
broken only by the sound of therain.

'Y'know, lads," he said, in avoice so suddenly full of wearinessthat Mr Saveloy felt a pit opening up,
here, a the moment of triumph, 'l was goin' to chop your heads off. But . . . what's the point, eh? | mean,
when you get right down to it, why bother? What sort of difference doesit make?

The guards still stared straight ahead. But their eyes were widening.

Mr Saveloy turned.

'Y ou'll end up dead anyway, sooner or later,' Cohen went on. 'Wdll, that's about it. You live your life
best way you can and then it don't actually matter, ‘cos you're dead—'

'Er. Cohen? sad Mr Saveloy.
'l mean, look a me. Been chopping heads off my whole life and what've | got to show for it?
‘Cohen. . ."

The guardsweren't just staring now. Their faces were dragging themsalvesinto very creditable grimaces
of fear. 'Cohen?

'Y eah, what?



'l think you should look round, Cohen.’
Cohen turned.

Half a dozen red warriors were advancing up the street. The crowd had pulled right back and were
watching in slent terror.

Then avoice shouted: 'Extended Duration To The Red Army!"

Criesrose up here and there in the crowd. A young woman raised her hand in a clenched fist.
'Advance Necessarily With The People While Retaining Due Regard For Traditions!'
Othersjoined her.

'Deserved Correction To Enemies!’

I'velost Mr Bunny!'

Thered giants clonked to a hdt.

'Look at them!" said Mr Saveloy. 'They're not trollsl They move like some kind of engine! Doesn't that
interest you?

'No,' said Cohen, vacantly. 'Abstract thinking is not amajor aspect of the barbarian mental process.
Now then, wherewas |? He sighed. 'Oh, yes. You two . . . you'd rather die than betray your Emperor,
would you?

Thetwo men wererigid with fear now.

Cohen raised his sword.

Mr Saveloy took a deep breath, grabbed Cohen's sword arm and shouted:

"Then open the gates and let him through!"

There was amoment of utter silence,

Mr Saveloy nudged Cohen.

'‘Go on," he hissed. 'Act like an Emperor!’

'What . . . you mean giggle, have peopletortured, that sort of thing? Blow that!"

'No! Act like an Emperor ought to act!’

Cohen glared a Saveloy. Then he turned to the guards.

'Well done,' he said. 'Y our loydty doesyou . . . wossname. . . credit. Keep on likethisand | can see
it's promotion for both of you. Now let usdl goinsdeor | will have my flowerpot men chop off your feet



so you'l haveto kned in the gutter while you're looking for your head.’

The men looked at one another, threw down their swords and tried to kowtow.

'‘And you can bloody well get up, too,' said Cohen, in adightly nicer tone of voice. 'Mr Saveloy?
'Yes?

'I'm Emperor now, am |?

The. . . earth soldiers seem to be on our side. Thepeople think you'vewon. Weredl dive. I'd say
we'vewon, yes.'

'If I'm Emperor, | cantell everyone what to do, right?
'Oh, indeed.'

'Properly. Y ou know. Scrolls and stuff. Buggersin uniform blowing trumpets and saying. "Thisiswhat he
wantsyou to do." '

'Ah. Y ou want to make a proclamation.’

'Y eah. No more of this bloody kowtowing. It makes me squirm. No kowtowing by anyone to anyone,
al right?1f anyone sees me they can salute, or maybe give me some money. But none of this banging
your head on the ground stuff. It gives me the willies. Now, dressthat up in proper writing.'

‘Right away. And—'

'Hang on, haven' finished yet,’ Cohen bit hislip in unaccustomed cogitation, asthe red warriors lurched
to astop. "Yeah. You can add that I'm letting al prisoners go free, unless they've done something really
bad. Like attempted poisoning, for agtart. Y ou can work out the details. All torturersto have their heads
cut off. And every, peasant can have afree pig, something likethat. I'll leave you to put in dl the proper
curly bits about "by order” and stuff.’

Cohen looked down at the guards.

'Getup , | said. | swear, the next bastard that kissesthe ground in front of meis gonnaget kicked in the
antique chicken coops. OK? Now open the gates.'

The crowd cheered. Asthe Horde stepped inside the Forbidden City they followed, in asort of cross
between arevolutionary charge and a respectful walk.

The red warriors stood outside. One of them rai sed aterracotta foot, which groaned alittle, and walked
towardsthe Wall until it bumped intoiit.

Thewarrior staggered drunkenly for awhile and then managed to get within ayard or two of the Wall
without calliding withiit.

It raised afinger and wrote, shakily, in red dust that turned to akind of paint on the wet plaster:



HELPHELPITSME IM OUT HERE ON THEE PLAIN HELP | CAN'T GET THISBLODY
ARMER OFF.

The crowd surged along behind Cohen, shouting and singing. If he'd had a surfboard, he could have
ridden onit. The rain drummed heavily on the roof and poured into the courtyards.

'‘Why'rethey dl so excited? he said.

"They think you're going to sack the palace,’ said Mr Saveloy. 'They've heard about barbarians, you see.
They want some of it. Anyway, they like the idea about the pig.’

'Hey, you!" shouted Cohen to aboy struggling past under the weight of ahuge vase. 'Get your thieving
paws off my stuff! That'svaluable, that idl It'sa..a. ..

It's Sang Dynasty,' said Mr Saveloy.
That'sright,’ said the vase.

"That'sa Sang Dynasty, that is! Put it back! And you lot back there—' He turned and waved his sword.
'Get those shoes off! Y ou're scratching the floor! Look at the state of it aready!’

'Y ou never bothered about the floor yesterday,’ Truckle grumbled.
" "Tweren't my floor then.'
'Yes, it was,' said Mr Saveloy.

‘Not properly,’ said Cohen. 'Riteof conquest, that's the thing. Blood. People understand blood. Y ou just
walk in and take over and no-onetakesit serioudy. But seas of blood . . . Everyone understands that.'

'Mountains of skulls," said Truckle gpprovingly.

'Look at history,' said Cohen. "Whenever you - Hey, you, the man with the hat, that'smy . . .'

'Inlaid mahogany Shibo Yangcong-san table, murmured Mr Saveloy.

'—s0 put it back, d'you hear? 'Y es, whenever you comes across a king where everyone says, "Oo, he
was agood king al right,” you can bet your sandals he was a gresat big bearded bastard who broke
heads alot and laughed about it. Hey? But some king who just passed decent little laws and read books
and tried to look intelligent . . . "Oh," they say, "oh, hewasdl right, abit wet, not what 1'd call a proper
king." That's peoplefor you.'

Mr Saveloy sighed.

Cohen grinned at him and g apped him on the back so hard he ssumbled into two women trying to carry
off abronze statue of Ly Tin Wheedle.

'Can't quite faceit, Teach, can you? Can't get your mind round it? Don't worry about it. Basicaly, you



ain't abarbarian.Put the damn statue back, missus, or you'll feel the flat of my sword, so you will "
‘But | thought we could do it without anyone getting hurt. By using our brains.'

‘Can't. History don't work like that. Blood firgt, then brains!'

‘Mountains of skulls," said Truckle.

"Theré's got to be a better way than fighting,' said Mr Saveloy.

"Yep. Lots of 'em. Only none of 'em work. Caeb, takethose. . . those. . .

'—fine Bhong jade miniatures—' muttered Mr Saveloy.

'—take them off that feller. HE's got one under hishat.'

Another set of carved doors was swung open. Thisroom was aready crowded, but the people shuffled
backwards as the doors parted and tried to look keen while avoiding catching Cohen's eye.

Asthey pulled away they left Six Beneficent Winds standing al aone. The court had become very good
at thismanoeuvre.

'Mountains of skulls,' said Truckle, not amanto let goinahurry.

'Er. We saw the Red Army rise out of the ground, er, just asthe legend foretold. Er. Truly you arethe
preincarnation of One Sun Mirror.'

Thelittle taxman had the decency to look embarrassed. As speecheswent it was on adramatic level
with the one that traditionally began, 'Asyou know, your father - the king—' Besides, held never
believed in legends up to now - not even the one about the peasant who every year filed a scrupuloudy
honest tax return.

'Y eah, right,’ said Cohen.

He strode to the throne and stuck his sword in the floor, where it vibrated.

'‘Some of you are going to get your heads cut off for your own good, he said. '‘But | haven't decided
who yet. And someone show Boy Williewherethe privy is!

'No need,’' said Boy Willie. 'Not after them big red statues turned up behind me so sudden.’
'Mountains of—' Truckle began.

'Dunno about mountains, said Cohen.

'And where,' said Six Beneficent Windstremuloudy, ‘isthe Great Wizard?

'Great Wizard,' said Cohen.

'Y es, the Great Wizard who summoned the Red Army from the earth,’ said the taxman.



'Don't know anything abouthim ,' said Cohen.

The crowd staggered forward as more people piled into the room.

"They're coming!'

A terracottawarrior clomped itsway into the room, itsface gill wearing avery faint smile.
It stopped, rocking alittle, while water dripped off it.

People had crouched back in terror. Except the Horde, Mr Savel oy noticed. Faced with unknown yet
terrible dangers, the Horde were either angry or puzzled.

Then he cheered up. They weren't better, just different. They're dl right facing huge terrible creatures, he
told himself, but ask them to go down the street and buy abag of rice and they go dll to pieces. ..

"What's my move now, Teach? Cohen whispered.

'Wdll, you're Emperor, said Mr Saveloy. 'l think you talk toit."
'OK.'

Cohen stood up and nodded cheerfully at the terracotta giant.

"'Morning," he said. ‘Nice bit of work out there. Y ou and the rest of your lads can have the day off to
plant geraniumsin yoursalves or whatever you do. Er. Y ou got a Number One giant | ought to speak to?

The terracottawarrior creaked asit raised onefinger.

Then it pressed two fingers against one forearm, then raised afinger again.
Everyonein the crowd started talking at once.

The giant tugged one vestigid ear with two fingers.

'What can this mean? said Six Beneficent Winds.

'l find thisalittle hard to credit, said Mr Saveloy, 'but it is an ancient method of communication used in
theland of blood-sucking vampire ghosts!'

Y ou can understand it?

'Oh, yes. | think so. Y ou haveto try to guessthe word or phrase. It'stryingtotell us...er...one
word, two syllables. First syllable soundslike. . .

The giant cupped one hand and made circular, handle-turning motions with the other dongsideit.
"Turning,' said Mr Saveloy. 'Winding? Redling? Revolve? Grind? Grind? Chop? Mince—'

The giant tapped its nose hurriedly and did avery heavy, noisy dance, bits of terracottaarmour clanking.



'Sounds like mince,' said Mr Saveloy. 'Firg syllable soundslike mince.’
‘Er...

A ragged figure pushed itsway through the crowd. It wore glasses, one lens of which was cracked.

'Er, it sad, 'I'vegot anideaabout that . . '

Lord Fang and some of hismore trusted warriors had clustered on the side of the hills. A good genera

always knows when to leave the battlefield, and asfar as Lord Fang was concerned, it was when he saw
the enemy coming towards him.

The men were shaken. They hadn't tried to face the Red Army. Those who had were dead.
'We. . . regroup,’ panted Lord Fang. 'And then well wait until nightfall and - What's that?
There was arhythmic noise coming from the bushes further up the dope, where diding earth had left
another budhfilled ravine.
'Sounds like a carpenter, m'lord,’ said one of the soldiers.

'Up here? In the middle of awar? Go and seewhat it is!'

The man scrambled away. After awhile there was apause in the sawing noise. Then it started again.

Lord Fang had been trying to work out a fresh battle plan according to the Nine Useful Principles. He
threw down hismap.

'Why isthat till going on? Whereis Captain Nong?

'Hasn't come back, m'lord.

"Then go and see what has happened to him!'
Lord Fang tried to remember if the great military sage had ever had anything to say about fighting giant
invulnerable Satues. He—

The sawing paused. Then it was replaced by the sound of hammering.
Lord Fang looked around.

'‘Can | have an order obeyed around here? he bellowed.

He picked up his sword and scrambled up the muddy dope. The bushes parted ahead of him. There
was a clearing. There was arushing shape, on hundreds of little le—

There was a snap.



The rain was coming down so fast that the drops were having to queue.

The red earth was hundreds of feet deep in places. It produced two or three cropsayear. It wasrich. It
was fecund. It was, when wet, extremely sticky.

The surviving armies had squelched from the field of battle, as red from head to toe asthe terracotta
men. Not counting those merely trodden on, the Red Army had not in fact killed very many people.
Terror had done most oftheir work. Rather more soldiers had been killed in the brief inter-army battles
and, in the scramble to escape, by their own sides.[25]

Theterracottaarmy had the field to itsdlf. It was celebrating victory in various ways. Many guards were
walking around in circles, wading through the clinging mud asif it was so much dirty air. A number were
digging atrench, the sdes of which were washing in on them in the thundering rain. A few weretrying to
climb wallsthat weren't there. Severa, possibly as aresult of the exertion following centuries of zero
maintenance, had spontaneoudy exploded in a shower of blue sparks, the red-hot clay shrapnel being a
major factor in the opposition's death count.

And dl thetimetherainfell, asolid curtain of water. It didn't look natural. It was as though the sea had
decided to reclam theland by air drop.

Rincewind shut hiseyes. Mud covered the armour. He couldn't make out the pictures any more, and that
was something of ardief because he was pretty certain he was messing things up. Y ou could see what
any warrior was seeing - at least, presumably you could, if you knew what some of the odder pictures
actualy did and how to pressthem in the right order. Rincewind didn't, and in any case whoever had
made the magic armour hadn't assumed it would be used in knee-degp mud during averticd river. Every
now and again it Szzled. One of the boots was getting hot.

It had started out so well! But there had been what he was coming to think of asthe Rincewind factor.
Probably some other wizard would have marched the army out and wouldn't have been rained on and
even now would be parading through the streets of Hung-hung while people threw flowers and said, '‘My
word, there'sa Great Wizard and no mistake.'

Someother wizard wouldn't have pressed the wrong picture and started the things digging.

Heredized he was walowing in sdf-pity. Rather more pertinently, he was dso walowing in mud. And
he was sinking. Trying to pull afoot out was no use - it didn't work, and the other foot only went deeper,
and got hotter.

Lightning struck the ground nearby. He heard it Szzle, saw the steam, fdlt thetingle of electricity and
tasted the taste of burning tin.

Another bolt hit awarrior. Itstorso exploded, raining asticky black tar. Thelegs kept going for afew
steps, and then stopped.

Water poured past him, thick and red now that the river Hung was overflowing. And the mud continued
to suck on hisfeet like ahollow tooth.

Something swirled past on the muddy water. It looked like a scrap of paper.

Rincewind hesitated, then reached out awkwardly with agloved hand and scooped it up.



It was, as hed expected, a butterfly.
‘Thank you very much," he said, bitterly.
The water drained through hisfingers.

He haf closed his hand and then sighed and, as gently as he could, manoeuvred the cresture onto a
finger. Itswings hung damply.

He shidded it with his other hand and blew on thewings afew times.
'‘Go on, push off.'

The butterfly turned. Its multi-faceted eyes glinted green for amoment and then it flgpped itswings
experimentaly.

It stopped raining.
It started to snow, but only where Rincewind was.
'Oh, yes,' said Rincewind. Y esindeed. Oh, thank you so very much.’

Lifewas, he had heard, like abird which flies out of the darkness and across a crowded hall and then
through another window into the endless night again. In Rincewind's case it had managed to do something
incontinent in hisdinner.

The snow stopped. The clouds pulled back from the dome of the sky with astonishing speed, letting in
hot sunlight which dmost immediately made the mud steam.

"Thereyou are! Weve been looking everywhere!”

Rincewind tried to turn, but the mud made that impossible. There was awooden thump, as of aplank
being laid down on wet ooze.

‘Snow on his head? In bright sunshine? | said to mysdlf, that'shim dl right.’
There was the thump of another plank.

A smd| avdanche did off the helmet and did down Rincewind's neck.
Another thump, and aplank squelched into the mud beside him.

It'sme, Twoflower. Areyou dl right, old friend?

'l think my foot is being cooked, but gpart from that I'm as happy as anything.'

'l knew it would be you doing the charades,’ said Twoflower, sticking his hands under the wizard's
shoulders and hauling.

'Y ou got the "Wind" syllable? said Rincewind. 'That was very hard to do, by remote control '



'Oh, none of us got that,' said Twoflower, 'but when it did "ohshitohshitohshit I'm going to die" everyone
gotthat first go. Very inventive. Er. Y ou seem to be stuck.’

'l think it's the magic boots.'

‘Can't you wiggle them off? Thismud drieslike - well, like terracotta in the sun. Someone can come
aong and dig them out afterwards.’

Rincewind tried to move hisfeet. There was some sub-mud bubblings and he felt hisfeet come free, with
amuffled durping noise.

Findly, with congderable effort, he was Sitting on the plank.

‘Sorry about the warriors," he said. 'It looked so smple when | started out, and then | got confused with
al the pictures and it wasimpossible to stop some of them doing things—'

‘But it wasafamousvictory!" said Twoflower.
'Wasit?

'Mr Cohen's been made Emperor!’

'He has?

'‘Well, not made, no-one made him, hejust came along and took it. And everyone says he'sthe
pre-incarnation of the first Emperor and he saysif you want to be the Great Wizard that's fine by him.’

'Sorry? You lost methere. . .

'Y ou led the Red Army, didn't you?Y ou made them rise up in the Empire's hour of need?

'Wdll, | wouldn't exactly say that I—'

'So the Emperor wants to reward you. Isn't that nice?

'How do you mean, reward? said Rincewind, with deep suspicion.

‘Not sure, redly. Actudly, what he said was . . . ' Twoflower's eyes glazed as hetried to recall. 'He said,
"Y ou go and find Rincewind and say he might be abit of apillock but at least he's straight so he can be
Chief Wizard of the Empire or whatever he wantsto cdl it, ‘cos| don't trust you foreign . . ." ' Twoflower
squinted upwards as he tried to remember Cohen's precisewords'". . . house of auspicious aspect . . .
scent of pinetrees. . . buggers.” '

Thewordstrickled into Rincewind's ear, did up into hisbrain, and started to bang on thewalls.

‘Chief Wizard? he said.

That'swhat he said. Well . . . actualy what he said was he wanted you to be ablob of swallow's vomit,

but that was because he used the low sad tone rather than the high questioning one. He definitely meant
wizard.



'Of the whole Empire?
Rincewind stood up.

‘Something very bad is about to happen,’ he said flatly.

The sky was quite blue now. A few citizens had ventured on to the battlefield to tend the wounded and
retrieve the dead. Terracottawarriors stood at various angles, motionless as rocks.

'Any minute now," said Rincewind.
'Shouldn't we get back?
'Probably a meteorite strike,' said Rincewind.

Twoflower looked up at the peaceful sky.
'Y ou know me,' said Rincewind. 'Just when I'm getting a grip on something Fate comes aong and jumps
onmy fingers'

I don'tsee any meteorites,’ said Twoflower. 'How long do we wait?

'It'll be something ese, then," said Rincewind. 'Someonewill come leaping out, or ther€ll bean
earthquake, orsomething .'

'If youinggt," said Twoflower, politely. 'Um. Do you want to wait for something horrible here or would
you like to go back to the palace and have a bath and change your clothes and then see what happens?

Rincewind conceded that he might aswell await adreadful fate in comfort.

"Theré's going to be afeast, said Twoflower. The Emperor says he's going to teach everyone how to
quaff.’

They made their way, plank by plank, back towardsthe city.

Y ou know, | swear you never told me that you were married.’

I'msurel did.
'l was, er, | was sorry to hear that your wife, er—'

"Things happen inwar. | have two dutiful daughters!’

Rincewind opened his mouth to say something but Twoflower's bright, brittle smile froze thewordsin his
throat.

They worked without speaking, picking up the planks behind them and extending the walkway in front.

'Looking on the bright side," said Twoflower, breaking the slence, ‘the Emperor said you could start
your own University, if you wanted.'



'‘No! No! Someone hit me with aniron bar, please!’

'He said he'swdl in favour of education provided no-one makes him have one. He's been making
proclamations like mad. The eunuchs have threatened to go on strike!’

Rincewind's plank dropped on to the mud.

'What isit that eunuchs do," he said, ‘that they stop doing when they go on strike?

‘Serve food, make the beds, things like that."

'Oh.

‘They run the Forbidden City, redlly. But the Emperor talked them round to his point of view.'
'Redly?

'Hesaid if they didn't get cracking right now held cut off everything else. Um, | think the ground'sfirm
enough now.’

Hisown University. That'd make him . . . Arch-chancellor. Rincewind the Archchancellor pictured
himsdf visiting Unseen University. He could have ahat with aredly big point. Hed be able to be rudeto
everyone. Hed—

Hetried to stop himsdf from thinking likethat. It'd al go wrong.

'Of course,' said Twoflower, it might be that the bad things have aready happened to you. Have you
congdered that? Perhaps you're due something nice?

'Don't give me any of that karma stuff,’ said Rincewind. 'The whed of fortune has lost afew spokes
where I'm concerned.’

'It'sworth congdering, though,' said Twoflower.

'What, that the rest of my life will be peaceful and enjoyable? Sorry. No. Y ou wait. When my back's
turned and - bang!'

Twoflower looked around with some interest.

'I don't know why you think your life has been so bad,’ he said. 'We had alot of fun when we were
younger. Hey, do you remember the time when we went over the edge of the world?

'Often,’ said Rincewind. '‘Usudly around 3am.’
'And that time we were on adragon and it disappeared in mid-air?
'Y ou know," said Rincewind, 'sometimes awhole hour will go by when I don't remember that."

'‘And that time we were attacked by those people who wanted to kill us?



"Which of those one hundred and forty-nine occasions are you referring to?

‘Character building, that sort of thing,' said Two-flower, happily. '"Made me what | am today.’

'Oh, yes, said Rincewind. It was no effort, talking to Twoflower. The little man'strusting nature had no
concept of sarcasm and akeen ability not to hear things that might upset him. 'Y es, | can definitdy say it
was that sort of thing that made me what | am today, too.'

They stepped insde the city. The streets were practically empty. Most people had flocked to the huge
squarein front of the palace. New Emperors tended towards displays of generosity. Besides, the news
had got around that this one was different and was giving away free pigs.

'l heard him talking about sending envoysto Ankh-Morpork," said Twoflower, asthey dripped up the
street. 'l expect there's going to be abit of afuss about that.'

'Was that man Disembowel-Mesdlf-Honourably present at the time? said Rincewind.
'Y es, asamatter of fact.'

"When you visited Ankh-Morpork, did you ever meet aman cadled Dibbler?

'Oh, yes!'

'If those two ever shake hands | think there might be some sort of explosion.’

‘But you could go back, I'm sure,' said Twoflower. '| mean, your new University will need al sorts of
thingsand, well, | seem to recall that people in Ankh-Morpork were very keen on gold.’

Rincewind gritted histeeth. The image wouldn't go away - of Archchancellor Rincewind buying the
Tower of Art and getting them to number &l the stones and send it back to Hunghung, of
Arch-chancellor Rincewind hiring dl the faculty as college porters, of Archchancellor Rincewi . . .

‘Nol"

'Pardon?

'Don't encourage meto think like that! The moment I think that it'sal going to be worthwhile something
dreadful will happen!’

There was amovement behind him, and aknife suddenly pressed against histhroat.

"The Gresat Blob of Swalow'sVomit? said avoice by hisear.

"There,' said Rincewind. "Y ou see? Run away! Don't stand there, you bloody idiot! Run !*
Twoflower stared for amoment and then turned and scampered away.

'Let him go,' said the voice. 'He doesn't matter.'

Hands pulled him into the dley. He had avague impression of armour, and mud; his captors were skilled
intheway of dragging a prisoner so that he had no chance to get afoothold anywhere.



Then he was flung on to the cobbles.
'He does not ook so great to me," said an imperious voice. ‘Look up, Great Wizard!'
There was some nervous laughter from the soldiers.

'You fools!' raged Lord Hong. 'Heisjust aman! Look at him! Does he ook so powerful? Heisjust a
man who has found some old trickery! And we will find out how greet heiswithout hisarmsand legs.’

'Oh," said Rincewind.

Lord Hong leaned down. Therewas mud on hisfaceand awild glint in hiseyes. "We shdl see what your
barbarian Emperor can dothen , won't we? He indicated the sullen group of mud-encrusted soldiers.
'Y ou know, they haf believe you redlyare agreat wizard? That's superdtition, I'm afraid. Very useful
most of the time, damn inconvenient on occasion. But when we march you into the square and show
them how greet you redly are, | think your barbarian will not have so very long left. What are these?

He snatched the gloves off Rincewind's hand.

"Toys, he said. 'Made things. The Red Army arejust machines, like mills and pumps. There's no magic
there!

He tossed them aside and nodded at one of the guards.

'‘And now," said Lord Hong, 'let us go to the Imperia Square.’

'How'd you like to be governor of Bhangbhangduc and all these idands around here? said Cohen, asthe
Horde pored over amap of the Empire. 'Y ou like the seaside, Hamish?

'Whut?

The doors of the Throne Room were flung open. Twoflower scuttled in, trailed by One Big River.
'Lord Hong's got Rincewind! HE's going to kill him!'

Cohen looked up.

'He can wizard himsdlf out of it, can't he?

'No! He hasn't got the Red Army any more! He's going tokill him! Y ou've got todo something!”
'Ach, wdll, you know how it iswith wizards,' said Truckle. Theréstoo many of 'em asitis—'
'No.' Cohen picked up his sword and sighed.

'‘Comeon, hesaid.

'‘But, Cohen—'



'l saddcome on . Weain't like Hong. Rincewind's aweasdl, but he'sour weasdl. So are you coming or
what?

Lord Hong and his group of soldiers had amost reached the bottom of the wide stepsto the palace
when the Horde emerged. The crowd surrounded them, held back by the soldiers.

Lord Hong held Rincewind tightly, aknife a histhroat.

'‘Ah, Emperor,’ he said, in Ankh-Morporkian. "We meet again. Check, | think.'
"What's he mean? Cohen whispered.

'He thinks he has you cornered,’ said Mr Saveloy.

'How's he know | won't just let the wizard die?

'Psychology of theindividua, I'm afraid.

"It doesn't make any sense!" Cohen shouted. 'If you kill him, you'll be dead yoursdlf in seconds. | shall
seetoit persndly!”

‘Indeed, no,' said Lord Hong. "When your . . . Great Wizard . . . is dead, when people see how easily he
dies. .. how long will you be Emperor?Y ou won by trickery!

'What are your terms? said Mr Saveloy.

"There are none. Y ou can give me nothing | cannot take myself.’ Lord Hong grabbed Rincewind's hat
from one of the guards and rammed it on to Rincewind's head.

‘Thisisyours, he hissed. ' "Wizzard" hah! Y ou can't even spdl! Well,wizzard ? Aren't you going to say
something?

'Oh, no!"

Lord Hong smiled. 'Ah, that's better,’ he said.
'Oh, noooooo!"

Very good!

‘Aarrgh!’

Lord Hong blinked. For amoment the figure in front of him gppeared to stretch to twice its height and
then have itsfeet snap up under itschin.

And then it disgppeared, with asmal thunderclap.

There was silence in the square, except for the sound of several thousand people being astonished.



Lord Hong waved his hand vagudly inthe air.
‘Lord Hong?

Heturned. There was a short man behind him, covered in grime and mud. He wore a pair of spectacles,
one lens of which was cracked.

Lord Hong hardly glanced a him. He prodded the air again, unwilling to believe his own senses.
'Excuse me, Lord Hong,' said the apparition, 'but do you by any chance remember Bes Pelargic? About
sx yearsago? | think you were quarrdlling with Lord Tang? There was something of askirmish. A few
streets destroyed. Nothing vary mgjor.'

Lord Hong blinked.

'How dare you address me!" he managed.

'It doesn't redlly matter,’ said Twoflower. 'But it'sjust that 1'd have liked you to have remembered. | got
... quite angry about it. Er. | want to fight you.'

"Youwant to fight me? Do you know who you are talking to? Have you anyidea ?
'Er. Yes. Oh, yes,' said Twoflower.

Lord Hong's attention final ly focused. It had not been agood day.

"Y ou foalish, stupid little man! Y ou don't even have asword!’

'Oi! Four-eyes!'

They both turned. Cohen threw his sword. Two-flower caught it clumsily and was almost knocked over
by the weight.

'Why did you do that? said Mr Saveloy.

'Man wantsto be ahero. That'sfine by me,' said Cohen.

'HeEll be daughtered!”

'Might do. Might do. Might do. He might do that, certainly,’ Cohen conceded. 'That's not up to me.'
'Father!"

L otus Blossom grabbed Twoflower'sarm.

‘Hewill kill you! Come away!"

No.

Butterfly took her father's other arm.



'No good purpose will be served,’ she said. ‘Come on. We can find a better time—'
‘Hekilled your mother,’ said Twoflower flatly.

'Hissoldiersdid.’

"That makesit worse. He didn't even know. Please get back, both of you.'

'Look, Father—'

'If you don't both do what you'retold | shal get angry.'

Lord Hong drew hislong sword. The blade gleamed.

'Do you knowanything about fighting, clerk?

'No, not redly,’ said Twoflower. 'But the important thing is that someone should stand up to you.
Whatever happens to them afterwards.’

The Horde were watching with considerable interest. Hardened as they were, they had a soft spot for
pointless bravery.

'Yes,' said Lord Hong, looking around at the silent crowd. 'L eteveryone see what happens.’
Heraised his sword.

Theair crackled.

The Barking Dog dropped on to the flagstonesin front of him.

It was very hot. Its string was dight.

Therewasabrief Szzle.

Then the world went white.

After sometime, Twoflower picked himsalf up. He seemed to be thefirst one upright; those people who
hadn't flung themselves to the ground had fled.

All that remained of Lord Hong was one shoe, which was smouldering. But therewasasmoking trail dl
theway up the steps behind it.

Staggering alittle, Twoflower followed thetrall.
A whedlchair was on its Sde, one whedl spinning.
He peered over it.

You dl right, Mr Hamish?



"Whut?
'‘Good.'

The rest of the Horde were crouched in acircle at the top of the steps. Smoke billowed around them. In
its continuing passage, the ball had st fire to part of the palace.

'Can you hear me, Teach? Cohen was saying.

"'Course he can't hear you! How can he hear you, looking like that? said Truckle.
'He could gtill bedive, said Cohen defiantly.

'Heisdead , Cohen. Redlly, redlydead . Alive people have morebody .

‘But youredl aive? said Twoflower. 'l saw it bark straight at you!'

"We got out of theway,' said Boy Willie. "We're good at getting out of the way.'
'Poor ole Teach didn't have our experience of not dyin’,’ said Caleb.

Cohen stood up.

'Whereés Hong? he said grimly. ‘I'm going to—'

'He's dead too, Mr Cohen,’ said Twoflower.

Cohen nodded, asif thiswasall perfectly norma.

'Weoweit to ole Teach," he said.

'Hewas agood sort,’ Truckle conceded. 'Funny ideas about swearing, mind you.'

'He had brains. He cared about stuff! And he might not have lived like abarbarian, but he's bloody well
going to be buried like one, dl right?

'Inalongship, set on fire,' suggested Boy Willie.

'My word,' said Mr Saveloy.

'Inabig pit, on top of the bodies of his enemies," suggested Caleb.
'‘Good heavens, dl of 4B? said Mr Saveloy.

'Inaburid mound,’ suggested Vincent.

‘Redlly, | wouldn't put you to thetrouble,’ said Mr Saveloy.

'Inalongship set on fire,on top of aheap of the bodies of his enemies,under aburia mound,’ said Cohen
flatly. 'Nothing'stoo good for ole Teach.'



‘But | assureyou, | fed fine,' said Mr Saveloy. ‘Redlly, | -er...Oh. .

RONALD SAVELOY?

Mr Saveloy turned.

'‘Ah," hesaid. 'Yes. | see’

IFYOU WOULD CARETO STEP THISWAY?

The palace and the Horde froze and faded gently, like a dream.

It'sfunny,’ sasid Mr Saveloy, as he followed Desath. 'l didn't expect it to be thisway.'
FEW PEOPLE EVER EXPECT IT TO BEANY WAY.

Gritty black sand crunched under what Mr Savel oy supposed he should till call hisfeet.
'Whereisthis?

THE DESERT.

It was brilliantly lit, and yet the sky was midnight-black. He stared at the horizon.
'How bigisit?

FOR SOME, VERY BIG. FOR LORD HONG, FOR INSTANCE, IT CONTAINSA LOT OF
IMPATIENT GHOSTS.

'l thought Lord Hong didn't believein ghogts:!”

HE MAY DO SONOW. A LOT OF GHOSTSBELIEVE IN LORD HONG.

'Oh. Er. What happens now?

‘Come on, come on, haven't got al day! Step lively, man!’

Mr Saveloy turned around and |ooked up at the woman on the horse. It was abig horse but, then, it was
abig woman. She had plaits, ahat with horns on it, and a breastplate that must have been aweek's work

for an experienced panelbeater. She gave him alook that was not unkind but had impatience in every
line

I'm sorry? he said.
'Says here Rondd Saveloy, she said. Thewhat?
"Thewhat?

'Everyonel pick up,’ said the woman, leaning down, 'is called " Someonethe Something”. Whatthe are
you?



I'm sorry, |—'

I'll put you down as Ronald the Apologetic, then. Come on, hop up, therésawar on, got to be going.'
'‘Where to?

'Says here quaffing, carousing, throwing axes at young women's hair?

'Ah, er, | think perhaps there's been abit of a—"'

'Look, old chap, are you coming or what?

Mr Saveloy looked around at the black desert. He wastotaly aone. Death had gone about his essential
business.

Helet her pull him up behind her.

'Havethey got alibrary, perhaps? he asked hopefully, asthe horse rose into the dark sky.
'Don't know. No-one's ever asked.'

'Evening classes, perhaps. | could start evening classes?

'What in?

'Um. Anything, redly. Table manners, perhaps. Isthat alowed?

'l suppose 0. | don't think anyone's ever asked that, either.’ The Vakyrie turned in the saddle.
"Y ousure you're coming to the right afterlife?

Mr Saveloy consdered the possibilities.

'Onthewhole hesad, 'l think it'sworth atry.'

The crowd in the square were getting to their feet.
They looked at all that remained of Lord Hong, and at the Horde.

Butterfly and Lotus Blossom joined their father. Butterfly ran her hand over the cannon, looking for the
trick.

'Y ou see,' said Twoflower, alittle indistinctly because he couldn't quite hear the sound of hisown voice
yet, 'Itold you he was the Great Wizard.'

Butterfly tapped him on the shoulder.

'What about those? she said.



A smdl procession was picking its way through the square. In front, Twoflower recognized, was
something he'd once owned.

It was avery cheap one,' he said, to no-onein particular. ‘| dways thought there was something alittle
warped about it, to tell you the truth.’

It wasfollowed by adightly larger Luggage. And then, in descending order of size, four little chests, the

smallest being about the size of alady's handbag. Asit passed a prone Hunghungese who'd been too
stunned to fleg, it paused to kick him in the ear before hurrying after the others.

Twoflower looked at his daughters.
'‘Can they do that? he said. 'Make new ones? | thought it needed carpenters.’

'| supposeit learned many thingsin Ankh-More-Pork," said Butterfly.

The Luggages clustered together in front of the steps. Thenthe Luggage turned around and, after one or

two sad backward glances, or what might have been glancesiif it had eyes, cantered away. By thetimeit
reached thefar sde of the square it wasablur.

'Hey, you! Four-eyes!'
Twoflower turned, Cohen was advancing down the steps.
'l remember you," he said. 'D'you know anything about Grand Viziering?

'Not athing, Mr Emperor Cohen.’

'‘Good. Thejob'syours. Get cracking. First thing, | want a cup of tea. Thick enough to float a horseshoe.
Three sugars. In five minutes. Right?

'A cup of teain five minutes 7 said Twoflower. 'But that's not long enough for even ashort ceremony!’

Cohen put acompanionable arm around the little man's shoulders.

‘Theres anew ceremony,’ he said. ‘It goes. "Teaup, luv. Milk? Sugar? Doughnut? Want another one?"

And you could tell the eunuchs," he added, ‘that the Emperor isalit'ral-minded man and used the phrase
"headswill roll".'

Twoflower's eyes gleamed behind his cracked glasses. Somehow, he liked the sound of that.

It looked asthough hewasliving ininteresting times—

The Luggages sat quietly, and waited.

Fate sat back.

The gods relaxed.



‘A draw," he announced. 'Oh, yes. Y ou have appeared to win in Hunghungbut you have had to lose your
most valuable piece, isthat not so?

'I'm sorry? said the Lady. 'l don't quite follow you.'

'Insofar as| understand this.. . . physics. . ." said Fate, 'l cannot believe that anything could be
materidized in the University without dying dmogt ingtantly. It isonething to hit a snowdrift, but quite
another to hitawadll.'

I never sacrifice apawn,’ said the Lady.

"How can you hope to win without sacrificing the occasiond pawn?

'Oh, | never play towin.' She smiled. ‘But | do play not to lose. Waich . . '

The Council of Wizards gathered in front of thewall at the far end of the Great Hall and stared up at the
thing which now covered haf of it.

'Interesting effect,’ said Ridcully, eventualy. 'How fast do you think it was going?

'About five hundred miles an hour,' said Ponder. 'l think perhaps we were alittle enthusiastic. Hex
says—

'From astanding start to five hundred miles an hour? said the Lecturer in Recent Runes. "That must have
come as a shock.'

'Yes,' said Ridceully, 'but | supposeit'samercy for the poor creature that it was such abrief one.’
'And, of course, we mugt al be thankful that it wasn't Rincewind.'

A couple of the wizards coughed.

The Dean stood back.

‘But whatis it? he said.

'Weas,' said Ponder Stibbons.

'We could have alook in the Bestiaries, said Ridcully. 'Shouldn't be hard to find. Grey. Long hind feet
like aclown's boots. Rabbit ears. Tail long and pointy. And, of course, not many creatures are twenty
feet across, oneinch thick and deep fried, so that narrowsit down abit.’

'l don't want to cast a shadow on things,' said the Dean, 'but if thisisn't Rincewind, then where is he?

'I'm sure Mr Stibbons can give us an explanationas to why his calculations went wrong,' said Ridcully.

Ponder's mouth dropped open.

Then he said, as sourly as he dared, 'l probably forgot to take into account that there's three right angles



inatriangle, didn't 1?Er. I'll haveto try and work everything back, but | think that somehow alatera
component was introduced into what should have been abidirectional sortilegic transfer. It's probably
that this was most pronounced at the effective median point, causing an extra node to appear in the
transfers at a point equidistant to the other two as prediction in FHume's Third Equation, and Turffes Law
would seeto it that the distortion would stabilize in such away asto create three separate points, each
moving aroughly equa mass onejump around the triangle. I'm not sure why the third mass arrived here
at such speed, but | think the increased velocity might have been caused by the sudden crestion of the
node. Of course, it might have been going quite fast anyway. But | shouldn't think it is cooked inits
netural state’

'Do you know,' said Ridcully, 'l think | actualy understood some of that? Certainly some of the shorter
words!'

'Oh, it's perfectly smple,’ said the Bursar brightly. 'We sent the . . . dog thing to Hunghung. Rincewind
was sent to some other place. And this creature was sent here. Just like Passthe Parcdl .

'Y ou see? said Ridcully to Stibbons. 'Y ou're using language theBursar can understand. Andhe's been
chasing thedried frog dl morning.’

The Librarian staggered into the hall under theweight of alarge atlas.
'‘Oook.'

'At least you can show uswhere you think our manis’ said Ridcully.
Ponder took aruler and a pair of compasses out of his hat.

'Wdll, if we assume Rincewind wasin the middle of the Counterweight Continent,' he said, ‘then dl we
need do is draw—'

'‘Oook!"
'l assureyou, | was only going to use pencil—'
'Eeek.’

'All we haveto do isimagine , dl right, athird point equidistant from the other two.. . . er . . . that looks
like somewhere in the Rim Ocean to me, or probably over the Edge.”

'Can't seethat thing in the sea,’ said Ridcully, glancing up at the recently laminated corpse.
'Inthat case, it must have been in the other direction—'

The wizards crowded round.

Therewas something there.

"'Shot even properly drawn in,' said the Dean.

"That's because no-one's sureit really exists,' said the Senior Wrangler.



It floated in the middle of the sea, atiny continent by Discworld standards.

TIXXXX™, Ponder read.

"They only put that on the map because no-one knowswhat it'sredly caled,’ said Ridcully.
'‘And welve sent him there,' said Ponder. 'A place that we're not even certainexists ?

'Oh, we know it exists now,' said Ridcully. 'Must do. Must do. Must be a pretty rich land, too, if therats
grow that big.'

I'll go and seeif we can bring—' Ponder began.

'Oh, no," said Ridcully firmly. 'No, thank you very much. Next time it might be an elephant whizzing over
our heads, and those things make a splash. No. Give the poor chap arest. Well have to think of
something dse. . '

He rubbed his handstogether. Timefor dinner, | fed,' he said.

'Um," said the Senior Wrangler. ‘Do you think we were wise to light that string when we sent the thing
back?

‘Certainly,’ said Ridcully, asthey strolled away. ‘'No-one could say we didn't return it in exactly the same
Sateasit arrived . . .’

Hex dreamed gently in itsroom.
Thewizardswere right. Hex couldn't think.
There weren't words, yet, for what it could do.
Even Hex didn't know what it could do.

But it was going to find out.

The quill pen scritched and blotted its way over afresh sheet of paper and drew, for no good reason, a
caendar for the year surmounted by arather angular picture of abeagle, sanding onitshind legs.

The ground wasred, just like at Hunghung. But whereas that was akind of clay sorich that leaving a
chair on the lawn meant that you had four small trees by nightfal, this ground was sand that looked asif it
had got red by being baked in amillion-year summer.

There were occasiona clumps of yellowed grass and low stands of grey-green trees. But what there was
everywhere was hedt.

Thiswas especidly noticeable in the pond under the ghost gums. It was steaming.



A figure emerged from the clouds, absentmindedly picking the burnt bits off his beard.

Rincewind waited until his own persona world had stopped spinning and concentrated on the four men
who were watching him.

They were black with lines and whorls painted on their faces and had, between them, about two square
feet of dothing.

There were three reasons why Rincewind was no racist. Hed ended up in too many placestoo suddenly

to develop that kind of mind. Besides, if held thought about it much, most of the really dreadful things that
had happened to him had been done by quite pae people with big wardrobes. Those were two of the
reasons.

Thethird was that these men, who were just rising from a half-crouching position, were dl holding
spears pointing at Rincewind and there is something about the sight of four spearsaimed at your throat
that causes no end of respect and the word 'sir' to arise spontaneoudy in the mind.

One of the men shrugged, and lowered his spear.

'‘G'day, bloke," he said.

This meant only three spears, which was an improvemen.

'Er. Thisisn't Unseen University, isit, Sir? said Rincewind.

The other spears stopped pointing at him. The men grinned. They had very white teeth.

'Klatch? Howondaand? It looks like Howonda-land,' said Rincewind hopefully.

‘Don't know them blokes, bloke," said one of the men.

The other three clustered around him.

‘What'll wecdl him?

'He's Kangaroo Bloke. No worries there. One minute a kangaroo, next minute a bloke. The old blokes
say that sort of thing used to happen dl the time, back in the Dream.’

'| reckoned he'd look better than that.'
'Yeah.'
'‘Oneway totdl.

The man who was apparently the leader of the group advanced on Rincewind with the kind of grin
reserved for imbeciles and people holding guns, and held out a stick.

It wasflat, and had abend in the middle. Someone had spent along time making rather nice desgnson
itinlittle coloured dots. Somehow, Rincewind wasn't at al surprised to see a butterfly among them.

The hunterswatched him expectantly.



'Er, yes,' hesad. 'Very good. Very good workmanship, yes. Interesting pointillistic effect. Shame you
couldn't find a straighter bit of wood.'

One of the men laid down his spear, and squatted down and picked up along wooden tube, covered
with the same designs. He blew into it. The effect was not unpleasant. It sounded like bees would sound
if they'd invented full orchestration.

'Um," said Rincewind. 'Yes!

It was atest, obvioudy. They'd given him this bent piece of wood. He had to do something withit. It
was clearly very important. Hed—

Oh, no. Hed say something or do something, wouldn't he, and then they'd say, yes, you are the Great

Bloke or something, and they'd drag him off and it'd be the start of another Adventure, i.e., a period of
horror and unpleasantness. Lifewasfull of trickslike that.

Widl, thistime Rincewind wasn't going to fal for it.

I want to go home," he said. 'l want to go back hometo the Library whereit was nice and quiet. And |
don't know where | am. And | don't care what you do to me, right? I'm not going to have any kind of
adventure or start saving the world again and you can't trick meinto it with mysterious bits of wood.'

He gripped the stick and flung it away from him with al the force he could still muster.

They sared at him ashefolded hisarms.

'I'm not playing,’ he said. 'I'm stopping right here.’

They were dill staring. And now they were grinning, too, a something behind him.

Hefdt himsdf getting quite annoyed.

'Do you understand? Are you listening? he said. That'sthe last timethe universeis going to trick
Rincewi—'

TheEnd

[1] People are dways alittle confused about this, asthey arein the case of miracles. When someoneis



saved from certain desth by a strange concatenation of circumstances, they say that'samiracle. But of
courseif someoneiskilled by afreak chain of events - the ol spilled justthere , the safety fence broken

judtthere - that mustalso be amiracle. Just because it's not nice doesn't mean it's not miraculous.

[2] Usudlly about six inches across.

[3] People wonder how thisworks, since aterrestria e ephant would be unlikely to bear arevolving load
for any length of time without some seriousfriction burns. But you may aswell ask why the axle of a

planet doesn't squesk, or where love goes, or what sound yellow makes.

[4] Whichislike Fuzzy Logic, only less so.

[5]Allvirtual lecturestook placein room 3B, aroom not locatable on any floor plan of the University
and aso, it was consdered, infinitein size.

[6] A policy adopted by aimost al managers and severa notable | gods.

[7] Such as'Ouch!’, 'Aargh!’, 'Give me back my money, you scoundrel!" and 'Y ou call these chestnuts? |
cdl them little bals of charcod, that'swhat | call them!

[8] And often the phrase ‘a bastard you don't want to cross, and | didn't say that'.

[9] The UU college porters. Renowned among the entire faculty for the hardness of their skulls, their
obtusenessin the face of reasonable explanation, and their deeply held conviction that the whole place

would collgpse without them.

[10] Except during extreme flood conditionsit is extremely difficult to make much progress on the Ankh,
and the University rowing teams compete by running over the surface of theriver. Thisisgeneradly quite
safe provided they don't stand in one place for very long and, of coursg, it eatsthe soles off their boots.

[11] Thisat least wastrue. Rincewind could scream for mercy in nineteen languages, and just scream* in

another forty-four.

* Thisisimportant. Inexperienced travellers might think that 'Aargh!’ isuniversa, but in Betrobi it means
'highly enjoyable and' in Howondaand it means, varioudly, 'l would like to eat your foot', "Y our wifeisa
big hippo' and 'Hello, Thinks Mr Purple Cat." One particular tribe has afearsome reputation for cruelty

merely because prisoners appear, to them, to be shouting 'Quick! Extraboiling oil!’

[12] Named after the wizard Sangrit Heisenberg and not after the more famous Helsenberg who is
renowned for inventing what ispossibly thefinest lager in the world.

[13] There was till acertain amount of confusion on this point.




[14]KIDS Only very slly wizards with bad sinus trouble do thisSensible people go off to aroped-off
enclosure where they can watch aheavily protected man, in the middle distance, light (with theaid of a
very long pole) something that goes'fsst'. And then they can shout 'Hooray'.

[15] The Ankh-Morpork name for the Counterweight Continent and its nearby idands. It means 'place
where the gold comesfrom'.

[16] In fact, he'd be about the seventy-third to admit it.

[17] Such as Dish of Gligtening Brown Stuff, Dish of Glistening Crunchy Orange Stuff, and Dish of Soft
White Lumps.

[18] According to the history books. However, in common with every other young student, Rincewind
had hopefully looked up ‘figgin' in the dictionary and found it was 'asmal bun with currantsiniit'. This
meant that either the language had changed allittle over the years, or that there realy was some horrifying
aspect to suspending aman dongside ateacake.

[19] A disma prospect, especidly when the horses keep sinking.

[20] When you're on adesert idand, your appetites can become a bit confused.

[21] Much later, Rincewind had to have therapy for this. It involved a pretty woman, a huge plate of
potatoes and abig stick with anail init.

[22]"Y our feet shall be cut off and be buried severd yards from your body so your ghost won't walk.'

[23] Except on posters with legends like "'Wanted - Dedd'.

[24] The only sound the Horde had ever heard in temples was people shouting 'Infidel! He has stolen the
Jewelled Eye of - your wifeisabig hippo!’

[25] 'Friendly &b, asit isformaly known.



