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It was awarm spring night when afist knocked at the door so hard that the hinges bent.
A man opened it and peered out into the street. There was mist coming off theriver and it was a cloudy
night. He might aswell have tried to see through white velvet.
But he thought afterwards that there had been shapes out there, just beyond the light spilling out into the
road. A lot of shapes, watching him carefully. He thought maybe thereld been very faint pointsof light . . .
There was no mistaking the shape right in front of him, though. It was big and dark red and looked like a
child'sclay model of aman. Its eyes were two embers.
'Wdl?What do you want at thistime of night?
The golem handed him a date, on which was written:
WE HEAR YOU WANT A GOLEM.
Of course, golems couldn't speak, could they?
'Hah.Want, yes. Afford, no. I've been asking around but it's wicked the prices you're going for these
days. ..
The golem rubbed the words off the date and wrote:
TO YOU, ONE HUNDRED DOLLARS.
‘Yourefor sale?
NO.
The golem lurched aside. Another one stepped into the light.
It was al'so agolem, the man could see that. But it wasn't like the usua lumpen clay thingsthat you
occasiondly saw. Thisone gleamed like anewly polished statue, perfect down to the detailing of the
clothes. It reminded him of one of the old pictures of the city'skings, dl haughty stance and imperious
haircut. In fact, it even had asmall coronet moulded ontoits head.
‘A hundred dollars? the man said suspicioudy. 'What's wrong with it? Who's sdling it?
NOTHING ISWRONG. PERFECT IN ALL DETAIL.NINETY DOLLARS.
‘Sounds like someonewantsto get rid of itinahurry . . .
GOLEM MUST WORK. GOLEM MUST HAVE A MASTER.
'Y egh, right, but you hear sories. . . Going mad and making too many things, and that.'
NOT MAD. EIGHTY DOLLARS.
'Itlooks. . . new," said the man, tapping the gleaming chest. '‘But no one's making golems any more, that's
what's keeping the price up beyond the purse of the small business—' He stopped.'ls someone making
them again?
EIGHTY DOLLARS.
‘I heard the priests banned making 'em years ago. A man could get in alot of trouble.’
SEVENTY DOLLARS.
'Who'sdoing it?
SIXTY DOLLARS.
'Ishe sdling them to Albertson? Or Spadger and Williams? It's hard enough competing asit is, and
they've got the money to invest in new plant—'
FIFTY DOLLARS.
The man waked around the golem. 'A man can't Sit by and watch his company collapse under him
because of unfair price cutting, | meantosay . . .
FORTY DOLLARS.
‘Religionisal very well, but what do prophets know about profits, en? Hmm . . ." He looked up at the
shapeless golem in the shadows. 'Wasthat "thirty dollars’ | just saw you write?
YES.
'I've dways liked dealing wholesale. Wait one moment." He went back insde and returned with a handful



of coins. 'Will you be sdlling any to them other bastards?

NO.

'Good. Tell your bossit's a pleasure to do businesswith him. Get dong ingde, Sunny Jm.’

The white golem walked into the factory. The man, glancing from side to side, trotted in after it and shut
the door.

Deeper shadows moved in the dark. Therewas afaint hissing. Then, rocking dightly, the big heavy
shapes moved away.

Shortly afterwards, and around the corner, abeggar holding out a hopeful hand for dmswas amazed to
find himsdlf suddenly richer by awholethirty dollars[1]

The Discworld turned against the glittering backdrop of space, spinning very gently on the backs of the
four giant e ephantsthat perched on the shdll of Great A'Tuin the star turtle. Continents drifted dowly
past, topped by weather systems that themselves turned gently againgt the flow, like waltzers spinning
counter to the whirl of the dance. A hillion tons of geography rolled dowly through the sky.

People look down on stuff like geography and meteorology, and not only because they're standing on
one and being soaked by the other. They don't look quite like rea science,[2] But geography isonly
physics dowed down and with afew trees stuck on it, and meteorology isfull of excitingly fashionable
chaos and complexity. And summer isn't atime. It'sa place aswell. Summer isamoving cresture and
likesto go south for the winter.

Even on the Discworld, with itstiny orbiting sun tilting over the turning world, the seasons moved. In
Ankh-Morpork, greatest of its cities, Spring was nudged aside by summer, and summer was prodded in
the back by autumn.

Geographically speaking, there was not alot of difference within the city itself, dthough in late spring the
scum on the river was often anice emerad green. The mist of spring became thefog of autumn, which
mixed with fumes and smoke from the magical quarter and the workshops of the achemists until it
seemed to have athick, choking life of its own.

And time moved on.

Autumn fog pressed itsdf againgt the midnight window-panes.

Blood ran in atrickle across the pages of arare volume of religious essays, which had been torn in half.
There had been no need for that, thought Father Tubelcek.

A further thought suggested that there had been no need to hit him ether. But Father Tubelcek had never
been very concerned about that sort of thing. People healed, books didn't. He reached out shakily and
tried to gather up the pages, but sumped back again.

The room was spinning.

The door swung open. Heavy footsteps creaked across the floor - one footstep at least, and one
dragging noise.

Step. Drag. Step. Drag.

Father Tubelcek tried to focus."You?' he croaked.

Nod.

'Pick ... up the ... books.'

The old priest watched as the books were retrieved and piled carefully with fingers not well suited to the
task.

The newcomer took aquill pen from the debris, carefully wrote something on a scrap of paper, then
rolled it up and placed it ddlicately between Father Tubelcek'slips.



The dying priest tried to smile.

'We don't work like that,” he mumbled, the little cylinder wobbling like alast cigarette. 'We. .. make. . .
our...own...w...

The knedling figure watched him for awhile and then, taking greeat care, leaned forward dowly and
closed hiseyes.

Commander Sir Samuel Vimes, Ankh-Morpork City Guard, frowned at himsdlf in the mirror and began
to shave.

The razor was a sword of freedom. Shaving was an act of rebellion.

These days, someone ran his bath (every day! -you wouldn't think the human skin could stand it). And
someone laid out his clothes (such clothes!). And someone cooked his meal's (what mealst — hewas
putting on weight, he knew). And someone even polidied his boots (and such boots! - no
cardboard-soled wrecks but big, well-fitting boots of genuine shiny leather). There was someoneto do
nearly everything for him, but there were some things aman ought to do for himself, and one of them was
shaving.

He knew that Lady Sybil mildly disspproved. Her father had never shaved himsdlf in hislife. Hehad a
man for it. Vimes had protested that he'd spent too many years trudging the night-time streets to be
happy about anyone else wielding a blade anywhere near his neck, but thereal reason, the unspoken
reason, was that he hated the very idea of the world being divided into the shaved and the shavers. Or
those who wore the shiny boots and those who cleaned the mud off them. Every time he saw Willikins
the butler fold his, Vimess, clothes, he suppressed aterrible urge to kick the butler's shiny backside asan
affront to the dignity of man. The razor moved camly over the stubble of the night.

Y esterday there had been some officia dinner. He couldn't recall now what it had been for. He seemed
to spend hiswhole life a the things. Arch, giggling women and braying young men who'd been at the
back of the line when the chins were handed out. And, as usual, hed come back through the fog-bound
city in afilthy temper with himself. Hed noticed alight under the kitchen door and heard conversation
and laughter, and had gonein. Willikinswas there, with the old man who stoked the boiler, and the head
gardener, and the boy who cleaned the spoons and lit the fires. They were playing cards. There were
bottles of beer on the table.

Hed pulled up achair, and cracked afew jokes and asked to be dedlt in. They'd been . . . welcoming. In
away. But asthe game progressed Vimes had been aware of the universe crystdlizing around him. It
was like becoming acogwhed in aglass clock. There was no laughter. They'd called him 'sir and kept
clearing their throats. Everything wasvery . . . careful.

Findly hed mumbled an excuse and sumbled out. Halfway aong the passage he'd thought held heard a
comment followed by ... well, maybeit was only achuckle. But itmight have been asnigger.

Therazor carefully circumnavigated the nose.

Hah. A couple of years ago aman like Willikins would have dlowed him into the kitchen only on
sufferance. And would have made him take his boots off.

So that's your life now, Commander Sr Samuel Vimes. A jumped-up copper to the nobs and a nob
to therest, en?

Hefrowned a the reflection in the mirror.

Hed started out in the gutter, true enough. And now he was on three meat meals aday, good boots, a
warm bed at night and, come to that, awife too. Good old Syhil- athough she did tend to talk about
curtains these days, but Sergeant Colon had said this happened to wives and was abiological thing and
perfectly normd.

Hed actually been rather attached to his old cheap boots. He could read the street in them, the soles
were 0 thin. It'd got so that he could tell where he was on a pitch-dark night just by the fed of the
cobbles. Ah, well . ..



There was something mildly strange about Sam Vimess shaving mirror. It was dightly convex, so thet it
reflected more of the room than aflat mirror would do, and it gave avery good view of the outbuildings
and gardens beyond the window.

Hmm. Going thin on top. Definitely areceding sca p there. Less hair to comb but, on the other hand,
more faceto wash . . . Therewas aflicker in the glass. He moved sideways and ducked. The mirror
smashed.

There was the sound of feet somewhere beyond the broken window, and then a crash and a scream.
Vimes straightened up. He fished the largest piece of mirror out of the shaving bowl and propped it up on
the black crosshow bolt that had buried itsdf in thewall. Hefinished shaving.

Then herang the bell for the butler. Willikins materidized. 'Sir?

Vimesrinsed therazor. 'Get the boy to nip along to the glazier, will you?

The butler's eyes flickered to the window and then to the shattered mirror. 'Y es, sir. And the bill to go to
the Assassins Guild again, Sr?

'With my compliments. And while hesout he'sto call in at that shop in Five And Seven Yard and get me
another shaving mirror. The dwarf there knowsthekind | like.'

'Yes, sr. And | shdl fetch adustpan and brush directly, sir. Shdl | inform her ladyship of this eventudity,
ar?

'No. Shedways saysit'smy fault for encouraging them.'

'Very good, sr,' said Willikins.

He demateridized.

Sam Vimes dried himsdlf off and went downgtairs to the morning-room, where he opened the cabinet
and took out the new crossbow Sybil had given to him as awedding present. Sam Vimes was used to
the old guard crossbows, which had anasty habit of firing backwardsin atight corner, but thiswasa
Burleigh and Stronginthearm made-to-measure job with the oiled walnut stock. There was nonefiner, it
wassad.

Then he sdlected athin cigar and strolled out into the garden.

There was acommotion coming from the dragon house. Vimes entered, and shut the door behind him.
He rested the crossbow against the door.

The yammering and squeaking increased. Little gouts of flame puffed above the thick walls of the
hatching pens.

Vimes leaned over the nearest one. He picked up anewly hatched dragonette and tickled it under the
chin. Asit flamed excitedly helit his cigar and savoured the smoke.

He blew asmoke ring at the figure hanging from the ceiling. ‘Good morning,’ he said.

Thefiguretwigted franticaly. By an amazing feat of muscle control it had managed to catch afoot around
abeam asit fell, but it couldn't quite pull itself up. Dropping was not to be thought of. A dozen baby
dragons were underneeth it, jumping up and down excitedly and flaming.

'Er ... good morning,’ said the hanging figure.

Turned out nice again,’ said Vimes, picking up abucket of cod. 'Although the fog will be back later, |
expect.’

Hetook asmall nugget and tossed it to the dragons. They squabbled for it.

Vimes gripped another lump. The young dragon that had caught the cod adready had aditinctly longer
and hotter flame.

'l suppose,’ said the young man, ‘that | could not prevail upon you to let me down?

Another dragon caught some coa and belched afireball. The young man swung desperately to avoid it.
'Guess,’ said Vimes.

'l suspect, on reflection, that it was foolish of me to choose the roof,’ said the assassin.

'Probably,’ said Vimes. Hed spent severd hours afew weeks ago sawing through joists and carefully
baancing the roof tiles.

'I should have dropped off the wall and used the shrubbery.’

'Possibly,’ said Vimes. He'd set a bear-trap in the shrubbery.

Hetook some more cod. 'l| suppose you wouldn't tell me who hired you?



Tm afraid not, Sr. You know therules!

Vimes nodded gravely. 'We had Lady Selachii's son up before the Patrician last week,' said Vimes.
'Now, there's alad who needsto learn that "no" doesn't mean "yes> please”.’

‘Could be, sir.’

'And then there was that business with Lord Rust's boy. Y ou can't shoot servants for putting your shoes
the wrong way round, you know. It'stoo messy. Helll haveto learn right from | eft like the rest of us. And
right fromwrong, too." ‘I hear what you say, sir.' 'We seem to have reached an impasse,’ said Vimes.

It s;ems o, Sir.’

Vimesamed alump at asmall bronze and green dragon, which caught it expertly. The heat was getting
intense.

'What | don't understand,’ he said, 'iswhy you fellows mainly try it here or a the office. | mean, | walk
around alot, don't 1?'Y ou could shoot me down in the street, couldn't you?

'What? Like some common murderer, Sr? Vimes nodded. It was black and twisted, but the Assassins
Guild had honour of a sort. 'How much was | worth?

‘Twenty thousand, sir." It should be higher,' said Vimes. 'l agree.’ If the n got back to the guild it
would be, Vimesthought. Assassnsvalued their own lives quite highly.

'Let me seenow,’ said Vimes, examining the end of hiscigar. 'Guild takesfifty per cent. That leavesten
thousand dollars.’

The assassin seemed to consider this, and then reached up to his belt and tossed a bag rather clumsily
towards Vimes, who caught it.

Vimes picked up his crossbow. ‘It seemsto me," he said, 'that if aman wereto belet go he might well
make it to the door with no more than superficial burns. If he werefast. How fast are you?

There was no answer.

'Of course, held have to be desperate,’ said Vimes, wedging the crossbow on the feed table and taking a
piece of cord out of his pocket. He lashed the cord to anail and fastened the other end to the crossbow's
gring. Then, standing carefully to one sde, he eased the trigger.

Thedtring moved very dightly.

The n, watching him upside down, seemed to have stopped breathing.

Vimes puffed at hiscigar until the end was an inferno. Then hetook it out of his mouth and leaned it
againg the restraining cord so that it would have just afraction of an inch to burn before the string began
to smoulder.

"1l leave the door unlocked,” he said. 'I've never been an unreasonable man. | shall watch your career
with interest.’

Hetossed the rest of the coalsto the dragons, and stepped outside.

It looked like being another eventful day in Ankh-Morpork, and it had only just begun.

AsVimes reached the house he heard awhoosh, a click, and the sound of someone running very fast
towards the ornamental |ake. He smiled.

Willikinswas waiting with his coat. 'Remember you have an appointment with hislordship at eeven, Sir
Samud.’

'Yes, yes,' said Vimes.

'And you areto go and see the Heralds at ten. Her ladyship was very explicit, Sir. Her exact words were,
"Tdl him hesnot to try towriggle out of it again,” Sr.'

'Oh, very wdll.'

'And her ladyship said pleaseto try not to upset anyone.’

Tdl her I'll try.'

'And your sedan chair isoutside, Sir.’

Vimes sghed. Thank you. Therésaman in the ornamenta lake. Fish him out and give him acup of tea,
will you? Promising lad, | thought.'

‘Certainly, gr.’

The chair. Oh, yes, the chair. It had been awedding present from the Patrician. Lord Vetinari knew that
Vimes|oved walking the streets of the city, and so it was very typica of the man that he presented him



with something that did not alow him to do so.

It was waiting outside. The two bearers straightened up expectantly.

Sir Samuel Vimes, Commander of the City Watch, rebelled again. Perhaps hedid have to use the damn
thing, but . . .

Helooked at the front man and motioned with athumb to the chair's door.'Get in," he commanded.
‘Butsr—

It'sanicemorning,’ said Vimes, taking off hiscoat again. 'I'll drive mysdif.'

'‘Dearest Mumm & Dad

Captain Carrot of the Ankh-Morpork City Watch was on his day off. He had aroutine. First he had
breakfast in some handy cafe. Then he wrote hisletter home. Letters home aways gave him some
trouble. Lettersfrom his parentswere dwaysinteresting, being full of mining statistics and exciting news
about new shafts and promising seams. All he had to write about were murders and such things as that.
He chewed the end of his pencil for amoment.

Well, it has been an intresting week again [hewrote]. | am running around like a flye with ablue bottom
and No Mistake! We are opening another Watch House at Chittling Street which is handy for the
Shades, so now we have no Lessthan 4 including Dolly Sstersand Long Wall, and | am the only
Captain so | am around at al hours. Persnaly | sometimes mifs the cameraderry of the old days when it
wasjust me and Nobby and Sergeant Colon but thisis the Century of the Fruitbat. Sergeant Colonis
going to retire at the end of the month, he says Mrs Colon wants him to buy afarm, he says heislooking
forward to the peace of the country and being Close to Nature, I'm sure you would wish him well. My
friend Nobby is still Nobby only more than he was.

Carrot absent-mindedly took a haf-eaten mutton chop from his breskfast plate and held it out below the
table. There was anunk.

Anyway, back to the jobb, also | am sure | have told you about the Cable Street Particulars, dthough
they are still based in Pseudopolis Y ard, people do not like it when Watchmen do not wear uniforms but
Commander Vimes says criminas dont wear uniforms ether so be d* mned to thelot of them.

Carrot paused. It said alot about Captain Carrot that, even after dmost two yearsin Ankh-Morpork, he
was gill uneasy about 'd* mned'.

Commander Vimes says you have to have secret policemen because there are secret crimes. . .

Carrot paused again. He loved his uniform. He didn't have any other clothes. Theideaof Watchmenin
disguisewas . . . wdl, it was unthinkable. It was like those pirates who sailed under fase colours. It was
like spies. However, hewent on dutifully:



... and Commander Vimes knows what heistaking about | am sure. He saysit's not like old fashioned
police work which was catching the poor devilstoo stupid to run away!! Anyhow it al meansalot more
work and new facesin the Watch.

While hewaited for a new sentence to form, Carrot took a sausage from his plate and lowered it. There
was anotherunk. The waiter bustled up.

'Another helping, Mr Carrot? On the house." Every restaurant and eatery in Ankh-Morpork offered free
food to Carrot, in the certain and happy knowledge that he would dwaysinsist on paying. 'No, indeed,
that was very good. Herewe are . . . twenty pence and keep the change,’ said Carrot.

'How's your young lady? Haven't seen her today.'

'Angua? Oh, she's. . . around and about, you know. | shall definitely tell her you asked after her, though.'
The dwarf nodded happily, and bustled off. Carrot wrote another few dutiful linesand then said, very
softly, 'Isthat horse and cart ill outside Ironcrust's bakery?

There was awhine from under the table. '‘Really? That's odd. All the deliveries were over hours ago and
the flour and grit doesn't usudly arrive until the afternoon. Driver gill Stting there? Something barked,
quietly. 'And that looks quite agood horse for adelivery cart. And, you know, normdly you'd expect the
driver to put anosebag on. And it'sthe last Thursday in the month. Which is payday at Ironcrust’s.’
Carrot laid down his pencil and waved ahand politely to catch the waiter's eye. ‘Cup of acorn coffee, Mr
Gimlet? To take away?

In the Dwarf Bread Museum, in Whirligig Alley, Mr Hopkinson the curator was somewhat excited.
Apart from other consderations, he'd just been murdered. But at the moment he was choosing to
consder this as an annoying background detail.

He'd been beaten to death with aloaf of bread. Thisisunlikely even in the worst of human bakeries, but
dwarf bread has amazing properties as awegpon of offence. Dwarfs regard baking as part of the art of
warfare. When they make rock cakes, no simileisintended.

'Look at this dent here,' said Hopkinson. 'It's quiteruined the crust!’

AND YOUR SKULL TOO, said Desth.

'Oh, yes,' said Hopkinson, in the voice of one who regards skulls asten a penny but iswell aware of the
rarity value of agood bread exhibit. 'But what was wrong with asmple cosh? Or even ahammer?|
could have provided oneif asked.'

Death, who was by nature an obsessive persondity himself, redlized that he wasin the presence of a
measter. The late Mr Hopkinson had a squeaky voice and wore his spectacles on alength of black tape -
his ghost now wore their spiritua counterpart - and these were dways the signs of amind that polished
the undersides of furniture and stored paperclipsby size.

‘It redly istoo bad," said Mr Hopkinson. 'And ungrateful, too, after the help | gave them with the oven. |
redly fed | shdl haveto complain.'

MR HOPKINSON, ARE YOU FULLY AWARE THAT YOU ARE DEAD?

'Dead? trilled the curator. 'Oh, no. | can't possibly be dead. Not at the moment. It's Ssmply not
convenient. | haven't even catdl ogued the combat muffins.'

NEVERTHELESS.

'No, no. I'm sorry, but it just won't do. Y ou will have to wait. | realy cannot be bothered with that sort of
nonsense.’

Death was nonplussed. Most people were, after theinitial confusion, somewhat relieved when they died.
A subconscious weight had been removed. The other cosmic shoe had dropped. The worst had
happened and they could, metaphoricaly, get on with their lives. Few peopletreated it asasmple



annoyance that might go away if you complained enough.

Mr Hopkinson's hand went through a tabletop. 'Oh.

YOU SEE?

‘Thisismost uncalled-for. Couldn't you have arranged aless awvkward time?

ONLY BY CONSULTATION WITH YOUR MURDERER.

‘It dl seemsvery badly organized. | wish to make acomplaint. | pay my taxes, after dl.’
| AM DEATH, NOT TAXES.I TURN UPONLY ONCE.

The shade of Mr Hopkinson began to fade. 'It's smply that I've dwaystried to plan ahead in asensible
way ...

| FIND THE BEST APPROACH ISTO TAKE LIFEASIT COMES.

‘That seemsvery irresponsble. . .’

ITSALWAY SWORKED FOR ME.

The sedan chair cameto ahalt outside Pseudopolis Yard. Vimes|eft the runnersto park it and strodein,
putting his coat back on.

There had been atime, and it seemed like only yesterday, when the Watch House had been amost
empty. Theréd be old Sergeant Colon dozing in his chair, and Corporal Nobbsswashing drying in front
of the stove. And then suddenly it had all changed. . .

Sergeant Colon was waiting for him with a clipboard. 'Got the reports from the other Watch Houses, sir,’
he said, trotting dong beside Vimes.

‘Anything specid?

‘Bin abit of an odd murder, sir. Down in one of them old houses on Misbegot Bridge. Some old priest.
Dunno much about it. The patrol just said it ought to be looked at.'

'Who found him?

‘Congable Vigt sr.'

'Oh, gods.'

'Yessr.!

‘I'll try to get dong there thismorning. Anything else?

'Corporal Nobbsissick, gr,'

'Oh,| know that.'

I meanoff sick, gr.’

‘Not hisgranny'sfunerd thistime?

‘Nossir.'

'How many's he had this year, by the way?

'Seven, gr.’

'Very odd family, the Nobbses!'

'Yessr.!

'Fred, you don't have to keep caling me"sir".’
'Got comp'ny, Sir,' said the sergeant, glancing meaningfully towards a bench in the main office. 'Comefor
that alchemy job.’

A dwarf smiled nervoudy at Vimes.

‘All right,’ said Vimes. ‘I’ll see himinmy office." Hereached into his coat and took out the assassin's
money pouch. 'Put it in the Widows and Orphans Fund, will you, Fred?

‘Right. Oh, well done, sir. Any more windfalslike thisand well soon be able to afford some more
widows!'

Sergeant Colon went back to his desk, surreptitiously opened his drawer and pulled out the book he was
reading. It was calledAnimal Husbandry. He'd been abit worried about thetitle - you heard stories
about strange folk in the country — but it turned out to be nothing more than abook about how cattle



and pigs and sheep should breed.

Now he was wondering where to get abook that taught them how to read.

Updtairs, Vimes pushed open his office door carefully. The Assassins Guild played to rules. Y ou could
say that about the bastards. It wasterribly bad form to kill abystander. Apart from anything else, you
wouldn't get paid. So trapsin his office were out of the question, because too many people werein and
out of it every day. Even so, it paid to be careful. Vimeswas good a making the kind of rich enemies
who could afford to employ assassins. The assassins had to be lucky only once, but Vimes had to be
lucky dl thetime.

He dipped into the room and glanced out of the window. He liked to work with it open, evenin cold
westher. He liked to hear the sounds of the city. But anyone trying to climb up or down to it would run
into everything in the way of loosetiles, shifting handholds and treacherous drainpipesthat Vimess
ingenuity could contrive. And Vimes had ingtaled spiked railings down below. They were nice and
ornamenta but they were, above dl, spiky.

Sofar, Vimeswaswinning.

There was a tentative knock at the door.

It had issued from the knuckles of the dwarf applicant. Vimes ushered him into the office, shut the door,
and sat down at his desk.

'S0, hesaid. 'Y ou're an dchemist. Acid stains on your hands and no eyebrows.’

That'sright, ar.’

‘Not usud to find adwarf in that line of work. Y ou people dways seem to tail in your uncle's foundry or
something.’

You people,the dwarf noted. ‘Can't get the hang of metd,' he said.

‘A dwarf who can't get the hang of metal? That must be unique.”

'Pretty rare, Sir. But | was quite good at achemy.'

'Guild member?

‘Not any more, gir.'

'Oh? How did you leave the guild? "Through theroof, sir. But I'm pretty certain | know what | did
wrong.

Vimesleaned back. The alchemists are dways blowing things up. | never heard of them getting sacked
forit.

"That's because no one's ever blown up the Guild Council, sir.' '‘What,all of it?

'Most of it, Sir. All the easily detachable bits, at least.’

Vimes found he was automaticaly opening the bottom drawer of his desk. He pushed it shut again and,
instead, shuffled the papersin front of him. 'What's your name, lad?

The dwarf swallowed. Thiswas clearly the bit he'd been dreading. 'Littlebottom, Sr.' Vimesdidn't even
look up. 'Ah, yes. It says here. That means you're from the Uberwald mountain area, yes?

'Why . . . yes, dr,' said Littlebottom, mildly surprised. Humans generdly couldn't distinguish between
dwarf clans.

'‘Our Constable Angua comes from there,' said Vimes. '‘Now . . . it says here your first nameis. . . can't
read Fred's handwriting . . .er. ..

There was nothing for it. 'Cheery, Sir,' said Cheery Littlebottom.

'Cheery, eh? Good to see the old naming traditions kept up. Cheery Littlebottom. Fine.'

Littlebottom watched carefully. Not the faintest glimmer of amusement had crossed Vimessface.

'Yes, sir. Cheery Littlebottom,” he said. And there ill wasn't as much as an extrawrinkle there. 'My
father was Jolly. Jolly Littlebottom," he added, as one might prod at a bad tooth to see when the pain will
come.

'Redlly?

'‘And . . .his father was Beaky Littlebottom.’

Not atrace, not asmidgeon of agrin twitched anywhere. Vimes merely pushed the paper aside.

'Well, wework for aliving here, Littlebottom.’

Yes, gr.'



'We don't blow things up, Littlebottom.’

'No, gir. | don't bloweverything up, Sr, Somgust mets!'

Vimes drummed hisfingers on the desk. 'Know anything about dead bodies?

"They were only mildly concussed, s

Vimessighed. 'Listen. | know about how to be a copper. Itxs mainly walking and talking. But there'slots
of things | don't know. Y ou find the scene of acrime and there's some grey powder on thefloor. What is
it?l don't know. But you fellows know how to mix things up in bowls and can find out. And maybe the
dead person doesn't seem to have a mark on them. Were they poisoned? It seems we need someone
who knows what colour aliver is supposed to be. | want someone who can look at the ashtray and tell
mewhat kind of cigars| smoke.'

'Pantweed's Slim Panatellas; said Littlebottom automeatically.

‘Good gods!'

'Y ou've left the packet on the table, Sir'

Vimeslooked down. 'All right," he said. 'So sometimesit's an easy answer. But sometimesit isn't.
Sometimes we don't even know if it wasthe right question.’

He stood up. 'l can't say | like dwarfs much, Littlebottom. But | don't like trolls or humans ether, so |
suppose that's okay. Well, you're the only applicant. Thirty dollarsamonth, five dollarsliving-out
allowance, | expect you to work to the job not the clock, there's some mythical creature called
"overtime”, only no one's even seenitsfootprints, if troll officerscall you agritsucker they're out, and if
you cal them rocksyou're out, were just one big family and, when you've been to afew domestic
disputes, Littlebottom, | can assure you that you'll see the resemblance, we work as ateam and were
pretty much making it up aswe go aong, and haf the time we're not even certain what the law is, S0 it
can get interesting, technically you'l rank asacorporal, only don't go giving ordersto redl policemen,
you're on amonth'strid, well give you sometraining just as soon astherestime, now, find an
iconograph and meet me on Misbegot Bridgein. . . damn. . . better make it an hour. I've got to see about
this blasted coat of arms. Still, dead bodies seldom get deader. Sergeant Detritus!’

There was a series of creaks as something heavy moved aong the corridor outside and atroll opened the
door.

'Yessr?

‘Thisis Corporal Littlebottom. Corpora Cheery Littlebottom, whose father was Jolly Littlebottom.
Give him his badge, swear himin, show him where everythingis. Very good, Corpora ?

'l shdl try to be acredit to the uniform, Sir,’ said Littlebottom.

'Good,' said Vimes briskly. He looked at Detritus. 'Incidentally, Sergeant, I've got areport herethat a
troll in uniform nailed one of Chrysoprase's henchmento awall by hisearslast night. Know anything
about that?

Thetroll wrinkled its enormous forehead. 'Doesit say anything 'bout him sdlling bags of Sab totrall
kids?

'No. It says he was going to read spiritud literature to his dear old mother,’ said Vimes.

'Did Hardcore say he saw distroll's badge?

'No, but he saysthetroll threatened to ram it where the sun doesn't shine,’ said Vimes.

Detritus nodded gravely. 'Dat's along way to go just to ruin agood badge," he said.

'By theway,' said Vimes, 'that was alucky guess of yours, guessing that it was Hardcore.!'

‘It cometomeinaflash, Sr,' said Detritus. 'l fort: what bastard who sells Slab to kids deserves bein'
nailed up by hisears, air, and . . . bingo. Disideajust formed in my head.’

‘That'swhat | thought.'

Cheery Littlebottom looked from one impassve face to the other. The Watchmen's eyes never left each
other'sface, but the words seemed to come from alittle distance, as though both of them were reading
aninvisblescript.

Then Detritus shook his head dowly. '"Musta been aimpostor, gir. 'S easy to get helmetslike ours. None
of my trollsd do anything like dat. Dat would be police brutdity, Sir.'

'Glad to hear it. Just for the look of the thing, though, | want you to check thetrolls lockers. The Silicon



Anti-Defamation League are on to thisone!’

'Yes, gr. An'if | find out it was one of my trolls | will be down on dat troll like aton of rectang'lar buildin’
things, gr.’

'Fine. Wdll, off you go, Littlebottom. Detritus will ook after you.'

Littlebottom hesitated. Thiswas uncanny. The man hadn't mentioned axes, or gold. He hadn't even said
anything like"Y ou can makeit big in the Watch'. Littlebottom felt really unbalanced.

'Er ... 1did tdl you my name, didn't I, Sr?

'Yes. Got it down here,' said Vimes. 'Cheery Littlebottom. Yes?

'Er . ..yes That'sright. Well, thank you, sir.’

Vimes listened to them go down the passage. Then he carefully shut the door and put his coat over his
head so that no one would hear him laughing.

'Cheery Littlebottom!'

Cheery ran after thetroll caled Detritus. The Watch House was beginning to fill up. And it was clear that
the Watch dedlt with dl sorts of things, and that many of them involved shouting.

Two uniformed trollswere standing in front of Sergeant Colon's high desk, with adightly smdler troll
between them. Thistroll was wearing adowncast expression. It was also wearing atutu and had asmall
pair of gauze wings glued to its back.

'—happen to know that trolls don't haveany tradition of a Tooth Fairy,’ Colon was saying. 'Especialy not
one called' - helooked down -'Clinkerbell. So how about it we just call it breaking and entering without
aThieves Guild licence?

'Isracid prejudice, not letting trolls have a Tooth Fairy,’ Clinker bell muttered.

One of thetroll guards upended a sack on the desk. Variousitems of silverware cascaded over the
paperwork.

'And thisiswhat you found under their pillows, wasit? said Colon.

‘Blessderelittle hearts, said Clinkerbell.

At the next desk atired dwarf was arguing with avampire. ‘Look," he said, ‘it'snot murder. Y ou're dead
dready, right?

'He stuck them right in me!’

'Wdll, I've been down to interview the manager and he said it was an accident. He said he's got nothing
agangt vampires at al. He says he was merely carrying three boxes of HB Eraser Tips and tripped over
the edge of your cloak.’

'l don't seewhy | can't work wherel like!"

'Yes, but... in apencil factory?

Detritus |ooked down at Littlebottom and grinned. '‘Welcometo lifein der big city, Little-bottom," he
sad. 'Dat'san intrestin’ name.’

Isit?

'Most dwarfs have names like Rockheaver or Stronginthearm.’

‘Do they?

Detrituswas not one for the fine detail of relationships, but the edge in Littlebottom's voice got through to
him. "S agood name, though," he said.

'What's Slab? said Cheery.

't are chloric ammonium an’ radium mixed up. It give your head atingle but meltstrall brains. Big
problem in der mountains and some buggers are makin' it herein der city and wetryin' to find how it get
up dere, Mr Vimesis|ettin' merun a - Detritus concentrated - 'pub-lie aware-ness campaign tellin'
people what happens to buggerswho sdllsittokids. . ;' Hewaved ahand at alarge and rather crudely
done poster on thewall. It sad:



Sab: Jus say 'Aarrghaarrghpleeassennono-noUGH'.

He pushed open adoor.

'Disisder ole privy wot we don't use no more, you can useit for mixin' up stuff, it the only place we got
now, you haveto cleanit up firs ‘cosit smdlslikeatoilet in here!

He opened another door. 'And this der locker room," he said. Y ou got your own peg and dat, and dere's
dese panelsfor getting changed behind ‘cos we knows you dwarfsis modest. It agood lifeif you don't
weaken. Mr Vimesis okay but he abit weird about some stuff, he keepin' on sayin’ stufFlikediscity isa
meltin' pot an’ al der scum floats to der top, and stuff like dat. I'll give you your helmet an' badgein a
minute but first' — he opened arather larger locker on the other side of the room, which had ' DTRITUS
painted onit - 'l got to go and hide dis hammer.'

Two figures hurried out of Ironcrust's Dwarf Bakery (T'Bread Wi' T'Edge), threw themsalves on to the
cart and shouted at the driver to leave urgently.

Heturned a pal e face towards them and pointed to the road ahead.

There wasawolf there.

Not ausua kind of wolf. It had ablond coat, which around its ears was amost long enough to be a
mane. And wolves did not normally st camly on their haunchesin the middle of a street.

Thisonewas growling. A long, low growl. It was the audible equivalent of a shortening fuse.

The horse was transfixed, too frightened to stay where it was but far too terrified to move.

One of the men carefully reached for acrossbow. The growl rose dightly. He even more carefully took
his hand away. The growl subsided again.

'What isit?

It'sawolf!’

'Inacity?What doesit find to eat?

'Oh,why did you have to ask that?

'‘Goodmorning, gentlemen!’ said Carrot, as he stopped leaning againgt thewall. 'Looks like thefog'srisng
again. Thieves Guild licences, please?

They turned. Carrot gave them ahappy smile and nodded encouragingly.

One of the men patited his coat in atheatrical display of absentmindedness.

'‘Ah. Well. Er. Left the housein abit of a hurry this morning, must've forgotten—'

'Section Two, Rule One of the Thieves Guild Charter says that members must carry their cardson dl
professional occasions,’ said Carrot.

'He's not even drawn his sword!" hissed the most stupid of the three-strong gang.

'He doesn't need to, he's got aloaded wolf.'

Someone was writing in the gloom, the scritching of their pen the only sound.

Unitil adoor creaked open.

The writer turned as quick asabird. Y ou? told you never to come back herel'

'l know, | know, but it's that damnthing! The production line stopped and it got out and it's killed that
priest!”

'Did anyone seeit?

'Inthe fog we had last night? 1 shouldn't think so. But—'



‘Then it isnot, ah-ha, ameatter of significance.’

'No? They're not supposed tokill people. Well . . . that is," the speaker conceded, 'not by smashing them
on the head, anyway.'

‘They will if soingructed.’

'l never told it to! Anyway, what if it turnson me?

'On itsmaster? It can't disobey the wordsin its head, man.’

The visitor sat down, shaking his head. Y eah, but which words? | don't know, | don't know, thisis
getting too much, that damn thing around dl the time—'

'Making you afat profit—'

‘All right, dl right, but this other stuff, the poison, | never—'

'Shut up! I'll see you again tonight. Y ou can tell the othersthat | certainly do have acandidate. And if you
darecome hereagain.. . .’

The Ankh-Morpork Roya College of Herdds turned out to be agreen gatein awall in Mollymog Street.
Vimestugged on the bell-pull. Something clanged on the other sde of thewall and immediately the place
erupted in a cacophony of hoots, growls, whistles and trumpetings.

A voice shouted, ‘Down, boy! Couchant! | said couchant! No! Not rampant! And thee shal have asugar
lump like agood boy. William! Stop that at once! Put him down! Mildred, et go of Graham!'

The animal noises subsided a bit and footsteps approached. A wicket gate in the main door opened a
fraction.

Vimes saw an inch-wide segment of avery short man.

'Y es? Are you the meat man?

'‘Commander Vimes,' said Vimes. 'l have an gppointment.’

The animal noises started up again.

'Eh?

‘Commander Vimes!'Vimes shouted.

'Oh. | suppose thee'd better comein.'

The door swung open. Vimes stepped through.

Slencefell. Severa dozen pairs of eyesregarded Vimes with acute suspicion. Some of the eyeswere
smdl and red. Several were big and poked just above the surface of the scummy pond that occupied a
lot of space in the yard. Some were on perches.

The yard wasfull of animals, but even they were crowded out by thesmell of ayard full of animas. And
most of them were clearly very old, which didn't do anything for the smell.

A toothlesslion yawned a Vimes. A lion running, or at least lounging around loose was amazing in itsdlf,
but not so amazing asthe fact that it was being used as a cushion by an ederly gryphon, which was
adeepwith dl four dawsinthear.

There were hedgehogs, and agreying leopard, and moulting pelicans. Green water surged in the pond
and a couple of hippos surfaced and yawned. Nothing was in a cage, and nothing was trying to eat
anythingdse.

'Ah, it takes people like that, first time, said the old man. He had awooden leg. 'WeTre quite a happy
litlefamily.'

Vimes turned and found himsdlf looking at asmall owl. 'My gods,' he said. That'samorpork, isn't it?
The old man's face broke into a happy smile. 'Ah, | can see thee knowsthy herddry," he cackled.
'Daphne's ancestors came all the way from some idands on the other side of the Hub, so they did.
Vimestook out his City Watch badge and stared at the coat of arms embossed thereon.

The old man looked over his shoulder. That's not her, o'course," he said, indicating the owl perched on
the Ankh. "That was her great-grandma, Olive. A morpork on an ankh, see? That isapune or play on
words. Laugh? | nearly started. That's about as funny as you gets round here. We could do with amate



for her, tell you thetruth. And afemae hippo. | mean, hislordship saysweve got two hippos, whichis
right enough, I'm just saying it's not natura for Roderick and Keith, | ain't passing judgement, it'sjust not
right, that'sdl I'm saying. What wasthy name again?

'Vimes. Sir Samud Vimes. My wife made the gppointment.’

The old man cackled again. 'Ah, ‘tisusudly so.'

Moving quite fast despite hiswooden |eg, the old man led the way through the steaming mounds of
multi-species dung to the building on the other side of the yard.

'l expect thisisgood for the garden, anyway,' said Vimes, trying to make conversation.

'l tried it on my rhubarb,’ said the old man, pushing open the door. ‘But it grew to twenty feet tall, sir, and
then spontaneoudy caught fire. Mind where the wyvern's been, sir, he'sbeeniill - oh, what a shame.
Never mind, it'll scrape off beautiful when it dries. In thee goes, S’

The hall indde was as quiet and dark as the yard had been full of light and noise. Therewasthe dry,
tombstone smell of old books and church towers.

Above him, when his eyes got used to the darkness, Vimes could make out hanging flags and banners.
There were afew windows, but cobwebs and dead flies meant that the light they alowed in was merely
orey.

The old man had shut the door and left him done. Vimes watched through the window as he limped back
to continue what he had been doing before Vimes's appearance.

What he had been doing was setting up aliving coat of arms.

There was alarge shield. Cabbages, actua cabbages, had been nailed to it. The old man said something
that Vimes couldn't hear. Thelittle owl fluttered from its perch and landed on alarge ankh that had been
glued to the top of the shield. The two hippos flopped out of their pool and took up station on either side.
The old man unfolded an easdl in front of the scene, placed a canvas onit, picked up a palette and brush,
and shouted, 'Hup-lal'

The hipposreared, rather arthriticaly. The owl spread itswings.

'‘Good gods," murmured Vimes. 'l dways thought they just made it up!’

'Madeit up, Sr? Made it up? said avoice behind him. "We'd soon be in trouble if we made things up, oh
dear me, yes!'

Vimesturned. Another little old man had appeared behind him, blinking happily through thick glasses. He
hed severa scrollsunder onearm.

'I'msorry | couldn't meet you at the gate but we're very busy a the moment,’ he said, holding out his
gpare hand. 'Croissant Rouge Pursuivant.'

'Er ... youreasmal red breakfast roll? said Vimes, nonplussed.

'No, no. No. It means Red Crescent. It'smy title, you see. Very ancient title. I'm aHerad. You'd be Sir
Samud Vimes, yes?

Yed

Red Crescent consulted ascroll. 'Good. Good. How do you feel about weasels? he said.

'Weasdls?

'We have got some weasdls, you see. | know they're notstrictly aheraldic anima, but we seem to have
some on the strength and frankly | think I'm going to have to let them go unless we can persuade
someone to adopt them, and that'd upset Pardessus Chatain Pursuivant. He dways locks himsdlf in his
shed when hesupset . . .

'Pardessus. . . you mean the old man out there? said Vimes.| mean. . .why'she. . . | thought you ... |
mean, acoat of aamsisjust adesign. Y ou don't haveto paint it from life!’

Red Crescent looked shocked. "Well, | supposeif you want to make a complete mockery of the whole
thing, yes, you could justmake it up. Y ou could do that," he said. "Anyway . . . not weasels, then?
'Persondly I'd just as soon not bother,' said Vimes. "And certainly not with aweasd. My wife said that
dragons would—'

"Happily, the occasion will not arise,’ said avoice in the shadows.

It wasn't the right sort of voice to hear in any kind of light. It was dust-dry. It sounded asif it camefrom a
mouth that had never known the pleasures of spittle. It sounded dead.



It was.

The bakery thieves considered their options.

'I've got my hand on my crossbow,’ said the most enterprising of the three.

The most redistic said, 'Have you? Well, I've got my heart in my mouth.’

'O00, said thethird. ‘I’ ve got aweak heart, me. ..

'Y eah, but what | meanis... hesnot evenwearing asword. If | take the wolf, the two of you should be
ableto ded with him withno trouble, right?

The one clear thinker looked at Captain Carrot. His armour shone. So did the muscles on his bare arms.
Even hisknees gleamed.

'It seemsto me that we have a bit of an impasse, or stand-off,’ said Captain Carrot.

'How about if we throw down the money? said the clear thinker.

"That would certainly help matters;’

'And you'd let usgo?

‘No. But it would definitely count in your favour and | would certainly speak up on your behalf.

The bold one with the crossbow licked hislips and glanced from Carrot to the wolf. 'If you setit on us, |
warn you, someone's going to get killed!" he warned.

'Yes, it could happen,’ said Carrot, sadly. 'I'd prefer to avoid that, if at dl possible!

He raised his hands. There was something flat and round and about six inches acrossin each one. 'This;
he said, 'is dwarf bread. Some of Mr Ironcrust's best. It's not classic battle bread, of course, but it's
probably good enough for dicing . . .

Carrot'sarm blurred. There was abrief flurry of sawdust, and the flat loaf spun to astop half-way
through the thick timbers of the cart and about half an inch away from the man with the weak heart and,
asit turned out, afragile bladder, too.

The man with the crosshow tore his attention away from the bread only when hefdt adight, damp
pressure on hiswrigt.

Therewas no way that an animal could have moved that fadt, but there it was, and the wolfs expression
contrived to indicate very calmly that if the anima so desired the pressure could be increased more or
lessinddfinitely.

'Cdll it off!" he said, flinging the bow away with hisfree hand. Tell it to let go!'

'Oh, | never tell her anything,' said Carrot. 'She makes up her own mind.'

There was aclatter of iron-shod boots and half a dozen axe-bearing dwarfs raced out of the bakery
gates, kicking up sparks asthey skidded to ahat beside Carrot.

'Get them!" shouted Mr Ironcrust. Carrot dropped a hand on top of the dwarfs helmet and turned him
around.

'It'sme, Mr Ironcrust,’ he said. 'l believe these are the men?

'Right you are, Captain Carrot!' said the dwarf baker. 'C'mon, lads! Let's hang ‘em up by the
bura'zak-ka! [3]'

'‘Oo0," murmured the weak of heart, damply.

'Now, now, Mr Ironcrust,’ said Carrot patiently. "We don't practise that punishment in Ankh-Morpork.
<I[if 'supportFootnotes|>[4]'

"They bashed Bjorn Tightbritches sensaless! And they kicked Olaf Stronginthearm in thebad'dhakz! <![if
IsupportFootnotes]>[5] Well cut their—'

‘Mr Ironcrust!'

The dwarf baker hesitated and then, to the amazement and relief of the thieves, took a step backwards.
"Yeah ... dl right, Captain Carrot. If you say so.'

'l have business sewhere, but | would be grateful if you would take them and turn them over to the
Thieves Guild, said Carrot.



The quick thinker went pale. 'Oh, no! They get redllyintense about unlicensed thieving! Anything but the
ThievesGuild!'

Carrot turned. The light caught hisfacein acertain way. '‘Anything? he said.

The unlicensed thieves looked a one another, and then al spoke at once.

"The Thieves Guild. Fine. No problem.’

'Welike the Thieves Guild.

‘Can't wait. Thieves Guild, here| come.’

'Fine body of men.'

'Frm but fair.'

'‘Good,’ said Carrot. Then everyone's happy. Oh, yes." He dug into his money pouch. 'Heré's five pence
for theloaf, Mr Ironcrugt. I've handled the other one, but you should be able to sand it off with no
trouble.’

The dwarf blinked at the coins. "You want to payme for savingmy money? he said.

'‘Asatax payer you are entitled to the protection of the Watch,’ said Carrot.

There was addlicate pause. Mr Ironcrust stared at hisfeet. One or two of the other dwarfs started to
nigger.

‘I'll tell youwhat, said Carrot, inakindly voice, ‘I’ [l come round when | get amoment and help you fill
in the forms, how about that?

A thief broke the embarrassed silence.

'Er. .. couldyour. . . little dog... et go of my arm, please?

The wolf released its grip, jumped down and padded over to Carrot, who raised his hand to his helmet
respectfully.

'‘Good day to you all,' he said, and strode away.

Thieves and victims watched him go.

'Ishereal? said the quick thinker.

There was agrowl from the baker, then 'Y ou bastards!' he shouted. 'Y oubastardd’

'Wha. . . what? Y ou've got the money back, haven't you?

Two of hisemployees had to hold Mr Ironcrust back.

‘Three years!' he said. Three years and no one bothered! Three bloody years and not so much asa
knock at the door! And hell ask me! Oh, yes! Hell benice about it! HE!l probably even go and get the
extraforms so | won't be put to the trouble! Why couldn't you buggers have just run away?

Vimes peered around the shadowy, musty room. The voice might aswell have come from atomb.

A panicky look crossed the face of thelittle Herad. 'Perhaps Sir Samuel would be kind enough to step
thisway? said the voice. It was chilly, clipping every syllable with precison. It was the kind of voice that
didn't blink.

‘That is, infact, er ... Dragor/ said Red Crescent.

Vimes reached for his sword.

'Dragon King of Arms," said the man.

'Kingof Arms? said Vimes.

‘Merely atitle,’ said the voice. 'Pray enter.

For some reason the words re-spelled themsalves in Vimess hindbrain as 'prey, enter'.

'King of Arms;’ said the voice of Dragon, as Vimes passed into the shadows of the inner sanctum. Y ou
will not need your sword, Commander. | have been Dragon King of Armsfor more than five hundred
years but | do not breathefire, | assure you. Ah-ha. Ah-ha''

'Ah-ha,’ said Vimes. He couldn't seethe figure clearly. The light came from afew high and grubby
windows, and severd dozen candlesthat burned with black-edged flames. There was a suggestion of
hunched shouldersin the shape before him.



'Pray be seated,’ said Dragon King of Arms. 'And | would be most indebted if you would look to your
left and raise your chin!’

'And expose my neck, you mean? said Vimes,

'‘Ah-ha. Ah-ha'

Thefigure picked up a candeabrum and moved closer. A hand so skinny asto be skeleta gripped
Vimess chin and moved it gently thisway and that.

'Ah, yes. Y ou have the Vimes profile, certainly. But not the Vimes ears. Of course, your materna
grandmother was a Clamp. Ah-ha. . .’

The Vimes hand gripped the Vimes sword again. There was only one type of person that had that much
srength in abody so0 gpparently frail.

'Ithought so! Youare avampirel' he said. "Y ou're abloodyvampire.’

'Ah-ha." It might have been alaugh. It might have been a cough. 'Y es. Vampire, indeed. Yes, I've heard
about your views on vampires. "Not redly aive but not dead enough,” | believe you have said. | think
that israther clever. Ah-ha. Vampire, yes.Bloody, no. Black puddings, yes. The acme of the butcher's
art, yes. And if al dsefailsthere are plenty of kosher butchers down in Long Hogmest. Ah-ha, yes. We
al livein the best way we can. Ah-ha. Virgins are safe from me. Ah-ha. For severa hundred years,
more'sthe pity. Ah-ha’

The shape, and the poal of candldight, moved away.

'I'm afraid your time has been needlesdy wasted, Commander Vimes!'

Vimess eyes were growing accustomed to the flickering light. The room was full of books, in piles. None
of them were on shelves. Each one sprouted bookmarks like squashed fingers.

'l don't understand,’ he said. Either Dragon King of Arms had very hunched shoulders or there were
wings under his shapeless robe. Some of them could fly like abat, Vimesrecalled. He wondered how
old thisonewas. They could 'live dmost forever . . .

'I believe you're here becauseit is considered, ah-ha, appropriate that you have acoat of arms. | am
afraid that thisisnot possible. Ah-ha. A Vimes coat of armshas existed, but it cannot be resurrected. It
would be againgt therules!’

'Whét rules?

There was athump as abook was taken down and opened.

'I'm sure you know your ancestry, Commander. Y our father was Thomas Vimes, hisfather was Gwilliam
Vimes—'

It'sOld Stoneface, isn't it,' said Vimesflatly. 'It's something to do with Old Stoneface.

'Indeed. Ah-ha. Suffer-Not-Injustice Vimes. Y our ancestor. Old Stoneface, indeed, as he was called.
Commander of the City Watch in 1688. And aregicide. He murdered the last king of Ankh-Morpork, as
every schoolboy knows.'

‘Executed!’

The shoulders shrugged. ‘Nevertheless, the family crest was, aswe say in herddry, Excretus Est Ex
Altitudine, That isto say,Depositatum De Latrina. Destroyed. Banned. Made incapabl e of
resurrection. Lands confiscated, house pulled down, page torn out of history. Ah-ha. Y ou know,
Commander, it isinteresting that so many of, ah-ha, "Old Stoneface's' descendants - the inverted
commas dropped neatly around the nickname like an old lady carefully picking up something nesty ina
pair of tongs - 'have been officers of the Watch. | believe, Commander, that you too have acquired the
nickname. Ah-ha. Ah-ha. | have wondered whether thereis some inherited urge to expunge the infamy.
Ah-ha'

Vimesgritted histeeth. 'Areyou telling me I can't have acoat of arms?

Thisisso. Ah-ha'

‘Because my ancestor killed a—' He paused. 'No, it wasn't even execution,’ he said. 'Y ou execute a
human being. Y ouslaughter ananimal.’

'Hewastheking, said Dragon mildly.

'Oh, yes. And it turned out that down in the dungeons he had machines for—'

'‘Commander,’ said the vampire, holding up hishands, 'l fed you do not understand me.Whatever else he



was, hewastheking. You see, acrown isnot like aWatchman's hemet, ah-ha. Even when you take it
off, it's<till onthe head.

‘Stoneface took it off all right!’

‘But the king did not even get atrid.’

'No willing judge could be found,' said Vimes.

'Except you. . . that is, your ancestor . . .

'Well? Someone had to do it. Some monsters should not walk under the living sky.'

Dragon found the page he had been looking for and turned the book around. Thiswas his escutcheon,’
he said.

Vimeslooked down at the familiar sign of the morpork owl perched on an ankh. It was atop ashield
divided into four quarters, with a symbol in each quarter.

'What's this crown with a dagger through it?

'Oh, atraditional symbol, ah-ha. Indicates hisrole as defender of the crown.’

'Redlly? And the bunch of rodswith an axein it? He pointed.

‘A fasces. Symbolizesthat heis. . .was an officer of the law. And the axe was an interesting harbinger of
thingsto come, yes? But axes, I'm afraid, solve nothing.'

Vimes stared at the third quarter. It contained a painting of what seemed to be amarble bust.
'Symbolizing his nickname, "Old Stoneface”,’ said Dragon hel pfully. 'He asked that some reference be
made. Sometimes herddry is nothing more than the art of punning.'

'And thislast one? A bunch of grapes? Bit of aboozer, was he? said Vimes sourly.

'No. Ah-ha. Word play. Vimes = Vines!

'Ah. Theart of bad punning,’ said Vimes. 'l bet that had you peoplerolling on the floor.’

Dragon shut the book and sighed. Thereis seldom areward for those who do what must be done. Alas,
such is precedent, and | am powerless." The old voice brightened up. 'But, till ... | was extremely
pleased, Commander, to hear of your marriageto Lady Sybil. An excedllent lineage. One of the most
noble familiesin the city, ah-ha. The Ramkins, the Selachiis, the Venturis, the Nobbses, of course. . '
That'sit, isit? said Vimes. 'l just go now?

| seldom get visitors,' said Dragon. 'Generally people are seen by the Herads, but | thought you should
get aproper explanation. Ah-ha. We're so busy now. Once we dedlt withreal herddry. But this, they tell
me, isthe Century of the Fruitbat. Now it seemsthat, as soon as a man opens his second mest-pie shop,
he fedsimpelled to consider himself a gentleman.’ He waved athin white hand at three coats of arms
pinned in arow on aboard. The butcher, the baker and the candlestick-maker," he sneered, but
gentedly. 'Wdll, the candlemaker, in point of fact. Nothing will do but that we burrow through the
records and prove them acceptably armigerous. . .

Vimes glanced &t the three shields. 'Haven't | seen that one before? he said.

'Ah. Mr Arthur Carry the candlemaker,’ said Dragon. 'Suddenly businessis booming and he fedshe
must be agentleman. A shield bisected by abend sinister d'une meche en metd gris- that isto say, a
gted grey shield indicating his persond determination and zedl (how zedlous, ah-ha, these businessmen
arel) bisected by awick. Upper half, achandellein afenetre avec rideaux houlant (acandle lighting a
window with awarm glow, ah-ha), lower haf two chanddiersillumine (indicating the wretched man sdlls
candlesto rich and poor dike). Fortunately hisfather was a harbourmaster, which fact allowed usto
stretch ourselves alittle with a crest of alampe au poisson (fish-shaped lamp), indicating both thisand
his son's current profession. The motto | left in the common modern tongue and is"Art Brought Forth the
Candl€e". I'm sorry, ah-ha, it was naughty but | couldn't resist it.’

'My sdesache,' said Vimes. Something kicked his brain, trying to get attention.

‘This oneisfor Mr Gerhardt Sock, president of the Butchers Guild,’ said Dragon. 'Hiswiféstold him a
coat of armsisthething to have, and who are we to argue with the daughter of atripe merchant, so
we've made him ashield of red, for blood, and blue and white stripes, for abutcher's apron, bisected by
astring of sausages, centraisacleaver held in agloved hand, aboxing glove, whichis, ah-ha, the best
we could do for "sock™. Motto isFuturus Meus est in Visceris, which trandates as "My Futureisin (the)
Entrails’, both relating to his professon and, ah-ha, aluding to the old practice of telling—'



'—the future from entrails,’ said Vimes. '‘A-mazing.' Whatever was trying to get into his atention was
redly jumping up and down now.

'While this one, ah-ha, isfor Rudolph Potts of the Bakers Guild,’ said Dragon, pointing to the third shield
with atwig-thin finger. 'Can you read it, Commander?

Vimesgaveit agloomy stare. 'Wdll, it'sdivided into three, and therésarose, aflame and apot,’ he said.
'Er... bakers use fire and the pot's for water, | suppose. . .

'And apun on the name," said Dragon.

'But, unlesshe'scaled Rosie, | ... Then Vimesblinked. ‘A roseisaflower. Oh, good grief. Flower,
flour. FHour, fire and water? The pot looks like a guzunder to me, though. A chamber pot?

"The old word for baker waspistor,' said Dragon. "'Why, Commander, we shall make aHerad of you
yet! And the motto?

'‘Quod Subigo Farinam,'said Vimes, and wrinkled hisforehead. ' "Because” . . . "farinaceous’ meansto
do with corn, or flour, doesn'tit?... oh, no ... "Because | Knead the Dough"?

Dragon clapped his hands. "Wl done, sir!"

"This place must smply rock on those long winter evenings,’ said Vimes. ‘And that's heradry, isit?
Crossword clues and plays on words?

'Of coursethereisagreat ded more,’ said the Dragon. 'These are smple. We more or less have to make
them up. Whereas the escutcheon of an old family, such asthe Nobbses. . '

'"Nobbs!'said Vimes, as the penny dropped. That'sit! Y ou said "Nobbs'! Before - when you were talking
about old familied!'

'‘Ah-ha. What? Oh, indeed. Yes. Oh, yes. A fineold family. Although now, sadly, in decay.’

'Y ou don't mean Nobbsasin ... Corporal Nobbs? said Vimes, horror edging hiswords.

A book thumped open. In the orange light Vimes had avague upside-down glimpse of shields, and a
rambling, unpruned family tree.

'My word. Would that bea C. W. St J. Nobbs?

'Er...yes. Yed'

'Son of Sconner Nobbs and alady referred to here asMaisie of Elm Street?

'Probably.’

'Grandson of Slope Nobbs?

"That sounds about right.’

'Who was the illegitimate son of Edward St John de Nobbes, Earl of Ankh, and g, ah-ha, a parlourmaid
of unknown lineage?

'‘Good gods!'

"The earl died without issue, except that which, ah-ha, resulted in Slope. We had not been ableto trace
the scion - hitherto, at any rate.’

‘Good gods!'

"Y ou know the gentleman?

Vimes regarded with amazement a serious and positive sentence about Corpora Nobbs that included the
word 'gentleman’. 'Er ... yes,' he said.

'lsheaman of property?

'Only other people's.’

'Well, ah-ha, do tdl him. Thereisno land or money now, of course, but thetitleis till extant.'

'Sorry ... let me make sure | understand this. Corpora Nobbs... my Corpora Nobbs... isthe Earl of
Ankh?'

'He would have to satisfy us asto proof of hislineage but, yes, it would appear s0.'

Vimes dared into the gloom. Thusfar in hislife,

Corpora Nobbswould have been unlikely to satisfy the examiners asto his species.

'‘Good gods!' Vimes said yet again. 'And | supposehe gets a coat of arms?

‘A paticularly fineone!

‘Oh.’

Vimes hadn't evenwanted acoat of arms. An hour ago he'd have cheerfully avoided this appointment as



he had done so many times before. But . . .

'Nobby? he said 'Good gods!'

'Well, well! Thishasbeen avery happy meeting,’ said Dragon. 'l do so like to keep the records up to
date. Ah-ha. Incidentdly, how isyoung Captain Carrot getting dong? I'm told hisyoung lady isa
werewolf. Ah-ha'

‘Redlly,' sad Vimes.

'‘Ah-ha." In the dark, Dragon made a movement that might have been a conspiratoria tap on the side of
the nose. "We know these things!'

'Captain Carrot isdoing well,' said Vimes, asicily as he could manage. 'Captain Carrot aways does
well.!

He dammed the door when he went out. The candle flames wavered.

Constable Anguawalked out of an aleyway, doing up her belt.

"That went very well, | thought,' said Carrot, 'and will go some way to earning us the respect of the
community.’

'Pff! That man'sdeevel | doubt if he even knows the meaning of the word "laundry”,' said Angua, wiping
her mouth.

Automaticaly, they fel into step - the energy-saving policeman's wak, where the pendulum weight of the
leg isused to propd the walker dong with the minimum of effort. Walking wasimportant, Vimes had
aways said, and because Vimes had said it Carrot believed it. Walking and talking. Walk far enough and
talk to enough people and sooner or later you had an answer.

The respect of the community,thought Angua. That was a Carrot phrase. Well, in fact it wasaVimes
phrase, dthough Sir Samud usudly spat after he said it. But Carrotbelieved it. It was Carrot who'd
suggested to the Patrician that hardened criminals should be given the chance to 'serve the community' by
redecorating the homes of the elderly, lending anew terror to old age and, given Ankh-Morpork's crime
rate, leading to a least one old lady having her front room wall papered so many timesin six monthsthat
now she could only get into it Sdeways.[6]

'I've found something very interesting that you will be very interested to see,’ said Carrot, after awhile.
That'sinteresting,’ said Angua.

‘But I'm not going to tell you what it isbecause | want it to be asurprise,’ said Carrot.

'Oh. Good.'

Anguawalked in thought for awhile and then said: 'l wonder if it will be as surprising as the collection of
rock samples you showed me last week?

Thatwas good, wasn't it? said Carrot enthusiagtically. 'I've been along that street dozens of timesand
never suspected there was amineral museum there! All those silicates!”

'‘Amazing! Y ou'd imagine people would be flocking to it, wouldn't you?

'Yes, | can't think why they don't!"

Anguareminded hersdf that Carrot appeared to havein his soul not even atrace eement of irony. She
told hersdf that it wasn't hisfault held been brought up by dwarfsin some mine, and redly did think that
bits of rock wereinteresting. The week before they'd visited an iron foundry. That had been interesting,
too.

Andyet. .. and yet. . . you couldn't helpliking Carrot. Even people he was arresting liked Carrot. Even
old ladiesliving in apermanent smell of fresh paint liked Carrot. She liked Carrot. A lot. Which was going
to make leaving him dl the harder.

Shewasawerewolf. That'sall therewastoit. Y ou ether spent your time trying to make sure people
didn't find out or you let them find out and spent your time watching them keep their distance and whisper
behind your back, athough of course you'd have to turn round to watch that.

Carrot didn't mind. But he minded that other people minded. He minded that even quite friendly



colleagues tended to carry ahit of silver somewhere on their person. She could seeit upsetting him. She
could see the tensions building up, and he didn't know how to ded with them.

It wasjust as her father had said. Get involved with humans other than at medtimes and you might aswell
jump down asilver mine.

'Apparently there's going to be ahuge firework display after the celebrations next year,' said Carrot. 'l
likefireworks!

'It beats me why Ankh-Morpork wantsto celebrate the fact it had a civil war three hundred years ago/
said Angua, coming back to the here-and-now.

'Why not? Wewon,' said Carrot.

'Y es, but you logt, too.'

'Always ook on the positive Side, that'swhat | say. Ah, herewe are!

Angualooked up at the sign. She'd learned to read dwarf runes now.

""Dwarf Bread Museum"," she said. 'Gosh. | can't wait.'

Carrot nodded happily and pushed open the door. There was asmell of ancient crusts.

'‘Coo-ee, Mr Hopkinson? he called. There was no reply. 'He does go out sometimes, he said.
'Probably when the excitement gets too much for him,’ said Angua. 'Hopkinson? That's not adwarf
name, isit?

'Oh, he'sahuman,’ said Carrot, stepping inside. 'But an amazing authority. Bread's hislife. He wrote the
definitive work on offensive baking. Well ... snce hesnot here I'll just take two tickets and leave
tuppence on the desk.’

It didn't look as though Mr Hopkinson got many visitors. There was dust on the floor, and dust on die
display cases, and alot of dust on the exhibits. Most of them were the classic cowpat-like shape, an
echo of their taste, but there were aso buns, close-combat crumpets, deadly throwing toast and a huge
dusty array of other shapes devised by arace that went in for food-fighting in abig and above al terminal
way.

'What are we looking for? Anguasaid. She sniffed. There wasanagtily familiar tang intheair.

It's. .. areyouready for this?. . .it's. . . the Battle Bread of B'hrian Bloodaxe!' said Carrot, rummaging
in adesk by the entrance.

‘A loaf of bread? Y ou brought me here to see aloaf of bread?

She sniffed again. Y es. Blood. Fresh blood.

‘That'sright, said Carrot. ‘'It's only going to be here a couple of weeks on loan. It'sthe actual bread he
persondly wielded at the Battle of Koom Vley, killing fifty-saven trolls although' - and here Carrot's
tone changed down from enthusiasm to civic respectability - ‘that was along time ago and we shouldn't
let ancient history blind usto the redlities of amulti-ethnic society in the Century of theFruitbat.’

There was a cresk of adoor.

Then: 'This battle bread,’ said Angua, inditinctly. ‘Black, isn't it? Quite alot bigger than normd bread?
'Yes, that'sright, said Carrot.

'And Mr Hopkinson ... A short man? Little white pointy beard?

That'shim.!

'And hishead adl smashed in? 'What?

'l think you'd better come and look,' said Angua, backing away.

Dragon King of Arms sat done among hiscandles.

Sothat was Commander Sr Samuel Vimes, he mused. Supid man. Clearly can't see beyond the
chip on his shoulder. And people like that rise to high office these days. Still, such people have
their uses, which presumably iswhy Vetinari has elevated him. Supid men are often capabl e of
things the clever would not dare to contemplate. . .

He sighed, and pulled another tome towards him. It was not much bigger than many otherswhich lined



his study, afact which might have surprised anyone who knew its contents.

Hewasrather proud of it. It was quite an unusual piece of work, but he had been surprised- or would
have been surprised, had Dragon been redlly surprised at anything at dl for thelast hundred years or so -
at how easy some of it had been. He didn't even need to read it now. He knew it by heart. The family
treeswere properly planted, the words were down there on the page, and al he had to do was sing
dong.

The firgt page was headed: 'The Descent of King Carrot |, by the Grace of the Gods King of
Ankh-Morpork'. A long and complex family tree occupied the next dozen pages until it reached:
Married . . . Thewords there were merely pencilled in.

'Delphine Anguavon Uberwad,' read the Dragon aoud. 'Father - and, ah-ha,sire - Baron Guye von
Uberwald, also known as Silvertail; mother, Mme Serafine Soxe-Bloonberg, aso known as'Y dlowfang,
of Genua. . .

It had been quite an achievement, that part. He had expected his agents to have had some difficulty with
the more lupine areas of Anguas ancesiry, but it turned out that mountain wolvestook quite alot of
interest in that sort of thing aswell. Angua's ancestors had definitely been among the leaders of the pack.
Dragon King of Armsgrinned. Asfar as he was concerned, specieswas a secondary consideration.
What redlly mattered in an individua was agood pedigree.

Ah, well. That wasthe future asitmight have been.

He pushed the book aside. One of the advantages of alife much longer than average was that you saw
how fragile the future was. Men said things like 'peace in our time' or ‘an empire that will last athousand
years, and less than haf alifetime later no one even remembered who they were, let done what they had
said or where the mob had buried their ashes. What changed history were smaller things. Often afew
strokes of the pen would do the trick.

He pulled another tome towards him. The frontispiece bore the words: "'The Descent of King . . ." Now,
what would the man call himsaf? That at least was not calculable. Oh, well . . .

Dragon picked up his pencil and wrote: ‘'Nobbs.

He smiled in the candldlit room.

People kept on talking about the true king of Ankh-Morpork, but history taught a cruel lesson. It said -
often in words of blood - that the true king was the one who got crowned.

Booksfilled thisroom, too. That wasthe first impresson - one of dank, oppressive bookishness.

The late Father Tubelcek was sprawled across a drift of fallen books. He was certainly dead. No one
could have bled that much and still been dive. Or survived for long with ahead like a deflated football.
Someone mugt have hit him with alump hammer.

‘Thisold lady came running out screaming,’ said Congtable Vist, saluting. 'So | went in and it wasjust
likethis, gr.

‘Justlike this, Congtable Vigt?

'Yes, dr. And the name's Vigt-The-Infidel-With-Explanatory-Pamphlets, sir.’

'Who was the old lady?

'She says she's Mrs Kanacki, sir. She says she dways brings him his meals. She says she doesfor him.'
‘Doesfor him?

'Y ou know, sir. Cleaning and sweeping.'

There was, indeed, atray on the floor, along with a broken bowl and some spilled porridge. The lady
who did for the old man had been shocked to find that someone else had donefor him first.

'Did she touch him? he said.

'She saysnot, Sir.'

Which meant the old priest had somehow achieved theneatest death Vimes had ever seen. His hands
were crossed on his chest. His eyes had been closed.



And something had been put in his mouth. It looked like arolled-up piece of paper. It gave the corpsea
disconcertingly jaunty look, asthough held decided to have alast cigarette after dying.

Vimes gingerly picked out thelittle scroll and unrolled it. It was covered with meticuloudly written but
unfamiliar symbols. What made them particularly noteworthy was the fact that their author had apparently
made use of the only liquid lying around in huge quantities.

Y uk,' said Vimes. "Written inblood. Does this mean anything to anyone?

Yes, ar!'

Vimesrolled hiseyes. 'Y es, Congtable Visit?

'Vist-The-Infidel-With-Explanatory-Pamphlets, air,' said Congtable Visit, looking hurt.
"The-Infidd-With-Explanatory-Pamphlets[ 7] "

| was just about to say it, Constable,’ said Vimes. 'Well?

'It'san ancient Klatchian script,’ said Congtable Vist. 'One of the desert tribes called the Cenctines, gir.
They had a sophigticated but fundamentaly flawed . . .

'Yes, yes, yes,' said Vimes, who could recognize the verbal foot getting ready to stick itsdlf inthe aural
door. 'But do you know what it means?

'l could find out, Sir.’

‘Good.'

'Incidentaly, were you able by any chanceto find timeto have alook at those lesflets | gave you the
other day, Sr?

‘Been very busy!" said Vimes automatically.

'Not toworry, sr,' said Vidt, and smiled the wan smile of those doing good against great odds. When
you've got amoment will befine!

The old books that had been knocked from the shelves had spilled their pages everywhere. There were
gplashes of blood on many of them.

'Some of these look rdligious,’ Vimes said. Y ou might find something.' He turned. 'Detritus, have alook
round, will you?

Detritus paused in the act of laborioudy drawing achak outline around the body. 'Y essir. What for, Sir?
‘Anything you find.'

‘Right, ar.’

With agrunt, Vimes hunkered down and prodded at agrey smear on thefloor. 'Dirt," he said.

'Y ou get dat on floors, sir,' said Detritus, hel pfully.

'Except thisis off-white. Were on black loam,’ said Vimes.

'Ah," said Sergeant Detritus. ‘A Clue.’

'Could bejust dirt, of course.'

There was something else. Someone had made an attempt to tidy up the books. They'd stacked severd
dozen of them in one neat towering pile, one book wide, largest books on the bottom, al the edges
squared up with geometrica precision.

'Now that 1don't understand,’ said Vimes. Theresafight. The old manisvicioudy attacked. Then
someone- maybe it was him, dying, maybe it was the murderer - writes something down using the poor
man'sown blood. And rollsit up neatly and popsit into his mouth like aSweetie. Then he does die and
someone shuts his eyes and makes him tidy and piles these books up neetly and . . . doeswhat? Walks
out into the seething hurly-burly that is Ankh-Morpork?

Sergeant Detritus's honest brow furrowed with the effort of thought. ‘Could be a... could be derésa
footprint outside der window," he said. 'Dat's dways a Clue wort' lookin' for.’

Vimes sighed. Detritus, despite aroom-temperature |Q, made agood copper and a damn good
sergeant. He had that specid type of Supidity that was hard to fool. But the only thing more difficult than
getting him to grasp an ideawas getting him to let go of it.<![if !supportFootnotes]>[8§]

'Detritus,’ he said, askindly as possible. There's athirty-foot drop into the river outside the window.
There won't be—' He paused. Thiswastheriver Ankh, after al. 'Any footprintsd be bound to have
0ozed back by now," he corrected himsdlf. 'Almost certainly.'

He looked outside, though, just in case. Theriver gurgled and sucked below him. There were no



footprints, even on itsfamoudy crusted surface. But there was another smear of dirt on the window-sil.
Vimes scratched some up, and sniffed at it.

'Looks like some more white clay,’ he said.

He couldn't think of any white clay around the city. Once you got outside the wallsit wasthick black
loam al the way to the Ramtops. A man walking acrossit would be two inchestaler by the time he got
to the other sde of afield.

'White clay,’ he said. "Where the hell iswhite-clay country round here?

'ltamystery,’ said Detritus.

Vimesgrinned mirthlesdy. Itwas amystery. And he didn't like mysteries. Mysteries had away of getting
bigger if you didn't solve them quickly. Mysteries pupped.

Meremurders happened dl thetime. And usualy even Detritus could solve them. When adistraught
woman was standing over afalen husband holding aright-angled poker and crying 'He never should've
said that about our Neville!' there was only alimited amount you could do to spin out the case beyond
the next coffee break. And when various men or parts thereof were hanging from or nailed to various
fixturesin the Mended Drum on a Saturday night, and the other clientele were dl looking innocent, you
didn't need even a Detritic intelligence to work out what had been happening.

He looked down at the late Father Tubel cek. It was amazing held bled so much, with his pipe-cleaner
arms and toast-rack chest. He certainly wouldn't have been able to put up much of afight.

Vimes leaned down and gently raised one of the corpse's eyelids. A milky blue eye with ablack centre
looked back at him from wherever the old priest was now.

A religious old man who lived in acouple of little poky rooms and obvioudy didn't go out much, from the
smell. What kind of threat could he. .. ?

Congtable Vist poked his head around the door. 'There's adwarf down here with no eyebrowsand a
frizzled beard says you told him to come, Sir," he said. 'And some citizens say Father Tubelcek istheir
priest and they want to bury him decently.'

'Ah, that'll be Littlebottom. Send him up,’ said Vimes, straightening. Tell the othersthey'll have to wait.'
Littlebottom climbed the stairs, took in the scene, and managed to reach the window in time to be sick.
‘Better now? said Vimes eventudly,

'Er...yes | hopeso.

‘I'll leaveyouto it, then.'

'Er. . . what exactly did you want me to do? said Littlebottom, but Vimes was dready haf-way down
the sairs.

Anguagrowled. It wasthe signal to Carrot that he could open his eyes again.

Women, as Colon had remarked to Carrot once when he thought the lad needed advice, could be funny
about little things. Maybe they didn't like to be seen without their make-up on, or insisted on buying
smaller suitcases than men even though they aways took more clothes. In Anguas case shedidn't liketo
be seenen route from human to werewolf shape, or vice versa. It was just something she had athing
about, she said. Carrot could see her in ether shape but not in the various ones she occupied on the way
through, in case he never wanted to see her again.

Through werewolf eyesthe world wasdifferent.

For onething, it wasin black-and-white. At least, that smal part of it which as ahuman sheld thought of
as 'vison' was monochrome - but who cared that vision had to take a back seat when smell drove
ingtead, laughing and sticking its arm out of the window and making rude gestures at dl the other senses?
Afterwards, she dways remembered the odours as colours and sounds. Blood was rich brown and deep
bass, stde bread was a surprisingly tinkly bright blue, and every human being was afour-dimensiona
kaleidoscopic symphony. For nasa vision meant seeing through time aswell as space: aman could stand
gl for aminute and, an hour later, there held till be, to the nose, his odours barely faded.



She prowled the aides of the Dwarf Bread Museum, muzzle to the ground. Then she went out into the
aley for awhile and tried there too.

After five minutes she padded back to Carrot and gave him the signal again.

When he re-opened his eyes she was pulling her shirt on over her head. That was one thing where
humans had the edge. Y ou couldn't beet a pair of hands.

'l thought you'd be down the street and following someone," he said.

'Follow who? said Angua.

'Pardon?

'l can smdl him, and you, and the bread, and that'siit."

‘Nothing else?

'Dirt. Dust. The usua stuff. Oh, there are some old traces, daysold. | know you were in here last week,
for example. There arelots of smells. Grease, mest, pine resin for some reason, old food . . . but I'll
swear no living thing'sbeen in herein thelast day or so but him and us!'

‘But you told meeveryone leavesatrail.’

‘They do.’

Carrot looked down at the late curator. However you phrased it, however broadly you applied your
definitions, he definitely couldn't have committed suicide. Not with aloaf of bread.

"Vampires? said Carrot. They canfly ...

Anguasighed. 'Carrat, | could tdll if avampire had beenin herein the lastmonth.’

‘Therésadmost haf adollar in penniesin the drawer,’ said Carrot. '"Anyway, athief would be here for the
Battle Bread, wouldn't they? It isavery valuable culturd artefact.’

'Has the poor man got any relatives? said Angua

'He'sgot an elderly sgter, | believe. | come in once amonth just to have achat. He lets me handle the
exhibits, you know.'

"That must be fun, said Angua, before she could stop hersdlf.

Itsvery . .. satisfying, yes,' sad Carrot solemnly. ‘It reminds me of home.'

Anguasighed and stepped into the room behind the little museum. It was like the back rooms of
museums everywhere, full of junk and thingsthere is no room for on the shelves and a o items of
doubtful provenance, such as coins dated '52 BC'. There were some benches with shards of dwarf bread
on them, atidy tool rack with various sizes of kneading hammer, and papersal over the place. Against
onewall, and occupying alarge part of the room, was an oven.

'He researches old recipes,’ said Carrot, who seemed to fedl he had to promote the old man's expertise
evenin degth.

Angua opened the oven door. Warmth spilled out into the room. 'Hell of abake oven,' she said. 'What're
these things?

'Ah ... | see he's been making drop scones,’ said Carrot. 'Quite deadly at short range.’

She shut the door. 'L et's get back to the Y ard and they can send someone out to—'

Angua stopped.

These were dway's the dangerous moments, just after a shape-change this close to full moon. It wasn't so
bad when she was awolf. Shewas il asintelligent, or at leastshe felt asintdligent, dthough lifewasa
lot smpler and so she was probably just extremely intelligent for awolf. It was when she became a
human again that things were difficult. For afew minutes, until the morphic field fully reasserted itsdlf, dl
her senseswere gtill keen; smellswere il incredibly strong, and her ears could hear sounds way outside
the stunted human range. And she couldthink more about the things she experienced. A wolf could sniff
alamp-post and know that old Bonzo had been past yesterday, and was fedling a bit under the westher,
and was gtill being fed tripe by his owner, but a human mind could actualy think about the whys and
wherefores.

"Thereis something else, she said, and breathed in gently. 'Faint. Not aliving thing. But. . . can't you smell
it? Something like dirt, but not quite. It'skind of ... yellow-orange. . .’

'Um. . ."said Carrot, tactfully. 'Some of us don't have your nose!'

'I've smelled it before, somewherein thistown. Can't remember where.. . . It's strong. Stronger than the



other smdlls. It'samuddy smell.’

'Hah, well, onthese streets. . '

'No, it'snot . . .exactly mud. Sharper. Moretreble.’

'Y ou know, sometimes | envy you. It must be niceto be awolf. Just for awhile!’

'It has its drawbacks.'Like fleas, she thought, asthey locked up the museum.And the food. And the
constant nagging feeling that you should be wearing three bras at once.

She kept telling herself she had it under control and she did, in away. She prowled the city on moonlit
nights and, okay, there was the occasiona chicken, but she aways remembered where she'd been and
went round next day to shove some money under the door.

It was hard to be avegetarian who had to pick bits of mesat out of her teeth in the morning. She was
definitely on top of it, though.

Definitely, she reassured herself.

It was Angua's mind that prowled the night, not awerewolf mind. She was amost entirely sure of that. A
werewolf wouldn't stop at chickens, not by along way.

She shuddered.

Who was she kidding? It was essy to be avegetarian by day. It was preventing yoursalf from becoming
ahumanitarian at night that took the red effort.

Thefirst clocks were striking eleven as Vimes's sedan chair wobbled to ahat outside the Patrician's
palace. Commander Vimess legs were beginning to give out, but he ran up fiveflights of stairsasfast as
possible and collapsed on achair in the waiting salon.

Minutes went past.

Y ou didn't knock on the Patrician's door. He summoned you in the certain knowledge that you would be
there.

Vimes sat back, enjoying amoment's peace.

Something indde his coat went: 'Bing bing bingley bing!"

He sighed, pulled out aleather-bound package about the size of asmall book, and opened it.

A friendly yet dightly worried face peered up a him from its cage.

'Yes? said Vimes.

'11 am. Appointment with the Petrician.'

Yes? Wdl? It'sfive past now.'

'Er. So you've had it, have you? said the imp.

‘No.'

'Shdl | go on remembering it or what?

'No. Anyway, you didn't remind me about the College of Arms at ten.’

The imp looked panic-stricken.

That's Tuesday, isn't it? Could've sworn it was Tuesday.'

‘It was an hour ago.'

'Oh.' Theimp was downcast. 'Er. All right. Sorry. Um. Hey, | could tell you what timeit isin Klatch, if
you like. Or Genua. Or Hunghung. Any of those places. Y ou nameit.’

'l don't need to know thetimein Klatch.'

'Y ou might,' said the imp desperately. Think how people will beimpressed if, during adull moment of the
conversation, you could say "Incidentdly, in Klatch it's an hour ago”. Or Bes Pdargic. Or Ephebe. Ask
me. Go on. | don't mind. Any of those places.’

Vimes sghed inwardly. He had a notebook. He took notesiniit. It was always useful. And then Syhil,
gods bless her, had brought him thisfifteen-function imp which did so many other things, dthough asfar
ashe could see at least ten of itsfunctions consisted of gpologizing for itsinefficiency in the other five.

'Y ou could take amemo,’ Vimes said.



'Wow! Redlly? Gosh! Okay. Right. No problem.’

Vimes cleared histhroat. 'See Corpora Nobbs re time-keeping; also re Earldom.’

'Er ... sorry, isthisthe memo?

Vs

'Sorry, you should have said "mema” firgt. I'm pretty certainit'sin the manud.'

‘All right, itwas amemo.’

'Sorry, you haveto say it again.’

'Memo: See Corporal Nobbs re time-keeping; aso re Earldom.’

'Got it,' said theimp. "Would you like to be reminded of thisat any particular time?

Thetime here? said Vimes, nadtily. 'Or thetimein, say, Klatch?

'Asamatter of fact, | cantell you what timeit—'

' think I'll writeit in my notebook, if you don't mind,’ said Vimes.

'Oh, well, if you prefer, | can recognize handwriting,' said theimp proudly. ‘I’m quite advanced.'
Vimes pulled out his notebook and held it up. ‘Likethis? he said.

Theimp squinted for amoment. Y ep,’ it said. That's handwriting, sure enough. Curly bits, spiky hbits, al
joined together. Y ep. Handwriting. I'd recognize it anywhere!

'Aren't you supposed to tell mewhat it says?

Theimp looked wary. 'Says? it said. 'It's supposed to make noises?

Vimes put the battered book away and shut the lid of the organizer. Then he sat back and carried on
waiting.

Someone very clever - certainly someone much cleverer than whoever had trained that imp - must have
made the clock for the Patrician's waiting room. It went tick-tock like any other clock. But somehow,
and againgt al usua horologica practice, thetick and thetock wereirregular. Tick tock tick . . . and then
the merest fraction of asecond longer before. . . tock tick tock. . . and then atick afraction of a second
earlier than the mind's ear was now prepared for. The effect was enough, after ten minutes, to reduce the
thinking processes of even the best-prepared to a sort of porridge. The Peatrician must have paid the
clockmaker quite highly.

The clock said quarter past eleven.

Vimes walked over to the door and, despite precedent, knocked gently.

There was no sound from within, no murmur of distant voices.

Hetried the handle. The door was unlocked.

Lord Vetinari had dways said that punctudity was the politeness of princes. , Vimeswent in.

Cheery dutifully scraped up the crumbly white dirt and then examined the corpse of the late Father
Tubelcek.

Anatomy was an important study at the Alchemists Guild, owing to the ancient theory that the human
body represented amicrocosm of the universe, although when you saw one opened up it was hard to
imagine which part of the universe was smdl and purple and wentblomp-blomp when you prodded it.
But in any case you tended to pick up practica anatomy as you went along, and sometimes scraped it off
the wdlsaswell. When new students tried an experiment that was particularly successful in terms of
explosive force, the result was often a cross between amagjor |aboratory refit and a game of
Hunt-the-other-Kidney.

The man had been killed by being repestedly hit around the head. That was about al you could say.
Somekind of very heavy blunt ingrument.[9]

What ese did Vimes expect Cheery to do?

Helooked carefully at the rest of the body. There were no other obvious signs of violence, although. . .
there were afew specks of blood on the man'sfingers. But, then, there was blood everywhere.

A couple of fingernails were torn. Tubel cek had put up afight, or at least had tried to shiedld himsdlf with



his hands.

Cheery looked more closdly at the fingers. There was something piled under the nails. It had awaxy
sheen, likethick grease. He couldn't imagine why it should be there, but maybe his job wasto find ouit.
He conscientioudy took an envelope out of his pocket and scraped the stuff into it, sealed it up and
numbered it.

Then hetook hisiconograph out of itsbox and prepared to take a picture of the corpse.

Ashedid s0, something caught hiseye.

Father Tubelcek lay there, one eye till open as Vimes had left it, winking at eternity.

Cheery looked closer. HeEd thought held imagined it. But . . .

Even now hewasn't sure. The mind could play tricks.

He opened the little door of the iconograph and spoke to theimp inside.

‘Can you paint apicture of hiseye, Sydney? he said.

The imp squinted out through the lens. 'Just the eye? it squeaked.

'Yes. Ashig asyou can.'

'Youresck, miger.'

'And shut up,’ said Cheery.

He propped the box on the table and sat back. From inside the box there came the swish-swish of brush
strokes. At last there was the sound of ahandle being turned, and adightly damp picture rustled out of a
dot.

Cheery peered a it. Then he knocked on the box. The hatch opened.

'Yes?

‘Bigger. So big it fillsthe whole paper. In fact' -Cheery squinted at the picture in his hands - ‘just paint the
pupil. Thebit inthe middle.

'So it fillsthe whole paper? Y ou're weird.

Cheery propped the box nearer. There was aclicking of gears asthe imp wound the lenses out, and then
afew more seconds of busy brush work.

Another damp picture unwound. It showed abig black disc.

Wel. . . mainly black.

Cheery looked closer. Therewasahint, just ahint . . .

He rapped on the box again.

'Y es, Mr Dwarf Weird Person? said the imp.

‘The bit inthe middle. Big as you can, thank you.'

The lenseswound out yet further.

Cheery waited anxioudy. In the next room, he could hear Detritus patiently moving around.

The paper wound out for the third time, and the hatch opened. That'sit,’ said the imp. 'I've run out of
black.'

And the paperwas black . . . except for thetiny little areathat wasnt.

The door to the stairs burst open and Congtable Visit camein, borne dong by the pressure of asmall
crowd. Cheery guiltily thrust the paper into his pocket.

Thisisintolerable!" said asmal man with along black beard. 'Wedemand you let usin! Who're you,
young man?

'I'm Ch - I'm Corporal Littlebottom,' said Cheery. 'Look, I've got abadge. . .'

'Wel,Corporal,’ said theman, 'I| an Wengel Raddley and | am aman of some standing in this community
and | demand that you let us have poor Father Tubelcek this minute!’

'Werre, er, we're trying to find out who killed him," Cheery began.

There was amovement behind Cheery, and the facesin front of him suddenly looked very worried
indeed. He turned to see Detritusin the doorway to the next room.

'Everytiing okay? said thetroll.

The changed fortunes of the Watch had alowed Detritus to have a proper breastplate rather than a piece
of eephant battle armour. Aswas norma practice for the uniform of a sergeant, the armourer had
attempted to do a stylized representation of musclesonit. Asfar as Detritus was concerned, he hadn't



been ableto get them dl in.

'Isdere any trouble? he said.

The crowd backed away.

‘None at dl, officer,’ said Mr Raddley. 'Y ou, er, just loomed suddenly, that'sal . . .
'Disiscorrect,' said Detritus. 'l am aloomer. It often happen suddenly. So dere's no trouble, den?
'No trouble whatsoever, officer.'

'‘Amazing ting, trouble, rumbled Detritus thoughtfully. ‘Always| go lookin' for trouble, an' when | find it
people said it ain't dere.’

Mr Raddley drew himsdlf up.

‘But we want to take Father Tubelcek away to bury him," he said.

Detritusturned to Cheery Littlebottom. "Y ou done everyt'ing you need?

'l supposeso. ..

'He dead?

'Oh, yes!'

'He gonna get any better?

'Better than dead? | doubt it.'

'Okay, den you people can take him away.’

The two Watchmen stood aside as the body was carried down the sairs.

'Why you takin' pictures of the dead man? said Detritus.

'Wdll, er, it might be helpful to see how hewaslying.’

Detritus nodded sagely. 'Ah, he waslyin', was he? An" him aholy man, too.'

Littlebottom pulled out the picture and looked at it again. It wasalmost black. But . . .

A congtable arrived at the bottom of the gairs. 'I'sthere someone up there called' - there was a muffled
snigger — 'Cheery Littlebottom?

'Y es,' sad Littlebottom gloomily.

'Well, Commander Vimes says you've to come to the Patrician's pdace right now, al right?
'Dat'sCorporal Littlebottom you'retakin' to,' said Detritus.

It'sdl right,’ said Littlebottom. 'Nothing could make it any worse!'

Rumour isinformation distilled so finely that it can filter through anything. It does not need doors and
windows - sometimesit doesn't even need people. It can exist free and wild, running from ear to ear
without ever touching lips.

It had escaped aready. From the high window of the Patrician's bedroom, Sam Vimes could see people
drifting towards the palace. There wasn't amob - there wasn't even what you might call acrowd- but the
Brownian motion of the streets was bouncing more and more peoplein hisdirection.

He relaxed dightly when he saw one or two guards come through the gates.

Onthebed, Lord Vetinari opened hiseyes.

'Ah ... Commander Vimes," he murmured.

"What's been happening, Sir? said Vimes,

'| appear to belying down, Vimes.'

"Y ou werein your office, Sir. Unconscious!'

'Dear me. | must have been . . . overdoing it. Well, thank you. If you would be kind enoughto . . . help
meup. ..

Lord Vetinari tried to pull himsdf upright, swayed, and fdll back again. Hisface was pae. Sweat beaded
hisforehead.

There was aknock at the door. Vimes opened it afraction.

'It'sme, Sir. Fred Colon. | got amessage. What's up?

'Ah, Fred. Who've you got down there so far?



"There's me and Constable FHint and Constable Slapper, sir.'

‘Right. Someone'sto go up to my place and get Willikinsto bring me my street uniform. And my sword
and crossbow. And an overnight bag. And some cigars. And tell Lady Syhbil. . . tell Lady Sybil . . . well,
they'lljust haveto tell Lady Syhil I've got to ded with things down here, that'sall.’

"What'shappening, sr? Someone downstairs said Lord Vetinari's dead!’

'Dead? murmured the Patrician from his bed. 'Nonsense!' He jerked himsdlf upright, swung hislegs off
the bed, and folded up. It was adow, terrible collapse. Lord Vetinari was atall man, so there wasalong
way tofal. And hedid it by folding up ajoint at atime. His ankles gave way and hefell on hisknees. His
knees hit the ground with a bang and he bent a the waist. Finally hisforehead bounced on the carpet.
'Oh,'he said.

'Hislordship'sjust abit . . ." Vimes began-then he grabbed Colon and dragged him out of the room. 'l
reckon he's been poisoned, Fred, and that's the truth of it.'

Colon looked horrified. 'Y e gods! Do you want me to get a doctor?

'Areyou mad? Wewant himto live!'

Vimes bit hislip. HEd said the words that were on hismind, and now, without a doubt, the faint smoke
of rumour would drift out acrossthe city. '‘But someone ought to look at him . . ." he said aoud.
'‘Damnright!’ said Colon. "Y ou want | should get awizard?

'How do we know it wasn't one of them?

'Y e gods!'

Vimestried to think. All the doctorsin the city were employed by the guilds, and al the guilds hated
Vetinari, s0....

"When you've got enough people to spare arunner, send him up to the stables on Kings Down to fetch
Doughnut Jmmy,' hesaid.

Colon looked even more stricken. 'Doughnut? He doesn't knowanything about doctoring! He dopes
racehorses!’

‘Just get him, Fred.'

'What if hewon't come?

"Then say that Commander Vimes knowswhy Laughing Boy didn't win the Quirm 100 Dollarslast week,
and say that | know Chrysoprase thetroll lost ten thousand on that race.’

Colon was impressed. 'Y ou've got anasty twist of mind there, Sir.’

‘Therés going to be alot of people turning up pretty soon. | want a couple of Watchmen outside this
room - trolls or dwarfsfor preference - and no oneisto comein without my permission, right?
Colon'sface contorted as various emotions fought for space. Finally he managed to say, ‘Bt . . .
poisoned? He's got food-tasters and everything!'

"Then maybe it was one of them, Fred.'

'My gods, dr! You don't trustanyone, do you?

'No, Fred. Incidentally, was it you? Just kidding,' Vimes added quickly as Colon's face threatened to
burgt into tears. 'Off you go. We don't have much time.’

Vimes shut the door and leaned on it. Then he turned the key in the lock and moved a chair under the
handle.

Finaly he hauled the Patrician off the floor and rolled him on to the bed. There was a grunt from the man,
and hiseydidsflickered.

Poison,thought Vimes. That's the worst of all. It doesn't make a noise, the poisoner can be miles
away, you can't see it, often you can't really smell it or taste it, it could be anywhere - and there it
is, doingitswork. . .

The Patrician opened hiseyes.

'l would like aglass of water,' he said.

There was ajug and aglass by the bed. Vimes picked up the jug, and hesitated. ‘I’ ll send someone to
get some," he said.

Lord Vetinari blinked, very dowly.

'Ah, Sir Samud,’ he said, 'but whom can you trust?



Therewas acrowd in the big audience chamber when Vimesfindly went downgtairs. They were milling
about, worried and unsure, and, like important men everywhere, when they were worried and unsure
they got angry.

Thefirgt to bustle up to Vimeswas Mr Boggis of the Guild of Thieves. "What's going on, Vimes? he
demanded.

Hemet Vimessgare. 'Sir Samud, | mean,’ he said, losing a certain amount of bustle.

'l believe Lord Vetinari has been poisoned,’ said Vimes.

The background muttering stopped. Boggis realized that, since he had been the one to ask the question,
he was now the man on the spot. 'Er . . . fataly? he said.

In the silence, apin would have clanged.

'Not yet,' said Vimes.

Around the hall there was aturning of heads. The focus of the universal attention was Dr Downey, head
of the Guild of Assassins.

Downey nodded. 'I'm not aware of anyarrangement with regard to Lord Vetinari,' he said. '‘Besides, as
| am sure is common knowledge, we have set the price for the Patrician at one million dollars!

'‘And who hasthat sort of money, indeed? said Vimes.

'Well . . . you for one, Sr Samud,' said Downey. There was some nervous laughter.

'Wewish to see Lord Vetinari, in any case,’ said Boggis.

‘No.'

'No? And why not, pray?

'Doctor's orders.’

'Redly? Which doctor?

Behind Vimes, Sergeant Colon shut hiseyes.

'Dr James Folsom," said Vimes.

It took afew seconds before someone worked this out. "'What? Y ou can't mean . . . Doughnut mmy?
He's ahorse doctor!’

'So | understand,’ said Vimes.

‘But why?

'Because many of his patients survive,' said Vimes. He raised his hands as the protests grew. 'And now,
gentlemen, | must leave you. Somewhere there's a poisoner. I'd like to find him before he becomesa
murderer.’

He went back up the airs, trying to ignore the shouts behind him.

"Y ou sure about old Doughnut, sir? said Colon, catching him up.

'Well, do you trust him? said Vimes.

'Doughnut? Of course not!'

'Right. HE's untrustworthy, and so we don't trust him. So that's dl right. But I've seen him revive ahorse
when everyone else said it wasfit only for the knackers. Horse doctorshave to get results, Fred.'

And that was true enough. When a human doctor, after much bleeding and cupping, finds that a patient
has died out of sheer desperation, he can ways say, 'Dear me, will of the gods, that will be thirty dollars
please, and wak away afree man. Thisis because human beings are not, technicaly, worth anything. A
good racehorse, on the other hand, may be worth twenty thousand dollars. A doctor who lets one hurry
off too soon to that great big paddock in the sky may well expect to hear, out of some dark aley, avoice
saying something on the lines of 'Mr Chrysopraseisvery upset’, and find the brief remainder of hislifefull
of incident.

'Noo one seemsto know where Captain Carrot and Angua are,’ said Colon. ‘It'stheir day off. And
Nobby's nowhere to be found.'

'Wdll, that's something to be thankful for . . .'



‘Bingeley bingeley bong beep,’ said avoice from Vimess pocket.
Helifted out the little organizer and raised the flap.

'Yes?

'Er ... twelve noon,’ said the imp. ‘Lunch with Lady Syhil.'

It stared at their faces.

'Er ... that'sdl right, isn'tit? it said.

Cheery Littlebottom wiped his brow.

‘Commander Vimesisright. Itcould be arsenic, he said. 'It looks like arsenic poisoning to me. Look at
his colour.’

‘Nasty stuff, said Doughnut Jmmy. "Has he been eating his bedding?

'All the sheets seem to be here, so | suppose the answer isno.'

'How's he pissing?

'Er. Theusua way, | assume.’

Doughnut sucked at histeeth. He had amazing teeth. It was the second thing everyone noticed about him.
They were the colour of the inside of an unwashed tegpot.

'Walk him round abit on thelooserein, he said.

The Patrician opened hiseyes. 'Y ouare adoctor, aren't you? he said.

Doughnut Jmmy gave him an uncertain look. He was not used to patients who could talk. 'Well, yeah ...
| havealot of patients," he said.

'Indeed? | have very little,' said the Patrician. Hetried to lift himself off the bed, and dumped back.

‘I’ll mix up adraught,’ said Doughnut Jmmy, backing away. Y ou're to hold his nose and pour it down
histhroat twice aday, right? And no oats.'

He hurried out, leaving Cheery alone with the Petrician.

Corpord Littlebottom looked around the room. Vimes hadn't given him much ingtruction. Hed said: ‘I'm
sureit won't be the food-tasters. For al they know they might be asked to eat the whole plateful. Still,
well get Detritusto talk to them. Y ou find out thehow, right? And then leave thewho to me.’

If you didn't eat or drink a poison, what else was |eft? Probably you could put it on apad and make
someone brestheit, or dribble somein their ear while they dept. Or they could touch it. Maybe asmall
dart... Or aninsect bite. . .

The Patrician stirred, and looked at Cheery through watery red eyes. 'Tell me, young man, areyou a
policeman?

'Er ... just sarted, sir.’

"Y ou appear to be of the dwarf persuasion.’

Cheery didn't bother to answer. There was no use denying it. Somehow, people could tell if you werea
dwarf just by looking &t you.

'Arsenicisavery popular poison,’ said the Patrician. ‘Hundreds of uses around the home. Crushed
diamonds used to be in vogue for hundreds of years, despite the fact they never worked. Giant spiders,
too, for some reason. Mercury isfor those with patience, aquafortis for those without. Cantharides hasits
followers. Much can be done with the secretions of various animals. The bodily fluids of the caterpillar of
the Quantum Westher Butterfly will render aman quite, quite helpless. But we return to arsenic like an
old, old friend.’

Therewas adrowsinessin the Patrician’'s voice. ‘Isthat not so, young Vetinari? Y esindeed, sir. Correct.
But where then shall we put it, seeing that al will ook for it? In the last place they will ook, sir. Wrong.
Foolish. We put it where no one will looked//

The voice faded to amurmur.

The bed linen, Cheery thought. Even clothes. Into the skin, dowly . . .

Cheery hammered on the door. A guard opened k.



'Get another bed.'

'What?

'Another bed. From anywhere. And fresh bed linen.'

Helooked down. There wasn't much of acarpet on the floor. Even so, in abedroom, where people
might walk with barefeet . . .

'And take away this rug and bring another one.'

What else?

Detritus camein, nodded at Cheery, and looked carefully around the room. Finally he picked up a
battered chair.

'Disll haveto do, he said. 'If hewant, | can break der back off fit.'

'What? said Cheery.

'Ole Doughnut said for to get astool sample, said Detritus, going out again.

Cheery opened his mouth to stop thetroll, and then shrugged. Anyway, the lessfurniturein here the
better . . .

And that seemed about it, short of stripping the wallpaper off thewall.

Sam Vimes stared out of the window.

Vetinari hadn't bothered much in the way of bodyguards. He had used —that is, he fill did use-
food-tasters, but that was common enough. Mind you, Vetinari had added his own specia twist. The
tasterswere well paid and treated, and they were al sons of the chief cook. But his main protection was
that hewasjugt that bit more useful dive than dead, from everyone's point of view. The big powerful
guildsdidn't like him, but they liked him in power alot more than they liked the idea of someone from a
rival guild in the Oblong Office. Besides, Lord Vetinari represented stability. It wasacold and clinical
kind of stahility, but part of his genius was the discovery that stability was what people wanted more than
anythingdse.

Hed said to Vimes once, in thisvery room, standing at this very window: They think they want good
government and justicefor al, Vimes, yet what isit they really crave, deep in their hearts? Only that
things go on as norma and tomorrow is pretty much like today.'

Now, Vimesturned around. 'What's my next move, Fred?

'Dunno, s’

Vimes sat down in the Patrician's chair. 'Can you remember the last Patrician?

'Old Lord Snapcase? And the one before him, Lord Winder. Oh, yeah. Nasty pieces of work, they
were. At least thisone didn't giggle or wear adress!’

The past tense, thought Vimes.It creepsin already. Not long past, but already very tense.

'It'sgone very quiet downgtairs, Fred,’ he said.

'Plotting don't make alot of noise, air, generdly.’

'Vetinari's not dead, Fred.'

'Y essir. But he'snot exactly in charge, ishe?

Vimes shrugged. 'No on€e'sin charge, | suppose.’

'Could be, gir. There again, you never know your luck.'

Colon was standing giffly to atention, with hiseyesfirmly fixed on the middle distance and hisvoice
pitched carefully to avoid any hint of emotion in the words.

Vimes recognized the stance. He used it himself, when he had to. 'What do you mean, Fred? he said.
'Not athing, sir. Figure of speech, sir.’

Vimes sat back.

This morning, hethought, I knew what the day held. | was going to see about that damn coat of
arms. Then there was my usual meeting with Vetinari. | was going to read some reports after
lunch, maybe go and see how they're getting on with the new Watch House in Chittling Street, and



have an early night. Now Fred's suggesting . . . what?

‘Listen, Fred, if thereis to be anew ruler, it won't be me'’

'Wholl it be, r? Colon'svoice still held that dow, ddliberate tone.

‘How should | know? It could be. . .’

The gap opened ahead of him and he could fed histhoughts being sucked into it. "Y ou're talking about
Captain Carrot, aren't you, Fred?

'Could be, sir. | mean none of the guildsd let some other guild bloke be ruler now, and everyone likes
Captain Carrot, and, well . . . rumour's got about that he'sthe hair to the throne, sir.’

‘There's no proof of that, Sergeant.’

‘Not for meto say, Sir. Dunno about that. Dunno whatis proof,’ said Colon, with just ahint of defiance.
'But he's got that sword of his, and the birthmark shaped like acrown, and . . . well, everyoneknows he's
king. It'shiskrisma.'

Charisma, thought Vimes.Oh, yes. Carrot has charisma. He makes something happen in peopl€'s
heads. He can talk a charging leopard into giving up and handing over its teeth and doing good
work in the community, and that would redlyupset the old ladies.

Vimes distrusted charisma. 'No more kings, Fred.'

‘Right you are, sir. By theway, Nobby'sturned up.’

"The day gets worse and worse, Fred.'

'Y ou said you'd talk to him about al these funerds, sr . . .

"The job goeson, | suppose. All right, go and tell him to come up here.”

Vimeswas|eft to himsdif.

No morekings. Vimes had difficulty in articulating why this should be so, why the concept revolted in his
very bones. After al, agood many of the patricians had been as bad as any king. But they were.. . . sort
of... badon equal terms. What set Vimessteeth on edge wasthe ideathat kings were adifferent kind of
human being. A higher lifeform. Somehow magicd. But, huh, there wassome magic, &t that.
Ankh-Morpork still seemed to be littered with Roya thisand Roya that, little old men who got paid a
few pence aweek to do afew meaningless chores, like the Master of the King's Keys or the Keeper of
the Crown Jewels, even though there were no keys and certainly no jewels.

Roydty was like danddlions. No matter how many heads you chopped off, the roots were till there
underground, waiting to spring up again.

It seemed to be achronic disease. It was asif even the mogt intelligent person had thislittle blank spot in
their heads where someone had written: 'Kings. What agood idea. Whoever had created humanity had
left inamagor design flaw. It was its tendency to bend at the knees.

Therewas aknock at the door. It should not be possible for aknock to sound surreptitious, yet this
knock achieved it. It had harmonics. They told the hindbrain: the person knocking will, if no one
eventualy answers, open the door anyway and sidle in, whereupon he will certainly nick any smokes that
arelying around, read any correspondence that catches his eye, open afew drawers, take anip out of
such bottles of acohol as are discovered, but stop short of major crime because heisnot crimind inthe
sense of making amoral decision but in the sensethat aweasd isevil - it isbuilt into hisvery shape. It
was aknock with alot to say for itself.

'‘Comein, Nobby,' said Vimes, wearily.

Corpora Nobbssdied in. It was another specid trait of histhat he could sdle forwards aswell as
Sdeways.

He saluted awkwardly.

There was something absolutely changel ess about Corpora Nobbs, Vimestold himsdlf. Even Fred
Colon had adapted to the changing nature of the City Watch, but nothing atered Corporal Nobbsin any
way. It wouldn't matter what you did to him, there was dways something fundamentally Nobby about
Corporal Nobbs.

'‘Nobby . . .

'Yessr?

'Er . .. takeaseat, Nobby.'



Corpora Nobbs looked suspicious. Thiswas not how a dressing-down was supposed to begin.

'Er, Fred said you wanted to see me, Mr Vimes, on account of timekeeping . . .

'Did I?Did 1?7 Oh, yes. Nobby, how many grandmothers funerals have youreally been to?

'Er ... three. .. said Nobby, uncomfortably.

Three?

"It turned out Nanny Nobbs weren't quite dead thefirst time.”

'So why have you taken dl thistime off?

'Don't liketo say, sir ...

'Why not?

'Y ou're gonna go spare, Sir.'

‘Spare?

Y ou know, gir ... throw awobbler.

''might, Nobby.' Vimes sighed. 'But it'll be nothing to what'll get heaved if youdon't tell me. ..

"Thing is, it'sthetricentre - tricera - thisthree-hundred-year celebration thing next year, Mr Vimes. . .
'Yes?

Nobby licked hislips. 'l dint liketo ask for time offspecid. Fred said you were abit sengitive about it all.
But. .. youknow I'minthe Pedled Nuts, sir. . .

Vimes nodded. 'Those clowns who dress up and pretend to fight old battles with blunt swords," he said.
"The Ankh-Morpork Historical Re-crestion Society, Sr,' said Nobby, a shade reproachfully.
‘That'swhat | said.'

‘Wl . .. we're going to recreate the Battle of Ankh-Morpork for the celebrations, see. That means extra
practice.’

‘It al beginsto make sense,’ said Vimes, nodding wearily. "Y ou've been marching up and down with your
tin pike, eh? Inmy time?

'Er ... not exactly, MrVimes. , . er. . . I've been riding up and down on my white horse, to tell the truth
'Oh?Playing a being agenerd, en?

'Er ... abitmorenagenerd, sir. . .

‘Goon.

Nobby's adam'’s apple bobbed nervoudy. 'Er . . . I'm going to be King Lorenzo, sir. Er ... you know . . .
thelast king, theoneyour . . . er ...

Theair froze.

‘You... aregoing to be. . . Vimes began, unpedling each word like a sullen grape of wrath.

'l said you'd go spare," said Nobby. 'Fred Colon said you'd go spare, too.'

"‘Whyare you—?

'Wedrew lots, S’

'‘And you logt?

Nobby squirmed. Er ... not exactlylost, Sir. Notprecisely lost. More sort of won, sir. Everyone wanted to
play him. | mean, you get ahorse and agood costume and everything, sr. And hewas aking, when dl's
said and done, sir.’

"The man was avicious monger!'

'Wdll, it wasdl along time ago, g, said Nobby anxioudly.

Vimes calmed down alittle. 'And who drew the straw to play Stoneface Vimes?

‘Er.. e

‘Nobby!"

Nobby hung hishead. 'No one, sir. No one wanted to play him, sr.' Thelittle corpora swallowed, and
then plunged onwards with the air of aman determined to get it al over with. 'So we're making aman out
of graw, s, so helll burn nicely when we throw him on the bonfirein the evening. Theres going to be
fireworks, gr," he added, with dreadful certainty.

Vimess face shut down. Nobby preferred it when people shouted. He had been shouted at for most of
hislife. He could handle shouting.

'No one wanted to be Stoneface Vimes,' Vimes said coldly.



'On account of him being onthelosing side, &'
'Logng?Vimess Ironheadswon. Heruled the city for Sx months!'
Nobby squirmed again. 'Y eah, but . . . everyone in the Society says he didn't ought to of, Sir. They said it
wasjust afluke, sir. After al, he was outnumbered ten to one, and he had warts, sir. And he was a bit of
abastard, sr, when dl's said and done. He did chop off aking's head, sir. Y ou got to be abit of a nasty
typeto do that, Sir. Saving your presence, Mr Vimes!'
Vimes shook his head. What did it matter, anyway? (But itdid matter, somewhere.) It had al been along
time ago. It didn't matter what a bunch of deranged romantics thought. Facts were facts.
‘All right, | understand,’ he said. 'It'samost funny, really. Because there's something else I've got to tell
you, Nobby.'
'Y essir? said Nobby, looking relieved.
'Do you remember your father?
Nobby looked about to panic again. 'What kind of question isthat to suddenly ask anybody, sir?
'Purdly asocid enquiry.’
'Old Sconner, sir? Not much, sir. Never used to see him much except when the milit'ry police used to
comefor to drag him outathe attic.’
'Do you know much about your, er, antecedents?
That isalie, gr. | haven't got no antecedents, Sir, no matter what you might have been tole.’
'Oh. Good. Er ... you don't actually know what "antecedents' means, do you, Nobby?
Nobby shifted uneasily. He didn't like being questioned by policemen, especialy since he was one. 'Not
in so many words, Sr.'
'Y ou never got told anything about your forebears? Another worried expression crossed Nobby's face,
s0 Vimes quickly added: 'Y our ancestors?
'Only old Sconner, gr. Sir ... if @l thisisworking up to asking about them sacks of vegetables which went
missing from the shop in Treacle Mine Road, | was not anywhere near the—'
Vimeswaved ahand vaguely. 'Hedidn't . . . leave you anything? Or anything?
‘Couplascars, gr. And thistrick elbow of mine. It aches sometimes, when the weather changes. | dways
remembers ole Sconner when the wind blows from the Hub.'
'Ah, right—'
'‘And this, o' course. . . Nobby fished around behind his rusting breastplate. And that was a marve, too.
Even Sergeant Colon's armour could shine, if not actualy gleam. Butany metal anywhere near Nobby's
skin corroded very quickly. The corpora pulled out alesther thong that hung around his neck. Therewas
agold ring on it. Despite the fact that gold cannot corrode, it had neverthel ess devel oped a patina.
'Heleft it to me when hewas on his deathbed,’ said Nobby. 'Well, when | say "left it"
'Did he say anything?
'Wéll, yeah, hedid say "Giveit back, you little bugger!”, sir. See, 'e‘ad it on astring round his neck, sir,
just like me. But it'snot like aproper ring, Sir. I'd have flogged it but it'sall | got to remember him by.
Except when the wind blows from the Hub.'
Vimestook thering and rubbed it with afinger. It was a sedl ring, with acoat of aamsonit. Ageand
wear and the immediate presence of the body of Corporal Nobbs had made it quite unreadable.
'Y ou are armigerous, Nobby.'
Nobby nodded. ‘But | got aspecia shampoo for it, Sir.’
Vimes sighed. He was an honest man. Hed waysfelt that was one of the bigger defectsin his
persondity.
'When you've got amoment, nip aong to the College of Heraldsin Mollymog Street, will you? Takethis
ring with you and say | sent you.'
‘Er...
It'sdl right. Nobby, said Vimes. 'Y ou won't get into trouble. Not as such.’
'If you say so, ar.'
'‘And you don't have to bother with the"sir*, Nobby.'
'Yessr.!



When Nobby had gone Vimes reached behind the desk and picked up afaded copy of Twurp's
Peerage or, as he personally thought of it, the guide to the crimina classes. Y ou wouldn't find dum
dwellersin these pages, but you would find their landlords. And, while it was regarded as pretty good
evidence of crimindity to beliving in adum, for some reason owning awhole street of them merely got
you invited to the very best socia occasions.

These days they seemed to be bringing out anew edition every week. Dragon had been right about one
thing, a least. Everyonein Ankh-Morpork seemed to be hankering after more arms than they were born
with.

Helooked upde Nobbes.

There evenwas adamn coat of arms. One supporter of the shield was a hippo, presumably one of the
royd hippos of Ankh-Morpork and therefore the ancestor of Roderick and Keith. The other was a bull
of some sort, with avery Nobby-like expression; it was holding a golden ankh which, this being the de
Nobbes coat of arms, it had probably stolen from somewhere. The shield was red and green; there was
awhite chevron with five apples on it. Quite what they had to do with warfare was unclear. Perhapsthey
were some kind of jolly visua pune or play on wordsthat had had them dapping their thighs down at the
Royad College of Arms, dthough probably if Dragon dapped histhigh too hard hisleg would fall off.

It was easy enough to imagine an ennobled Nobbs. Because where Nobby went wrong was in thinking
smdl. He sdled into places and pinched things that weren't worth much. If only held sdled into continents
and stolen entire cities, daughtering many of the inhabitants in the process, held have been apillar of the
community.

There was nothing in the book under 'Vimes.

Suffer-Not-Injustice Vimes wasn't a pillar of the community. He killed a king with his own hands.
It needed doing, but the community, whatever thatwas, didn't always like the people who did what
needed to be done or said what had to be said. He put some other people to death aswell, that
was true, but the city had been lousy, there'd been a lot of stupid wars, we were practically part of
the Klatchian empire. Sometimes you needed a bastard. History had wanted surgery. Sometimes
Dr Chopper isthe only surgeon to hand. There's something final about an axe. But kill one
wretched king and everyone calls you a regicide. It wasn't asif it was a habit or anything . . .
Vimes had found old Stoneface's journa in the Unseen University library. The man had been hard, no
doubt about that. But they were hard times. Hed written: 'In the Fyres of Struggle let us bake New Men,
who Will Notte heed the old Lies." But the old lies had won in the end.

He said to people: you're free. And they said hooray, and then he showed them what freedom
costs and they called him a tyrant and, as soon as he'd been betrayed, they milled around a bit like
barn-bred chickens who've seen the big world outside for the first time, and then they went back
into the warm and shut the door—

'Bing bong bingely beep.’

Vimes sighed and pulled out hisorganizer.

'Yes?

'Memo: Appointment with bootmaker, 2pm,’ said theimp.

'It'snot two o'clock yet and that was Tuesday in any case,’ said Vimes.

'So I'll crossit off thelist of Things To Do, then?

Vimes put the disorganized organizer back in his pocket and went and looked out of the window again.
Who had amoative for poisoning Lord Vetinari?

No, that wasn't the way to crack it. Probably, if you went to some outlying area of the city and confined
your investigationsto little old ladieswho didn't get out much, what with al the wallpaper over the door
and everything, you might be able to find someonewithout amotive. But the man stayed dive by aways
arranging matters so that afuture without him represented ariskier business than afuture with him till
upright.

The only people, therefore, who'd risk killing him were madmen - and the gods knew Ankh-Morpork
had enough of them — or someone who was absol utely confident that if the city collapsed he'd be
standing on top of the pile.



If Fred wereright - and the sergeant was generdlly agood indicator of how the man in the street thought
because hewas the man in the street - then that person was Captain Carrot. But Carrot was one of the
few peoplein the city who seemed to like Vetinari.

Of course, there was one other person who stood to gain.

Damn,thought Vimes.It'sme, isn't it . . .

There was another knock at the door. He didn't recognize this one.

He opened the door cautioudy.

'Ilt'sme, gir. Littlebottom.’

‘Comein, then.' It was nice to know there was at |east one person in the world with more problems than
him. 'How ishislordship?

'Stable,' said Littlebottom.

'‘Dead isstable,’ said Vimes.

'l mean he'sdive, gr, and sitting up reading. Mr Doughnut made up some sticky stuff that tasted of
seaweed, Sir, and | mixed up some Gloobool's Salts. Sir, you know the old man in the house on the
bridge?

'What old . . . oh. Yes!" It seemed along time ago. 'What about him?

'Well. . . you asked meto look around and ... | took some pictures. Thisisone, sir.' He handed Vimes a
rectangle that was nearly al black.

'‘Odd. Whered you get it?

'Er . . . haveyou ever heard the story about dead men's eyes, sir?

'‘Assume | haven't had aliterary education, Littlebottom.’

'Wdll. . .they say .. .

"‘Whosay?

‘They,sr. You know,they.’

"The same people who're the "everyone” in "everyone knows'? The people who live in "the community”?
'Yes, Sr. | suppose so, sir!

Vimes waved ahand. 'Oh,them. Wdl, goon.’

"They say that the last thing a dying man sees staysimprinted in hiseyes, ar.'

'Oh,that. That'sjust an old story.'

'Yes. Amazing, redly. | mean, if it weren't true, you'd have thought it wouldn't have survived, wouldn't
you? | thought | saw thislittle red spark, so | got theimp to paint aredly big picture before it faded
completely. And, right inthe centre. . .

'Couldn't theimp have madeit up? said Vimes, staring at the picture again.

"They haven't got theimagination to lie, ar. What they seeiswhat you get.'

'Glowing eyes.’

"Two red dots," said Littlebottom, conscientioudy, ‘which might indeed be apair of glowing eyes, sir.’
'‘Good point, Littlebottom." Vimes rubbed his chin. '‘Blast! | just hopeit'snot agod of some sort. That's
al | need at atime like this. Can you make copies so | can send them to all the Watch Houses?

'Yes, sr. Theimp's got agood memory.'

'Hop toiit, then.'

But before Littlebottom could go the door opened again. Vimeslooked up. Carrot and Anguawere
there.

‘Carrot? | thought you were on your day off?

'We found amurder, sir! At the Dwarf Bread Museum. But when we got back to the Watch House they
told usLord Vetinari's dead!'

Did they?thought Vimes That's rumour for you. If we could modulate it with the truth, how useful it
could be. ..

'He's breathing well for acorpse, he said. 'l think helll be okay. Someone got past his guard, that's all.
I've got adoctor to see him. Don't worry.'

Someone got past his guard, hethought.Yes. And I'mhis guard.

'l hope the man'saleader inthefield, that'sal | can say,' said Carrot severely.



'He's even better than that - he's the doctorto the leaders of thefidd, said Vimes.I'm hisguard and |
didn't seeit coming.

'It'd beterrible for the city if anything happened to him!" said Carrot.

Vimes saw nothing but innocent concern behind Carrot'sforthright stare. It would, wouldn't it? he said.
'‘Anyway, it'sunder control. Y ou said there's beenanother murder?

'At the Dwarf Bread Museum. Someone killed Mr Hopkinson with his own bread!"

‘Made him egt it?

'Hit himwithit, gr," said Carrot reproachfully. ‘Battle Bread, Sir.'

'Is he the old man with the white beard?

'Yes, gr. You remember, | introduced you to him when | took you to see the Boomerang Biscuit
exhibition.

Angua thought she saw afaint wince of recollection speed guiltily across Vimessface. 'Who'sgoing
around killing old men? he said to theworld at large.

'Don't know, sir. Constable Anguawentplain clothes — Carrot waggled his eyebrows conspiratorialy -
‘and couldn't find asniff of anyone. And nothing was taken. Thisiswhat it was done with.'

The Battle Bread was much larger than an ordinary loaf. Vimesturned it over gingerly. 'Dwarfsthrow it
likeadiscus, right?

'Yes, gr. At the Seven Mountains games last year Snori Shieldbiter took the tops off aline of six
hard-boiled eggs at fifty yards, Sir. And that was with just astandard hunting loaf. Butthis is, well, it'sa
cultura artefact. We haven't got the baking technology for bread like thisany more. It's unique.’
'Vduable?

Very, gr.’

'Worth steding?

'Y ou'd never be ableto get rid of it! Every honest dwarf would recognizeit!'

'Hmm. Did you hear about that priest being murdered on Misbegot Bridge?

Carrot looked shocked. 'Not old Father Tubelcek? Redlly?

Vimes stopped himsalf from asking: "Y ou know him, then? Because Carrot kneweveryone. If Carrot
were to be dropped into some densetropical jungleit'd be 'Hello, Mr Runs Swiftly Through The Treed!
Good morning, Mr Talks To The Forest, what a splendid blowpipe! And what anove placefor a
feather!”

'Did he have more than one enemy? said Vimes.

‘Sorry, Sir? Why more than one?

'l should say thefact that he hadone is obvious, wouldn't you?

'Heis... hewas anice old chap,' said Carrot. 'Hardly stirred out. Spends. . .spent dl histimewith his
books. Very rdligious. | mean, dl kinds of religion. Studied them. Bit odd, but no harmin him. Why
should anyone want to kill him? Or Mr Hopkinson? A pair of harmless old men?

Vimes handed him the Battle Bread. 'We shdll find out. Constable Angua, | want you to have alook at
thisone. Take. . . yes, take Corporal Littlebottom, he said. 'He's been doing somework on it. Angua's
from Uberwald too, Littlebottom. Maybe you've got friendsin common, that sort of thing.'

Carrot nodded cheerfully. Angua's expression went wooden.

'Ah, h'druk g'har dWatch, Shrt'azs!' said Carrot. 'H'h AnguatCongtable . . . Anguaghar, b'hk bargr'a
Shirt'azsKad'k . . . '[10]

Angua appeared to concentrate. 'Grr'dukk d'buz-h'drak . . ." she managed.

Carrot laughed. 'Y ou jugt said "smadl delightful mining tool of afeminine nature™!’

Cheery stared a Angua, who returned the stare blankly while mumbling, 'Well, dwarfishisdifficult if you
haven't esten grave dl your life. . .

Cheery was till staring. 'Er ... thank you, he managed. 'Er ... I'd better go and tidy up.’

'What about Lord Vetinari? said Carrot.

'I'm putting my best man on that,’ said Vimes. Trustworthy, reliable, knowsthe ins and outs of this place
like the back of hishand.l'm handling it, in other words.'

Carrot's hopeful expression faded to hurt puzzlement. '‘Don't you want meto? he said. 'l could—'



'No. Indulge an old man. | want you to go back to the Watch House and take care of things.

'What things?

'Everything! Riseto the occasion. Move paper around. There'sthat new shift rotato draw up. Shout at
people! Read reports!”

Carrot saluted. Y es, Commander Vimes.'

'Good. Off you go, then.'

And if anything happens to Vetinari,Vimes added to himself asthe degjected Carrot went out,no one
will be able to say you were anywhere near him.

Thelittle grillein the gate of the Roya College of Arms snapped open, to the distant accompaniment of
brayings and grunts. 'Y es? said avoice, 'what dostthee want?

'I'm Corporal Nobbs," said Nobby.

Aneye gpplied itsdlf to the grille. 1t took in the full, dreadful extent of the godly handiwork that was
Corporal Nobbs.

'Are you the baboon? We've had one on order for . . .

'No. I've come about some coat with arms,’ said Nobby.

'Y ou? said the voice. The owner of the voice madeit very clear that he was aware there were degrees of
nobility from something above kingship siretching al the way down to commoner, and that asfar as
Corpora Nobbswas concerned an entirely new category - commonest, perhaps - would have to be
coined.

'I've been told," said Nobby, miserably. 'It'sabout thisring | got.’

'Go round the back door," said the voice.

Cheery wastidying away the makeshift equipment hed set up in the privy when a sound made him look
around. Anguawas leaning againgt the doorway.

'What do you want? he demanded.

‘Nothing. | just thought I'd say: don't worry, | won't tell anyoneif you don't want meto.’

'l don't know what you're talking about!’

'l think you'relying.

Cheery dropped atest tube, and sagged on to a seat. 'How could you tell? he said. 'Even otherdwarfs
can't tel! I've been so careful!’

'Shall wejust say ... | have specid talents? said Angua.

Cheery started to clean abeaker distractedly.

'l don't know why you're so upset,' said Angua. 'l thought dwarfs hardly recognized the difference
between mae and female, anyway. Haf the dwarfswe bring in here on aNo. 23 arefemae, | know that,
and they're the ones that are hardest to subdue. . .’

'What's aNo. 237

.""Running Screaming at People While Drunk and Trying to Cut Their Knees off',' said Angua. 'It's
eager to give them numbers than write it down every time. Look, there's plenty of women in thistown
that'd love to do things the dwarf way. | mean, what're the choices they've got? Barmaid, seamstress or
someoneswife. Whileyou can do anythingthemendo. . .

'Provided we do only what the men do," said Cheery.

Anguapaused. 'Oh,' shesaid. 'l see. Hah. Yes. | knowthat tune.’

'l can't hold an axe!' said Cheery. ‘I’'m scared of fights! | think songs about gold are stupid! | hate beer! |
can't even drink dwarfishly! When | try to quaff | drown the dwarf behind me!’



'l can see that could betricky,' said Angua.

'l saw agirl wak down the street here and some menwhistled after her! And you can weardressed With
colours!'

'Oh, dear." Anguatried not to smile. 'How long have lady dwarfsfdt like this? | thought they were happy
with theway thingsare. . .’

'Oh, it's easy to be happy when you don't know any different,’ said Cheery bitterly. 'Chainmail trousers
arefineif you've never heard of lingerry!”

'Li— oh, yes' said Angua. 'Lingerie. Yes. Shetried to fed sympathetic and found that she was, redlly,
but she did have to stop hersdlf from saying that at leastyou don't have to find stylesthat can easily be
undone by paws.

'l thought | could come here and get adifferent kind of job," Cheery moaned. 'I'm good at needlework
and | went to see the Guild of Seamstresses and—' She stopped, and blushed behind her beard.

'Yes,' said Angua. ‘Lots of people make that mistake." She stood up straight and brushed hersdf off.

'Y ou've impressed Commander Vimes, anyway. | think you'l like it here. Everyone's got troublesin the
Watch. Norma people don't become policemen. You'l get on fine.!

‘Commander Vimesisabit . . . Cheery began.

'He's okay when he'sin agood mood. He needs to drink but he doesn't dare to these days. Y ou know:
one drink istoo many, two isnot enough . . . And that makes him edgy. When he'sin abad mood helll
tread on your toes and then shout at you for not standing up straight.”

*You're normd,’ said Cheery, shyly. 'l likeyou.'

Angua patted her on the head. "Y ou say that now,* she said, 'but when you've been around here for a
whileyou'l find out that sometimes| can beabitch . .. What'sthat?

'What?

‘That. . . painting. Withtheeyes. . -’

'Or two points of red light,’ said Cheery.

'Oh, yeah?

'It'sthe last thing Father Tubelcek saw, | think," said the dwarf.

Angua stared at the black rectangle. She sniffed. ‘Thereitisagan!'/

Cheery took a step backwards. 'What? What?

'Where'sthat smell coming from? Angua demanded.

‘Not me!' said Cheery hurriedly.

Anguagrabbed asmadl dish from the bench and sniffed at it. Thisisit! | smelled thisat the museum! What
isit?

It'sjust clay. It was on the floor in the room where the old priest was killed, said Cheery. 'Probably it
came off someone's boot.'

Angua crumbled some of it between her fingers.

'l think it'sjust potters clay, said Cheery. We used to useit at the guild. For making pots,’ she added,
just in case Angua hadn't grasped things. 'Y ou know? Crucibles and things. This looks like someone tried
baking it but didn't get the heat right. See how it crumbles?

'Pottery, said Angua. 'l know apotter ., .’

She glanced down at the dwarfsiconograph again.

Please, no, she thought. Not one of them?

The front gate of the College of Arms -both front gates - were swung open. The two Heralds bobbed
excitedly around Corporal Nobbs as he tottered ouit.

"Has your lordship got everything he requires?

'Nfff,' said Nobby.

'If we can be of any help whatsoever—'



‘Nnnf.'

'‘Any hdp a al—?

‘Nnnf.'

‘Sorry about your boots, m'lord, but the wyvern's beeniill. 1t'll brush off no trouble when it dries.” Nobby
tottered off dong the lane. 'He even walks nobly, wouldn't you say? 'More. . . nobbly than nobly, |
think." 'It's disgusting that he's a mere corporal, aman of his breeding.’

Igneousthetroll backed away until he was up againgt his potter'swhed!.

'l never doneit, he said.

'Donewhat? said Angua

Igneous hesitated.

Igneouswas hugeand . . . well, rocky. He moved around the streets of Ankh-Morpork like asmall
iceberg and, like an iceberg, there was more to him than immediately met the eye. He was known asa
supplier of things. More or lessany kind of things. And hewas dso awall, which wasthe same asa
fence only alot harder and tougher to beat. Igneous never asked unnecessary questions, because he
couldn't think of any.

‘Muffin,* hesaid, finaly. Igneous had aways found the genera denia was more reliable than the specific
refutation.

'Glad to hear it,' said Angua. 'Now. . . where do you get your clay from?

Igneous's face crinkled as hetried to work out where thisline of questioning could possibly go. 'l got
re-seats, he said. 'Every bit prop'ly paid for.'

Anguanodded. It was probably true. Igneous, despite giving the appearance of not being able to count
beyond ten without ripping off someone dsesarm, and having an intimate involvement in the city's
complex hierarchy of crime, was known to pay hishills. If you were going to be successful in the criminal
world, you needed a reputation for honesty.

'Have you seen any like thisbefore? she said, holding out the sample.

'ltday, said Igneous, relaxing alittle. 'l seeclay dl der time. It don't have no serid number. Clay'sclay.
Got lumps of it out der back. Y ou make bricks an pots and stuff outaiit. Dere€'sloads of pottersin dis
town and we dl got der stuff. Why you wannaknow about clay?

‘Can't you tdl whereit came from?

Igneous took thetiny piece, sniffed it, and rolled it between hisfingers.

'Disiscrank, he said, looking alot happier now that the conversation was veering away from more
persond concerns. 'Dat'slike. . . crappy clay, jus good enough for dem lady potters wi' dangly earrings
wot make coffee mugs wot you cantt lift wid both hands.' Herolled it again. 'Also, it got alottagrog iniit.
Dat's bitsa old pots, al smashed up real small. Makesit stronger. Any potter got loadsa stuff like dis.' He
rubbed it again. 'Dis has been sorta heated up but it ain't prop'ly baked.'

'But you can't saywhere it came from?

‘Outa der ground isder best | can do, lady,' said Igneous. He relaxed alittle now it appeared that
enquiries were not to do with such matters as arecent batch of hollow statues and subjects of asimilar
nature. As sometimes happened in these circumstances, hetried to be helpful. '‘Come an' have alook at
dis'

Heloped away. The Watchmen followed him through the warehouse, observed by a couple of dozen
cautioustrolls. No one liked to see policemen up close, especidly if the reason you were working at
Igneous's place was that it was nice and quiet and you wanted somewhereto lie low for afew weeks.
Besides, whileit wastrue that alot of people came to Ankh-Morpork because it was acity of
opportunity, sometimes it was the opportunity not to be hung, skewered or dismantled for whatever
crimesyou'd left behind in the mountains.

‘Just don't look,' said Angua.



'Why? said Cheery.

'Because there'sjust us and there's at least two dozen of them,' said Angua. 'And al our clotheswere
made for people with full setsof aamsand legs!’

Igneous went through adoorway and out into the yard behind the factory. Pots were stacked high on
pallets. Brickswere curing in long rows. And under a crude roof were severd large mounds of clay.
'Dere,’ said Igneous generoudly. 'Clay.'

'Isthere apecial name for it when it's piled up like that? said Cheery timoroudy. She prodded the stuff.
'Y eah,’ said Igneous. 'Dat's technicly wot we cals aheap.’

Angua shook her head sadly. So much for Clues.

Clay was clay. She'd hoped there were dll different sorts, and it turned out to be as common as dirt.
And then Igneous Helped the Police with Their Enquiries. 'D'you mind if youse goes out the back way?
he mumbled. "Y ouse makes the help nervous an' | get pots| can't sdl.

Heindicated apair of wide doorsin the rear wall, big enough for acart to get through. Then he fumbled
in hisgpron and produced alarge keyring.

The padlock on the gate was big and shiny and new.

"Youare afraid of theft?'said Angua

‘Now, lady, dat's unfair,’ said Igneous. 'Someone broke der ole lock when dey pinched some stuff tree,
four munfsago.’

'Disgusting, isn't it? said Angua. 'Makes you wonder why you pay your taxes, | expect.’

In some ways Igneocuswas alot brighter than, say, Mr Ironcrust. He ignored the remark. ‘It was just
stuff,' he said, ushering them towards the open gate as speedily as he dared.

'Wasit clay they stole? said Cheery.

‘It don't cost much but it's the principle of theting, he said. ‘It beat me why dey bothered. It cometo
somet'ng when haf aton of clay can jus walk out the door.'

Angualooked at the lock again. 'Y es, indeed,’ she said distantly.

The gate rattled shut behind them. They were outside, inan dley.

'Fancy anyone stedling aload of clay, said Cheery. 'Did hetell the Watch?

'l shouldn't think s0," said Angua. "Wasps don't complain too loudly when they're sung. Anyway, Detritus
thinksIgneousis mixed up with smuggling Sab to the mountains, and so he'sitching for an excuse to have
apokearound inthere. .. Look, thisisstill technically my day off.' She stepped back and peered up a
the high spiked wall around the yard. 'Could you bake clay in abaker's oven? she said.

'Oh, no.'

'Doesn't get hot enough?

'No, it's the wrong shape. Some of your potsd be baked hard while othersd still be green. Why do you
ask?

Whydid | ask? Anguathought. Oh, what the hdll . . . "Fancy adrink?

'Not de,' said Cheery quickly. 'And nowhere where you have to sing while you drink. Or dap your
knees.'

Angua nodded understandingly. ‘Somewhere, in fact, without dwarfs?

'Er...yes

'Wherewe're going, said Angua, ‘that won't be a problem.’

Thefogwasrising fast. All morning it had hung around in aleys and cdllars. Now it was moving back in
for the night. It came out of the ground and up from the river and down from the sky, aclinging yellowish
ginging blanket, the river Ankh in droplet form. It found its way through cracks and, against all common
sense, managed to survivein lighted rooms, filling the air with an eye-watering haze and making the
candles crackle. Outdoors, every figure loomed, every shape wasamenace. . .

Inadrab aley off adrab street Angua stopped, squared her shoulders, and pushed open a door.



The atimospherein the long, low,dark room altered as she stepped insde. A moment of timerang likea
glass bowl, and then there was a sense of relaxation. People turned back in their seats.

Well, they were seated. It was quite likely they were people.

Cheery moved closer to Angua. 'What's this place called? she whispered.

It hasn't redlly got aname,’ said Angua, 'but sometimeswe cdl it Biers!'

‘[t didn'tlook likeaninn outsde. How did you find it?

‘Youdont. You... gravitateto it.'

Cheery looked around nervoudly. She wasn't sure where they were, apart from somewhere in the
cattle-market digtrict, somewhere up amaze of dleys.

Anguawalked to the bar.

A deeper shadow appeared out of the gloom. 'Hello, Angua,' it said, in adeep, rolling voice. 'Fruit juice,
isit?

'Yes. Chilled.

'‘And what about the dwarf?

'Shelll have him raw,' said avoice somewherein the gloom. There was aripple of laughter in the dark.
Some of it sounded atogether too strange to Cheery. She couldn't imagineit issuing from norma lips. ‘Il
have afruit juice, too," she quavered.

Anguaglanced at the dwarf. She fdt oddly grateful that the remark from the darkness seemed to have
gone entirely over the smdll bullet head. She unhooked her badge and with care and deliberation laid it
down on the counter. It wentperlink. Then Angualeaned forward and showed the iconograph to the
barman.

If itwas aman. Cheery wasn't sure yet. A sign over the bar said 'Don't you ever change.

"Y ou know everything that's going on, Igor," Angua said. Two old men got killed yesterday. And aload
of clay got stolen from Igneousthetroll recently. Did you ever hear about that?

'What's that to you?

'Killing old menisagaing the law, said Angua. 'Of course, alot of things are against the law, so were
very busy in the Watch. We like to be busy aboutimportant things. Otherwise we have to be busy about
unimportant things. Are you hearing me?

The shadow considered this. 'Go and take aseat,' it said. 'I'll bring your drinks!'

Angualed theway to atablein an dcove. Theclientdelost interest in them. A buzz of conversation
resumed.

'Whatis this place? Cheery whispered.

'It's... aplace where people can be themselves, said Anguadowly. 'Peoplewho . . . haveto bealittle
careful at other times. Y ou know?

'‘No.'

Anguasighed. 'Vampires, zombies, bogeymen, ghouls, oh my. The und—' She corrected hersdlf. ‘The
differently dive,' she said. 'People who have to spend most of their time being very careful, not frightening
peoplefitting in. That's how it works here. Fit in, get ajob, don't worry people, and you probably won't
find acrowd outside with pitchforks and flaming torches. But sometimesit's good to go where everybody
knows your shape.’

Now that Cheery's eyes had grown accustomed to the low light she could make out the variety of shapes
on the benches. Some of them were alot bigger than human. Some had pointy ears and long muzzles.
'Who'sthat girl? she said. 'Shelooks. . . normal.’

‘That'sViolet. She'satooth fairy. And next to her is Schleppel the bogeyman.’

In the far corner something sat huddied in ahuge overcoat under a high, broad-brimmed pointed hat.
'‘And him?

‘That'sold Man Trouble,' said Angua. 'If you know what's good for you, youdon't mind him.'

'Er . .. any werewolves here?

'One or two,' said Angua.

'Ihatewerewolves.'

'Oh?



The oddest customer was sitting by herself, at asmall round table. She appeared to be avery old lady, in
ashawl and agtraw hat with flowersinit. She was saring in front of her with an expression of
good-natured aimlessness, and in context looked more frightening than any of the shadowy figures.

'What is she? Cheery hissed.

'Her? Oh, that's Mrs Gammage.'

'‘And what does she do?

'Do?Wédll, she comesin here most days for adrink and some company. Sometimeswe ...they havea
sngsong. Old songs, that she remembers. She's practicaly blind. If you mean, is she an undead ... no,
sheisn't. Not avampire, awerewolf, azombie or abogeyman. Just an old lady.'

A huge shambling hairy thing paused a Mrs Gammage's table and put aglassin front of her.

'Port and lemon. There you goes, Mrs Gammage,' it rumbled.

'Cheers, Charlie!" the old lady cackled. 'How's the plumbing business?

'Doing fine, love," said the bogeyman, and vanished into the gloom.

‘That wasa plumber? said Cheery.

'Of course not. | don't know who Charlie was. He probably died years ago. But she thinksthe
bogeyman ishim, and who's going to tell her different?

"Y ou mean she doesn'tknow this placeis—

'Look, she's been coming here ever since the old days when it was the Crown and Axe,' said Angua. 'No
one wantsto spoil things. Everyone likes Mrs Gammage. They . . . watch out for her. Help her out inlittle
ways!

'How?

'Wdll, | heard that last month someone broke into her hovel and stole some of her stuff. . .’

‘That doesn't sound helpful.’

... and it wasdl returned next day and a couple of thieves were found in the Shades with not adrop of
blood left in their bodies.” Angua smiled, and her voice took on amocking edge. "Y ou know, you get told
alot of bad things about the undead, but you never hear about the marvellous work they do in the
community.’

Igor the barman appeared. He looked more or less human, apart from the hair on the back of hishands
and the single unbifurcated eyebrow across his forehead. He tossed a couple of mats on the table and put
their drinks down.

"Y ou're probably wishing thiswas adwarf bar,' ssaid Angua. Shelifted her beermat carefully and glanced
at theunderside.

Cheery looked around again. By now, if ithad been adwarf bar, the floor would be sticky with beer, the
ar would befull of flying quaff, and people would be snging. They'd probably be snging the latest dwarf
tune, Gold, Gold, Gold, or one of the old favourites, likeGold, Gold, Gold, or the dl-timebiggie Gold,
Gold, Gold. Inafew minutes, the first axe would have been thrown.

'No," she said, ‘it could never be that bad.'

'Drink up, said Angua. 'Weve got to go and see.. . . something.’

A large hairy hand grabbed Anguaswrist. She looked up into aterrifying face, al eyes and mouth and
hair.

'Hello, Shlitzen, shesaid camly.

'Hah, I'm hearing where there's abaron who's redlly unhappy about you,’ said Shlitzen, acohol
crygdlizing on hisbreath.

"That's my business, Shlitzen," said Angua. 'Why don't you just go back behind your door like the good
bogeyman that you are?

'Hah, he's sayin' where you're disgracin' the Old Country—'

'Let go, please,’ said Angua. Her skin was white where Shlitzen was gripping her.

Cheery looked from the wrist to the bogeyman's shoulder. Rangy though the cresture was, muscles were
strung aong the arm like beads on awire.

'Hah, you wearin' abadge, it sneered. 'What's a good we—7?

Anguamoved so fast shewas ablur. Her free hand pulled something from her belt and nipped it up and



on to Shlitzen's head. He stopped, and stood swaying back and forth gently, making faint moaning
sounds. On his head, flopping down around his ears like the knotted hanky of astyle-impaired seaside
sunbather, wasasmall square of heavy materid.

Angua pushed back her chair and grabbed the beermat. The shadowy figures around the wals were
muttering.

‘Let'sget out of here,' she said. 'Igor, give us haf aminute and then you can take the blanket off him.
Comeon.'

They hurried out. Thefog had aready turned the sun into amere suggestion, but it was vivid daylight
compared to the gloom in Biers.

'Whathappened to him? said Cheery, running to keep up with Anguas stride.

'Exigtential uncertainty,’ Angua said. 'He doesn't know whether he exists or not. It'scrud, | know, but it's
the only thing we've found that works against bogeymen. Blue fluffy blanket, for preference. ' She noted
Cheery's blank expression. 'Look, bogeymen go away if you put your head under the blankets. Everyone
knowsthat, don't they? So if you puttheir head under ablanket . . .

'Oh, | see. 000, that'snasty.'

'Helll fed al right in ten minutes.” Angua skimmed the beermat acrossthe dley.

'What was he saying about abaron?

I waan't redly listening, said Anguacarefully.

Cheery shivered in the fog, but not just from the cold. 'He sounded like he came from Uberwald, like us.
There was abaron who lived near us and hehated peopleto leave.

'Yes

"The whole family were werewolves. One of them ate my second cousin.’

Anguas memory spun in ahurry. Old meals came back to haunt her from the time before sheld said, no,
thisisnot theway to live. A dwarf, adwarf. . . No, shewas pretty sure sheld never . . . The family had
aways made fun of her eating habits. . .

"That'swhy | can't tand them,’ said Cheery. 'Oh, peoplesay they can be tamed butlsay, once awolf,
awaysawolf. You can't trust them. They're basicaly evil, aren't they? They could go back to thewild at
any moment, | say.'

'Yes. You may beright.'

'And theworgt thing is, most of the time they walk around looking just like real people.’

Anguablinked, glad of the twin disguises of the fog and Cheery's unquestioning confidence. ‘Come on.
We're nearly there!

'Where?

"We're going to see someone who's either our murderer or who knows who the murderer is'!

Cheery stopped. 'But you've got only asword and | haven't even got that!

'‘Don't worry, we won't need weapons.'

'Oh, good.'

"They wouldn't be any use.’

‘Oh.’

Vimes opened his door to see what al the shouting was about down in the office. The corpord manning -
or in this case dwarfing - the desk was having trouble.

'Again? How many times have you been killed this week?

'l was minding my own business!' said the unseen complainer.

'Stacking garlic? Y ou're avampire, aren't you? | mean, let's see what jobs you have been doing . . . Post
sharpener for afencing firm, sunglassestester for Argusopticians.... Isit me, or isthere some underlying
trend here?

'Excuse me, Commander Vimes?



Vimes|ooked round into a smiling face that sought only to do good in the world, even if theworld had
other thingsit wanted done.

'Ah. .. Congable Vigt, yes,' he said hurriedly. ‘At the moment I'm afraid I'm rather busy, and I'm not
even surethat | have got an immortal soul, haha, and perhaps you could cal again when ..."

'It's about those words you asked me to check,' said Vigt reproachfully.

'What words?

"The ones Father Tubel cek wrote in his own blood? Y ou said to try and find out what they meant?

'Oh. Yes. Comeoninto my office." Vimesrelaxed. Thiswasn't going to be another one of those painful
conversations about the state of his soul and the necessity of giving it awash and brush-up before eternd
damnation set in. Thiswas going to be about somethingimportant.

It'sancient Cenotine, gr. It'sout of one of their holy books, athough of coursewhen | say "holy" itisa
fact that they were basicaly misguided ina. . '

'Yes, yes, I'm sure,' said Vimes, Sitting down. 'Does it by any chance say "Mr X did it, aargh, aargh,
aagh"?

'No, sir. That phrase does not appear anywherein any known holy book, sir. *

'Ah,'said Vimes.

'‘Besides, | looked at other documentsin the room and the paper does not appear to be in the deceased's
handwriting, ar.'

Vimes brightened up. 'Ah-hal Someone else's? Does it say something like " Take that, you bastard, we've
been waiting agesto get you for what you did dl those years ago”"?

'No, sir. That phrase a'so does not gppear in any holy book anywhere,' said Constable Vist, and
hesitated. 'Except in theApocrypha toThe Vengeful Testament of Offter,’ he added conscientioudly. '
These words are from the CenotineBook of Truth, ' he sniffed, 'asthey cdledit. It'swhat their false god

'Could | just perhaps have the words and leave out the comparative religion? said Vimes.

'Very well, gr." Vidt looked hurt, but unfolded a piece of paper and sniffed disparagingly. These are
some of the rulesthat their god alegedly gave to the first people after held baked them out of clay, Sir.
Ruleslike"Thou shdl labour fruitfully al the days of your life", sr, and "Thou shat not kill", and "Thou
ghat be humbl€e'. That sort of thing.'

'Isthat dl? said Vimes.

'Yes, gr,' said Vigt.

"They'rejust rdligious quotations?

'Yes, ar.’

'Any ideawhy it wasin his mouth? Poor devil looked like he was having alast cigarette.’

'No, sir.'

'l could undergtand if it was one of the "smite your enemies’ ones,’ said Vimes. ‘But that'sjust saying "get
on with your work and don't make trouble".’

'Ceno was arather libera god, sir. Not big on commandments.’

‘Sounds almost decent, as gods go.'

Vist looked disgpproving. The Cenotines died through five hundred years of waging some of the
bloodiest wars on the continent, Sir.’

‘Spare the thunderbolts and spoil the congregation, eh? said Vimes.

'Pardon, sir?

'Oh, nothing. Wl thank you, Congtable. I'll, er, see that Captain Carrot isinformed and, thank you once
again, don't let me keep you from—'

Vimess desperately accelerating voice wastoo late to prevent Vist pulling aroll of paper out of his
breastplate.

‘I"ve brought you the latestUnador ned Facts magazine, S, and also this month'sBattle Call, which
contains many articlesthat I'm surewill be of interest to you, including Pastor Nasa Pedlers exhortation
to the congregation to rise up and speak to people sincerely through their |etterboxes, sir.'

'Er, thank you.'



'l can't help noticing that the pamphlets and magazines| gave you last week are still on your desk wherel
left them, gr

'Oh, yes, well, sorry, you know how it is, the amount of work these days, makesit so hard to find the
timeto—'

'It's never too soon to contemplate eternal damnation, sir.'

'l think about it dl thetime, Constable. Thank you.'

Unfair,thought Vimes, when Visit had gone. A noteisléeft a the scene of acrimein my town and doesit
have the decency to be adeath-threat? No.

The last dying scrawl of aman determined to name his murderer? No. It'sabit of religious doggered!.
What'sthe good of Cluesthat are more mysterious than the mystery?

He scribbled anote on Vigt'strandation and chucked it into hisIn Tray.

Too late, Anguaremembered why she avoided the daughterhouse digtrict at thistime of the month.

She could change at will at any time. That's what people forgot about werewolves. But they remembered
the important thing. Full moonlight wastheirresistible trigger: the lunar rays reached down into the centre
of her morphic memory and flipped all the switches, whether she wanted them switched or not. Full
moon was only acouple of days away. And the delicious smell of the penned animals and the blood from
the daughterhouses was chiming againgt her strict vegetarianism. The clash was bringing on her PLT.

She glared at the shadowy building in front of her. 'l think well go round the back,' she said. ‘And you
can knock.'

'Me? They won't take any notice of me!' said Cheery.

"Y ou show them your badge and tell them you're the Watch.'

They'll ignoreme! They'll laugh & me!'

'Y ou're going to have to do it sooner or later. Go on.'

The door was opened by a stout man in abloody apron. He was shocked to have his belt grabbed by
one dwarf hand, while another dwarf hand wasthrust in front of hisface, holding abadge, and adwarf
voicein theregion of hisnavel sad, 'Were the Watch, right? Oh, yes! And if you don't let usin welll
have your gutsfor Sarters’

‘Good try, murmured Angua. She lifted Cheery out of the way and smiled brightly at the butcher.

'Mr Sock?Wed like to speak to an employee of yours. Mr Dorfl.’

The man hadn't quite got over Cheery, but he managed to raly. 'Mr Dorfl? What's he done now?

'Wed just liketo talk to him. May we comein?

Mr Sock looked at Cheery, who was trembling with nerves and excitement. 'l have achoice? he said.
'Let'ssay - you have akind of choice,' said Angua.

Shetried to close her nostrils againgt the beguiling miasma of blood. There was even a sausage factory on
the premises. It used dl the bits of animals no one would ever otherwise eat, or even recognize. The
odours of the abattoir turned her human stomach but, deep inside, part of her sat up and drooled and
begged at the mingling smells of pork and beef and lamb and muttonand . . .

'Rat? she sad, sniffing. 'l didn't know you supplied the dwarf market, Mr Sock.'

Mr Sock was suddenly a man who wished to be seen to be cooperative.

‘Dorfl! Come hereright now!"

There was the sound of footsteps and afigure emerged from behind arack of beef carcases.

Some people had athing about the undead. Angua knew Commander Vimeswas uneasy in their
presence, athough he was getting better these days. People aways needed someone to fedl superior to.
Theliving hated the undead, and the undead loathed — she felt her fists clench —the undlive.

The golem cdlled Dorfl lurched alittle because one leg was dightly shorter than the other. It didn't wear
any clothes because there was nothing whatsoever to conced, and so she could see the mottling on it
where fresh clay had been added over the years. There was so much patching that she wondered how



old it could be. Originaly, some attempt had been made to depict human musculature, but the repairs had
nearly obscured these. The thing looked like the kind of pots Igneous despised, the ones made by people
who thought that because it was hand-made it was supposed tolook asif it was hand-made, and that
thumbprints baked in the clay wereasign of integrity.

That wasit. Thethinglooked hand-made. Of course, over the yearsit had mostly made itself, onerepair
at atime. Itstriangular eyes glowed faintly. There were no pupils, just the dark red glow of abanked fire.
It was holding along, heavy cleaver. Cheery's stare gravitated to this and remained fixed on it in terrified
fascination. The other hand grasped a piece of string, on the end of which wasalarge, hairy and very
amdly goat.

'What are you doing, Dorfl?

The golem nodded towards the goat.

'Feeding the yudasgoat?

Dorfl nodded again.

'Have you got something to do, Mr Sock? said Angua.

‘No, I've

'Y ouhave got something to do, Mr Sock," said Angua emphaticaly.

'‘Ah. Er?Yes. Er? Yes. Okay. I'll just go and seeto the offa boilers. . .

Asthe butcher walked away he stopped to wave afinger under the place where Dorfl's nose would be if
the golem had had anose.

Tf you've been causing trouble.. . ." he began.

'l expect those boilers could redlly do with attention, said Angua sharply.

He hurried off.

Therewas slencein the yard, dthough the sounds of the city drifted in over thewalls. From the other
Sde of the daughterhouse there was the occasional bleat of aworried sheep. Dorfl stood stock-till,
holding his cleaver and looking down at the ground.

Isit atroll madeto look like a human? whispered Cheery. 'L ook at thoseeyed'

It'snot atroll,’ said Angua. 'It'sagolem. A man of clay. It'samachine.’

'ltlooks like ahuman!'

"That's because it's amachine made for looking like a human.’

She waked around behind the thing. 'I'm going to read your chem, Dorfl,' she said.

The golem let go of the goat and raised the cleaver and brought it down sharply on to a chopping block
bes de Cheery, making the dwarf legp sdeways. Then it pulled around adate that was dung over its
shoulder on apiece of string, unhooked the pencil, and wrote:

YES.

When Angua put her hand up, Cheery redlized that there was athin line across the golem'sforehead. To
her horror, the entire top of the head flipped up. Angua, quite unperturbed, reached inside. Her hand
came out holding aydlowing scroll.

The golem froze. The eyesfaded.

Anguaunrolled the paper. 'Some kind of holy writing,' she said. ‘It dwaysis. Some old dead religion.’
'Youvekilledit?

'No. You can't take away what isn't there." She put the scroll back and closed the head with a click.
The golem came dive again, the glow returning to its eyes.

Cheery had been holding her bregth. It came out in arush. 'What did youdo? she managed.

‘Tel her, Dorfl,' said Angua.

The golem'sthick fingers were ablur asthe pencil scratched acrossthe date.

| AM A GOLEM.| WASMADEW OF CLAY.MY LIFEISIN THE WORDS. BY MEANS
OF WORDS OF PURPOSE INMY HEAD | ACQUIRE LIFE.MY LIFEISTO WORK. |
OBEY ALL COMMANDS. | TAKE NO REST.

"What words of purpose?

RELEVANT TEXTSTHAT ME THE FOCUSOF BELIEF. GOLEM MUST WORK.
GOLEM MUST HAVE A MASTER.



The goat lay down beside the golem and started to chew cud.

"There have been two murders, ' said Angua. 'I'm pretty certain agolem did one and probably both. Can
youtdl usanything, Dorfl?

'Sorry, look,' said Cheery. ‘Areyou telling methis. . . thing is powered by words? | mean ... isit tdling
me it's powered by words?

'Why not? Wordsdo have power. Everyone knowsthat, said Angua. There are more golems around
than you might think. They're out of fashion now, but they last. They can work underwater, or in total
darkness, or knee-deep in poison. For years. They don't need rest or feeding. They...'

‘But that's davery!" said Cheery.

'Of courseit isn't. Y ou might aswell endave adoorknob. Have you got anything to tell me, Dorfl?
Cheery kept looking at the cleaver in the block. Words likelength andheavy andsharp werefilling her
head more snugly than any words could havefilled the clay skull of the golem.

Dorfl said nothing.

'How long have you been working here, Dorfl?

NOW THREE HUNDRED DAYSALREADY.

'And you havetime off?

TO MAKE A HOLLOW LAUGHING. WHAT WOULD | DOWITH TIME OFF?

'l mean, you're not dways in the daughterhouse?

SOMETIMES| MAKE DELIVERIES.

'And meet other golems? Nowlisten, Dorfl, I know you things keep in touch somehow. And, if agolemis
killingreal people, | wouldn't give abusted teacup for your chances. Folk will be along here straight away
with flaming torches. And dedgehammers. Y ou get my drift?

The golem shrugged.

THEY CANNOT TAKE AWAY DOESNOT EXIST, it wrote.

Anguathrew up her hands. ‘I’'m trying to be civilized,' she said. 'l could confiscate you right now. The
charge would be Being Obgtructive When It's Been aL.ong Day and I've Had Enough. Do you know
Father Tubelcek?

THE OLD PRIEST WHO LIVESON THE BRIDGE.

'How come you know him?

| MADE DELIVERIESTHERE.

'He's been murdered. Where were you when he was killed?

IN THE SLAUGTERHOUSE.

‘How do you know?'

Dorfl hestated amoment. Then the next words were written very dowly, asif they had comefromalong
way away after agreat dedl of thought.

BECAUSE IT ISSOMETHING THAT MUST HAVE HAPPENED NOT LONG AGO,
BECAUSE YOU ARE EXCITED.FOR THE LAST THEREE DAYSI| HAVE BEEN
WORKING HERE.

‘All thetime?

YES.

"Twenty-four hours aday?

YES. MEN AND TROLLSHERE ON EVERY SHIFT, THEY WILL TELL YOU. DURING
THE DAY | MUST SLAUGHTER, DRESS, QUARTER, JOINT AND BONE, AND AT
NIGHT WITHOUT REST | MUST MAKE SAUSAGESAND BOIL UP THE LIVERS,
HEARTS, TRIPES, KIDNEYSAND CAITTERLINGS.

That'sawful,' said Cheery.

The pencil blurred briefly.

CLOSE.

Dorfl turned hishead dowly to look at Angua and wrote:

DO YOU NEED ME FURTHER?

'If we do, we know whereto find you.'



| AM SORRY ABOUT THE OLD MAN.

'‘Good. Come on, Cheery.'

They felt the golem's eyes on them asthey |eft the yard.

It waslying,' said Cheery.

"Why do you say that?

'ltlooked asif it waslying.

'Y ou're probably right,’ said Angua. 'But you can see the size of the place. | bet we wouldn't be able to
proveit'd stepped out for half an hour. | think I'll suggest that we put it under what Commander Vimes
cdlssgpecid surveillance:!

'What, like. . . plain clothes?

‘Something likethat,' said Angua carefully.

'Funny to see a pet goat in adaughterhouse, | thought,' said Cheery, as they walked on through the fog.
"What? Oh, you mean the yudasgoat,’ said Angua. 'Most daughterhouses have one. It's not apet. |
suppose you could call it an employee.”

'Employee? What kind of job could it possibly do?

'Hah. Wak into the daughterhouse every day. That's its job. Look, you've got apen full of frightened
animds, right? And they're milling around and leaderless . . . and theres thisramp into this building, looks
very scary . . . and, hey, therésthisgoat,it's not scared, and so the flock followsit and' - Anguamade a
throat-ditting noise - ‘only the goat walks out."

‘That's horrible!’

'l suppose it makes sense from the goat's point of view. At least itdoes walk out,' said Angua.

'How did you know about this?

'Oh, you pick up al sorts of odds and ends of stuff in the Watch.'

'I'vegot alot to learn, | can see,’ said Cheery. 'l never thought you had to carry bits of blanket, for a
dart!'

'It's specid equipment if you're deding with the undead.'

'Well, | knew about garlic and vampires. Anything holy works on vampires. What else works on
werewolves?

'Sorry? said Angua, who was still thinking about the golem.

I've got aslver mail vest which | promised my family 1'd wear, but is anything €lse good for
werewolves?

'A gin and tonic'sawayswelcome,' said Angua distantly.

'‘Angua?

'Hmm?'Y es? What?

‘Someone told me there was awerewolf in theWatchl | can't believe that!"

Angua stopped and stared down at her.

'l mean, sooner or later the wolf comesthrough,’ said Cheery. 'I'm surprised Commander Vimes dlows
it

‘Thereisawerewolf in the Watch, yes," said Angua.

'l knewthere was something odd about Constable Vist.'

Anguasjaw dropped.

'He dwayslooks hungry,' said Cheery. 'And hel's got that odd smile dl thetime. | know awerewolf when
| see one!’

'Hedoes look abit hungry, that'strue,' said Angua. She couldn't think of anything elseto say.

'Wel, I'm going to be keeping my distance!’

'Fine' said Angua.

'‘Angua. . .'

'Yes?

'Why do you wear your badge on a collar round your neck?

'What? Oh. Well... o it'saways handy. Y ou know. In any circumstances.’

'Do | need to do that?



' shouldn't think s0."

Mr Sock jumped. 'Dorfl, you damn stupid lump! Never sneak up behind aman on the bacon dicer! I've
told you that before! Try to make some noise when you move, damn you!" The golem held up itsdate,
whichsad:

TONIGHT | CANNOT WORK.

'What's this? The bacon dicer never asksfor time off!"

ITISAHOLY DAY.

Sock looked at the red eyes. Old Fishbine had said something about this, hadn't he, when he'd sold
Dorfl? Something like: 'Sometimesit'll go off for afew hours becauseit'saholy day. It'sthewordsinits
head. If it doesn't go and trot off to itstemple or whatever it is, the wordsll stop working, don't ask me
why. There'sno point in stopping it.'

Five hundred and thirty dollars the thing had cost. Hed thought it was abargain - and itwas abargain, no
doubt about that. The damned thing only ever stopped working when it had run out of thingsto do.
Sometimes not even then, according to the stories. Y ou heard about golems flooding out houses because
no onetold them to stop carrying water from the well, or washing the dishes until the plates were thin as
paper. Stupid things. But useful if you kept your eye on them.

And yet... and yet... he could see why no one seemed to keep them for long. It was the way the damned
two-handed enginejust stood there, taking it al in and putting it ... where? And never complained. Or
spoke at al.

A man could get worried about abargain like that, and fed mightily relieved when he waswriting out a
receipt for the new owner.

'Seems to me there's been alot of holy dayslately,” Sock said.

SOME TIMESARE MORE HOLY THAN OTHERS.

But theycouldn't skive off, could they? Work was what agolemdid.

'l don't know how we're going to manage . . ." Sock began.

ITISAHOLY DAY.

'Oh, dlright. Y ou can have time off tomorrow.’

TONIGHT.HOLY DAY STARTSAT SUNSET.

'Be back quickly, then," said Sock, weakly. 'Or I'll— Y ou be back quickly, d'you hear?

That was another thing. Y ou couldn't threaten the creatures. Y ou certainly couldn't withhold their pay,
because they didn't get any. Y ou couldn't frighten them. Fishbine had said that aweaver over Nap Hill
way had ordered his golem to smash itsdlf to bits with ahammer - and it had.

YES. | HEAR.

Inaway, it didn't matter who they were. In fact, their anonymity was part of the whole business. They
thought themsalves part of the march of history, thetide of progress and the wave of the future. They
were men who felt that The Time Had Come. Regimes can survive barbarian hordes, crazed terrorists
and hooded secret societies, but they're in real trouble when prosperous and anonymous men sit around
abig table and think thoughts like that. One said, 'At least it's clean thisway. No blood." 'And it would be
for the good of the city, of course.’

They nodded gravely. No one needed to say that what was good for them was good for

Ankh-Morpork.

'‘And hewon't die?

'‘Apparently he can be kept merely ... unwell. The dosage can be varied, I'm told.’



‘Good. I'd rather have him unwell than dead. | wouldn't trust Vetinari to stay inagrave.'
'I've heard that he once said he'd prefer to be cremated, as a matter of fact.’

‘Then | just hope they scatter the ashesredlywiddly, that'sal.’

'What about the Watch?

'What about it?

'Ah.

Lord Vetinari opened hiseyes. Againg al rationdity, hishair ached.

He concentrated, and a blur by the bed focused into the shape of Samue Vimes.

'Ah, Vimes," he said weekly.

'How areyou feding, Sir?

"Truly dreadful. Who wasthat little man with the incredibly bandy legs?

"That was Doughnut Jmmy, sir. He used to be ajockey on avery fat horse!

‘A racehorse?

‘Apparently, Sr'

‘A fat racehorse? Surely that could never win arace?

'| don't believeit ever did, sr. But Jmmy made alot of money by not winning races.’

'Ah. He gave me milk and some sort of sticky potion.' Vetinari concentrated. 'l was heartily sick.

'So | understand, sir.’

'Funny phrase, that.Heartily sick. | wonder why it'sacliche? Sounds. . . jolly. Rather cheerful, redly.’
Yes, gr.'

'Fed like I've got abad dose of 'flu, Vimes. Head not working properly.’

‘Redlly, 9r?

The Patrician thought for awhile. There was obvioudy something € se on hismind. 'Why did he still smell
of horses, Vimes? hesaid et last.

'He'sahorse doctor, sir. A damn good one. | heard last month he treated Dire Fortune and it didn't fall
over until thelast furlong.’

'Doesn't sound helpful, Vimes:'

'Oh, | don't know, sir. The horsehad dropped dead coming up to the starting line.'

'Ah. 1see. Well, well, well. What anasty suspicious mind you have, Vimes!

"Thank you, Sir.’

The Patrician raised himsalf on hiselbows. 'Should toenailsthrob, Vimes?

‘Couldn't say, Sir.’

*Now, | think | should liketo read for awhile. Life goeson, eh?

Vimes went to the window. There was a nightmarish figure crouched on the edge of the balcony outside,
garing into the thickening fog.

'Everything dl right, Constable Downspout?

'Eff, fir," said the gpparition.

‘I’ [l shut the window now. Thefogiscomingin.'

'Fight oo are, fir.'

Vimes closed the window, trapping afew tendrils which gradually faded away. 'What wasthat? said
Lord Vetinari. 'Constable Downspout's agargoyle, sir. He's no good on parade and bloody usalesson
the street, but when it conies to Staying in one place, Sir, you can't beat him. Hesworld champion at not
moving. If you want the winner of the 100 Metres Standing Still, that's him. He spent three days on aroof
in the rain when we caught the Park Lane Knobbler. Nothing'll get past him. And there's Corpora
Gimletsson patrolling the corridor and Constable Glodsnephew on the floor below and Constables Hint
and Morainein the rooms on either sde of you, and Sergeant Detritus will be around congtantly so that if
anyone nods off hell kick arse, gir, and you'll know when he does that 'cos the poor bugger'll comeright



through thewdll.’

'Well done, Vimes. Am | right in thinking that al my guards are non-human? They al seem to be dwarfs
and trolls' 'Safest way, Sr.'

'Y ou've thought of everything, Vimes. 'Hope so, S’

‘Thank you, Vimes. Vetinari sat up and took amass of papers off the bedside table. '"And now, don't let
me detain you.' Vimess mouth dropped open. Vetinari looked up. 'Wasthere anything else,
Commander?

'Well ... | suppose not, Sir. | suppose I'd just better run aong, en?

'If youwouldn't mind. And I'm sure alot of paperwork has accumulated in my office, so if you'd send
someoneto fetchiit, | would be obliged.'

Vimes shut the door behind him, alittle harder than necessary. Gods, it made him livid, the way Vetinari
turned him on and off like a switch - and had as much naturd gratitude as an dligator. The Patrician relied
on Vimesdoing hisjob,knew he'd do hisjob, and that was the extent of his thought on the matter. Well,
oneday, Vimeswould . .. would. ..

... would bloody well do hisjob, of course, because he didn't know how to do anything else. But
redlizing that made it dl theworse,

Outside the palace the fog was thick and yellow. Vimes nodded to the guards on the door, and |ooked
out & the dinging, swirling clouds.

It was dmost a straight line to the Watch House in Pseudopolis Y ard. And the fog had brought early
night to the city. Not many people were on the streets; they stayed indoors, barring the windows against
the damp shreds that seemed to leak in everywhere.

Yes...empty dreets, achilly night, dampnessintheair ...

Only one thing was needed to make it perfect. He sent the sedan men on home and walked back to one
of the guards. "Y ou're Constable L ucker, aren't you?

'Yessr, Sr Samud.!

'What size boots do you take?

Lucker looked panicky.'What, Sir?

It'sasmple question, man!'

'Seven and ahdfs, gr.

'From old Plugger in New Cobblers? The cheap ones?

"Yessr!'

'Can't have aman guarding the palace in cardboard boots!" said Vimes, with mock cheerful ness. 'Off
with them, Congtable. Y ou can have mine. They've till got wyvern - well, whatever it iswyvernsdo - on
them, but they'll fit you. Don't sand there with your mouth open. Give me your boots, man. Y ou can
keep mine.' Vimes added: 'I've got lots!

The congtable watched in frightened astonishment as Vimes pulled on the cheap pair and stood upright,
samping afew timeswith hiseyes shut. '‘Ah," he said. 'I'min front of the palace, right?

'Er ... yes, Sr. You'vejust come out of it, Sir. It'sthisbig building here!’

'Ah," said Vimes brightly, ‘but I'd know | was here, even if | hadn't!"

‘Er...

It'stheflagstones,’ said Vimes. "They're an unusud sSize and dightly dished in the middle. Hadn't you
noticed? Y our feet, lad! That'swhat you'll have to learn to think with!"

The bemused constable watched him disappear into the fog, slamping happily.

Corpord the Right Honourable the Earl of Ankh Nobby Nobbs pushed open the Watch-House door
and staggered insde.

Sergeant Colon looked up from the desk, and gasped. 'Y ou okay, Nobby? he said, hurrying around to
support the swaying figure. 'It'sterrible, Fred. Terrible!" 'Here, take aseat. You'real pale.



'I've been elevated, Fred!" moaned Nobby.

‘Nasty! Did you seewho did it?

Nobby wordlessly handed him the scroll Dragon King of Arms had pressed into his hand, and flopped
back. He took atiny length of home-made cigarette from behind hisear and lit it with ashaking hand. 'l
dunno, I'm sure," he said. "Y ou do your best, you keep your head down, you don't make any trouble, and
then something like this happensto you.'

Colon read the scroll dowly, hislips moving when he came to difficult wordslike ‘and' and ‘the'. 'Nobby,
you've read this? It saysyou're alord!'

"The old man said they'd have to do alot of checking up but he thought it was pretty clear what with the
ring and dl. Fred, what am | gonnado?

'Sit back and eat off ermine plates, | should think!'

That'sjust it, Fred. There'sno money. No big house. No land. Not a brass farthing!

'What, nothing?

'Not adried pea, Fred.'

'I thought all the upper crust had pots of money.'

'Well, I'm the crust on its uppers, Fred. | don't know anything about lording! | don't want to have to wear
posh clothes and go to hunt balsand al that stuff.’

Sergeant Colon sat down beside him. "Y ou never suspected you'd got any posh connections?

'Well . . . my cousin Vincent once got done for indecently assaulting the Duchess of Quirm's housemaid .

‘Chambermaid or scullery maid?

'Scullery maid, | think.'

'Probably doesn't count, then. Does anyone el se know about this?

'Well,she did, and shewent and told . . .’

'l mean about your lordshipping. '

‘Only Mr Vimes!'

'Wéll, thereyou are,' said Sergeant Colon, handing him back the scroll. 'Y ou don't have to tell anyone.
Then you don‘thave to go around wearing golden trousers, and you needn't hunt balls unless you've lost
‘em. You just St there, and I'll fetch you acup of tea, how about that? Well see it through, don't you
worry. "

'Y ou're atoff, Fred.

"That makes two of us, m'lord!" Colon waggled his eyebrows. 'Get it? Get it?

'Don't, Fred,' said Nobby wearily.

The Watch-House door opened.

Fog poured in like smoke. In the midst of it were two red eyes. The parting shreds reved ed the massive
figureof agolem.

'Umpk," said Sergeant Colon.

Thegolem hdd upitsdate:

| HAVECOME TO YOU.

'Yeah. Yeah. Yeah. I've, er, yeah, | can seethat,’ said Colon.

Dorfl turned the date around. The other side read:

| GIVEMYSELF UP FOR MURDER. IT WASI WHO KILLED THE OLD PRIEST. THE
CASE ISSOLVED.

Colon, once hislips had stopped moving, scurried behind the suddenly very flimsy defences of his desk
and scrabbled through the papersthere.

'Y ou keep it covered, Nobby," he said, ‘Make sure it don't run off.’

'Why'sit going to run off? said Nobby.

Sergeant Colon found arelatively clean piece of paper.

'Well, wel, well, I, well, | guessi'd better . . . What's your name?

The golemwrote;

DORFL.



By the time he was on the Brass Bridge (medium-sized cobbles of the rounded sort they caled 'cat
heads, quite afew missing) Vimeswas aready beginning to wonder if held done the right thing.

Autumn fogs were dways thick, but hed never known it thisbad. The pal muffled the sounds of the city
and turned the brightest lightsinto dim glows, even though in theory the sun hadn't set yet.

Hewalked along by the parapet. A squat, glistening shape loomed in the fog. It was one of the wooden
hippos, some distant ancestor of Roderick or Keith. There were four on either side, al looking out
towards the sea.

Vimes had walked past them thousands of times. They were old friends. Hed often stood in the lee of
one on chilly nights, when he was |ooking for somewhere out of trouble.

That'swhat it used to be like, wasn't it? It hardly seemed that long ago. Just a handful of theminthe
Watch, staying out of trouble. And then Carrot had arrived, and suddenly the narrow circuit of their lives
had opened up, and there were nearly thirty men (oh, including trolls and dwarfs and miscellaneous) in
the Watch now, and they didn't skulk around keeping out of trouble, they wentlooking for trouble, and
they found it everywhere they looked. Funny, that. AsVetinari had pointed out in that way of his, the
more policemen you had, the more crimes seemed to be committed. But the Watch was back and out
there on the Streets, and if they weren't actually as good as Detritus at kicking arse they were definitely
prodding buttock.

Helit amatch on ahippo'stoenail and cupped his hand around it to shield his cigar from the damp.
These murders, now. No one would careif the Watch didn't care. Two old men, murdered on the same
day. Nothing stolen . . . He corrected himsdlf: nothingapparently stolen. Of course, the thing about things
that were stolen was that the bloody things weren't there. They amost certainly hadn't been fooling
around with other people's wives. They probably couldn't remember what fooling around was. One spent
histime among old religious books; the other, for gods sakes, was an authority on the aggressive uses of
baking.

People would probably say they had lived blamdesslives.

But Vimeswas a policeman.No one lived acompletely blamelesslife. It might bejust possible, by lying
very gill inacdlar somewhere, to get through aday without committing acrime. But only just. And, even
then, you were probably guilty of loitering.

Anyway, Angua seemed to have taken this case persondly. She dways had a soft spot for the underdog.
So did Vimes. Y ou had to. Not because they were pure or noble, because they weren't. Y ou had to be
on the sde of underdogs because they weren't overdogs.

Everyonein thiscity looked after themsdlves. That's what the guilds were for. People banded together
againgt other people. The guild looked after you from the cradle to the grave or, in the case of the
Assassins, to other people's graves. They even maintained the law, or at least they had done, after a
fashion. Thieving without alicence was punishable by desth for thefirst offence.[11] The Thieves Guild
saw to that. The arrangement sounded unred, but it worked.

It worked like amachine. That was fine except for the occasiona people who got crushed in the whedls.
The damp cobbles felt reassuringly red under his soles.

Gods, he'd missed this. Hed patrolled alone in the old days. When there was just him, and the stones
glistened around 3am, it al seemed to make sense somehow—

He stopped.

Around him, the world became acrysta of horror, the specid horror that has nothing to do with fangs or
ichor or ghogts but has everything to do with the familiar becoming unfamiliar.

Something fundamental waswrong.

It took afew dreadful secondsfor hismind to supply the details of what his subconscious had noticed.
There had been five statues d ong the parapet on thisside.

But there should have been four.



Heturned very dowly and walked back to the last one. It was ahippo, al right.

So wasthe next one. There was graffiti on it. Nothing supernatura had "Zaz Y's A Wonker' scrawled on
it.

It seemed to him that it didn't take quite so long to get to the next one, and when helooked at it ...

Two red points of light flared in the fog above him.

Something big and dark legpt down, knocked him to the ground and disappeared into the gloom.
Vimes struggled to hisfeet, shook hishead and set off after it. No thought wasinvolved. It isthe ancient
ingtinct of terriers and policemen to chase anything that runs away.

Asheran hefdt automaticaly for hisbell, which would summon other Watchmen, but the Commander
of the Watch didn't carry abell. Commanders of the Watch were on their own.

In Vimess squalid office Captain Carrot stared at a piece of paper:

Repairsto Guttering, Watch House, Pseudopolis Y ard. New downpipe, 35° Micklewhite bend, four
right-angled trusses, labour and making good. $16.35p.

There were more like them, including Constable Downspout's pigeon bill. He knew Sergeant Colon
objected to the idea of a policeman being paid in pigeons, but Constable Downspout was a gargoyle and
gargoyles had no concept of money. But they knew a pigeon when they ateit.

Still, things were improving. When Carrot had arrived the entire Watch's petty cash had been kept on a
shdf in atin marked 'Stronginthearm's Armour Polish for Gleaming Cohorts and, if money was needed
for anything, al you had had to do was go and find Nobby and force him to give it back.

Then there was the letter from aresident in Park Lane, one of the most select addressesin the city:

Commander Vimes,

The Night Watch patrol in this street appears to be made up entirely of dwarfs. I have nothing against
dwarfsamongst their own kind, at least they are not trolls, but one hears stories and | have daughtersin
the house. | demand that this Stuation isremedied instantly otherwise | shal have no option but to take
up the matter with Lord Vetinari, who isapersond friend.

| am, Sir, your obt. servant,

Joshua H. Catterail

Thiswas police work, wasit? He wondered if Mr Vimeswere trying to tell him something. There were
other letters. The Community Co-ordinator of Equal Heights for Dwarfs was demanding that dwarfsin
the Watch be allowed to carry an axe rather than the traditiona sword, and should be sent to investigate
only those crimes committed by tall people. The Thieves Guild was complaining that Commander Vimes
had said publicly that most thefts were committed by thieves.

Y ou'd need the wisdom of King Isahdanu to tackle them, and these were onlytoday's | etters.

He picked up the next one and read: "Trandation of text found in Fr. Tubelcek's mouth. Why? SV
Carrot dutifully read the trandation.

'In his mouth? Someone tried to putwords in his mouth? said Carrot, to the silent room.

He shivered, but not because of the cold that came from fear. Vimess office was dways cold. Vimes
was an outdoors person. Fog was dancing in the open window, little fingers of it drifting in the light.

The next paper down the heap was a copy of Cheery'siconograph. Carrot stared at the two blurred red



eyes.
'Captain Carrot?

He half-turned his head, but kept looking at the picture. 'Y es, Fred?
'Weve got the murderer! Welvegot im!”

'Isheagolem?

'How did you know that?

The tincture of night began to suffuse the soup of the afternoon.

Lord Vetinari considered the sentence, and found it good. He liked 'tincture particularly. Tincture.
Tincture. It was adistinguished word, and pleasantly countered by the flatness of 'soup’. The soup of the
afternoon. Y es. In which may well be found the croutons of teatime.

Hewas aware that he was alittle light-headed. HE'd never have thought a sentence like that in anormal
frame of mind.

In the fog outside the window, just visible by the candldlight, he saw the crouching shape of Congtable
Downspout.

A gargoyle, eh? Hed wondered why the Watch was indented for five pigeons aweek on itswages hill.
A gargoylein the Watch, whose job it was to watch. That would be Captain Carrot'sidea.

Lord Vetinari got up carefully from the bed and closed the shutters. He walked dowly to hiswriting
table, pulled hisjourna out of its drawer, then tugged out awad of manuscript and unstoppered theink
bottle.

Now then, where had he got to?

Chapter Eight, heread ungteadily, The Rites of Man.

Ah,yes. ..

‘Concerning Truth,” hewrote, ‘that which May be Spoken as Events Dictate, but should be Heard on
Every Ocadfion. . .

He wondered how he could work 'soup of the afternoon'’ into the trestise, or at least 'tincture of night'.
The pen scratched across the paper.

Unheeded on the floor lay thetray that had contained abowl! of nourishing grudl, concerning which he
had resolved to have strong words with the cook when he felt better. It had been tasted by three tasters,
including Sergeant Detritus, who was unlikely to be poisoned by anything that worked on humans or even
by most things that worked on tralls. . . but probably by most things that worked on trolls.

The door was locked. Occasionaly he could hear the reassuring creak of Detritus on hisrounds. Outside
the window, the fog condensed on Constable Downspoi.

Vetinari dipped the penin theink and started anew page. Every so often he consulted the | eether-bound
journd, licking hisfingers ddlicatdly to turn thethin pages.

Tendrils of fog dipped in around the shutters and brushed againgt the wall until they were frightened away
by the candidlight.

Vimes pounded through the fog after the fleeing figure. It wasn't quite so fast as him, despite the twinges
in hislegs and one or two warning stabs from his|eft knee, but whenever he came closeto it some
muffled pedestrian got in the way, or acart pulled out of across-street.[12]

His solestold him that they'd gone right down Broad Way and had turned |eft into Nonesuch Street
(smdll sguare paving stones). The fog was even thicker here, trapped between the trees of the park.

But Vimeswas triumphant. Y ou've missed your turning if you're heading for the Shades, my lad! There's
only the Ankh Bridge now and therell be aguard on that—

Hisfeet told him something ese. They said: 'Wet leaves, that's Nonesuch Street in the autumn. Small
square paving stones with occasiona treacherous drifts of wet leaves.



They said it too late.

Vimeslanded on hischinin the gutter, aggered upright, fell over again astherest of the universe spun
past, got up, tottered afew stepsin the wrong direction, fell over again and decided to accept the
magority vote for awhile.

Dorfl was standing quietly in the station office, heavy armsfolded acrossits chest. In front of the golem
was the crossbhow bel onging to Sergeant Detritus, which had been converted from an ancient Siege
wespon. It fired asix-foot long iron arrow. Nobby sat behind it, hisfinger on the trigger.

Tut it away, Nobby! You can't firethat in here!' said Carrot. Y ouknow we never find where the arrows
stop!’

'We wrestled a confession out of it," said Sergeant Colon, hopping up and down. ‘It kept on admitting it
but we got it to confessin the end! And we've got these other crimes wed like taken into consideration. '
Dorfl held up itsdate.

| AM GUILTY.

Something fell out of its hand.

It was short, and white. A piece of matchstick, by the look of it. Carrot picked it up and stared at it.
Then helooked at the list Colon had drawn up. It was quite long, and consisted of every unsolved crime
inthe city for the past couple of months.

'It's confessed to al these?

'Not yet,' said Nobby.

'We haven't read 'em al out yet,' said Colon.

Dorfl wrote:

| DID EVERYTHING.

'Hey!" said Colon. 'Mr Vimesisgoing to be redlly pleased with ug!’

Carrot walked up to the golem. There was afaint orange glow initseyes.

'Did you kill Father Tubelcek? he said.

YES.

'See”? said Sergeant Colon. 'Y ou can't argue with that.'

'Why did you do it? said Carrot.

No reply.

'‘And Mr Hopkinson at the Bread Museum?

YES.

'Y ou beat him to desth with an iron bar? said Carrot.

YES.

'Hang on," said Colon, 'l thought you said hewas. .. ?

‘Leaveit, Fred, said Carrot."Why did you kill the old man, Dorfl?

No reply.

'Doesthere have to be areason? Y ou can't trust golems, my dad aways used to say/ said Colon. "Turn
on you soon aslook at you, hesaid.’

'Have they ever killed anyone? said Carrot.

‘Not for want of thinking about it," said Colon darkly. 'My dad said he had to work with one once and it
used tolook at him dl the time. Held turn around and there it would be ... looking at him.'

Dorfl sat staring straight in front.

‘Shineacandleinitseyes' said Nobby,

Carrot pulled achair across the floor and straddled it, facing Dorfl. He absent-mindedly twirled the
broken match between hisfingers.

'l know you didn't kill Mr Hopkinson and | don't think you killed Father Tubelcek,' he said. 'l think he
was dying when you found him. | think you tried to save him, Dorfl. In fact, I'm pretty sure| can proveit



if I can seeyour chem—'

Thelight from the golem's flaring eyesfilled the room. He stepped forward, fists upraised.

Nobby fired the crossbow.

Dorfl snatched the long bolt out of the air. There was the sound of screaming metal and the bolt became
athin bar of red-hot iron with abulge piled up around the golem's grip.

But Carrot was behind the golem, flipping open its head. Asthe golem turned, raising theiron bar likea
club, thefiredied initseyes.

'Got it, said Carrot, holding up ayelowed scroll.

At the end of Nonesuch Street was a gibbet, where wrongdoers - or, at least, people found guilty of
wrongdoing - had been hung to twist gently in thewind as examples of just retribution and, asthe
elementstook their toll, basic anatomy aswell.

Once, parties of children were brought there by their parentsto learn by dreadful example of the snares
and perilsthat await the criminal, the outlaw and those who happen to be in the wrong place at the wrong
time, and they would see the terrible wreckage creaking on its chain and listen to the stern imprecations
and then usudly (this being Ankh-Morpork) would say 'Wow! Brilliant!" and use the corpse as a swing.
These days the city had more private and efficient ways of dealing with those it found surplusto
requirements, but for the sake of tradition the gibbet's incumbent was a quite realistic wooden body. The
occasiona stupid raven would have a peck at the eyeballs even now, and end up with amuch shorter
beak.

Vimestottered up to it, fighting for bregth.

The quarry could have gone anywhere by now. Such daylight as had been filtering through the fog had
given up.

Vimes stood beside the gibbet, which creaked.

It had been built to creak. What's the good of a public display of retribution, it had been argued, if it
didn't creak ominoudy? In richer times an elderly man had been employed to operate the creak by means
of alength of string, but now there was a clockwork mechanism that needed to be wound up only oncea
month.

Condensation dripped off the artificia corpse.

‘Blow thisfor alark,” muttered Vimes, and tried to head back the way he came.

After ten seconds of blundering, he tripped over something.

It was awooden corpse, hurled into the gutter.

When he got back to the gibbet, the empty chain was swinging gently, jingling in thefog.

Sergeant Colon tapped the golem's chest. 1t wentdonk.

‘Like aflowerpot,' said Nobby. 'How can they move around when they're like a pot, en? They ought to
keep cracking dl thetime.'

‘They're daft, too,' said Colon. 'l heard there was one over in Quirm who was made to dig atrench and
they forgot about it and they only remembered it when there was all thiswater ‘cosit had dug dl the way
totheriver. ..

Carrot unrolled the chem on the table, and laid beside it the paper that had been put in Father Tubel cek's
mouth.

It'sdead, isit? said Sergeant Colon.

'It'sharmless,’ said Carrot, looking from one piece of paper to the other.

‘Right. I've got a dedgehammer round the back somewhere, I'll just . . .



'No,’ said Carrot.

'Y ou saw theway it was acting!’

'l don't think it could actualy have hit me. | think it just wanted to scare us'’

It worked!"

'Look at these, Fred.'

Sergeant Colon glanced at the desk. 'Foreign writing,’ he said, in avoice which suggested that it was
nothing like as good as decent home writing, and probably smelled of garlic.

'Anything strike you about them?

'Wel . . . they looks the same," Sergeant Colon conceded,

‘Thisyellowing oneis DorfFs chem. The other oneisfrom Father Tubelcek,' said Carrot. ‘L etter for letter
the same!’

'Why's that?

'Ithink Dorfl wrote these words and put them in old Tubelcek's mouth after the poor man died,' said
Carrot dowly, still looking from one piece of paper to the other.

'Urgh, yuk,' said Nobby. That'smucky, thatis. . .

'No, you don't understand,’ said Carrot. ‘| mean he wrote them because they were the only ones he
knew that worked . . .'

"Worked how?

'Wall. . . you know the kiss of life? said Carrot. I mean first aid? | knowyou know, Nobby. Y ou came
with me when they had that course at the YMPA.'

'l only went ‘cos you said you got afree cup of teaand a biscuit,’ said Nobby sulkily. ‘Anyway, the
dummy ran away when it was my turn.’

'It's the same with life-saving, too," said Carrot. 'We want people to breathe, so we try to make sure
they'vegot someairinthem. ..

They dl turned to look at the golem.

'But golems don't breathe," said Colon.

'No, agolem knows only one thing that keepsyou dive," said Carrot. 'It'sthe wordsin your head.' They
all turned back to ook at the words.

They dl turned to look at the statue that was Dorfl.

'It'sgonedl cold in here, Nobby quavered. 'l def nitly felt aaura flick'rin' inthe air just then! It waslike
someone. . .

'What's going on? said Vimes, shaking the damp off his cloak.

... openin' the door,’ said Nobby.

It was ten minutes | ater.

Sergeant Colon and Nobby had gone off-duty, to everyonesrelief. Colon in particular had great
difficulty with theideathat you went on investigating after someone had confessed. It outraged histraining
and experience. Y ou got a confession and there it ended. Y ou didn't go arounddisbelieving people. You
disbdieved people only when they said they were innocent. Only guilty people were trustworthy.
Anything ese struck & thewhole basis of policing.

'White clay,' said Carrot. It was white clay we found. And practically unbaked. Dorfl's made of dark
terracotta, and rock-hard.’

Thelast thing the old priest saw wasagolem,’ said Vimes.

'Dorfl, I'm sure,’ said Carrot. 'But that's not the same as saying Dorfl was the murderer. | think he turned
up asthe man was dying, that'sall.’

'Oh? Why?

I'm. . . not sure yet. But I've seen Dorfl around. He's always seemed a very gentle person.’

It worksin adaughterhouse!’



'Maybe that's not a bad place for a gentle person to work, sir,' said Carrot. ‘Anyway, I've checked up al
therecords | can find and | don't think a golem has ever attacked anyone. Or committed any kind of
crime!

'Oh, comeon," said Vimes. 'Everyone knows. . ." He stopped as his cynical ears heard hisincredulous
voice. 'What, never?

'Oh, people are always saying that they know someone who had a friend whose grandfather heard of one
killing someone, and that's about asreal asit gets, sr. Golems aren'tallowed to hurt people. It'sin their
words!'

They give methewillies, | know that,’ said Vimes.

They giveeveryonethewillies, ar.’

"Y ou hear lots of stories about them doing stupid things like making a thousand tegpots or digging ahole
fivemilesdeep,’ said Vimes.

'Y es, but that's not exactly crimind activity, isit, Sr?That 'sjust ordinary rebelion.’

'What do you mean, "rebellion”?

'‘Dumbly obeying orders, sir. You know . . . someone shouts at it "Go and make tegpots', so it does.
Can't be blamed for obeying orders, sir. No one told them how many. No one wants them to think, so
they get their own back bynot thinking.

They rebe byworking"?"

'It'sjust athought, Sir. 1t'd make more sense to agolem, | expect.’

Automaticdly, they turned again to look at the silent shape of the golem.

'Can it hear us? said Vimes.

'l don't think so, air.'

Thisbusinesswith thewords. . . ?

'Er ... | thinkthey think a dead human isjust someone who'slost hischem. | don't think they understand
how wework, sir.’

Them and me both, Captain.’

Vimes stared at the hollow eyes. Thetop of Dorfl's head was till open so that light shone down through
the sockets. Vimes had seen many horrible things on the street, but the silent golem was somehow worse.
Y ou could too easily imagine the eyes flaring and the thing standing up and striding forward, fistsflailing
like dedgehammers. It was more than just hisimagination. It ssemed to be built into the things. A
potentiality, bidingitstime.

That's why we all hate 'em, hethought. Those expressionless eyes watch us, those bigfaces turn to
follow us, and doesn't it just look as if they're making notes and taking names? If you heard that
one had bashed in someone's head over in Quirm or somewhere, wouldn't you just love to believe
it?

A voiceingde, avoice which generaly cameto him only in the quiet hours of the night or, in the old days,
half-way down awhisky bottle, added: Given how we use them, maybe we're scared because we
know we deserveit . . .

No... there's nothing behind those eyes. There's just clay and magic words.

Vimes shrugged. 'l chased agolem earlier,’ he said. 'It was standing on the Brass Bridge. Damn thing.

L ook, we've got aconfession and the eyeball evidence. If you can't come up with anything better than a
... afeding, then well haveto—'

Towhat, Sir? said Carrot. Thereisn't anything more we could do to him. He's dead now.'

'Inanimate, you mean.’

'Yes, ar. If you want to put it that way.'

'If Dorfl didn't kill the old men, who did?

'Don't know, gir. But | think Dorfl does. Maybe he was following the murderer.'

'Could it have been ordered to protect someone?

'Maybe, sir. Or he decided to.'

'You'll betdling meit's got emotions next. Where's Angua gone?

'She thought she'd check afew things, Sir,' said Carrot. 'l was. . . puzzled about this, Sir. It wasin his



hand. 'He held the object up.

'A piece of matchstick?

'Golems don't smoke and they don't usefire, gr. It'sjudt. . . odd that he should have the thing, sir.'
'Oh," said Vimes, sarcadticdly. ‘A Clue!

Dorfl'strail wasthe word on the street. The mixed smells of the daughterhouse filled Anguas nodtrils.
The journey zigzagged, but with a certain directiond tendency. It was asif the golem had laid aruler
across the town and taken every road and aley that went in the right direction.

She cameto ashort blind aley. There were some warehouse gates at the end. She sniffed. There were
plenty of other smells, too. Dough. Paint, Grease. Pineresin. Sharp, loud, fresh scents. She sniffed again.
Cloth? Wool ?

Therewas a confusion of footprintsin the dirt. Large footprints.

The small part of Anguathat alwayswaked on two legs saw that the footprints coming out were on top
of the footprints going in. She snuffled around. Up to twelve creatures, each with their own very
digtinctive smell - the amell of merchandise rather than living creatures - had al very recently gone down
the stairwell. And dl twelve had come back up.

She went down the steps and was met by an impenetrable barrier.

A door.

Paws were no good at doorknobs.

She peered over the top of the steps. There was no one around. Only the fog hung between the
buildings

She concentrated andchanged, |eaned againgt thewall for amoment until the world stopped spinning,
and tried the door.

Therewas alarge cdllar beyond. Even with awerewolf s eyesight there wasn't much to see.

She had to stlay human. She thought better when she was human. Unfortunately, here and now, asa
human, the thought occupying her mind in no smal measure was that she was naked. Anyonefinding a
naked woman in their cellar would be bound to ask questions. They might not even bother with
guestions, even ones like 'Please? Anguacould certainly deal with that Situation, but she preferred not to
haveto. It was so difficult explaining away the shape of the wounds.

No timeto waste, then.

Thewadlswere covered inwriting. Big letters, smal letters, but dl in that neat script which the golems
used. Therewere phrasesin chalk and paint and charcoal, and in some cases Smply cut into the stone
itself. They reached from floor to ceiling, criss-crossing one another over and over again so often that it
was dmost impossible to make out what any of them were meant to say. Here and there aword or two
stood out in thejumble of letters:

..SHALT NOT..WHAT HE DOESISNOT..RAGE AT THE CREATOR ..WOE UNTO THE
MASTERLESS..WORDSIN THE...CLAY OF OUR..LET MY..BRING USTO FRE...

The dust in the middle of the floor was scuffed, asif anumber of people had been milling around. She
crouched down and rubbed the dirt, occasiondly sniffing her finger. Smells. They wereindustria smells.
She hardly needed specid sensesto detect them. A golem didn't smell of anything except clay and
whatever it was it wasworking with at thetime. . .

And. .. something rolled under her fingers. It was alength of wood, only acouple of incheslong. A
matchstick, without a head.

A few minutes investigation found another ten, lying here and there asif they'd been idly dropped.
There was dso half astick, tossed away some distance from the others.

Her night vison was fading. But sense of smell lasted much longer. Smells were strong on the sticks - the
same cocktail of odoursthat had trailed into this damp room. But the daughterhouse smell shed cometo
associate with Dorfl was on only the broken piece.



She sat back on her haunches and looked at thelittle hegp of wood. Twelve people (twelve peoplein
messy jobs) had come here. They hadn't stayed long. They'd had a.... adiscussion: thewriting onthe
wall. They'd done something involving eleven matches (just the wooden part - they hadn't been dipped to
get the head. Maybe the pine-smelling golem worked in amatch factory?) plus one broken match.
Thenthey'd dl left and gone their separate ways.

Dorfl'sway had taken him straight to the main Watch House to give himsdlf up.

Why?

She sniffed at the piece of broken match again. There was no doubt about that cocktail of blood and
meat smdls.

Dorfl had given himself up for murder . . .

She stared at the writing on thewall, and shivered.

'Cheers, Fred,’ said Nobby, raising his pint.

'We can put the money back in the Tea Club tomorrow. No on€ll missit, said Sergeant Colon.
'‘Anyway, this comes under the heading of an emergency.’

Corporal Nobbs|ooked despondently into his glass. People often did thisin the Mended Drum, when
the immediate thirst had been daked and for the first time they could take agood look at what they were
drinking.

'What am | going todo? he moaned. 'If you're anob you got to wear coronets and long robes and that.
Got to cost amint, that kind of stuff. And there's stuffyou've got to do.' He took another long swig. 'S
cdledknobless oblege.

'‘Nobblyesse obligay, corrected Colon. 'Y eah. Means you got to keep your end up in society.

Giving money to charities. Being kind to the poor. Passing your ole clothesto your gardener when there's
gtill some good wesr |€ft in'em. | know about that. My uncle was butler to ole Lady Sdlachii.'

'Ain't got agardener,’ said Nobby gloomily. 'Ain't got agarden. Ain't got 'ny ole clothes except what I'm
wearin'.' He took another swig. 'She gave her ole clothes to the gardener, did she?

Colon nodded. 'Y eah. We were dways a bit puzzled about that gardener.’ He caught the barman's eye.
‘Two more pints of Winkles, Ron.' He glanced at Nobby. His old friend looked more dejected than hed
ever seen him. They'd have to see this thing through together. ‘Better make that two for Nobby, too,' he
added.

'Cheers, Fred.'

Sergeant Colon's eyebrows raised as one pint was emptied amost in one go. Nobby put the mug down a
little unsteedily.

"Wouldn't be so bad if there was apot of cash,” Nobby said, picking up the other mug. 'l thought you
couldntbe anob without bein' arich bugger. | thought they gave you a big wad with one hand and
banged the crown on your head with the other. Don't makesense, bein' nobbyand poor. Sworst of both
wurble." He drained the mug and banged it down. '‘Common 'n' rich, yeah, that | could hurble!

The barman leaned over to Sergeant Colon. "What's up with the corpord? He's a haf-pint man. That's
eight pintshe'shad.'

Fred Colon leaned closer and spoke out of the corner of his mouth. 'Keep it to yoursdlf, Ron, but it's
because he's a peer.’

'Isthat afact?1'll go and put down some fresh sawdust.’

In the Watch House, Sam Vimes prodded the matches. He didn't ask Anguaif she were sure. Angua
could smdll if it was Wednesday.



'So who were the others? he said. 'Other golems?

It'shard to tdl from the tracks," said Angua, 'But | think so. I'd have followed them, but | thought | ought
to come right back here!'

'What makes you think they were golems?

"Thefootprints. And golems have no smédll,’ she said. They pick up the smells associated with whatever
they're doing. That'sal they smell of. . . She thought of the wall of words. 'And they had along debate,
shesaid. 'A golem argument. Inwriting. It got pretty heated, | think.'

She thought about the wall again. 'Some of them got quite emphatic,’ she added, remembering the size of
some of thelettering. 'If they were human, they'd have been shouting . . .

Vimes stared gloomily at the matcheslaid out before him. Eleven bits of wood, and atwelfth brokenin
two. You didn't need to be any kind of genius to see what had been going on. They drew lots,' he said.
‘And Dorfl logt.

He dghed. 'Thisisgetting worse,' he said. 'Does anyone know how many golemsthere arein the city?
'No,' said Carrot. 'Hard to find out. No one's made any for centuries, but they don't wear out.’

'No one makes them?

'It'sbanned, Sir. The priests are pretty hot on that, Sir. They say it'smaking life, and that's something only
gods are supposed to do. But they put up with the ones that are still around because, well, they're so
useful. Some arewalled up or in treadmills or at the bottom of shafts. Doing messy tasks, you know, in
places where it's dangerous to go. They do al the really mucky jobs. | suppose there could be hundreds .

'Hundreds? said Vimes. 'And now they meet secretly and make plots? Good grief! Right. We ought to
destroy thelot of them.'

'Why?

'Y ou like theideaof them havingsecrets? | mean, good grief, trolls and dwarfs, fine, even the undead are
diveinaway, evenif itisabloody awful way' -Vimes caught Anguas eye and went on — ‘for the most
part. But these things? They'rgust things that do work. It's like having abunch of shovels meeting for a
chat!'

'Er . . . therewas something elsg, Sir,' said Anguadowly.

'Inthecdlar?

'Yes. Er ... butit'shard to explain. It wasa... fedling.'

Vimes shrugged non-committally. Held learned not to scoff at Anguas fedings. She aways knew where
Carrot was, for onething. If she werein the Watch House you could tell if he were coming up the Street
by the way she turned to look at the door.

'Yes?

'Like. .. deep grief, Sr. Terrible, terrible sadness. Er.'

Vimes nodded, and pinched the bridge of his nose. It seemed to have been along day and it wasfar
from over yet.

Heredlly, really needed adrink. The world was distorted enough as it was. When you saw it through the
bottom of aglass, it dl came back into focus.

'Have you had anything to est today, Sr? said Angua.

'l had abit of breskfast,” muttered Vimes.

'Y ou know that word Sergeant Colon uses?

'What?"Manky"?

‘That'show you look. If you're staying here at least let's have some coffee and send out for figgins.'
Vimes hegitated at that. Hed dwaysimagined thatmanky was how your mouth felt after three dayson a
regurgitated diet. It was horrible to think that you couldlook like thet.

Anguareached for the old coffeetin that represented the Watch'steakitty. It was surprisingly easy to lift.
'Hey? There should be at least twenty-five dollarsin here,' she said. 'Nobby collected it only yesterday . .

Sheturned the tin upside-down. A very small dog-end dropped out.
'Not even an IOU? said Carrot despondently. ‘An 10U? ThisisNobby we're talking about.' 'Oh. Of



course.’

It had gone very quiet in the Mended Drum. Happy Hour had been passed with no more than aminor
fight. Now everyone was watching Unhappy Hour.
Therewas aforest of mugsin front of Nobby.
'l mean, | mean, what'sit worth whenallsaidan-done? he said.
"You could flog it,' said Ron.
'‘Good point,’ said Sergeant Colon. 'There's plenty o' rich folks who'd give asack of cash for atitle. |
mean folksthat's aready got the big house and that. They'd give anything to be as nobby as you, Nobby.'
The ninth pint stopped half-way to Nobby'slips.
'Could be worth thousands of dollars," said Ron encouragingly.
‘At the very leadt,’ said Colon. They'd fight over it.'
'Y ou play your cards right and you could retire on something like that,’ said Ron.
The mug remained stationary. Various expressions fought their way around the lumps and excrescences
of Nobby's face, suggesting the terrible battle within,
'Oh, they would, would they? he said at last.
Sergeant Colon tilted unsteadily away. There was an edge in Nobby's voice he hadn't heard before.
Then you could be rich and common just like you said,' said Ron, who did not have quite the same eye
for mental wegther changes. 'Posh folksd befdling over themsdvesfor it.
'Sdll m' birthright for a spot of massage, isthat it? said Nobby.
'It's"apot of message”,’ said Sergeant Colon.
'It's"amess of pottage”,’ said abystander, anxious not to break the flow.
'Hah! Wdll, I'll tdlyou," said Nobby, swaying, 'there's some thingsthatcan't be sole. Hah! Hah! Who
stresk my prurse streals trasph, right?
'Y eah, it'sthe trashiest looking purse | ever saw,’ said avoice.
'—what is a mess of pottage, anyway?'
"Cos. . . what good'd alot of moneneney do me, hey?
The clientele looked puzzled. This seemed to be a question on the lines of ‘Alcohal, isit nice?, or 'Hard
work, do you want to do it?.
'—what's messy about it, then?'
'We- dl," said abrave soul, uncertainly, 'you could useit to buy abig house, lots of grub and. . . drink
and . .. women and that.'
That'swha it takes to make a man happppeyey, isit? said Nobby, glassy-eyed.
Hisfelow-drinkersjust stared. Thiswas a metaphysica maze,
'Well, I'l tellyou,” said Nobby, the swaying now so regular that he looked like an inverted pendulum, ‘al
that suffs nothing,nothing. | tell you, compared to pride innaman'slinneneage. . . cage.’
'Linneneageeage? said Sergeant Colon. "Ancescestors and that,' said Nobby. "T means I've got
ancescestors and that, which's more'n you lot've got!”
Sergeant Colon choked on his pint. 'Everyone's got ancestors,’ said the barman camly. 'Otherwise they
wouldn't be here’
Nobby gave him aglassy stare and tried unsuccessfully to focus. ‘Right!" he said, eventudly. 'Right! Only
...only I've gotmore of 'em, d'y'see? The blood of bloody kingsisin theseveins, am | right?
Temporarily,’ said avoice. There was laughter, but it had an anticipatory ring to it that Colon had learned
to respect and fear. It reminded him of two things: (1) he had got only six weeksto retirement, and (2) it
had been quite along time since he'd been to the lavatory.
Nobby delved into his pocket and pulled out a battered scroll. "Y'see this? he said, unrolling it with
difficulty onthe bar. 'Y'seeit?I've got aright to arm bears, me. See here? It says"Earl”, right? That's
me. Y ou could, you could, you could have my head up over the door.' ‘Could be," said the barman,



eyeing the crowd. 'l mean, y'could change t'name o' this place, call it the Earl of Ankh, and I'd comein
and drink here reg'lar, whaddya say? said Nobby. 'News gets around an earl drinks here, business will
goright up. And I wouldn'tn't'n't chargeyouapenny, how-aboutit? Peopled say, dat's a high-class pub, is
that, Lord de Nobbes drinks there, that's a place with a bit of tone.’

Someone grabbed Nobby by the throat. Colon didn't recogni ze the grabber. He was just one of the
scarred, ill shaven regulars whose function it was, around about thistime of an evening, to start opening
bottleswith histeeth or, if the evening was goingreally well, with somebody else's teeth.

'So weain't good enough for you, is that what you're saying? the man demanded.

Nobby waved his scroll. His mouth opened to frame words like - Sergeant Colon justknew - 'Unhand
me, you low-born o&f .

With tremendous presence of mind and absence of any kind of common sense, Sergeant Colon said: 'His
lordship wants everyone to have adrink with him!*

Compared to the Mended Drum, the Bucket in Gleam Street was an oasis of frigid cam. The Watch had
adopted it astheir own, asadlent templeto the art of getting drunk. It wasn't that it sold particularly
good beer, becauseit didn't. But it did serveit quickly, and quietly, and gave credit. It was one place
where Watchmen didn't have to see things or be disturbed. No one could sink alcohal in silencelikea
Watchman who'd just come off duty after eight hours on the street. It was as much protection ashis
helmet and breastplate. The world didn't hurt so much.

And Mr Cheese the owner was agood listener. He listened to things like 'Make that a double' and 'Keep
them coming'. He al'so said theright things, like 'Credit? Certainly, officer'. Watchmen paid their tab or
got alecture from Captain Carrot.

Vimes sat gloomily behind a glass of lemonade. He wanted one drink, and understood precisaly why he
wasn't going to have one. One drink ended up arriving in adozen glasses. But knowing thisdidn't makeiit
any better.

Mogt of the day shift werein here now, plus one or two men who were on their day off.

Scummy asthe place was, he liked it here. With the buzz of other people around him, he didn't seemto
get intheway of hisown thoughts.

One reason that Mr Cheese had allowed his pub to become practicaly the city's fifth Watch House was
the protection this offered. Watchmen were quiet drinkers, on the whole. They just went from vertica to
horizonta with the minimum amount of fuss, without starting any mgor fights, and without damaging the
fixtures overmuch. And no one ever tried to rob him. Watchmen got redlyintense about having their
drinking disturbed.

And he was therefore surprised when the door was flung open and three men rushed in, flourishing
crosshows.

'Don't nobody move! Anyone moves and they're dead!”

The robbers stopped at the bar. To their own surprisetheir arrival didn't seem to have caused much of a
dir.

'Oh, for heaven's sake, will someone shut that door? growled Vimes. A Watchman near the door did so.
'And bolt it, Vimes added.

The three thieves looked around. Astheir eyes grew accustomed to the gloom, they received agenera
impression of armourdity, with strong overtones of helmetness. But none of it was moving. It wasal
watiching them.

'Y ou boys new in town? said Mr Cheese, buffing aglass.

The boldest of the three waved his bow under the barman’'s nose. 'All the money right now!" he
screamed. 'Otherwise,' he said, to theroom in genera, 'you've got a dead barman.’

'Plenty of other barsin town, boyo,' said avoice.

Mr Cheese didn't look up from the glass he was polishing. 'I| know that was you, Constable Thighbiter,'



he said calmly. Therestwo dollars and thirty pence on your date, thank you very much.’

Thethieves drew closer together. Bars shouldn't act like this. And they fancied they could hear the faint
diding noises of assorted wesgpons being drawn from various shegths.

'Haven't | seen you before? said Carrot.

'Oh gods, it'shim,” moaned one of the men. The bread-thrower!"

'l thought Mr Ironcrust was taking you to the Thieves Guild," Carrot went on.

There was abit of an argument about taxes. . .

‘Dont tel him!'

Carrot tapped hishead. The tax forms!" he said. 'l expect Mr Ironcrust isworried |'ve forgotten about
them!"

Thethieves were now o close together they looked like afat six-armed man with avery large bill for
hats.

'Er ... Watchmen aren't dlowed to kill people, right? said one of them.

'Not while were on duty,’ said Vimes.

The boldest of the three moved suddenly, grabbed Anguaand pulled her upright. 'Wewalk out of here
unharmed or the girl getsit, al right? he snarled.

Someone sniggered.

'l hope you're not going to kill anyone," said Carrot.

That'sup to ug!’

‘Sorry, was | talking to you? said Carrot.

'Don't worry, I'll befine,' said Angua. She looked around to make sure Cheery wasn't there, and then
sghed. 'Come on, gentlemen, let's get it over with.'

'Don't play with your food!" said a voice from the crowd.

Therewere one or two giggles until Carrot turned in his sest, whereupon everyone was suddenly
intensdy interested in their drinks.

It'sokay,' said Anguaquietly.

Aware that something was out of kilter, but not quite sure what it was, the thieves edged back to the
door. No one moved asthey unbolted it and, still holding Angua, stepped out into the fog, shutting the
door behind them.

'Hadn't we better help? said a constable who was new to the Watch.

They don't deserve help,' said Vimes.

There was a clank of armour and then along, deep growl, right outside in the street.

And a scream. Ancl then another scream. And athird scream, modulated with 'NONONONonono
nononoNO! . . .aarghaarghaargh!" Something heavy hit the door.

Vimes turned back to Carrot. "Y ou and Constable Angua,’ he said. 'You ... er ... get dong al right?
'Fine, St/ said Carrot.

‘Some people might think that, er, there might be, er, problems. . .

Therewas athud, and then afaint bubbling noise.

'Wework around them, gr," said Carrot, raising hisvoice dightly.

'l 'heard that her father's not very happy about her working here. . .’

They don't have much law up in Uberwad, sir. They think it'sfor weak societies. The baron's not avery
civic-minded man.’

'He's pretty bloodthirsty, from what I've heard.'

‘Shewantsto stay in the Watch, sir. She likes meeting people.

From outside came another gurgle. Fingernails scrabbled at awindowpane. Then their owner
disappeared abruptly from view.

'Wdll, it'snot for meto judge,’ said Vimes.

'No, gar.'

After afew moments of silence the door opened, dowly. Anguawalked in, adjusting her clothes, and sat
down. All the Watchmen in the room suddenly took a second course of advanced beer-study.

'Er ..." Carrot began.



'Flesh wounds," said Angua. ‘But one of them did shoot one of the othersin the leg by accident.’

‘I think you'd better put it in your report as " sdlf-inflicted wounds whileressting arrest”,' said Vimes.
'Yes, gr,' said Angua

‘Notall of them,’ said Carrot.

"They tried to rob our bar and take awer—Angua hostage,' said Vimes.

'Oh, | seewhat you mean, sir,' said Carrot. 'Sdlf-inflicted. Yes. Of course.’

It had gone quiet in the Mended Drum. Thiswas because it isusually very hard to be both loud and
uNCoNscious.

Sergeant Colon wasimpressed at his own cleverness. Throwing a punchcould stop afight, of course, but
inthiscaseit had aquarter of rum, gin and sixteen chopped lemonsfloating in it.

Some people were ill upright, however. They were the serious drinkers, who drank asif there was no
tomorrow and rather hoped thiswould be the case.

Fred Colon had reached the convivial drunk stage. He turned to the man beside him. ' 'S good here, isn't
it," he managed.

'What'm | gonnatell me wife, that'swhat | want to know . . ." moaned the man.

‘Dunno. Say you've bin bin bin working late, said Colon. 'An’ suck a peppermint before you goes home,
that usualy works—'

'Working late? Hah! I've bin given the sack! Me! A craftsman! Fifteen years at Spadger and Williams,
right, and then they go bust ‘cos of Carry undercutting 'em and | get ajob at Carry's and, bang, I'm out of
ajobthere, too! "Surplusto requirements'! Bloody golems! Forcing real people out of ajob! What they
wannawork for? They got no mouth to feed, hah. But the damn thing goes at it o fast you can't seeits
bloody arams movin'!'

‘Shame.’

‘Smash 'em up, that'swhat | say. | mean, we had agolem at San' W's but ole Zhlob just used to plod
aong, y'know, not buzz away like ablue-arsed fly. Y ou wannawatch it, mate, they'll haveyour job next.'
‘Stoneface wouldn't stand fr it," said Colon, undulating gently.

'Any chance of ajob with you lot, then?

'Dunno,’ said Colon. The man seemed to have become two men. "What'sit you do?

Tm aWick-Dipper and End-Teaser, mate,' they said.

'l can seethat's auseful trade.

'Hereyou go, Fred," said the barman, tapping him on the shoulder and putting a piece of paper in front of
him. Colon watched with interest as figures danced back and forth. He tried to focus on the one at the
bottom, but it wastoo big to takein.

'What's this, then?

'Hisimperid lordship's bar bill,' said the barman.

'Don't be daft, no one can drink that much . . . 'm not payin'!'

'I'm including breakages, mind you.'

'Y eeh? Like what?

The barman pulled aheavy hickory stick from its hiding place under the bar. 'Arms? Legs? Suit yoursdlf,
he said.

'Oh, comeon, Ron, you've known mefor years!' 'Y es, Fred, you've always been agood customer, so
what I'll dois, I'll et you shut your eyesfirst.’ 'But that's al the money 1've got!" The barman grinned.
'Lucky onefor you, en?



Cheery Littlebottom leaned againgt the corridor wall outside her privy and wheezed.

It was something alchemistslearned to do early in their career. As her tutors had said, there were two
sgnsof agood achemigt: the Athletic and the Intellectud. A good alchemist of the first sort was someone
who could leap over the bench and be on the far side of asafely thick wall in three seconds, and agood
alchemist of the second sort was someone who knewexactly when to do this.

The equipment didn't help. She scrounged what she could from the guild, but areal achemica laboratory
should be full of the kind of glassware that looked asif it were produced during the Guild of
Glasshlowers All-Comers Hiccuping Contest. A proper alchemist did not have to run testsusing as her
beaker amug with a picture of ateddy-bear onit, which Corpora Nobbs was probably going to be very
upset about when hefound it missing.

When she judged that the fumes had cleared she ventured back into her tiny room.

That wasanother thing. Her books on achemy were marvellous objects, every page awork of the
engraver's art, but they nowhere contained instructions like 'Be sure to open awindow'. Theydid have
ingructions like'AddeAqua Quirmis to the Zinc untile Risng Gas Y se Vigoroudy Evolved', but never
added 'Don't Doe Thys Atte Home' or even'And Say Fare-thee-Welleto Thy Eyebrows.

Anyway ...

The glassware remained innocent of the brown-black sheen that, according toThe Compound of
Alchemic, would indicate arsenic in the sample. Sheld tried every type of food and drink she could find
in the pal ace pantries, and pressed into service every bottle and jar she could discover in the Watch
House.

She tried one more time with what said on the packet it was Sample #2. Looked like asmear of cheese.
Chees=? The various fumes thronging around her head were making her dow. Shemust have taken some
cheese samples. She was pretty sure Sample #17 had been some Lancre Blue Vein, which had reacted
vigoroudy with the acid, blown asmall holein the ceiling and covered half the work-bench with adark
green substance that was setting like tar.

She tested this one anyway.

A few minutes later she was scrabbling furioudly through her notebook. Thefirst sample sheld taken from
the pantry (one portion of duck pate) was down here as Sample #3. What about #1 and #2? No, #1 had
been the white clay from Misbegot Bridge, so what had been #27?

Shefoundit.

But thatcouldn't beright!

She looked up at the glass tube. Metdlic arsenic grinned back at her.

Sheld retained a bit of the sample. She could test again, but . . . perhapsit would be better to tell
someone. . .

She hurried dong to the main office, where atroll was on duty. 'Whereé's Commander Vimes?

Thetroll grinned. 'In der Gleam. . . Little-bottom.

Thankyou. '

Thetroll turned back to address aworried-looking monk in abrown cassock. '‘And? he said.

‘Best if hetdlsit himsdf,' said the monk. ‘I only work on the next bench.' He put asmdl jar of dust on the
desk. It had abow tie around it.

'l want to complain mostemphatically,’ said thedust, in ashrill little voice. 'l wasworking there only five
minutes and thensplash. It's going to takedays to get back into shape!’

'Working where? said thetroll.

‘Nonesuch Ecclesagtica Supplies,’ said the worried monk, helpfully.

'Holy water section,’ said the vampire.

Y ou'vefound arsenic? said Vimes.
'Yes, gr. Lots. Thesamplésfull of it. But ..."



'Wel?
Cheery looked at her feet. 'l tried my process again with atest sample, sir, and I'm sure I'm doing it right

‘Good. What wasit in?

That'sjust it, Sir. It wasn't in anything from the palace. Because I'd got abit confused and tested the stuffl
found under Father Tubelcek'sfingernails, Sir.’

"‘What?

There was grease under hisnails, sir, and | thought maybe it could've come from whoever attacked him.
Off an apron or something . . . I've still got somel€eft if you want asecond opinion, gr. | wouldn't blame
you.'

'Why would the old man be handling poison? said Carrot.

'l thought he might have scratched the murderer,’ said Cheery. 'Y ou know ... put up afight . . .

'With the Arsenic Mongter? said Angua.

'Oh, gods, said Vimes. 'What timeisit?

‘Bingely bingdly beep bong!'

'Oh,damn

'It'snine of the clock," said the organizer, poking its head out of Vimes's pocket. ' "I was unhappy
because | had no shoes until | met aman with no feet." '

The Watchmen exchanged glances.

'What? said Vimes, very carefully.

'Peoplelikeit if | occasonally come up with alittle gphorism or inspiring Thought For The Day,’ said the
imp.

'S0 how did you meet this man with no feet? said Vimes.

'l didn't actudlymeet him,’ said the imp. "It was a general metaphorical statement.’

'Wdll, that'sit, then, said Vimes. 'If you'd met him you could have asked him if he had any boots he
didn't have any usefor.'

There was asquesk as he pushed the imp back into its box.

‘Therésmore, Sr,’ said Cheery.

'‘Go on,' said Vimes weerily.

'And | had a careful look at the clay we found at the murder scene,’ said Cheery. 'Igneous said it had a
lot of groginit - old powdered pottery. Well... | chipped abit off Dorfl to compare and | can't be sure
but | got theiconograph demon to paintreally small detailsand ... | think therés some clay just like hisin
there. HE'sgot alot of iron oxidein hisclay.’

Vimes sighed. All around them people were drinking adcohol. One drink would makeit al so clear.

'Any of you know what any of thismeans? he said.

Carrot and Angua shook their heads.

'Isit supposed to make sense if we know how al the piecesfit together? Vimes demanded, raising his
voice.

'Like pieces of ajigsaw, Sir? Cheery ventured.

'Yed' said Vimes, so loudly that the room went quiet.'Now al we need isthe corner bit with the piece of
sky and the leavesand it'll al be one big picture?

'It'sbeen along day for al of us, Sir,' said Carrot.

Vimes sagged. 'Okay," he said. Tomorrow... | want you, Carrot, to check on the golemsin the city. If
they're up to something | want to know what it is. And you, Littlebottom . . . you lookeverywhere inthe
old man's house for more arsenic. | wish | could believe that youll find any.'

Angua had volunteered to walk Littlebottom back to her lodgings. The dwarf was surprised that the men
let her do this. After all, it'd mean that Anguawould then have to walk on home by hersdlf.



'Aren't you afraid? Cheery said asthey ambled through the damp clouds of fog.

‘Nope.'

'But | imagine muggers and cut-throats would be out in afog like this. And you said you lived in the
Shades.'

'Oh, yes. But | haven't been bothered lately.’

'Ah, perhapsthey're frightened of the uniform?

'Possibly,’ said Angua.

'Probably they've learned respect.’

"Y ou may beright.'

'Er ... excuse me ... but are you and Captain Carrot . . . ?

Anguawaited politely.

LU ErLL

'Oh, yes,' said Angua, taking pity. 'Wereer. But | stay at Mrs Cake's boarding house because you need
your own spacein acity likethis" And an understanding landlady sympathetic to those withspecial
needs, she added to hersdlf. Like doorhandles that a paw could operate, and awindow |eft open on
moonlit nights. "Y ou've got to have somewhere where you can be yourself. Anyway, the Watch House
smellsof socks!'

'I'm staying with my Uncle Armstrangler,’ said Cheery. 'It's not very nice there. People talk about mining
mogt of thetime.'

'‘Don't you?

"Therésnot alot you can say about mining. "l minein my mineand what'smineismine," ' said Cheery in
asingsong voice. 'And then they go on about gold which, frankly, isalot duller than people think.’

'l thought dwarfsloved gold, said Angua

They just say that to get it into bed.’

'Areyousure you're adwarf? Sorry. That wasajoke.’

"There must be more interesting things. Hair. Clothes. People!

'Good grief. You meangir| talk?

'l don't know, I've never talked girl talk before," said Cheery. 'Dwarfsjust talk.’

'It'slike that in the Watch, too," said Angua. "Y ou can be any sex you like provided you act mde. There's
no men and women in the Watch, just abunch of lads. Y ou'll soon learn the language. Basically it's how
much beer you supped last night, how strong the curry was you had afterwards, and where you were
gck. Just think egotesticle. Y ou'll soon get the hang of it. And you'll have to be prepared for sexually
explicit jokesin the Watch House!'

Cheery blushed.

'Mind you, that seemsto have ended now," said Angua.

'Why? Did you complain?

'No, after | joined init al seemed to stop/ said Angua, 'And, you know, they didn't laugh? Not even
when | did the hand gesturestoo? | thought that was unfair. Mind you, some of them were quite small
gestures!’

‘Theresno help for it, I'll have to move out,' sghed Cheery. 'l fed dl... wrong.’

Angualooked down at the little figure trudging aong beside her. She recognized the symptoms. Everyone
needed their own space, just like Angua did, and sometimes that space wasinsde their heads. And she
liked Cheery, oddly enough. Possibly it was because of her earnestness. Or the fact that she wasthe only
person apart from Carrot who didn't look dightly frightened when they talked to her. And that was
because she didn'tknow. Anguawanted to preserve that ignorance asasmal preciousthing, but she
could tell when someone needed alittle changein their lives.

'Were going quite close to Elm Street,’ she said, carefully. 'Just, er, drop in for awhile. I've got some
stuff you could borrow . . .

| won't be needing it,shetold hersdf.When | go, | won't be able to carry much.



Constable Downspout watched the fog. Watching was, after staying in one place, the thing he did best.
But he was dso good at keeping quite still. Not making any noise whatsoever was another of his best
features. When it came to doing absolutely nothing at al he was among thefinest. But it was keeping
completely motionlessin one place that was hisforte. If there were arall-cal for the world's champion
non-movers, he wouldn't even turn up.

Now, chin on his hands, he watched the fog.

The clouds had settled somewhat so that up here, Six storeys above the Streets, it was possible to believe
you were on a beach at the edge of acold, moonlit sea. The occasiond tall tower or steeple rose out of
the clouds, but &l sounds were muffled and pulled in on themsdlves. Midnight came and went.
Constable Downspout watched, and thought about pigeons.

Congtable Downspout hed very few desresin life, and dmogt dl of them involved pigeons.

A group of figureslurched, staggered or in one case rolled through the fog like the Four Horsemen of a
small Apocalypse. One had aduck on his head, and because he was dmost entirely sane except for this
one strange particular he was known as the Duck Man. One coughed and expectorated repeatedly, and
hence was called Coffin Henry. One, alegless man on asmall whedled trolley, was for no gpparent
reason called Arnold Sideways. And the fourth, for some very good reasons indeed, was Foul Ole Ron.
Ron had asmadl greyish-brown, torn-eared terrier on the end of a string, athough in truth it would be
hard for an observer to know exactly who was leading whom and who, when push came to shove,
would be the oneto fold at the kneesif the other one shouted 'Sit!" Because, dthough trained canines as
adsfor those bereft of sght, and even of hearing, have frequently been used throughout the universe,
Foul Ole Ron wasthefirst person ever to own a Thinking-Brain Dog.

The beggars, led by the dog, were heading for the dark arch of Misbegot Bridge, which they called
Home. At least, one of them cadled it 'Home'; the others respectively called it 'Haaawrk haaawrk
HRRaawrk ptui!’, 'Heheheh! Whoops!' and ‘Buggrit, millennium hand and shrimp!’

Asthey ssumbled along the riverside they passed a can from hand to hand, drinking appreciatively and
occasondly belching.

The dog stopped. The beggars shunted to a hdt behind it.

A figure came towards them dong the riverside.

'Y e gods!'

Pui!’

"Whoops!'

‘Buggrit?

The beggars flung themsdlves againgt the wall asthe pae figure lurched pagt. It was clutching &t its head
asif trying to lift itsdlf off the ground by its ears, and then occasionally banging its head against nearby
buildings

Whilethey watched, it pulled a metal mooring post out of the cobbles and arted to hit itself over the
head. Eventually the cast iron shattered.

The figure dropped the stub, flung back its head, opened a mouth from which red light spilled, and roared
likeabull in distress. Then it staggered on into the darkness.

"There'sthat golem again,’ said the Duck Man. 'The white one.’

'Heheh, | gets heads like that myself, some mornings,’ said Arnold Sideways.

'l knows about golems," said Coffin Henry, spitting expertly and hitting a beetle climbing thewall twenty
feet away. They ain't Sposed to have avoice!

'Buggrit/ said Foul Ole Ron. 'Dang the twigger f r'abang at the fusdl, and shrimp, 'cos the worm's on the
other boot! Seeif hedon't.'



'He meant it's the same one we saw the other day,’ said the dog. ‘After that ole priest got topped.’
'Do you think we should tell someone? said the Duck Man.

The dog shook its head. 'Nah,' it said. "We got a cushy number down here, no sensein spoiling it.’
Thefive of them staggered on into the damp shadows.

'l hate bloody golems, takin' our jobs. . .

'Weain't got jobs.’

‘See what | mean?

'What's for supper?

'Mud and ole boots. HRRaawrk ptui!"

'Millennium hand and shrimp, | sez.’

"mglad I've got avoice. | can spesk up for mesdlf.’

It'stimeyou fed your duck.'

'What duck?

Thefog glowed and sizzled around Five and Seven Y ard. Hamesroared up and dl but set the thick
cloudsdight. Spitting liquid iron cooled in its moulds. Hammers rang out around the workshops. The
ironmasters didn't work by the clock, but by the more demanding physics of molten metd. Even though it
was nearly midnight, Stronginthearm's Iron Founders, Beaters and Generd Forging was still bustling.
There were many Stronginthearmsin Ankh-Morpork. It was avery common dwarf name. That had been
amgjor congderation for Thomas Smith when held adopted it by official deed pall. The scowling dwarf
holding a hammer which adorned his sgn was amere figment of the Sgnpainter'simagination. People
thought 'dwarfmade' was better, and Thomas Smith had decided not to argue.

The Committee for Equa Heights had objected but things had mired somewhat because, firstly, most of
the actual Committee was human, since dwarfs were generdly too busy to worry about that sort of thing,
[13]and in any casetheir position hinged on pointing out that Mr Stronginthearmné Smith wastoo tall,
whichwas dlearly aszeist discrimination and technicdly illegd under the Committegs own rules.

In the meantime Thomas had | et his beard grow, wore aniron heimet if he thought anyone officia was
around, and put up his prices by twenty pence on the dollar.

The drop hammers thumped, al in arow, powered by the big ox treadmill. There were swords to best
out and panels to be shaped. Sparks erupted.

Stronginthearm took off his helmet (the Committee had been around again) ancl wiped theinside.
'Dibbuk?Where the hell areyou?

A sensation of filled space made him turn. The foundry's golem was standing afew inches behind him, the
forgelight glowing on hisdark red clay.

'l told you not todo that, didn't 7 Stronginthearm shouted above the din.

Thegolem hdd upitsdate.

YES.

"Y ou've gone and done al your holy day stuff?'Y ou were away too long!'

SORROW.

'Wdll, now you're back with us, go and take over on Number Three hammer and send Mr Vincent up to
my office, right?

YES.

Stronginthearm climbed the stairs to his office. He turned at the top to look back acrossthe red-lit
foundry floor. He saw Dibbuk walk over to the hammer and hold up adate for the foreman. He saw
Vincent the foreman walk away. He saw Dibbuk take the sword-blank that was being shaped and hold it
in place for afew blows, then hurl it aside.

Stronginthearm hurried back down the steps.

When he was half-way down Dibbuk had laid his head on the anwil.



When Stronginthearm reached the bottom the hammer struck for thefirst time.

When he was hdf-way across the ash-crusted floor, other workers scurrying after him, the hammer
struck for the second time.

As he reached Dibbuk the hammer struck for the third time.

The glow faded in the golem's eyes. A crack appeared across the impassive face.

The hammer went back up for the fourth time—

'Duck!" screamed Stronginthearm—

—and then there was nothing but pottery.

When the thunder had died away, the foundry master got to his feet and brushed himsdf off. Dust and
wreckage were strewn across the floor. The hammer had jumped its bearings and was lying by the anvil
in ahegp of golem shards.

Stronginthearm gingerly picked up apiece of afoot, tossed it aside, and then reached down again and
pulled adate out of the wreckage.

Heread:

THE OLD MEN HELPED US!
THOU SHALT NOT KILL!
CLAY OF MY CLAY!
SHAME.

SORROW.

Hisforeman looked over Stronginthearm's shoulder. 'What did it go and do that for?

'How should | know? snapped Stronginthearm.

'I mean, it brought the tearound this afternoon as norma as anything. Then it went off for acoupla hours,
and now this. ..

Stronginthearm shrugged. A golem was agolem and that was dl there wasto it, but the recollection of
that bland face positioning itself under the giant hammer had shaken him.

'l heard the other day the sawmill in Dimwell Street wouldn't mind selling the oneit'sgot,’ said the
foreman. 'It sawed up amahogany trunk into matchsticks, or something. Y ou want | should go and have
aword?

Stronginthearm looked at the date again.

Dibbuk had never been very wordy. He'd carry red-hot iron, hammer sword-blanks with hisfists, clean
out clinkers from asmelter still too hot for aman to touch . . . and never say aword. Of course, he
couldn't say any words, but Dibbuk had always given the impression that there were none hed
particularly wanted to say in any case. Hejust worked. These were the most words he'd ever written at
any onetime.

They spoke to Stronginthearm of black distress, and amind that would have been screaming if it could
only have uttered a sound. Which was daft! The thingscouldn't commit suicide.

'‘Boss? said the foreman. 'l said, you want me to get another one?

Stronginthearm skimmed the date away and, with afedling of rdlief, watched it shatter against thewall.
'No, he said. 'Just clear thisthing up. And get the bloody hammer fixed.'

Sergeant Colon, after some considerable effort, managed to get his head higher than the guitter.
"You - you dl right, Corpora Lord de Nobbes? he mumbled.

'Dunno, Fred. Whose face isthis?

" Smine, Nobby.'



Thank godsfor that, | thought it wasme. . .

Colon fell back. "Werelyin' in the gutter, Nobby," he moaned. ‘Ooo.'

'Werredl lyin'in the gutter, Fred. But some of usre lookin' at the stars

'Wel,I'm lookin' at your face, Nobby. Starsd be alot better, believe you me. Cmon. . .

With severd fase sarts they both managed to get upright, mainly by pulling themselves up one another.
'Whererere're we, Nobby?

"m sure we left the Drum,. . . 've | got a sheet over mhead?

'It'sthefog, Nobby.'

'What about these legs down here?

'l reckon them'syour legs, Nobby. I've got mine.'

‘Right. Right. Ooo ... | reckon | drunk alot, Sarge.’

'Drunk asalord, en?

Nobby reached gingerly up to his helmet. Someone had put a paper coronet around it. His questing hand
found adog-end behind his ear.

It was that unpleasant hour of the drinking day when, after afew hours quality gutter-time, you're
beginning to fedl the retribution of sobriety while still being drunk enough to make it worse.

'How'd we get here, Sarge?

Colon started to scratch his head and stopped because of the noise.

'l reckon . . ." he said, winnowing the frazzled shreds of his short-term memory, 'l... reckon. . . seemsto
me there was something about stormin’ the palace and demandin' your birthright. . .'

Nobby choked and spat out the cigarette. 'We didn't do that, did we?

'Y ou was shouting weought todo it .. . .'

'Oh, gods. . ." moaned Nobby.

‘But | reckon you threw up around that time.'

That'sardief, anyway.'

'Well... it was dl over Grabber Hoskins. But he tripped over someone before he could get us.'

Colon suddenly patted his pockets. 'And I've still got the teamoney," he said. Another cloud of memory
scudded across the sunshine of oblivion. "Well. . . three penniesof it. . .'

The urgency of this got through to Nobby. Thruppence?

"Yeah, well . . . after you started orderin' dl them expensive drinks for thewholebar . . . well, you din't
have no money and it was either me payin’ for themor . . ." Colon moved hisfinger across histhroat and
went: 'Kssssh!'

"You tdlin' mewe paid for Happy Hour in the Drum?

'Not so much Happy Hour," said Colon miserably. ‘More sort of Ecstatic One-Hundred-and-Fifty
Minutes. | didn't even know youcould buy ginin pints!

Nobby tried to focus on the fog. ‘'No one can drink gin by the pint, Sarge.’

That'swhat | kept sayin', and would you listen?

Nobby sniffed. 'We're closeto theriver, hesaid. 'Let'strytoget. .

Something roared, very close by. It waslong and low, like afoghorn in serious distress. It was the sound
you might hear from a cattleyard on a nervous night, and it went on and on, and then stopped so abruptly
it caught the sllence unawares.

... far away from that aswe can,' said Nobby. The sound had done the work of an ice-cold shower
and about two pints of black coffee.

Colon spun around. He desperately needed something that would do the work of alaundry. 'Wheredid it
comefrom? he said.

ltwas. . . over there, wasn't it?

'l thought it wasthat way!'

Inthefog, dl directionswere the same.

I think . . ." said Colon, dowly, 'that we ort to go and make areport about this as soon as possible.’
'Right,’ said Nobby. "Which way?

‘Let'sjust run, eh?



Constable Downspout's huge pointy ears quivered as the noise boomed over the city. He turned his head
carefully, triangulating for height, direction and distance. And then he remembered it.

The cry was heard in the Watch House, but muffled by the fog.

It entered the open head of the golem Dorfl and bounced around inside, echoing down, down among the
smal cracksinthe clay until, a the very edge of perception, little grains danced together.

The sightless sockets stared at the wall. No one heard the cry that came back from the dead skull,
because there was no mouth to utter it and not even amind to guideit, but it screamed out into the night:
CLAY OF MY CLAY, THOU SHALT NOT KILL! THOU SHALT NOT DIE!

Samue Vimes dreamed about Clues.

He had ajaundiced view of Clues. Heingtinctively distrusted them. They got in the way.

And he distrusted the kind of person who'd take one look at another man and say in alordly voiceto his
companion, '‘Ah, my dear Sir, | can tell you nothing except that he is aleft-handed stonemason who has
spent some years in the merchant navy and has recently fallen on hard times," and then unroll alot of
supercilious commentary about calluses and stance and the state of a man's boots, whenexactly the
same comments could apply to aman who was wesaring his old clothes because held been doing a spot
of home bricklaying for anew barbecue pit, and had been tattooed once when he was drunk and
seventeen[14] and in fact got seasick on awet pavement. What arrogance! What an insult to therich and
chaotic variety of the human experiencel

It was the same with more gtatic evidence. The footprintsin the flowerbed were probablyin the real
world left by the window-cleaner. The scream in the night was quite likely aman getting out of bed and
stepping sharply on an upturned hairbrush.

Thered world wasfar tooreal to leave neet little hints. It was full of too many things. It wasn't by
eliminating the impossible that you got at the truth, however improbable; it was by the much harder
process of diminating the possibilities. Y ou worked away, patiently asking questions and looking hard a
things. Y ou walked and talked, and in your heart you just hoped like hell that some bugger's nerved
crack and held give himsalf up.

The events of the day clanged together in Vimess head. Golems tramped like sad shadows. Father
Tubel cek waved at him and then his head exploded, showering Vimesin words. Mr Hopkinson lay dead
in hisown oven, adice of dwarf bread in his mouth. And the golems marched on, silently. Therewas
Dorfl, dragging itsfoot, its head open for the wordsto fly in and out of, like aswarm of bees. And inthe
middle of it al Arsenic danced, aspiky little green man, crackling and gibbering.

At one point he thought one of the golems screamed.

After that, the dream faded, abit at atime.

Golems. Oven. Words. Priest. Dorfl. Golems marching, the thudding of their feet making thewhole
dream pulsate ...

Vimes opened hiseyes.

Beside him, Lady Sybil said.'Wsfgl,' and turned over.

Someone was hammering at the front door. Still muzzy, heed swvimming, Vimes pulled himself up on his
elbows and said, to the night-time world in generd, 'What sort of atime do you cal this?



'Bingdley bingeley beep!" said a cheerful voice from the direction of Vimess dressing-table.
'Oh, please
"Twenty-nine minutes and thirty-one seconds past five ay-emm. A Penny Saved isaPenny Earned.
Would you like meto present your schedule for today? While | am doing this, why not take sometimeto
fill out your regigtration card?

'What? What? What're you talking about?
The knocking continued.
Vimesfell out of bed and groped in the dark for the matches. Hefindly got acandle alight and half-ran,
half-staggered down the long.stairs and into the hall.
The knocker turned out to be Constable Vist.

It'sLord Vetinari, Sir! It'sworsethistime!'

'Has anyone sent for Doughnut Immy?

'Yessr!!

At thistime of day the fog wasfighting arearguard action against the dawn, and made the whole world
look asthough it wereinside aping-pong ball.

'l poked my head in as soon as| came on shift and hewasout like alight, Sr!'

'How did you know he wasn't adeep?

‘On thefloor, sr, with dl hisclotheson?

A couple of Watchmen had put the Petrician on hisbed by the time Vimes arrived, dightly out of breath
and with hisknees aching. Gods, he thought as he struggled up the stairs,it's not like the old
truncheon-and-bell days. You wouldn't think twice about running half-way across the city, coppers
and criminals locked in hot pursuit.

With amixture of pride and shame he added: And none of the buggers ever caught me, either.

The Patrician was il breathing, but his face was waxy and he looked as though death might be an
improvement.

Vimess gaze roamed the room. There was afamiliar hazeintheair.

"Who opened the window? he demanded.

'| did, sr,' said Vigit. 'Just before | went to get you. He looked as though he needed some fresh air

'It'd be fresher if you left the windowshut,' said Vimes. 'Okay, | want everyone, | mean everyone, who
wasin this place overnight rounded up and down in the hal in two minutes. And someone fetch Corpora
Littlebottom. And tell Captain Carrot.’

I'mworried and confused, hethought.So the first rule in the book is to spread it around.

He prowled about the room. It didn't take much intelligence to see that Vetinari had got up and moved
over to hiswriting-desk, where by thelook of it he had worked for some time. The candle had burned
right down. Aninkwell had been overturned, presumably when held dipped off the chair. Vimes dipped a
finger intheink and sniffed it. Then he reached for the quill pen besideit, hesitated, took out his dagger,
and lifted the long feather gingerly. There seemed to be no cunning little barbs on it, but he put it carefully
on onesdefor Littlebottom to examine later.

He glanced down at the paper Vetinari had been working on.

To hissurpriseit wasn't writing at dl, but acareful drawing. It showed agtriding figure, except that the
figure was not one person at al but made up of thousands of smaler figures. The effect waslike one of
the wicker men built by some of the more outlandish tribes near the Hub, when they annually celebrated
the grest cycle of Nature and their reverence for life by piling as much of it as possiblein agreet heap
and setting fire to it. The composite man was wearing a crown. Vimes pushed the sheet of paper aside
and returned his atention to the desk. He brushed the surface carefully for any suspicious splinters. He
crouched down and examined the underside.

The light was growing outside. Vimes went into both the rooms alongside and made sure their drapes
were open, then went back into Vetinari's room, closed the curtains and the doors, and sidled along the
wallslooking for any tdll-tale speck of light that might indicateasmall hole.

Where could you stop? Splintersin the floor? Blowpipes through the keyhole?

He opened the curtains again.



Vetinari had been on the mend yesterday. And now he looked worse. Someone had got to him inthe
night. How? Sow poison wasthe devil of athing. Y ou had to find away of giving it to the victim every
day.

No,you didn't . . . What was degantwas finding a way of getting him to administer it to himself
every day.

Vimes rummaged through the paperwork. Vetinari had obvioudy felt well enough to get up and walk
over here, but here was where he had collapsed.

You couldn't poison a splinter or a nail because he wouldn'tkegpon nicking himself. . .

There was abook haf-buried in the papers, but it had alot of bookmarksin it, mostly torn bits of old
letters.

What did he do every day?

Vimes opened the book. Every page was covered with handwritten symbols.

You have to get a poison like arsenic into the body. It isn't enough to touch it. Or isit? Istherea
kind of arsenic you can pick up through the skin?

No one was getting in. Vimes was dmost certain of that.

The food and drink were probably al right, but he'd get Detritus to go and have another one of hislittle
talks with the cooksin any case.

Something he breathed? How could you keep that up day after day without arousing suspicion
somewhere? Anyway, you'd have to get your poison into the room.

Something already in the room? Cheery had a different carpet put down and replaced the bed,
What else could you do? Strip the paint from the ceiling?

What had Vetinari told Cheery about poisoning? ' You put it where no one will lookat al ...
Vimesredized he was ill staring at the book. There wasn't anything there that he could recognize. It
must be a code of some sort. Knowing Vetinari, it wouldn't be crackable by anyonein anormal frame of
mind.

Could you poison abook? But ... so what? There were other books. Y ou'd have toknow he'd ook at
this one, continuoudy. And even then you'd have to get the poison into him. A man might prick hisfinger
once and after that held take care.

It sometimesworried Vimes, the way he suspected everything. If you started wondering whether aman
could be poisoned by words, you might as well accuse the wallpaper of driving him mad. Mind you, that
horrible green colour would drive anyoneinsane. . .

'Bingely beepy bleep!"

'Oh,no. ..

"Thisisyour sx ay-emm wake-up cal! Good morning!! Here are your appointments for today, Insert
Name Herel! Tenay-emm . ..

'Shut up! Listen, whatever'sin my diary for today isdefinitely not—'

Vimes stopped. He lowered the box.

He went back to the desk. If you assumed one page per day . . .

Lord Vetinari had avery good memory. But everyone wrote things down, didn't they? Y ou couldn't
remember every little thing. Wednesday: 3pm, reign of terror; 3.15pm, clean out scorpion pit ...

He held the organizer up to hislips. Takeamemo,’ he said.

'Hooray! Go right ahead. Don't forget to say "memo” first!!"

'Speak 10 ... blast . . .Memo: What about Vetinari'sjourna ?

Isthat it?

Yes'

Someone knocked politely at the door. Vimes opened it carefully. 'Oh, it'syou, Littlebottom.’

Vimes blinked. Something wasn't right about the dwarf.

‘I'll mix up some of Mr Doughnut'sjollop right away, sir." The dwarf looked past Vimes to the bed. 'Ooo
... he doesn't look good, doeshe... ?

'Get someone to move him into adifferent bedroom,’ said Vimes. 'Get the servantsto prepare anew
room, right?



'Yes, ar.’

'And, after they've doneit, pick adifferent room at random and move himinto it. And change
everything, understand? Every stick of furniture, every vase, every rug—'

'Er... yes, g

Vimes hesitated. Now he could put hisfinger on what had been bothering him for the last twenty
seconds.

‘Littlebottom

'Sr?

‘You ... er ... you ... on your ears?

'Earrings, gr,' said Cheery nervoudy. 'Constable Angua gave them to me!

‘Redly?Er ... right ... | didn't think dwarfswore jewdlery, that'sdl.’

'Were known for rings, sir.’

'Yes, of course.’ Rings, yes. No one quite like adwarf for forging amagicd ring. But. . . magica
earrings? Oh, well. There were some waters too deep to wade.

Sergeant Detritus's approach to these matters was amost ingtinctively correct. He had the palace staff
lined up infront of him and was shouting at them at the top of hisvoice.

Look at old Detritus, Vimes thought as he went down the stairs.Just your basic thick troll a few years
ago, now a valuable member of the Watch provided you get himto repeat his orders back to you
to make sure he under stands you. His armour gleams even brighter than Carrot's because he
doesn't get bored with polishing. And he's mastered policing asit is practised by the majority of
forcesin the universe, which is, basically, screaming angrily at people until they givein. The only
reason that he's not a one-troll reign of terror is the ease with which his thought processes can be
derailed by anyone who tries something fiendishly cunning, like an outright denial.

'l know you all doneit!" he was shouting. 'If the person wot done it does not own up der whole staff, an’
Imeans this, der whole staff will be locked up in der Tanty aso we throws der key away!" He pointed a
finger at astout scullerymaid. ‘It was you wot doneit, own up!’

‘No.'

Detritus paused. Then: 'Where wasyou last night? Own up!’

'In bed, of course!’

'‘Aha, dat alikely story, own up, dat where you dwaysisat night?

'Of course!

'‘Aha, own up, you got witnesses?

‘Sauce!'

'Ah, s0 you got no witnesses, you doneit then, own up!’

‘No!'

'Oh. ..

‘All right, dl right. Thank you, Sergeant. That will be dl for now," said Vimes, patting him on the shoulder.
‘Ared| the g&ff here?

Heglared at theline-up: 'Wdl?Are you dl here?

Therewas a certain amount of reluctant shuffling among the ranks, and then someone cautioudy put up a
hand.

'Mildred Easy hasn't been seen since yesterday,’ said its owner. 'She's the upstairs maid. A boy come
with amessage. She had to go off to see her family.'

Vimesfelt thefaintest of prickles on the back of his neck. 'Anyone know why? he said.

'Dunno, gr. Sheleft dl her stuff.

‘All right. Sergeant, before you go off shift, get someoneto find her. Then go and get some deep.
Therest of you, go and get on with whatever it isyou do. Ah ... Mr Drumknott?



The Patrician's persona clerk, who'd been watching Detritus's technique with a horrified expression,
looked up a him. Y es, Commander?

'What's thisbook? Isit hislordship'sdiary?

Drumknott took the book. ‘It lookslikeit, certainly.'

'Have you been able to crack the code?

'l didn't know it wasin code, Commander.’

'What? Y ou've never looked at it?

'Why should |, Sr?It'snot mine.'

"Y ou do know hislast secretary tried to kill him?

'Yes, gr. | ought to say, Sir, that | have aready been exhaugtively interrogated by your men.' Drumknott
opened the book and raised his eyebrows.

'What did they say? said Vimes.

Drumknott looked up thoughtfully. 'Let me see, now . . . "It was you wot doneit, own up, everybody
seen you, we got lots of people say you doneit, you doneit al right didn't you, own up.” That was, |
think, the general approach. And then, | said it wasn't me and that seemed to puzzle the officer
concerned.’

Drumknott delicately licked hisfinger and turned a page.

Vimes stared a him.

The sound of saws was brisk on the morning air. Captain Carrot knocked againgt the timber-yard door,
which was eventualy opened.

'‘Good morning, sir!* he said. 'l understand you have agolem here?

'Had,' said the timber merchant.

'Oh dear, another one,' said Angua.

That made four so far. The onein the foundry had knelt under ahammer, the one in the stonemason's
yard was now ten clay toes sticking out from under atwo-ton block of limestone, one working in the
docks had last been seen in theriver, striding towards the sea, and now thisone. . .

It wasweird,' said the merchant, thumping the golem's chest. 'Sidney said it went on sawing all the way
up to the moment it sawed its head right off. I've got aload of ash planking got to go out this afternoon.
Who's going to saw it up, may | ask?

Angua picked up the golem's head. Insofar asit had any expresson at dl, it was one of intense
concentration,

"ere,’ said the merchant, 'Alf told me he heard in the Drum last night that golems have been murderin'
people. ..

'Enquiries are continuing,' said Carrot. 'Now then, Mr ... it's Preble Skink, isn't it? Y our brother runsthe
lamp-oil shop in Cable Street? And your daughter isamaid a the university?

The man looked astonished. But Carrot knew everyone.

Yeah. ..

'Did your golem |leave the yard yesterday evening?

'Wdll, yeah, early on ... Something about aholy day.' He looked nervoudy from one to the other. "Y ou
got to let them go, otherwise the wordsin their heeds—'

'And then it came back and worked all night?

'Y eeh. What else would it do? And then Alf camein on early turn and he said it came up outa the saw
pit, stood there for amoment, and then . . .

'Wasit sawing pine logs yesterday? said Angua

That'sright. Whereém | going to get another golem at short notice, may | ask?

'What's this? said Angua. She picked up awood-framed square from aheap of sawdust. Thiswasits
date, wasit? She handed it to Carrot.



""Thou Shal Not Kill," ' Carrot read dowly. ' "Clay of My Clay. Ashamed.” Do you have any ideawhy
itd writethat?

'Search me,' said Skink. They're dways doing dumb things." He brightened up abit. 'Hey, perhapsit
went potty? Get it? Clay ... pot ... potty?

'Extremdy funny,’ said Carrot gravely. 'l will take this as evidence. Good morning.

'Why did you ask about pinelogs? he said to Angua asthey stepped outside.

'| smeledthesamepineresninthecdlar.’

'Pineresin'sjust pineresin, isn't it?

'No. Not to me. That golemwas in there."

They dl were,' sghed Carrot. ‘And now they're committing suicide.”

'Y ou can't take life you haven't got,' said Angua.

'What shall we call it, then?"Destruction of property”? said Carrot. ‘Anyway, we can't ask them now . .
"He tapped the date.

‘They've given usthe answers,' he said. 'Perhaps we can find out what the questions should have been.’

'What do you mean, "nothing"? said Vimes. 'It's got to be the book! He licks hisfingersto turn a page,
and every day he getsalittle dose of arsenic! Fiendishly clever!

'Sorry, sir,' said Cheery, backing away. 'l can't find atrace. I've used all the tests | know.'

'You're sure?

'l could send it up to the Unseen University. They've built anew morphic resonator in the High Energy
Magic Building. Magic would essily—'

'Don't do that," said Vimes. 'Well keep the wizards out of this. Damn! For haf an hour there | redly
thought I'd got it . .

He sat down at his desk. Something new was odd about the dwarf, but again he couldn't quite work out
what it was.

'We're missing something here, Littlebottom,’ he said.

Yes, gr.'

‘Let'slook at thefacts. If you want to poison someone dowly you've either got to give them small doses
al thetime- or, a least, every day. We've covered everything the Patrician does. It can't bethear inthe
room. You and | have been in there every day. It's not the food, we're pretty sure of that. Is something
stinging him? Can you poison awasp? What we need—

"scuseme, Sir'

Vimesturned.

'Detritus? | thought you were off-duty?

'l got dem to give me der address of dat maid called Easy like you said, said Detritus, stoicdly. 'l went
up dere and dere was people dl lookin'in.'

'What d'you mean?

'Neighbours and dat. Cryin’ women al round der door. An' | remember what you said about dat dipplo
word—'

'Diplomacy,' said Vimes,

'Y eah. Not shoutin' at people an’ dat. | fought, dislook adelicate Situation. Also, dey was throwin' stuff
a me. So | came back here. | writ down der address. An' now I'm goin' home.' He saluted, rocked
dightly from the force of the blow to the Side of his head, and departed.

‘Thanks, Detritus,' said Vimes. He looked at the paper written in the troll's big round hand.

'ist FHoor Back, 27 Cockbill Street," he said. 'Good grief!”

"You know it, Sir?

'Should do. | was born in that street,’ said Vimes. 'It's down below the Shades. Easy . . . Easy . . . Yes,
..Now | remember. There was a Mrs Easy down the road. Skinny woman. Did alot of sewing. Big



family. Wel, weweredl big families, it wasthe only way to keepwarm . . .’

Hefrowned at the paper. It wasn't asif it were any particular lead. Maidservants were aways going off
to seetheir mothers, every time there was the least little family upset. What wasit his granny had used to
say?'Y er son'syer sontill hetakesawife, but yer daughter's yer daughter al yer life Sending a
Watchman around would almost certainly be awaste of everyonée'stime. . .

'Well, well . .. Cockbill Street,’ he said. He stared at the paper again. You might as well rename the
place Memory Lane. No, you couldn't waste Watch resources on awild-goose chase like that. But he
might look in. On hisway past. Some time today.

'Er ... Littlebottom?

'Sr?

‘Onyour . .. your lips. Red. Er. Onyour lips

‘Lipstick, S’

'Oh ... er. Lipstick? Fine. Lipstick.'

'Constable Anguagaveit to me, Sir.’

"That waskind of her,' said Vimes. 'l expect.’

It was cdled the Rats Chamber. In theory thiswas because of the decoration; some former resident of
the palace had thought that a fresco of dancing rats would be areal decorative coup. There was a pattern
of ratswoven in the carpet. On the celling rats danced in acircle, therr tailsintertwining at the centre.
After hdf an hour in that room, most people wanted awash.

Soon, then, there would be abig rush on the hot water. The room wasfilling up fast.

By common consent the chair was taken and amply filled by Mrs Rosemary Pam, head of the Guild of
Seamstresses|15], as one of the most senior guild leaders.

'Quiet, please! Gentlemen!’

Thenoiseleve subsided alittle.

'Dr Downey? she said.

The head of the Assassins Guild nodded. ‘My friends, | think we are | aware of the Stuation—' he
began.

'Y eah, s0's your accountant!’ said avoice in the crowd. There was aripple of nervous laughter but it
didn't last long, because you don't laugh too loud at someone who knows exactly how much you're worth
dead.

Dr Downey smiled. 'l can assure you once again, gentlemen - and ladies - that | am aware of no
engagement regarding Lord Vetinari. In any case, | cannot imagine that an Assassin would use poisonin
this case. Hislordship spent sometime at the Assassins school. He knows the uses of caution. No doubt
hewill recover.’

‘And if he doesn't? said MrsPalm.

'No onelivesforever,' said Dr Downey, in the calm voice of aman who persondly knew thisto be true.
Then, no doubt, well get anew ruler.’

The room went very slent.

The word 'Who? hovered silently above every head.

‘Thingis... thethingis. . .' said Gerhardt Sock, head of the Butchers Guild, ‘it'sbeen. . . you've got to
admitit... it'sbeen . . . wel, think about some of the others...."

The words'Lord Snapcase, now ... at least thisone isn't actualy insané flickered in the group
CONSCiOUSNESS.

'l haveto admit,' said Mrs Palm, ‘that under Vetinari it has certainly been safer to walk the streets—'

"Y ou should know, madam,’ said Mr Sock. Mrs Palm gave him anicy look. There were afew sniggers.
'Imeantthat a modest payment to the Thieves Guild isdl that isrequired for perfect safety,’ she finished.
'And, indeed, aman may vist ahouse of ill—'



'Negotiable hospitaity,’ said Mrs Pam quickly.

'Indeed, and be quite confident of not waking up stripped stark naked and beaten black and blue,' said
Sock.

'Unless histagtes run that way,' said Mrs PAm. 'We aim to give satisfaction. Very accuratdly, if required.”
'Life has certainly been morereliable under Vetinari,' said Mr Potts of the Bakers Guild.

'He does have d| street-theaire players and mime artists thrown into the scorpion pit,' said Mr Boggis of
the Thieves Guild.

"True. But let's not forget that he has his bad points too. The man is capricious.

"Y ou think so? Compared to the ones we had before he's asreliable asarock.’

‘Snapcase was rdiable,’ said Mr Sock gloomily. 'Remember when he made his horse a city councillor?
'Y ou've got to admit it wasn't abad councillor. Compared to some of the others.’

'As| recdll, the others at that time were a vase of flowers, a heap of sand and three people who had
been beheaded.'

'Remember dl thosefights? All thelittle gangs of thievesfighting dl thetime? 1t got so that therewas
hardly any energy left to actually sted things, said Mr Boggis.

‘Thingsareindeed more. . . reliable now.'

Silence descended again. That wasit, wasn't it? Things were reliable now. Whatever else you said about
old Vetinari, he made sure today was dways followed by tomorrow. If you were murdered in your bed,
at least it would be by arrangement.

"Things were more exciting under Lord Snapcase,’ someone ventured.

'Y es, right up until the point when your head fell off.’

‘Thetroubleis,' said Mr Boggis, ‘that the jobmakes people mad. Y ou take some chap who's no worse
than any of us and after afew months he'stalking to moss and having people flayed dive.

'Vetinari isn't mad.'

'Depends how you look at it. No one can be as sane as he iswithout being mad.’

'l am only aweak woman,' said Mrs Pam, to the persona disbelief of severd present, 'but it does seem
to me that there's an opportunity here. Either there'salong struggle to sort out a successor, or we sort it
out now. Yes?

The guild leaderstried to look a one another while smultaneoudy avoiding everyone e se's glances.
Who'd be Patrician now? Once thered have been a huge multi-sided power struggle, but now . . .

Y ou got the power, but you got the problems, too. Things had changed. These days, you had to
negotiate and juggle with al the conflicting interests. No one sane had tried to kill VVetinari foryears,
because the world with himin it wasjust preferable to one without him.

Besdes. . . Vetinari had tamed Ankh-Morpork. Hed tamed it like a dog. HE'd taken aminor scavenger
among scavengers and lengthened its teeth and strengthened its jaws and built up its muscles and studded
its collar and fed it lean steak and then he'd aimed it at the throat of the world.

Hed taken dl the gangs and squabbling groups and made them see that asmall dice of the cakeon a
regular basis was better by far than abigger dice with adagger in it. Hed made them seethat it was
better to take asmadl dice butenlarge the cake.

Ankh-Morpork, aone of al the cities of the plains, had opened its gates, to dwarfsand trolls (aloys are
stronger, Vetinari had said). It had worked. They made things. Often they made trouble, but mostly they
made wedth. Asaresult, dthough Ankh-Morpork still had many enemies, those enemies had to finance
their armies with borrowed money. Most of it was borrowed from Ankh-Morpork, & punitive interest.
There hadn't been any redly big warsfor years. Ankh-Morpork had made them unprofitable.
Thousands of years ago the old empire had enforced the Pax Morporkia, which had said to the world:
'Do not fight, or wewill kill you.' The Pax had arisen again, but thistimeit said: 'If you fight, well cdl in
your mortgages. And incidentdly, that'smy pike you're pointing & me. | paid for that shield you're
holding. And take my helmet off when you spesk to me, you horrible little debtor.’

And now the whole machine, which whirred away so quietly that people had forgotten it was amachine
at al and thought that it was just the way the world worked, had given alurch.

The guild leaders examined their thoughts and decided that what they did not want was power. What



they wanted was that tomorrow should be pretty much like today.

‘Theresthe dwarfs,' said Mr Boggis. 'Even if one of us- not that I'm saying it would be one of us, of
course - even if someone took over, what about the dwarfs? We get someone like Snapcase again,
there's going to be chopped kneecaps in the streets.”

'Y ou're not suggesting we have some sort of. . .vote, are you? Some kindof popularity contest?

'Oh, no. It'sjust .. . . it'sjust ... all more complicated now. And power goesto peopl€e's heads.'

'And then other peopl€e's heads fdl off.'

'l wish you wouldn't kegp on saying that, whoever you are,' said Mrs Palm. 'Anyone would thinkyou'd
had your head cut off.'

Uh—

'Oh, it'syou, Mr Slant. | do apologize!

'Speaking asthe President of the Guild of Lawyers,’ said Mr Sant, the most respected zombiein
Ankh-Morpork, 'l must recommend stability in this matter. | wonder if | may offer some advice?

'How much will it cost us? said Mr Sock.

'Stability,’ said Mr Slant, 'equals monarchy.’

'Oh, now, don't tell us—'

'Look at Klatch, said Mr Slant doggedly. ‘Generations of Seriphs. Result: political stability. Take
Pseudopolis. Or Sto Lat. Or even the Agatean Empire—'

'‘Comeon,’ said Dr Downey. 'Everyone knows that kings—'

'Oh, monarchs come and go, they depose one another, and so on and so forth,' said Mr Slant. 'But the
institution goeson. Besides, | think you'll find that it is possible to work out ... an accommodation.'

He redlized that he had the floor. Hisfingers absent-mindedly touched the seam where his head had been
sewn back on. All those years ago Mr Slant had refused to die until he had been paid for the
disbursementsin the maiter of conducting his own defence.

'How do you mean? said Mr Potts.

'| accept that the question of resurrecting the Ankh-Morpork succession has been raised severd times
recently,’ said Mr Sant.

'Y es. By madmen,’ said Mr Boggis. It's part of the symptoms. Put underpants on head, talk to trees,
drool, decide that Ankh-Morpork needsaking...'

'Exactly. Supposingsane men wereto give it consderation?

'‘Go on," said Dr Downey. 'There have been precedents,’ said Mr Sant. ‘Monarchies who have found
themsalves bereft of aconvenient monarch have. . . obtained one. Some suitably born member of some
other roya line. After dl, what isrequired is someone who, uh, knowstheropes, as| believe the saying
goes.’

'Sorry? Are you saying wesend out for aking? said Mr Boggis. "We put up some kind of
advertisement? " Throne vacant, applicant must supply own crown™?

'Infact,’ said Mr Sant, ignoring this, 'l recdl that, during the first Empire, Genua wrote to Ankh-Morpork
and asked to be sent one of our generadsto betheir king, their own royd lines having died out through
interbreeding so intensively that the last king kept trying to breed with himsalf. The history books say that
we sent our loyal Generd Tacticus, whosefirst act after obtaining the crown wasto declare awar on
Ankh-Morpork. Kingsare ... interchangeable.’

"Y ou mentioned something about reaching an accommodation,’ said Mr Boggis. "Y ou mean, wetell aking
what todoT

'l like the sound of that,’ said Mrs Pam.

'l like the echoes,' said Dr Downey.

‘Nottell,' ssid Mr Slant. 'We. . . agree. Obvioudly, as king, he would concentrate on those things
traditionally associated with kingship—'

'Waving,' said Mr Sock.

'Being gracious,’ said MrsPam.

"Wel coming ambassadors from foreign countries,’ said Mr Potts.

'Shaking hands.’



'Cutting off heads—'

'No! No. No, that will not be part of hisduties. Minor affairs of state will be carried out—'

'By hisadvisors? said Dr Downey. He leaned back. 'I'm sure | can see where thisisgoing, Mr Slant,' he
said. ‘But kings, once acquired, are so damn hard to get rid of . Acceptably.’

There have been precedents for that, too,' said Mr Sant.

The Assassin's eyes narrowed.

Tmintrigued, Mr Sant, that as soon asthe Lord Vetinari appearsto be serioudy ill, you pop up with
suggestionslikethis. It soundslike ... aremarkable coincidence.”

Thereisno mystery, | assure you. Destiny worksiits course. Surely many of you have heard the rumours
- that thereiis, in this city, someone with a bloodline tracegble dl the way back to the last royd family?
Someone working inthisvery city in acomparatively humble position? A lowly Watchman, in fact?
There were some nods, but not very definite ones. They were to nodswhat agrunt isto 'yes. The guilds
al picked up information. No one wanted to revea how much, or how little, they persondly knew, just in
case they knew too little or, even worse, turned out to know too much.

However, Doc Pseudopolis of the Guild of Gamblers put on a careful poker face and said, 'Y es, but the
tricentennid iscoming up. And in afew yearsitll be the Century of the Rat. There's something about
centuriesthat gives people akind of fever.’

'Nevertheless, the person exigts,' said Mr Slant. The evidence stares onein the face if onelooksin the
right places'

'Very well,' said Mr Boggis. Tell usthe name of this captain.’ He often lost large sums a poker.
'Captain? sad Mr Sant. 'I'm sorry to say his naturd talents have thus far not commended him to that
extent. Heisacorpora. Corporal C. W. St J. Nobbs!'

Therewas silence.

And then there was a strange putt-putting sound, like water negotiating itsway through apartidly
blocked pipe.

Queen Mally of the Beggars Guild had so far been silent gpart from occasiona damp sucking noises as
shetried to didodge a particle of her lunch from the things which, because they were ill in her mouth
and apparently attached, were technically her teeth.

Now she was laughing. The hairs wobbled on every wart. 'Nobby Nobbs? she said. 'Y oure talking
aboutNobby Nobbs?

'Heisthelast known descendant of the Earl of Ankh, who could tracehis descent al the way to a distant
cousintothelast king/ said Mr Sant. 'It'sthetak of the city.’

‘A picture formsinmy mind,' said Dr Downey. 'Small monkeylike chap, dways smoking very short
cigarettes. Spotty. He squeezesthem in public.’

"That's Nobby!" Queen Molly chuckled. 'Face like ablind carpenter's thumb!'

'Him? But the man'satit!"

'And dim asapenny candle,’ said Mr Boggis. 'l don't see—'

Suddenly he stopped, and then contracted the contemplative silence that was gradudly affecting
everyone dse around the table.

'Don't seewhy we shouldn't . . . givethis. . . due consideration,’ he said, after awhile.

The assembled leaders |ooked at the table. Then they looked at the celling. Then they studioudly avoided
one another's gaze.

'Bloodwill out,' said Mr Carry.

'When I've watched him go down the street I've dways thought: " There's aman who walksin greatness,”
'said MrsPam.

'He squeezesthem in avery rega way, mind you. Very gracioudy.’

The sllencerolled over the assembly again. But it was busy, in the same way that the silence of an anthill
isbusy.

'l must remind you, ladies and gentlemen, that poor Lord Vetinari isgill dive, said MrsPam.

'Indeed, indeed,' said Mr Sant. 'And long may he remain so. I've merely set out for you one option
againgt that day, may it be along time coming, when we should consider a... successor.’



'Inany case,' said Dr Downey, ‘thereis no doubt that Vetinari has been over-doing it. If he survives
-which is greetly to be hoped, of course - | fedl we should require him to step down for the sake of his
hedlth. Well done thou good and faithful servant, and so on. Buy him anice house in the country
somewhere. Give him apension. Make sure there's a seat for him at officid dinners. Obvioudy, if he can
be s0 eadily poisoned now he should welcome the release from the chains of office

'What about the wizards? said Mr Boggis.

‘They've never got involved in civic concerns,’ said Dr Downey. 'Give 'em four meat medlsaday and tip
your hat to them and they're happy. They know nothing about palitics.’

The silence that followed was broken by the voice of Queen Moally of the Beggars. 'What about Vimes?
Dr Downey shrugged. 'Heisaservant of the city.'

"That'swhat | mean.'

'Surdlywe represent the city?

'Hah! Hewon't seeit that way. And you know what Vimes thinks about kings. It wasaVimeswho
chopped the head off the last one. There's abloodline that thinks aswing of an axe can solve anything.’
‘Now, Moally, you know Vimesd probably take an axeto Vetinari if he thought he could get away withiit.
No lovelost there, | fancy.'

'Hewont likeit. That'sdl | tell you. Vetinari keeps Vimeswound up. No knowing what happensif he
unwindsdl at once—'

'He's apublic servant!’ snapped Dr Downey.

Queen Molly made aface, which was not difficult in one so naturaly well endowed, and sat back. 'So
thisisthe new way of things, isit? she muttered. ‘Lot of ordinary men sit around atable and talk and
suddenly the world's a different place? The sheep turn round and charge the shepherd?

‘Therésasoiree a Lady Selachii's house this evening,' said Dr Downey, ignoring her. 'l| believe Nobbsis
being invited. Perhapswecan. . . megt him.’

Vimestold himsalf hewasredly going to inspect the progress on the new Watch House in Chittling
Street. Cockbill Street was just round the corner. And then heldd cal in, informally. No sensein sparing a
man when they were pushed anyway, what with these murders and Vetinari and Detrituss anti-Sab
crusade.

He turned the corner, and stopped.

Nothing much had changed. That was the shocking thing. After . . . oh, too many years. . . things had no
right not to have changed.

But washing lines till criss-crossed the street between the grey, ancient buildings. Antique paint il
peeled in the way cheap paint peeled when it had been painted on wood too old and rotten to take paint.
Cockbill Street people were usualy too pennilessto afford decent paint, but aways far too proud to use
whitewash.

And the place was dightly smaler than he remembered. That wasdll.

When had helast come down here? He couldn't remember. It was beyond the Shades, and up until quite
recently the Watch had tended to leave that areato its own unspeakable devices.

Unlike the Shades, though, Cockbill Street was clean, with the haunting, empty cleanliness you get when
people can't afford to waste dirt. For Cockbill Street was where people lived who were worse than
poor, because they didn'tknow how poor they were. If you asked them they would probably say
something like 'mustn't grumbl€' or ‘therés far worse off than us or ‘'we've dways kept uz heads above
water and we don't owe nobody nowt'.

He could hear his granny speaking. 'No one's too poor to buy soap.’ Of course, many people were. But
in Cockbill Street they bought soap just the same. The table might not have any food on it but, by gods, it
waswdl |l scrubbed. That was Cockbill Street, where what you mainly ate was your pride.

What amessthe world wasin, Vimesreflected. Constable Visit had told him the meek would inherit it,



and what had the poor devils done to deservethat"?

Cockhill Street people would stand aside to let the meek through. For what kept them in Cockbill Street,
mentally and physicaly, wastheir vague comprehension that there wererules. And they went through life
filled with aquiet, distracted dread that they weren't quite obeying them.

People said that there was one law for the rich and one law for the poor, but it wasn't true. There was no
law for those who made the law, and no law for theincorrigibly lawless. All the laws and rules werefor
those peopl e stupid enough to think like Cockbill Street people.

It was oddly quiet. Normally thereld be swarms of kids, and carts heading down towards the docks, but
today the place had a shut-in look.

In the middle of the road was a chalked hopscotch path.

Vimesfelt his knees go wesk. It was till here! When had he last seen it? Thirty-five years ago? Forty?
So it must have been drawn and redrawn thousands of times.

He'd been pretty good at it. Of course, they'd played it by Ankh-Morpork rules. Instead of kicking a
sone they'd kicked William Scuggins. It had been just one of the many inventive gamesthey'd played
which had involved kicking, chasing or jumping on William Scuggins until he threw one of hisfamous
wobblers and started frothing and violently attacking himsdlf.

Vimes had been able to drop William in the square of his choice ninetimes out often. The tenth time,
William bit hisleg.

In those days, tormenting William and finding enough to eat had made for asmple, sraightforward life,
There weren't so many questions you didn't know the answersto, except maybe how to stop your leg
festering.

Sir Samuel looked around, saw the Slent street, and flicked a stone out of the gutter with hisfoot. Then
he booted it surreptitiously aong the squares, adjusted his cloak, and hopped and jumped hisway up,
turned, hopped—

What was it you shouted as you hopped? 'Salt, mustard, vinegar, pepper?? No? Or was it the one that
went 'William Scugginsis abastard? Now he/d wonder about that all day.

A door opened acrossthe street. Vimesfroze, oneleg in mid-air, as two black-clothed figures came out
dowly and awkwardly.

Thiswas because they were carrying a coffin.

The natura solemnity of the occasion was diminished by their having to squeeze around it and out into the
street, pulling the casket after them and alowing two other pairs of bearersto edge their way into the
daylight.

Vimes remembered himsdf intimeto lower hisother foot, and then remembered even more of himsalf
and snatched his helmet off in respect.

Another coffin emerged. It wasalot smdler. It needed only two peopleto carry it and that wasredly
onetoo many.

As mourners trooped out behind them, Vimes fumbled in a pocket for the scrap of paper Detritus had
given him. The scenewas, initsway, funny, like the bit in acircus where the coach stops and adozen
clowns get out of it. Apartment houses round here made up for their limited number of rooms by having a
large number of people occupy them.

He found the paper and unfolded it. First Floor Back, 27 Cockbill Street.

Andthiswasit. Hed arrived in time for afunerd. Two funerals.

'Lookslikeit'sarealy bad day to be agolem, said Angua. There was a pottery hand lying in the guitter.
‘That's the third one we've seen smashed in the street.’

There was a crash up ahead, and adwarf came through awindow more or less horizontaly. Hisiron
helmet struck sparks as he hit the street, but the dwarf was soon up again and plunging back through the
adjacent doorway.



He emerged viathe window amoment later but wasfielded by Carrot, who set him on hisfest.

'Hdlo, Mr Oresmiter! Are you keeping well? And what is happening here?

'It'sthat devil Gimlet, Captain Carrot! Y ou should be arresting him!'

'Why, what's he done?

'He's been poisoning people, that's what!”

Carrot glanced at Angua, then back at Oresmiter. 'Poison? he said. That'savery serious alegation.’
"Youretdlingme! | wasup al night with Mrs Oresmiter! | didn't think much about it until | camein here
this morning and there were other people complaining—'

Hetried to struggle out of Carrot's grip. "Y ou know what? he said. 'Y ou knowwhat? We looked in his
cold room and you know what?Y ou knowwhat? Y ou know what he's been sdlling as meat?

‘Tell me,' said Carrot.

'Pork and beef!"

'Oh, dear.'

'And [amb!'

‘Teh, tch.'

‘Hardly any rat at al!'

Carrot shook his head at the duplicity of traders.

'And Snhori Glodssonsunclesson said he had Rat Surprise last night and helll swear there werechicken
bonesinit!’

Carrot let go of the dwarf. "Y ou stay here," he said to Angua and, head bowed, stepped insde Gimlet's
Hole Food Delicatessen.

An axe spun towards him. He caught it amost absent-mindedly and tossed it casualy aside.

ow!’

Therewas amelee of dwarfs around the counter. The row had aready gonewell past the stage when it
had anything much to do with the subject in hand and, these being dwarfs, now included matters of vital
importance such aswhose grandfather had stolen whose grandfather's mining claim three hundred years
ago and whose axe was at whose throat right now.

But there was something about Carrot's presence. The fighting gradualy stopped. Thefighterstried to
look asif they'd just happened to be standing there. There was a sudden and generd 'Axe? What axe?
Oh,this axe? | wasjust showing it to my friend Bjorn here, good old Bjorn' fed to the atmosphere.

‘All right,’ said Carrot. 'What's dl this about poison? Mr Gimlet firgt.'

It'sadiabolicd lie!" shouted Gimlet, from somewhere under the heap. 'l run awholesome restaurant! My
tables are so clean you could eat your dinner off them!”

Carrot raised his hands to stop the outburst this caused. 'Someone said something about rats,' he said.

'l told them, | use only the very best rats!' shouted Gimlet. ‘Good plump rats from the best locations!
None of your latrine rubbish! And they're hard to come by, let metell you!

'And when you can't get them, Mr Gimlet? said Carrot.

Gimlet paused. Carrot was hard to lieto. 'All right," he mumbled. 'Maybe when there's not enough |
might sort of plump out the stock with some chicken, maybe just abit of beef—'

'Hah! Abit?" More voiceswere raised.

"That's right, you should see his cold room, Mr Carrot!

'Y eah, he usessteak and cutslittlelegsin it and coversit with rat sauce!’

'l don't know, you try to do your best at very reasonable prices and thisis the thanks you get? said
Gimlet hotly. 'It's hard enough to make ends meet asitig!’

"Youdon't even make 'em of theright meat!"

Carrot sghed. There were no public hedlth lawsin Ankh-Morpork. It would be like installing smoke
detectorsin Hell.

‘Allright," he said. 'But you can't get poisoned by steak. No, honestly. No. No,shut up, dl of you. No, |
don't carewhat your motherstold you. Now, | want to know about this poisoning, Gimlet.'

Gimlet struggled to hisfeet.

'Wedid Rat Surprise last night for the Sons of Bloodaxe annua dinner,’ he said. Therewas agenerd



groan. '‘And itwas rat.' He raised his voice against the complaining. 'Y ou can't use anything else -listen -
you've got to have the noses poking through the pastry, dl right? Some of the best rat weve had infor a
longtime, let metd| you!'

'‘And you were dl ill afterwards? said Carrot, taking out his notebook.

‘Swvedting dl night!'

'Couldn't see straight!’

'l reckon | know every knothole on the back of the privy door!"

‘I'll writethat down asa"definitely”," said Carrot. 'Was there anything € se on the dinner menu?
'Vole-au-vents and Cream of Rat,' said Gimlet. 'All hygienically prepared.”

'How do you mean, "hygienicaly prepared’? said Carrot.

"The chef isunder strict ordersto wash his hands afterwards.’

The assembled dwarfs nodded. Thiswas certainly pretty hygienic. Y ou didn't want people going around
with ratty hands.

'Anyway, you've al been eating hereforyears,’ said Gimlet, sensng thisdight veer in hisdirection. Thisis
thefirg timethere's been any trouble, isn't it? My rats are famous!’

"Y our chicken's going to be pretty famous, too,’ said Carrot.

There was laughter thistime. Even Gimlet joined in. "All right, I'm sorry about the chicken. But it was that
or very poor rats, and you know | only buy from Wee Mad Arthur. He's trustworthy, whatever else you
may say about him. Y ou just can't get better rats. Everyone knowsthat."

That'll be Wee Mad Arthur in Gleam Street? said Carrot.

'Y es. Not amark on 'em, most of thetime.'

'Have you got any left?

'One or two.' Gimlet's expression changed. 'Here, you don't thinkhe poisoned them, do you? | never did
trugt thet little bugger!”

'Enquiries are continuing,’ said Carrot. He tucked his notebook away. 'l'd like somerats, please. Those
rats. To go.' He glanced at the menu, patted his pocket and looked questioningly out through the door at
Angua

'Y ou don't have tobuy them,’ she said wearily. "They'reevidence.’

'We can't defraud an innocent tradesman who may be the victim of circumstances,” said Carrot.

'Y ou want ketchup? said Gimlet. 'Only they're extrawith ketchup.'

The funerd carriage went dowly through the streets. It looked quite expensive, but that was Cockbill
Street for you. People put money by. Vimes remembered that. Y ou ways put money by, in Cockbill
Street. Y ou saved up for arainy day evenif it was pouring dready. And you'd die of shameif people
thought you could afford only a chegp funerd.

Half a dozen black-clad mourners came along behind, together with perhaps a score of people who had
tried at least to look respectable.

Vimesfollowed the procession at adistance dl the way to the cemetery behind the Temple of Small
Gods, where he lurked awkwardly among the gravestones and sombre graveyard trees while the priest
mumbled on.

The gods had made the people of Cockbill Street poor, honest and provident, Vimes reflected. They
might aswell have hung signs saying 'Kick me' on their backs and had done with it. Y et Cockbill Street
people tended towards religion, at least of theless demondtrative kind. They always put alittle life by for
arany eternity.

Eventually the crowd around the graves broke up and drifted away with the aimless |ook of people
whose immediate future contains ham rolls,

Vimes spotted atearful young woman in the main group and advanced carefully. 'Er. . . are you Mildred
Easy? hesad.



She nodded. "Who are you? Shetook in the cut of his coat and added, 'sir?

Wasthat old Mrs Easy who used to do dressmaking? said Vimes, taking her gently aside.

That'sright

‘Andthe. .. smaler coffin?

‘That was our William-

Thegirl looked asif shewere about to cry again.

'‘Can we have atak? said Vimes. There are somethings | hope you can tell me.'

He hated the way his mind worked. A proper human being would have shown respect and quietly
walked away. But, as hed stood among the chilly stones, ahorrible gpprehension had stolen over him
that dmost dl the answerswere in place now, if only he could work out the questions.

Shelooked around at the other mourners. They had reached the gate and were staring back curioudy at
the two of them.

'Er ... I know thisisn't theright time," said Vimes. 'But, when the kids play hopscotch in the Street, what's
the rhyme they sing?" Sdlt, mustard, vinegar, pepper?’, isnt it?

She gtared at hisworried grin. That's a skipping rhyme,' she said coldly. 'When they play hopscotch they
sang "Billy Skunkinsisabrass stud”. Who are you?

'I'm Commander Vimes of the Watch, said Vimes. So ... Willy Scugginswould live on in the street, in
disguissandinafashion. .. And old Stoneface was just some guy on abonfire. . .

Then her tears came.

Itsdl right, it'sdl right,’ said Vimes, as soothingly as he could. ‘| was brought up in Cockbill Street,
that'swhy | ...1 meanI'm...I'mnot hereon ... I'm not out to ... look, I know you took food home from
the palace. That'sdl right by me. I'mnot hereto ... oh, damn, would you like my handkerchief? | think
your onesfull.'

'Everyone doesit!’

'Yes, | know.'

'‘Anyway, cook never saysnothing ..." She began to sob again.

Yes, yes!

'Everyonetakes afew things,' said Mildred Easy. 'It's not likestealing.

It is,thought Vimestreacheroudy.But | don't give a damn.

And now . . . hed got agrip on the long copper rod and was climbing into a high place while the thunder
muttered around him. The, er, the last food you sso— were given,' he said. 'What wasit?

"Just some blancmange and some, you know, that sort of jam made out of mest. . .

‘Pate?

'Yes. | thought it would be alittle trest..."

Vimes nodded. Rich, mushy food. The sort you'd give to a baby who was peaky and to agranny who
hadn't got any teeth.

Wédl, he was on the roof now, the clouds were black and threatening, and he might aswell wavethe
lightning conductor. Timetoask . . .

The wrong question, asit proved.

Tdl me' hesaid, ‘what did Mrs Easy die of ?

'Let meput it likethis,' said Cheery. 'If these rats had been poisoned with lead instead of arsenic, you'd
have been able to sharpen their noses and use them as a pencil .

She lowered the beaker.

'‘Areyou sure? said Carrot.

'Y es

"Wee Mad Arthur wouldn't poison rats, would he? Especially not rats that were going to be eaten.’
'I've heard he doesn't like dwarfs much,’ said Angua



'Y es, but businessis business.No one who does alot of busnesswith dwarfs likes them much, and he
must supply every dwarf cafe and ddicatessen in the city.'

'Maybe they ate arsenic before he caught them? said Angua.'People useit asarat poison, after dl . . .
'Yes,' said Carrot, in avery deliberate way. They do.'

"Y ou're not suggesting thatVetinari tucksinto anicerat every day? said Angua

'I've heard he uses rats as spies, so | don't think he uses them as e evenses,’ said Carrot. ‘But it'd be nice
to know where Wee Mad Arthur gets hisfrom, don't you think?

‘Commander Vimes saidhe was |ooking after the Vetinari case,' said Angua

‘But we're just finding out why Gimlet'srats are full of arsenic/ said Carrot, innocently. ‘Anyway, | was
going to ask Sergeant Colon to look into it.'

‘But. .. WeeMad Arthur? said Angua. 'He's mad.’

'Fred can take Nobby with him. I'll go and tell him. Um. Cheery?

'Y es, Captain?

'Y ou've been, er, you've been trying to hide your face from me ... oh. Did someone hit you?

‘No, sr!’

'Only your eyes|ook abit bruised and your lips-

'I'mfine, Sr!" said Cheery desperately.

'Oh, wdll, if you say so. I'll... er, I'll. . . look for Sergeant Colon, then ..."

He backed out, embarrassed.

That left thetwo of them. All girls together, thought Angua.One normal girl between the two of us, at
any rate.

'l don't think the mascaraworks,” Anguasaid. 'The lipstick's fine but the mascara... | don't think so.'

'l think | need practice.’

'Y ou sure you want to keep the beard?

"You don't mean . . .shave? Cheery backed away.

‘All right, dl right. What about the iron hemet?

'It belonged to my grandmother! It'sdwarfish!’

'Fine. Fine. Okay. Y ou've made agood gtart, anyway.'

'Er ... what do you think of ... this? said Cheery, handing her abit of paper.

Anguareadit. It wasalist of names, athough most of them were crossed out:

Cheery Littlebottom
Cherry
Sherry
Sherri
Lucinda Littlebottom
Shary
Sharri
Cheri

'Er ... what do you think? said Cheery nervoudly.
""Lucindd'? said Angua, raisng her eyebrows.
'I've dways liked the sound of the name!’
""Cheri" isnice, said Angua. '‘And it israther like the one you've got aready. The way people spdl inthis
town, no onewill actudly notice unlessyou point it out to them.’
Cheery's shoulders sagged with released tension. When you've made up your mind to shout out who you
aretotheworld, it'sardief to know that you can do it in awhisper.
'Cheri' , thought Angua.Now, what does that name conjure up? Does the mental picture include
iron boots, iron helmet, a small worried face and a long beard?
Well, it does now.
Somewhere underneath Ankh-Morpork arat went about its business, ambling unconcernedly through the



ruins of adamp cdlar. It turned acorner towards the grain store it knew was up ahead, and amost
walked into another rat.

This one was standing on its hind-legs, though, and wearing atiny black robe and carrying ascythe. Such
of its snout that could be seen was bone-white.

SQUEAK?it said.

Then the vision faded and revealed adightly smdler figure. There was nothing in the least rat-like about
it, part from its size. It was human, or a least humanoid. It was dressed in ratskin trousers but was bare
abovethewaist, apart from two bandoliersthat criss-crossed its chest. And it was smoking atiny cigar.
It raised avery small crossbow and fired.

The soul of therat - for anything so Smilar in o many ways to human beings certainly hasa soul
-watched gloomily asthefigure took its recent habitation by the tail and towed it away. Then it looked up
at the Degth of Rats.

'Squeak? it said.

The Grim Squeaker nodded.

SQUEAK.

A minute later Wee Mad Arthur emerged into the daylight, dragging the rat behind him. There were
fifty-seven neatly lined up aong the wall, but despite his name Wee Mad Arthur made a point of not
killing the young and the pregnant femaes. It's dways agood ideato make sure you've got ajob
tomorrow.

Hissign was till tacked up over the hole. Wee Mad Arthur, asthe only insect and vermin exterminator
able to meet the enemy on its own terms, found that it paid to advertise.

<divstyle="border:solidwindowtext.5pt; padding: 1.0pt4.0pt1.0pt4.0pt™>'WEE MAD' ARTHUR
For those little things that get you down

Rats * FREE*

Mise: 1p per tentails

Moles. 1/2p each

Warsps: 50p per nest. Hornets 20p extra

Cockroaches and smilar by aranjement.

Small Fees- BIG JOBS

</div>

Arthur took out the world's smallest notebook and a piece of pencil lead. See here, now . . . fifty-eight
skins at two apenny, City bounty for thetails a a penny per ten, and the carcasesto Gimlet at tuppence
per three, the hard-driving dwarf bastard that hewas.. . .

There was amoment's shadow, and then someone stamped on him.

‘Right," said the owner of the boot. 'Still catching rats without aGuild card, are you? Easiest ten dollars
we ever earned, Sid. Let'sgo and—'

The man waslifted severa inches off the ground, whirled around, and hurled againgt the wall. His
companion stared as a streak of dust raced across his boot, but reacted too late.

'He's gone up me trouser! He's gone up me—arrgh!’

Therewas acrack.

'Meknee! Me knee! He's broken me knee!'

The man who had been flung aside tried to get up, but something scurried across his chest and landed
adtride his nose.

'Hey, pa? said Wee Mad Arthur. 'Can yer mother sew, pa?'Y eah? Then get her to titch thisone!’
He grabbed an eydid in each hand and thrust his head forward with pin-point precison. Therewas
anothercrack asthe skulls met.

The man with the broken kneetried to drag himsalf away but Wee Mad Arthur legpt from his stunned



comrade and proceeded to kick him. The kicks of aman not much more than six inches high should not

hurt, but Wee Mad Arthur seemed to have alot more mass than his size would allow. Being nutted by
Arthur was like being hit by asted ball from adingshot. A kick seemed to have dl the power of one
from alarge man, but very painfully concentrated into asmaller area.

'Y ez can tell them buggers at the Rat-Catchers Guild that | works for whoze | want and chargeswhat |
like, he said, between kicks. 'And them shites can stop tryin' to persecute the small businessman . . .
The other guild enforcer made it to the end of the dley. Arthur gave Sid afina kick and left himinthe

guitter.

Wee Mad Arthur walked back to histask, shaking his head. He worked for nothing and sold hisratsfor
haf the officid rate, aheinous crime. Y et Wee Mad Arthur was growing rich because the guild hadn't got
itsjoint heads around the idea of fiscdl relativity.

Arthur charged alotmore for hisservices. A lot more, that is, from the specialized and above allow point
of view of Wee Mad Arthur. What Ankh-Morpork had yet to understand was that the smaller you are
the more your money isworth.

A dollar for ahuman bought aloaf of bread that was eaten in afew bites. The same dollar for Wee Mad
Arthur bought the same-sized | oaf, but it was food for aweek and could then be further hollowed out
and used as a bedroom.

The sze-differentid problem was aso respongible for hisfrequent drunkenness. Few publicanswere
prepared to sall beer by the thimbleful or had gnome-sized mugs. Wee Mad Arthur had to go drinking in
aswimming cosume.

But he liked hiswork. No one could clear out rats like Wee Mad Arthur. Old and cunning rats that knew
all about traps, deadfalls and poison were helplessin the face of his attack, which waswhere, in fact, he
often attacked. Thelast thing they felt was a hand gripping each of their ears, and the last thing they saw
was his forehead, approaching at speed.

Muittering under his breath, Wee Mad Arthur got back to his calculations. But not for long.

He spun around, forehead cocked.

It'sonly us, Wee Mad Arthur,' said Sergeant Colon, stepping back hurriedly.

‘That'sMr Wee Mad Arthur to youse, copper,’ said Wee Mad Arthur, but he relaxed alittle.
"We're Sergeant Colon and Corpora Nobbs," said Colon.

'Y eah, you remember us, don't you? said Nobby, in awheedling voice. 'We was the ones who helped
you when you was fighting them three dwarfs last week.'
'Y ez pulled me off 'f them, if that'swhat you mean,' ssid Wee Mad Arthur. 'Just when I'd got ‘em all
down.’
'We want to talk to you about somerats,’ said Colon.
'Can't take on any more customers,’ said Wee Mad Arthur firmly.
‘Some rats you sold to Gimlet's Hole Food Delicatessen afew days ago.’
'What's that to yez?
'He reckons they was poisoned,’ said Nobby, who had taken the precaution of moving behind Colon.
I never uses poison!’

Colon redlized he was backing away from aman six inches high. 'Y eah, well... see.... fing is.... you being
infightsand that. . . you don't get on with dwarfs. . . some peoplemight say . . . fingis... it could look
like you might have agrudge.' He took another step back and amost tripped over Nobby.
'Grudge? Why should | have agrudge, pa? It ain't methat getsthe kicking!' said Wee Mad Arthur,
advancing.

'‘Good point. Good point,’ said Colon. 'Only it'd help, right, if you could tell us... where you got those
ratsfrom. ..

‘Like the Patrician's palace, maybe,' said Nobby.

"The palace? No one catchesrats at the palace. That's not allowed. No, | remember those rats. They
wuz good fat ones, | wanted a penny each, but he held out for four for thregpence, th' ole skinflint that he
is'
'Where did you get them, then?



Wee Mad Arthur shrugged. 'Down the cattle market. | do the cattle market Tuesdays. Couldn't tell yez
where they came from. Them tunnels guz everywhere, see?
'Could they've eaten poison before you caught them? said Colon.

Wee Mad Arthur bristled. 'No one puts down poison round there. | won't haveit, see? | got al the
contracts aong the Shambles, and | won't ded with any gobshite who uses poison. | doesn't charge for
extermination, see? Guildhates that. But | chooses me customers." Wee Mad Arthur grinned wickedly. 'l
only guz wheréstheresthe finest eating for theratsand | clean up flogging 'em to the lawn ornaments. |
find anyone using poison on my patch, they can pay guild rates for guild work, hah, and see how they like
it.

'I can seeyou're going to beabig man inindustria catering,’ said Colon.

Wee Mad Arthur put his head on one side. 'D'youse know what happened to the last man that made a
crack likethat? he said.

'Er...no...7 sad Colon.

'Neither does anyone else,' said Wee Mad Arthur, "cos hewas never found. Have yez finished? Only |
got awasps nest to clean out before | go home.'

'So you were catching them under the Shambles? Colon persisted.

'All theway aong. 'Sagood beat. There's tanners, tallow men, butchers, sausage-makers. . . That's
good grazing, if yourearat.'

'Y eah, right,’ said Colon. 'Fair enough. Well, | reckon weve taken up enough of your time—'
'How d'you catch wasps? said Nobby, intrigued. 'Smoke ‘em out?

" Tisunsporting not to hit them on the wing,' said Wee Mad Arthur. 'But if it'sabusy day | make up
squibs out of that No. i black powder the achemists sall." He indicated the laden bandoliers over his
shoulders.

'Y ou blow them up? said Nobby. That don't sound too sporting.'

'Y eah? Just ever tried settin’ and lightin' half a dozen fuses and then fightin' your way back out of the
entrance before the first one goes of f?

'It'sawild-goose chase, Sarge,' said Nobby, asthey strolled away. 'Some rats et some poison
somewhere and he got them. What're we supposed to do about it? Poisonin' ratsain'tillegd.’

Colon scratched his chin. 'l think we could be in abit of trouble, Nobby," he said. ‘I mean, everyone's
been bustling around detectoring and we could end up looking aright couple of noddies. | mean, do you
want to go back to the Yard and say we talked to Wee Mad Arthur and he said it wasn't him, end of
story? We're humans, right? Well,lam and | know you probably are - and we're definitely bringing up the
rear around here. I'm telling you, thisain't my Watch any more, Nobby. Trolls, dwarfs, gargoyles. . . I've
nothing againgt them, you know me, but I'm looking forward to my little farm with chickens round the
door. And | wouldn't mind goin' out with something to be proud of .

'Well, what do you want us to do? Knock on every door round the cattle market and ask 'em if they've
got any arsenic in the place?

'Yep,' said Colon. 'Wak and talk. That'swhat Vimes aways says.'

‘There's hundreds of 'em! Anyway, they'd say no.’

‘Right, but we got toarsk. T'aint likeit used to be, Nobby. Thisis modern policing. Detectoring. These
days, we got to get results. | mean, the Watch is getting bigger. | don't mind ole Detritus bein' a sergeant,
he's not bad when you get to know him, but one of these daysit could be adwarf giving out orders,
Nobby. It'sdl right for me'cos|'ll be out on my farm—'

'Nailin' chickens round the door," said Nobby.

'—hut you've got your future to think about. An', the way things are going, maybe the Watch'll be looking
for another captain. It'd be aright bugger if he turned out to have a name like Stronginthearm, eh, or
Shale. So you'd better look smart.’



"Younever wanted to be a captain, Fred?

'Me? A hofficer? | have my pride, Nobby. I've nothing againgt hofficering for them asiscdled to it, but
it'snot for the likes of me. My place iswith the common man.'

I wishminewas," said Nobby gloomily. 'Look what wasin my pigeonhole thismorning.’

He handed the sergeant a square of card, with gold edging. ' "Lady Selachii will be At Homethispm
from five onwards, and requests the pleasure of the company of Lord de Nobbes," ' he read.

‘Oh.’

‘I’ve heard about these rich ole women,' said Nobby, dgectedly. 'l reckon shewantsmeto bea
giggle-low, isthat right?

‘Nah, nah,' said the sergeant, looking at passon's most unlikely plaything. 'l know this stufffrom my uncle.
"At Home" islike ahbit of adrinksdo. It'swhere dl you nobs hob-nob, Nobby. Y ou just drink and scoff
and talk about literachoor and the arts'’

'l haven't got any posh clothes," said Nobby.

'Ah, that's whereyou score, Nobby,' said Colon. 'Uniformsis okay. Adds abit of tone, in fact. Especialy
if you look dashing, he said, ignoring the evidence that Nobby was, in fact, merely runny.

'Isthat afact? said Nobby, brightening up a bit. 'I've got alot more of 'em invites, too, he said. 'Posh
cardswhat look like they've been nibbled aong the edges with gold teeth. Dinners, bdls, al kinds of
Suff.’

Colon looked down at hisfriend. A strange and yet persuasive thought crept into hismind. 'We-dll,' he
said, ‘it'sthe end of the socid Season, see? Time's running out.’

'What for?

'We-dll. . . could be al them posh women want to marry you off to their daughterswho'rein Season . . .'
'What?

'Nothing beats an earl except aduke, and we haven't got one of them. And we ain't got aking, neither.
The Earl of Ankh would bewhat they callsasocia catch.' Yes, it waseaser if hesaid it to himsdf like
that. If you subgtituted 'Nobby Nobbs for 'Earl of Ankh'it didn't work. But itdid work when youjust said
'Earl of Ankh'. Thered be many women who'd be happy to be the mother-in-law of the Earl of Ankh
evenif it meant having Nobby Nobbsinto the bargain.

Widl, afew, anyway.

Nobby's eyes gleamed. 'Neverthought of that," he said. 'And some of these girls have abit of cash, too?
'‘More'nyou, Nobby.'

'And of course| owesit to my posterity to seethat the line of Nobbses doesn't die out,” Nobby added,
thoughtfully.

Colon beamed at him with the rather worried expression of amad doctor who has bolted on the head,
applied the crackling lightning to the e ectrodes, and is now watching his cregtion lurch down to the
village

'Cor,' said Nobby, his eyes now unfocusing dightly.

‘Right, butbefore that,’ said Colon, ‘1’1l do all the places dong the Shambles and you do Chittling Street
and then we can push off back to the Yard, job done and dusted. Okay?

'Afternoon, Commander Vimes,' said Carrot, shutting the door behind him. ‘Captain Carrot reporting.'
Vimeswas dumped in his chair, staring at the window. The fog was creeping up again. Already the
OperaHouse opposite was alittle hazy.

'We, er, had alook at as many golemsaswe could, gir,' said Carrot, trying diplomatically to seeif there
was a bottle anywhere on the desk. There's hardly any, sir. We found eleven had smashed themsalves up
or sawn their heads off and by lunchtime people were smashing 'em or taking out their words themselves,
ar. It'snot nice, Sr. Theresbits of pottery al over thecity. It'sasif peoplewere. . . just waiting for the
opportunity. It'sodd, sir. All they do iswork and keep themsalves to themselves and don't offer any



harm to anyone. And some of the onesthat smashedthemselves |eft . . . well, notes, Sir. Sort of saying
they were sorry and ashamed, Sir. They kept on going on about their clay . . .

Vimes did not respond.

Carrot leaned sideways and down, in case there was a bottle on the floor. '"And Gimlet's Hole Food
Ddlicatessen has been sdlling poisoned rat. Arsenic, Sir. I've asked Sergeant Colon and Nobby to follow
that one. It might just be some kind of mix-up, but you never know.’

Vimesturned. Carrot could hear his breathing. Short, sharp bursts, like aman trying to keep himself
under control. 'What have we missed, Captain? he said, in afaraway voice.

'Sr?

'In hislordship's bedroom. There'sthe bed. The desk. Things on the desk. The table by the bed. The
chair. Therug. Everything. We replacedeverything. He eats food. We've checked the food, yes?
Thewholelarder, s’

Tsthat afact? We might be wrong there. | don't understand how, but we might be wrong. There's some
evidence lying in the cemetery that suggestswe are.’ Vimeswas nearly growling. 'What e seisthere?
Littlebottom says there's no marks on him. What e seis there? L et's find out thehow and with any luck
that'll give usthewho.'

'He breathes the air more than anyone else, s—'

'But we moved him into another bedroom! Even if someonewas, | don't know, pumping poisonin. ..
they couldn't change roomswith us al watching. It's got to be the food!'

'I've watched them tagteiit, Sir.’

Then it's something we're not seeing, damn it! People aredead, Captain! Mrs Easy'sdead!’

'Who, sr?

'Y ou've never heard of her?

'Can't say that | have, Sir. What did she useto do?

'Do? Nothing, | suppose. She just brought up nine kids in a couple of roomsyou couldn't stretch out in
and she sewed shirtsfor tuppence an hour, every hour the bloody gods sent, and all she did waswork
and keep hersdlf to hersaf and sheisdead, Captain. And so's her grandson. Aged fourteen months.
Because her granddaughter took them some grub from the palace! A bit of atreat for them! And d'you
know what? Mildred thought | was going to arrest her for theft! At the damn funerd, for gods sake!'
Vimessfists opened and closed, his knuckles showing white. 'It'smurder now. Not assass nation, not
palitics, it'smurder. Because we're not asking the right damnquestions!”

The door opened.

'Oh, good afternoon, squire,” said Sergeant Colon brightly, touching his helmet. 'Sorry to bother you. |
expect it's your busy time, but I've got to ask, just to eliminate you from our enquiries, so to speak. Do
you use any arsenic around the place?

'Er . .. don't leave the officer standing there, Fanley,' said anervous voice, and the workman stepped
aside. 'Good afternoon, officer. How may we help you?

'Checking up on arsenic, sir. Seems some's been getting whereit shouldn't.'

'Er ... good heavens. Redlly. I'm surewe don't use any, but do come insdewhile| check with the
foremen. I'm certain theres a pot of tea hot, too.'

Colon looked behind him. The mist was risng. The sky was going grey. 'Wouldn't say no, sir!* he said.
The door closed behind him.

A moment later, there was the faint scrape of the bolts.



‘Right, said Vimes. 'Let'sstart again.’ He picked up an imaginary ladle.

'I'm the cook. I've made this nourishing grud that tasteslike dog's water. I'm filling up three bowls.
Everyone'swatching me. All the bowls have been well washed, right? Okay. The tasters take two, oneto
taste, and these days the other's for Littlebottom to check, and then a servant - that's you, Carrot - takes
thethirdoneand. . .

'Putsit in the dumbwaiter, Sr. There's one up to every room.'

'l thought they carried them up?

'Six floors? It'd get stone-cold, sir.'

‘All right . . . hold on. We've gonetoo far. Y ou've got the bowl. D'you put it on atray?

'Yes, gr.

'Put it on atray, then.'

Carrot obediently put theinvisible bowl on aninvisibletray.

'Anything else? said Vimes,

'Piece of bread, sir. And we check the loaf '

‘Soup spoon?

Yes, gr.'

'Well, don't just stand there. Put themon. . '

Carrot detached one hand from the invisible tray to take an invisible piece of bread and an intangible
spoon.

'Anything else? said Vimes. 'Salt and pepper?

'l think | remember salt and pepper pots, sir.’

'On they go, then.’

Vimes stared hawk-like at the space between Carrot's hands.

'No," he said. 'We wouldn't have missed that, would we? | mean . . . wewouldn't, would we?

He reached out and picked up an invisible tube.

‘Tell me we checked the sdlt,' he said.

‘That's the pepper, sir,' said Carrot helpfully.

'Sdt! Mustard! Vinegar! Pepper!” said Vimes. 'We didn't check al the food and then let hislordship tip
poison on to suit histaste, did we? Arsenic'sametal. Can't you get ... metd sats? Tell me we asked
oursalvesthat. We aren't that stupid, are we?

‘I'll check directly, said Carrot. He looked around desperately. ‘I'll just put the tray down—'

'Not yet, said Vimes. ‘I’ ve been here before. We don't rush off shouting "Give me atowd!" just because
we've had oneidea. Let's keep looking, shall we? The spoon. What's it made of ?

'‘Good point. I'll check the cutlery, sir.'

'‘Nowwe're cooking with charcod! What's he been drinking?

‘Boiled water, gr. Weve tested the water. And | checked the glasses!

'‘Good. So... weve got the tray and you put the tray in the dumbwaiter and then what?

"The men in the kitchen haul on the ropes and it goes up to the sixth floor.’

'‘No stops?

Carrot looked blank.

It goesup six floors," said Vimes. 'It'sjust a shaft with abig box in it that can be pulled up and down,
isnt it?I'll bet therésadoor into it on every floor.'

‘Some of the floors are hardly used these days, Sr—'

'Even better for our poisoner, hmm? He just stands there, bold asyou like, and waits for the tray to come
by, right? We don'tknow that the meal which arrivesisthe one that |eft, do we?

‘Brilliant, gr!’

'It happens at night, I'll swear,' said Vimes. 'He's chipper in the evenings and out like alight next morning.
What timeis his supper sent up?

'While he's poorly, around six o'clock, sir, said Carrot. ‘It's got dark by then. Then he gets on with his
writing.

‘Right. Welve got alot to do. Come on.'



The Patrician was Sitting up in bed reading when Vimes entered. 'Ah, Vimes,' he said.

'Y our supper will be up shortly, my lord,’ said Vimes. 'And can | once again say that our job would be a
lot easier if you let us move you out of the palace?

I'msureit would be,' said Lord Vetinari.

There was arattle from the dumbwaiter. Vimes walked across and opened the doors.

There was adwarf in the box. He had aknife between histeeth and an axe in each hand, and was
glowering with ferocious concentration.

'‘Good heavens,' said Vetinari weekly. 'l hope at |east they've included some mustard.

'Any problems, Constable? said Vimes.

'Nofe, fir,' said the dwarf, unfolding himsdlf and removing the knife. 'Very dull al theway up, Sr. There
was other doors and they all looked pretty unused, but | nailed ‘em up anyway like Captain Carrot said,
ar.

'Well done. Down you go.'

Vimes shut the doors. There was more rattling as the dwarf began his descent.

'Every detail covered, eh, Vimes?

'l hope so, g’

The box came back up again, with atray init. Vimestook it out.

'What's this?

‘A Klatchian Hots without anchovies,' said Vimes, lifting the cover. 'We got it from Ron's PizzaHovel
round the corner. Theway | seeit, no one can poison dl thefood in the city. And the cutlery'sfrom my
place.

'Y ou have the mind of atrue policeman, Vimes!'

"Thank you, Sir.'

‘Redlly? Was it acompliment? The Patrician prodded at the plate with the air of an explorer in astrange
country.

'Has someonealready eaten this, Vimes?

'No, sir. That's just how they chop up the food.'

'Oh, I'see. | thought perhaps the food-tasters were getting over-enthusiastic,’ said the Patrician. 'My
word. What atreat | have to look forward to.'

'l can seeyou'refeding better, ar,' sad Vimes fiffly.

"Thank you, Vimes'

When Vimes had gone Lord Vetinari ate the pizza, or at least those parts of it he thought he could
recognize. Then he put the tray aside and blew out the candle by hisbed. He sat in the dark for awhile,
then felt under his pillow until hisfinger located asmall sharp knife and abox of matches.

Thank goodness for Vimes. There was something endearing about his desperate, burning and above dl
misplaced competence. If the poor man took any longer held haveto start giving him hints.

In the main office Carrot sat done, watching Dorfl.

The golem stood where it had been left. Someone had hung a dishcloth on one arm. The top of itshead
was il open.

Carrot spent awhile with his chin on one hand, just staring. Then he opened adesk drawer and took out
Dorfl's chem. He examined it. He got up. He walked over to the golem. He placed the wordsin the
head.

An orange glow rosein Dorfl's eyes. What was baked pottery took on that faintest of auras that marked



the change between the living and the dead.

Carrot found the golem's date and pencil and pushed them into Dorfl's hand, then stood back.

The burning gaze followed him as he removed his sword belt, undid his breastplate, took off hisjerkin
and pulled hiswoollen vest over hishead.

The glow wasreflected from hismuscles. They glistened in the candidight.

'No weapons,’ said Carrot. 'No armour. Y ou see? Now listento me. .

Dorfl lurched forward and swung afigt.

Carrot did not move.

The fist stopped a hair's-breadth from Carrot's unblinking eyes.

'l didn't think you could," he said, as the golem swung again and the fist jerked to astop afraction of an
inch from Carrot's scomach. 'But sooner or later you'll haveto talk to me. Write, anyway. '

Dorfl paused. Then it picked up the date pencil.

TAKEMY WORDS!

"Tel me about the golem who killed people. '

The pencil did not move.

"The others have killed themsalves," said Carrot.

| KNOW.

'‘Howdo you know?

The golem watched him. Then it wrote:

CLAY OF MY CLAY.

"Y ou fed what other golemsfed? said Carrot.

Dorfl nodded.

'And people are killing golems," said Carrot. 'l don't know if | can stop that. But | can try. | think | know
what's happening, Dorfl. Some of it. | think | know who you werefollowing. Clay of your clay. Shaming
you dl. Something went wrong. You tried to put it right. | think . . . you al had such hopes. But the
wordsinyour head'll defeat you every time. . .

The golem stayed motionless.

"You sold him, didn't you, ' said Carrot quietly. "Why?

The words were scribbled quickly.

GOLEM MUST HAVE A MASTER.

"Why? Because the words say so0?

GOLEMMUST HAVE A MASTER.

Carrot sighed. Men had to breathe, fish had to swim, golems had to have amagter. 'l don't know if | can
sort this out, but no one dseisgoing to try, believe me," he said.

Dorfl did not move,

Carrot went back to where he had been standing. 'I'm wondering if the old priest and Mr Hopkinson did
something ... orhel ped to do something,' he said, watching the golem'sface. ‘I’'m wondering if . . .
afterwards . . . something turned against them, found the world abit too much . . '

Dorfl remained impassive.

Carrot nodded. 'Anyway, you're free to go. What happens now isup to you. I'll helpyou if | can. If a
golemisathing then it can't commit murder, and I'll till try to find out why dl thisis happening. If a
golemcan commit murder, then you arepeople, and what is being doneto you isterrible and must be
stopped. Either way, you win, Dorfl. He turned his back and fiddled with some papers on hisdesk. The
big trouble," he added, 'isthat everyone wants someone else to read their minds for them and then make
the world work properly. Even golems, perhaps.’

He turned back to face the golem. 'l know you've dl got a secret. But, the way things are going, there
won't be any of you left to keepit.'

He looked hopefully at Dorfl.

NO.CLAY OF MY CLAY.| WILL NOT BETRAY.

Carrot Sighed. 'Wdll, | won't force you.' He grinned. 'Although, you know, | could. | could write afew
extrawords on your chem. Tell you to be talkative.'



Thefiresrosein Dorfl’ seyes.

‘But | won't. Because that would be inhumane. Y ou haven't murdered anyone. | can't deprive you of your
freedom because you haven't got any. Go on. Y ou can go. It'snot asif | don't know whereyou live.!'
TOWORK ISTOLIVE.

'What isit golemswant, Dorfl? 1've seen you golemswalking around the streets and working al thetime,
but what isit you actually hopeto achieve?

The date pencil scribbled.

RESPITE.

Then Dorfl turned around and walked out of the building,

'D*mn!" said Carrot, adifficult linguistic feat. He drummed hisfingers on the desk, then got up abruptly,
put his clothing back on and stalked down the corridor to find Angua

Shewasleaning againgt thewall in Corporad Littlebottom's office, talking to the dwarf.

'I've sent Dorfl home,' said Carrot.

'Has he got one? said Angua.

'Well, back to the daughterhouse, anyway. But it's probably not agood time for agolem to be out done
30 I'm just going to stroll dong after him and keep . . . Areyou dl right, Corporal Little-bottom?

'Yes, gr,' said Cheri.

'Yourewearing a. ..a. ..a..." Carrot's mind rebelled at the thought of what the dwarf was wearing and
settled for: "A kilt?

'Yes, ar. A irt, Sir. A leather one, Sir’

Carrot tried to find a suitable response and had to resort to:'Oh.’

‘I'll comewith you, said Angua. 'Cheri can keep an eye on the desk.’

‘A ... kilt, said Carrot. 'Oh. Wdll, er ... just keep an eye on things. Wewon't belong. And.. . . er ... just
keep behind the desk, dl right?

'‘Comeon,’ said Angua.

When they were out in thefog Carrot said, ‘Do you think there's something abit ...odd about
Littlebottom?

'Seemslike a perfectly ordinary femaleto me,' said Angua

'Female?Hetold you hewasfemade?

'She,’ Angua corrected. Thisis Ankh-Morpork, you know. We've got extra pronouns here!'

She could sméell his bewilderment. Of course, everyone knew that, somewhere down under al those
layers of leather and chain mail, dwarfs came in enough different types to ensure the future production of
more dwarfs, but it was not a subject that dwarfs discussed other than at those essentia pointsina
courtship when embarrassment might otherwise arise.

'Wdll, | would have thought she'd have the decency to keep it to hersdlf,' Carrot said finaly. ‘I mean, I've
nothing againgt females. I'm pretty certain my stepmother isone. But | don't think it'svery clever, you
know, to go around drawing attention to the fact."

‘Carrat, | think you've got something wrong with your head,' said Angua.

'What?

'l think you may have got it stuck up your bum. | mean,good grief. A bit of make-up and adressand
you're acting as though she'd become Miss VaVaVoom and started dancing on tables down at the
Skunk Club!'

Therewere afew seconds of shocked silence while theyboth considered theimage of adwarfish
strip-tease dancer. Both minds rebelled.

'‘Anyway,' said Angua, 'if people can't be themsalvesin Ankh-Morpork, where can they?

"Therell be trouble when the other dwarfs notice," said Carrot. 'l could amost see hisknees.Her knees.'
'Everyone's got knees.'

'Perhaps, but it's asking for trouble to flaunt them. | mean,I'm used to knees. | can look at knees and
think, "Oh, yes, knees, they're just hingesin your legs’, but some of the lads—'

Anguasniffed. 'He turned | eft here. Some of the ladswhat" ?"

'Wdll ... | don't know how they'll react, that's all. Y ou shouldn't have encouraged her. | mean, of course



theré'sfemale dwarfsbut ... | mean, they have the decency not to show it.’

He heard Angua gasp. Her voice sounded rather far away when she said, 'Carrot, you know I've dways
respected your attitude to the citizens of Ankh-Morpork.'

'Yes?

'I"ve been impressed by the way you really seem to be blind to thingslike shape and colour.'

'Yes?

'And you always seem to care for people.’

'Yes?

'And you know that | feel considerable affection for you.' 'Y es?

It'sjust that, sometimes 'Y es? 'l redlly, redlly,really wonder why.'

Carriages were thickly parked outside Lady Selachii's mansion when Corporal Nobbs strolled up the
drive. He knocked on the door.

A footman opened it. 'Servants entrance,’ said the footman, and made to shut the door again.

But Nobby's outstretched foot had been ready for this. 'Read these,' he said, thrusting two bits of paper
ahim.

Thefirst onereed:

|, after hearing evidence from anumber of experts, including Mrs Slipdry the midwife, certify that the
balance of probability isthat the bearer of this document, C. W. St John Nobbs, is ahuman being.
Signed, Lord Vetinari.

The other wasthe letter from Dragon King of Arms.

Thefootman's eyes widened. 'Oh, | am terribly sorry, your lordship, he said. He stared again at
Corpora Nobbs. Nobby was clean-shaven - at least, the last time he'd shaved he'd been cleanshaven -
but hisface had so many minor topologica featuresit looked like avery bad example of dash-and-burn
agriculture.

'Oh, dear,’ added the footman. He pulled himsdlf together. 'The other visitors normally just have cards.'
Nobby produced a battered deck. 'I'm probably busy hobnobbing right now," he said. 'But I'm game for
afew rounds of Cripple Mr Onion afterwards, if you like."

The footman looked him up and down. He didn't get out much. He'd heard rumours - who hadn't? -that
working in the Watch was the rightful king of Ankh-Morpork. Hed have to admit that, if you wanted to
hide asecret heir to the throne, you couldn't possibly hide him more carefully than under the face of C.
W. St J. Nobbs.

On the other hand . . . the footman was something of an historian, and knew that in itslong history even
the throne itself had been occupied by creatures who had been hunchbacked, one-eyed,
knuckle-dragging and as ugly as sin. On that bas's Nobby was asroya asthey came. If, technicdly, he
wasn't hunchbacked, thiswas only because he was hunched front and sides, too. There might be atime,
the footman thought, when it paid to hitch your wagon to adtar, even if said sar was ared dwarf.

'Y ou've never been to one of these affairs before, mlord? he said.

'Frg time," said Nobby.

Tm sure your lordship's blood will rise to the occasion,’ said the footman weekly.

I'll have to go, Anguathought asthey hurried through thefog.l can't go on living from month to



month.

It's not that he's not likeable. You couldn't wish to meet a more caring man.

That'sjust it. He cares for everyone. He cares about everything. He caresindiscriminately. He
knows everything about everyone because everyone interests himfand the caring is all general and
never personal. He doesn't think personal is the same as important.

If only he had some decent human quality, like selfishness.

I'm sure he doesn't think about it that way, but you cantdlthe werewolf thing is upsetting him
under neath. He cares about the things people say behind my back, and he doesn't know how to
deal with them.

What was it those dwarfs said the other day? One said something like, 'She feels the need/ and the
other one said, "Yeah, the need to feed.' | saw his expression. | can handle that sort of thing . . .
well, most of thetime. . . but hecan't. If only he'd thump someone. It wouldn't do any good but at
least he'd feel better.

It's going to get worse. At best I'm going to get caught in someone's chicken-house, and then the
midden is redlygoing to hit the windmill. Or I'll get caught in someone'sroom. . .

Shetried to shut out the thought but it didn't work. Y ou could onlycontrol the werewolf, you couldn't
tameit.

It's the city. Too many people, too many smells. . .

Maybe it would work if we were just alone somewhere, but if | said, 'It's me or the city, he
wouldn't even see there was a choice.

Sooner or later, I've got to go home. It's the best thing for him.

Vimeswalked back through the damp night. He knew he was too angry to think properly.

He'd got nowhere, and he'd travelled along way to get there. He'd got a cartload of facts and held done
al theright logica things, and to someone, somewhere, he must ook like afool.

He probably looked like afool to Carrot already. He'd kept coming up with bright ideas - proper
policeman'’s ideas - and each one had turned out to be ajoke. Hed bullied and shouted and done al the
proper things, and none of it had worked. They hadn't found athing. They'd merdly increased their
amount of ignorance.

The ghost of old Mrs Easy rose up in hisinner vison. He couldn't remember much about her. Hed been
just another snotty kid in acrowd of snotty kids, and she'd been just another worried face somewhere on
top of apinny. One of Cockbill Street's people. She'd taken in needlework to make ends meet and kept
up appearances and, like everyone e sein the street, had crept through life never asking for anything and
getting evenless,

What e secould he have done? They'd practically scraped the damn wallpaper off the wal—

He stopped.

There was the same wallpaper in both rooms. In every room on that floor. That horrible green wallpaper.
But... no, that couldn't beit. Vetinari had dept in that room for years, if hedept at dl. You can't sneak in
and redecorate without someone noticing.

Infront of him, thefog rolled asde. He caught aglimpse of acandldlit room in anearby building before
the cloud flowed back.

Thefog. Yes. Dampness. Cregping in, brushing against the walpaper. The old, dusty, musty wallpaper . .

Would Cheery have tested the wallpaper? After dl, in away you didn't actudlysee it. It wasn'tin the
room because it was defining what the room was. Could you actualy be poisoned by thewalls?

He hardly dared think the thought. If helet his mindsettle on the suspicion it'd twist and fly away, like dl
the others.

But . . . thiswasit, said his secret soul. All the messing around with suspectsand Clues. . . that was just



something to keep the body amused while the back of the brain toiled away. Every real copper knew
you didn't go around looking for Clues so that you could find out Who Done It. No, you started out with
apretty good idea of Who Done It. That way, you knew what Cluesto look for.

He wasn't going to have another day of bafflement interspersed with desperately bright ideas, was he? It
was bad enough looking at Corpord Littlebottom's expression, which seemed to be getting alittle more
colourful every timehe saw it.

Hed said, 'Ah, arsenic'sametal, right, o maybe thecutlery has been made of it? He wouldn't forget the
look on the dwarfs face as Cheery tried to explain that, yes, it might be possible to do that, provided you
were sure that no one would notice the way it dissolved in the soup dmost instantly.

Thistime hewas going to think fird.

‘The Earl of Ankh, Corpord the Rt. Hon. Lord C. W. StJ. Nobbs!'

The buzz of conversation stopped. Heads turned. Somewhere in the crowd someone started to laugh and
was hurriedly shushed into slence by their neighbours.

Lady Sdachii cameforward. Shewas atal, angular woman, with the sharp features and aquiline nose
that were the hallmarks of the family. The impression was that an axe was being thrown at you.

Then she curtged.

There were gasps of surprise around her, but she glared at the assembled guests and there was a
smattering of bows and curtsies. Somewhere at the back of the room someone started to say, 'But the
man's an absolute oik—' and was cut off.

'Has someone dropped something? said Nobby nervoudy. ‘I'll help you look, if you like.'

The footman appeared at his elbow, bearing atray. ‘A drink, m'lord? he said.

'Y eah, okay, apint of Winkles,' said Nobby.

Jawsfdl. But Lady Selachii'srose to the occasion. 'Winkles? she said.

‘A type of beer, your ladyship,’ said the footman.

Her ladyship hesitated only amoment. 'l believe the butler drinks beer,’ she said. 'Seeto it, man. And I'll
have apint of Winkles, too. What anovel idea

This caused a certain effect among those guests who knew on which side of the biscuit their pate was
Spread.

'Indeed! Capita suggestion! A pint of Winkles here, too!"

'Hawhaw! Gweat! Winklesfor me!’

'Winklesdl round!"

‘But the man's an absolute ti—

'Shut up!’

Vimes crossed the Brass Bridge with care, counting the hippos. There was aninth shape, but it was
leaning againgt the parapet and muttering to itself in afamiliar and, to Vimes a least, an unmenacing way.
Faint air movements wafted towards him asmell that out-smelled even theriver. It proclaimed that ahead
of Vimeswas ading-aling s0 big held been upgraded to a clang-a-lang.

... Buggrit buggrit Itold ‘em, stand it up and pull the end orf! Millennium hand and shrimp! Itold 'em,
sez |, and would they poke. . '

'Evening, Ron," said Vimes, without even bothering to look at thefigure.

Foul Ole Ron fell into step behind him. '‘Buggrit they done me out of it sothey did. . '

'Yes, Ron,' said Vimes.

... And shrimp. .. buggrit, say |, bread it on the butter side . . . Queen Mally saysto watch your back,



miger.'

'What was that?

... Sowter fry it!" said Foul Ole Ron innocently. Trouser the lot of'em, they did me out of it, them and
their big weasd!"

The beggar lurched around and, filthy coat dragging its hems aong the ground, limped away into the fog.
Hislittle dog trotted along in front of him.

There was pandemonium in the servants hdll.

'Winkles Old Peculiar? said the butler.

'Another one hundred and four pints!* said the footman.

The butler shrugged. 'Harry, Sid, Rob and Jeffrey . . . two trays apiece and double down to the King's
Head again right now! What elseis he doing?

'Well, they're supposed to be having a poetry reading buthe's telling ‘em jokes. . '

'Anecdotes?

'Not exactly.'

It was amazing how it could drizzle and fog at the same time. Wind was blowing both through the open
window, and Vimes was forced to shut it. He it the candles by his desk and opened his notebook.
Probably he should use the demonic organizer, but he liked to see things written down fair and square.
He could think better when he wrote things down.

Hewrote 'Arsenic, and drew abig circleround it. Around the circle hewrote: 'Fr. Tubelcek'sfingernails
and 'Rats and 'Vetinari* and ‘Mrs Easy'. Lower down the page he wrote: ‘Golems, and drew a second
circle. Around that one hewrote: 'Fr. Tubelcek? and 'Mr Hopkinson?. After some thought he wrote
down: 'Stolen clay' and 'Grog’.

And then: "Why would agolem admit to something it didn't do?

He gtared &t the candldlight for awhile and then wrote: 'Rats eat stuff.' More time passed.

'What has the priest got that anyone wants? From downgtairs came the sound of armour as a patrol
camein. A corpora shouted.

'Words, wrote Vimes. 'What had Mr Hopkinson got? Dwarf bread? —»e Not stolen. What el se had he
got?

Vimes|ooked at this, too, and then he wrote 'Bakery', stared at the word for awhile, and rubbed it out
and replaced it with 'Oven?. He drew aring around ‘Oven? and aring around 'Stolen clay', and linked
the two.

There'd been arsenic under the old priest's fingernails. Perhaps held put down rat poison? There were
plenty of usesfor arsenic. It wasn't asif you couldn't buy it by the pound from any achemist.

Hewrote down 'Arsenic Monster' and looked at it. Y ou found dirt under fingernails. If people had put up
afight you might find blood or skin. Y ou didn't find grease and arsenic.

Helooked at the page again and, after till more thought, wrote: ‘Golems aren't dlive. But theythink they
are alive. What do thingsthat are dive do?—» Ans. Breathe, edt, crap.' He paused, staring out at the
fog, and then wrote very carefully: 'And make more things.

Something tingled at the back of his neck.

He circled the late Hopkinson's name and drew aline down the page to another circle, in which he wrote:
'He'd got abig oven.’

Hmm. Cheery had said you couldn't bake clay properly in abread oven. But maybe you could bake it
improperly.



Helooked up at the candldight again.

They couldn't dothat, could they? Oh, gods. . . No, surely not ...

But, after dl, al you needed was clay. And aholy man who knew how to write the words. And someone
to actualy sculpt the figure, Vimes supposed, but golems had had hundreds and hundreds of yearsto
learn to be good with their hands. . .

Those great big hands. The onesthat looked so very fist-like.

And then thefirst thing they'd want to do would be to destroy the evidence, wouldn't they? They
probably didn't think of it askilling, but more like asort of switching-off. . .

He drew another rather misshapen circle on hisnotes.

Grog. Old baked clay, ground up small.

They'd added some of their own clay. Dorfl had anew foot, didn't he - it? It hadn't made it quite right.
They'd put part of their own selvesinto anew golem.

That al sounded - well, Nobby would call it mucky. Vimes didn't know what to cdll it. It sounded like
some sort of secret-society thing. 'Clay of my clay." My own fleshand blood . . .

Damn hulking things. Aping their betterd

Vimes yawned. Seep. Hed be better for some deep. Or something.

He stared at the page. Automatically his hand trailed down to the bottom drawer of hisdesk, asit dways
did when he was worried and trying to think. It wasn't as though there was ever a bottle there these days
- but old habitsdied ha...

There was a soft glassyching and afaint, seductive dosh.

Vimess hand came up with afat bottle. Thelabdl said: Bearhugger's Didtilleries: The MacAbre, Finest
Madlt.

Theliquid insgde dmost crawled up the Sdes of the glassin anticipation.

He stared at it. He'd reached down into the drawer for the whisky bottle and there it was.

But it shouldn't have been. He knew Carrot and Fred Colon kept an eye on him, but hed never bought a
bottle snce he'd got married, because hed promised Syhil, hadn't he. .. ?

But thiswasn't any old rotgut. Thiswas The MacAbre. . .

Hed tried it once. He couldn't quite remember why now, sincein those daysthe only spirits he generaly
drank had the subtlety of amallet to the inner ear. He must have found the money somehow. Just asniff
of it had been like Hogswatchnight. Just asniff. . .

'Andshe said, "That'sfunny - it didn't do that last night"!" said Corpora Nobbs.

He beamed at the company.

There was slence. Then someone in the crowd started to laugh, one of those little uncertain laughsaman
laughswho is unsure that he's not going to be silenced by those around him. Another man laughed. Two
more picked it up. Then laughter exploded in the group asawhole.

Nobby basked.

"Then theré's the one about the Klatchian who walked into a pub with atiny piano—' he began.

'l think,' said Lady Sdlachii firmly, 'that the buffet isreedy.’

'Got any pig knuckles? said Nobby cheerfully. ‘Goes down atreat with Winkles, aplate of pig knuckles.'
'l don'tnormally eat extremities,' said Lady Selachii.

'A pig-knuckle sandwich . . . Never tried a pig knuckle? Y ou just can't best it,' said Nobby.

Itis... perhaps. . . not the most delicate food? said Lady Selachii.

'Oh, you can cut the crusts off," said Nobby. 'Even the toenails. If you're fedling posh.'



Sergeant Colon opened his eyes, and groaned. His head ached. They'd hit him with something. It might
have been awadll.

They'd tied him up, too. He was trussed hand and foot.

He appeared to be lying in darkness on awooden floor. There was agreasy smell intheair, which
seemed familiar yet annoyingly unrecognizable.

Ashiseyes grew accustomed to the dark he could make out very faint lines of light, such as might
surround adoor. He could a so hear voices.

Hetried to get up to hisknees, and groaned as more pain crackled in his head.

When peopletied you up it was bad news. Of course, it was much better news than when they killed
you, but it could mean they werejust putting you on one sidefor killing later.

This never used to happen, hetold himsdlf. Inthe old days, if you caught someone thieving, you
practicaly held the door open for him to escape. That way, you got homein one piece.

By using the angle between awall and a heavy crate he managed to get upright. Thiswas not much of an
improvement on hisformer position, but after the thunder in his head had died away he hopped
awkwardly towards the door.

Therewere till voices on the other sde of it.

Someone gpart from Sergeant Colon wasin trouble.

'—down! Y ou got me hereforthis? Theré'sawerewolf in the Watch! Ah-ha. Not one of your fregks.
She'saproper bimorphic! If you tossed a coin, she could smell what side it came down!”

"How about if wekill him and drag his body away?

"Y ou think she couldn't smell the difference between a corpse and aliving body?

Sergeant Colon moaned softly.

'Er, how about we could march him out in the fog-?

'And they can smédll fear, idiot. Ah-ha. Why couldn't you have let him look around? What could he have
seen?| know that copper. A fat old coward with al the brains of, ah-ha, apig. He stinks of fear al the
time!

Sergeant Colon hoped he wasn't about to stink of anything else.

'Send Meshugah after him, ah-ha'

'Areyou sure? It's gettingodd. 1t wanders off and screamsin the night, and they'renot supposed to do
that. And it's cracking up. Trust dumb golems not to do something prop—

'Everyone knows you can't trust golems. Ah-ha. Seetoit!"

‘I heard that Vimesis—'

I've seento Vimes!'

Colon eased himsdlf away from the door as quietly as possible. He hadn't the faintest ideawhat thisthing
called Meshugah the golems had made was, except that it sounded like afineideato be wherever it
wasnt.

Now, if he were aresourceful type, like Sam Vimes or Captain Carrot, held . . . find anail or something
to snap these ropes, wouldn't he? They werereally tight, and cut into hiswrists because the cord was so
thin, little more than string wound and knotted many times. If he could find something torubiton ...
But, unfortunately, and against all common sense, sometimes people inconsderately throw their bound
enemiesinto rooms entirely bereft of nails, handy bits of sharp stone, sharp-edged shards of glassor
even, in extreme cases, enough pieces of old junk and toolsto make afully functional armoured car.
He managed to get on to his knees again and shuffled across the planks. Even aplinter would do. A
lump of metal. A wide-open doorway marked FREEDOM . Hed settle for anything.

What he got was atiny circle of light on the floor. A knothole in thewood had long ago fallen out, and
light - dim orange light — was shining through.

Colon got down and gpplied his eyeto the hole. Unfortunately this aso brought hisnoseinto asimilar
proximity.

The stench was gppaling.

There was a suggestion of wateriness, or at least of liquidity. He must be over one of the numerous
streams that flowed through the city, although they had of course been built over centuries before and



were now used - if their existence was even remembered - for those purposes to which humanity had
aways put clean fresh water; i.e., making it asturbid and undrinkable as possible. And this one was
flowing under the cattle markets. The smel of anmoniabored into Colon'ssnuseslike adrill.

And yet there was light down there.

He held his breath and took another 10ok.

A couple of feet below him was avery smal raft. Haifadozen rats were laid negtly onit, and aminute
scrap of candle was burning.

A tiny rowing boat entered hisvision. A rat wasin the bottom of it and, Sitting amidships and rowing,
was—

'Wee Mad Arthur?

The gnome looked up. "Who's that there, then?

'It'sme, your good old mate Fred Colon! Can you give me ahand?

'Whare yez doing up there?

Tm al tied up and they're going to kill me! Why doesit smell sobad?'

"Sthe old Cockbill stream. All the cattle pensdraininto it.' Wee Mad Arthur grinned. 'Y ez can fed it
doing yer tubes apower of good, en? Just call me King of the Golden River, en?

"They're going tokill me, Arthur! Don't piss about!"

'‘Aha, good one!’

Desperate cdllsflared in Colon's mind. ‘I’ ve been on thetrail of those blokes who're poisoning your rats,’
he said.

The Rat-catchers Guild!" snarled Arthur, dmost dropping an oar. 'l knew it wasthem, right? Thisis
where | got them rats! There's more of 'em down here, dead as doornails!'

‘Right! And I've got to give the namesto Commander Vimes! In person! With al my armsand legs on!
He'svery particular about that sort of thing!'

'Did yez know yez on atrgpdoor? said Arthur. 'Wait right there.’

Arthur rowed out of sight. Colon rolled over. After awhile there was a scratching noisein the walls and
then someonekicked himinthe ear.

ow!’

'Would there be any money in this? said Wee Mad Arthur, holding up his stub of candle. It wasa smdll
one, such as might be put on a child's birthday cake.

'What about your public duty?

'Aye, S0 there'sno money in this?

‘Lots! | promise! Now untie me!’

"Thisis string they've used,’ said Arthur, somewhere around Colon's hands. ‘Not proper ropeat al.'
Colon felt his hands free, adthough there was still pressure around hiswrigts.

"Where's the trapdoor? he said.

"Yer onit. Handy for dumping stuff. Dunt look asif it been used for years, from underneath. Hey, | been
rinding deed rats everywhere down there now!

Fat as yer head and twice as dead! |thought the ones | caught for Gimlet were awee bit duggish!’
There was atwang and Colon'slegs were free. He sat up cautiously and tried to massage some life back
into them.

'Isthere any other way out? he said.

'Plenty for me, nonefor aslly bigger likeyez, said Wee Mad Arthur. 'Y er'll have to svim for it."

'Y ou want meto drop intothatT

'Don't yez worry, yez can't drowninit.’

'Y ou sure?

'Y eah. But yez may suffocate. Y er know that creek they talk about? The one yez can be up without no
paddle?

‘That's not thisone, isit? said Colon.

'It's coz of the cattle pens,’ said Wee Mad Arthur. 'Cattle penned up isaways abit nervous.’

'l know how they fed.'



There was a creak outside the door. Colon managed to get to hisfeet.

The door opened.

A figurefilled the doorway. It wasin slhouette because of thelight behind it, but Colon looked up into
two triangular glowing eyes.

Colon's body, which in many respects was considerably more intelligent than the mind it had to carry
around, took over. It made use of the adrenalin-fed start the brain had given it and leapt severa feetin
the air, pointing itstoes asit came down o that the iron tips of Colon's boots hit the trapdoor together.
Thefilth of yearsand the rust of iron gave way.

Colon went through. Fortunately his body had the foresight to hold its own nose as he hit the
much-maigned stream, which went: Gloop.

Many people, when they're precipitated into water, struggle to breathe. Sergeant Colon struggled not to.
The dternative was too horrible to think abot.

Herose again, buoyed up in part by various gases released from the ooze. A few feet away, the candle
on Wee Mad Arthur's rocking raft started to burn with ablue flame.

Someone landed on his helmet and kicked it like a man spurs on ahorse.

'Rightturnl Forward!"

Haf-walking, haf-swimming, Colon struggled down thefetid drain. Terror lent him strength. 1t would
demand repayment with interest later but, for now, he left awake. Which took several secondsto close
up after him.

He didn't stop until asudden lack of pressure overhead told him that he wasin the open air. He grabbed
in the darkness, found the greasy pilings of ajetty, and clung to them, wheezing.

'What was that thing? said Wee Mad Arthur.

'‘Golem,’ Colon panted.

He managed to get ahand on to the planks of the jetty, tried to pull himself up, and sagged back into the
water.

'Hey, did | just hear something? said Wee Mad Arthur.

Sergeant Colon rose like an undersea-launched missle and landed on the jetty, where he folded up.
‘Nah, just abird or something, said Wee Mad Arthur.

'What do your friends cal you, Wee Mad Arthur? muttered Colon.

‘Dunno. Ain't got none'

'Gosh, that's surprising.’

Lord de Nobbes had alot of friends now. ‘Up the hatch! Here'slooking at your bottom!" he said.
There were shrieks of laughter.

Nobby grinned happily in the middle of the crowd. He couldn't remember when he had enjoyed himself
o muchwith dl hisclotheson.

Inthe far corner of Lady Selachii's drawing-room adoor closed discreetly and, in the comfortable
smoking-room beyond, anonymous people sat down in leather armchairs and looked at one another
expectantly.

Findly one sad, 'It's astonishing. Frankly astonishing. The man has actudly got charisntma.’

"Y our meaning?

'l mean he's so dreadful he fascinates people. Like those storieshewastelling . . . Did you notice how
people kept encouraging him because they couldn't actualy believeanyone would tell jokeslikethat in
mixed company?

'Actudly, | rather liked the one about the very smal man playing the piano—'

'And histable manners! Did you notice them?

‘No.'

'Ex-actly!"



'And the smdll, don't forget the smdll.’

‘Not so muchbad as ... odd.'

‘Actudly, | found that after afew minutes the nose shuts down and then it's—'

‘Mypoint isthat, in some strange way, he attracts people.”

'Likeapublic hanging.'

Therewas aperiod of reflective silence.

‘Good humoured little tit, though, in hisway.'

'Not too bright, though.'

'Give him his pint of beer and a plate of whatever those things with toenails were and he seems as happy
asapiginmuck.'

'l think that's somewhat insulting.

Tm sorry.

'I've known some splendid pigs.'

'Indeed.’

‘But | can certainly see him drinking hisbeer and eating feet while he Sgnstheroyd proclamations!’
'Y es, indeed. Er. Do you think he can read?

'Doesit matter?

There was some more silence, filled with the busy racing of minds.

Then someone said, 'Another thing . . . wewon't have to worry about establishing aroya succession that
might beinconvenient.’

'Why do you think that?

'Can you see any princess marrying him?

'We-dl ... they have been known to kissfrogs. . .

'Frogs, | grant you.'

... And, of course, power and royaltyare powerful aphrodisacs. . .'

"Howpowerful, would you say?

More slence. Then: 'Probably not that powerful

'He should do nicely.’

'Splendid.’

'Dragon did well. | supposethelittletit isn'treally an earl, by any chance?
'Don't besdlly.

Cheri Littlebottom sat awkwardly on the high stool behind the desk. All she had to do, she'd been told,
was check the patrols off and on-duty when the shift changed.

A few of the men gave her an odd look but they said nothing, and she was beginning to relax when the
four dwarfs on the King's Way beat camein.

They stared at her. And her ears.

Their eyestravelled downwards. There was no such concept as a modesty panel in Ankh-Morpork. All
that was usudly visble under the desk was the bottom haf of Sergeant Colon. Of the large number of
good reasons for shielding the bottom half of Sergeant Colon from view, its potential for engendering lust
was not among the top ten.

‘That's . ..female clothes, isn't it? said one of the dwarfs.

Cheri swdlowed. Whynow? She'd sort of assumed Anguawould be around. People always camed
down when she amiled at them, it wasredlly amazing.

'Well? she quavered. 'So what?| canif | want to.'

'‘And ...onyour ear ., .'

'Well?

‘That's. .. my mother never even.. .. urgh. . . that'sdisgusting! In public, too! What happensif kids



comein?

'l can seeyourankles!' said another dwarf.

'I'm going to speak to Captain Carrot about this!' said the third. 'l never thought I'd live to see the day!"
Two of the dwarfs stormed off towards the locker-room. Another one hurried after them, but hesitated
ashedrew level with the desk. He gave Cheri afrantic look.

'Er ... er ...nice ankles, though," he said, and then ran.

The fourth dwarf waited until the others had gone and then sidled up.

Cheri was shaking with nervousness. 'Don't you say athing about my legs!' she said, waving afinger.
'Er ... The dwarf looked around hurriedly, and leaned forward. 'Er ... isthat. . . lipstick?

'Y esl What about it?

'Er ... The dwarf leaned forward even more, looked around again, thistime conspiratorialy, and
lowered her voice. 'Er ... could | try it?

Anguaand Carrot waked slently through the fog, except for Angua's occasiond crisp and brief
directions

Then she stopped. Up until then Dorfl's scent, or at least the fresh scent of old meat and cow dung, had
headed quite directly back to the daughterhouse ditrict.

'It'sgoneup thisdley,' shesaid. That's nearly doubling back. And ... it wasmoving faster . . . and . . .
theré'salot of humansand . . .sausages?'

Carrot started to run. A lot of people and the smell of sausages meant a performance of the Street theatre
that waslifein Ankh-Morpork.

There was a crowd further up the aley. It had obvioudy been there for some time, because at the rear
was afamiliar figure with atray, craning to see over the tops of the heads.

'What's going on, Mr Dibbler? said Carrot.

'Oh, hdllo, cap'n. They've got agolem.’

'Who have?

'Oh, some blokes. They've just fetched the hammers!’

There was apress of bodiesin front of Carrot. He put both hands together and rammed them between a
couple of people, and then moved them agpart. Grunting and struggling, the crowd opened up like a
watercourse in front of the better class of prophet.

Dorfl was standing at bay at the end of the dley. Three men with hammers were gpproaching the golem
cautioudy, in theway of mobs, each unwilling to sirike the first blow in case the second blow cameright
back at him.

The golem was crouching back, shielding itself with its date on which was written:

| AM WORTH 530 DOLLARS.

'Money? said one of the men. That'sdl you thingsthink about!'

The date shattered under ablow.

Then hetried to raise his hammer again. When it didn't budge he very nearly somersaulted backwards.
'Money isdl youcan think about when dl you haveisaprice' said Carrot cadmly, twisting the hammer
out of hisgrip. 'What do you think you're doing, my friend?

"Y ou can't stop usl' mumbled the man. 'Everyone knowsthey're not aive!'

'But | can arrest you for wilful damage to property,’ said Carrot.

'One of these killed that old priest!

'Sorry? said Carrot. 'If it'sjust athing, how can it commit murder? A sword isathing' - he drew hisown
sword; it made an dmost silken sound- ‘and of course you couldn't possibly blame asword if someone
thrugt it at you, gr.’

The man went cross-eyed as he tried to focus on the sword.

And, again, Anguafdt that touch of bewilderment. Carrot wasn't threatening the man. Hewasn't



threatening the man. He was merdly using the sword to demonstrate a.... well, apoint. And that was all.
He'd be quite amazed to hear that not everyone would think of it like that.

Part of her said: Someone has to be very complex indeed to be as simple as Carrot.

The man swallowed.

'‘Goodpoint,' hesaid.

"Yeah, but . . . you can't trust 'em,’ said one of the other hammer-bearers. They sneak around and they
never say anything. What are they up to, eh?

He gave Dorfl akick. The golem rocked dightly.

'Wdll, now," said Carrot. 'That iswhat | am finding out. In the meantime, | must ask you to go about your
business. ..

The third demolition man had only recently arrived in the city and had gone along with the idea because
there are some people who do.

He raised hishammer defiantly and opened his mouth to say, 'Oh, yeah? but stopped, becausgust by his
ear he heard agrowl. It was quite low and soft, but it had a complex little waveform which went straight
down into alittle knobbly bit in his spina column where it pressed an ancient button marked Primal
Terror.

Heturned. An attractive watchwoman behind him gave him afriendly smile. That wasto say, her mouth
turned up at the cornersand al her teeth werevisible.

He dropped the hammer on hisfoot.

'Well done," said Carrot. ‘I’ ve dways said you can do more with akind word and aamile!

The crowd looked at him with the kind of expression people aways wore when they looked at Carrot. It
was the face-cracking redlization that he redly did believe what he was saying. The sheer enormity
tended to |eave people breathless.

They backed away and scurried out of the dley.

Carrot turned back to the golem, which had dropped to its knees and was trying to piece its date
together.

‘Comeon, Mr Dorfl," he said. 'Well walk with you the rest of theway.'

'Are you mad? said Sock, trying to shut the door. 'Y ou think | wantthat back?

'He's your property,’ said Carrot. 'People were trying to smash him.’

'Y ou should've let them," said the butcher. 'Haven't you heard the stories? I'm not having one of those
under my roof!’

Hetried to dam the door again, but Carrot'sfoot wasiniit.

"Then I'm afraid you're committing an offence,’ said Carrot. To wit, littering.'

'Oh, be serious!'

'l dwaysam, said Carrot.

'Headwaysis,' sad Angua

Sock waved hishands franticdly. ‘It can just go away. Shoo! | don't want akiller working in my
daughterhouse! You haveit, if you're so keen!"

Carrot grabbed the door and forced it wide open. Sock took a step backwards.

'Areyou trying to bribe an officer of the law, Mr Sock?

'Areyou insane?

'l am dways sane,' said Carrot.

'Hedwaysis,' sghed Angua

"Watchmen are not allowed to accept gifts,’ said Carrot. He looked around at Dorfl, who was standing
forlornly in the street. '‘But Iwill buy him from you. For afair price’

Sock looked from Carrot to the golem and then back again. 'Buy? For money?

'Yes'



The butcher shrugged. When people were offering you money it was no time to debate their sanity. 'Well,
that's different,’ he conceded. ‘It was worth $530 when | bought it, but of courseit's got additional skills
now—

Anguagrowled. It had been atrying evening and the smell of fresh meat was making her senses twang.
Y ou were prepared togive it away amoment ago!’

'Well,give, yes, but businessisbus—'

‘I'll pay you adollar,' said Carrot.

‘A dollar? That's daylight robb—'

Anguas hand shot out and grabbed his neck. She could fed the veins, smell hisblood and fear . . . She
tried to think of cabbages.

'It'snight-time," she growled.

Likethemaninthedley, Sock listened to the call of thewild. 'A dallar,’ he croaked. ‘Right. A fair price.
Onedoallar.

Carrot produced one. And waved his notebook.

‘A receipt isvery important, he said. 'A proper lega transfer of ownership.'

‘Right. Right. Right. Happy to oblige’

Sock glanced desperately at Angua. Somehow, her smile didn't look right. He scribbled afew hasty
lines

Carrot looked over his shoulder.

| Gerhardt Sock givethe barer full and totarl ownership of the golem Dorfl in xchange for One Dolar and
anythingeit doz now is his responishility and nuthing to doe with me.
Singed, Gerhardt Sock.

'Interesting wording, but it doeslook legal, doesn't it? said Carrot, taking the paper. Thank you very
much, MrSock. A nappy solutiondl round, | fed.'

'Isthat it? Can | go now?

‘Certainly, and—'

The door dammed sht.

'Oh, well done,’ said Angua. 'So now you own agolem. Y ou doknow that anything it doesisyour
regpongbility?

'If that's the truth, why are people smashingthem?

'What are you going to useit/or?

Carrot looked thoughtfully at Dorfl, who was staring at the ground.

'Dorfl?

The golem looked up.

'Here€'s your receipt. Y ou don'thave to have a master.'

The golem took the little scrap of paper between two thick fingers.

That means you belong to you,' said Carrot encouragingly. Y ou own yourself.'

Dorfl shrugged.

'What did you expect? said Angua. 'Did you think it was going to wave aflag?

'l don't think he understands,’ said Carrot. ‘It's quite hard to get some ideas into people'sheads. . .'He
stopped abruptly.

Carrot took the paper out of Dorfl's unresisting fingers. 'l suppose it might work," he said. 'lIt seemsa
bit-invasive. But what they understand, after dl, isthewords. . .’

He reached up, opened Dorfl'slid, and dropped the paper inside.

The golem blinked. That isto say, its eyeswent dark and then brightened again. It raised one hand very
dowly and patted the top of its head. Then it held up the other hand and turned it thisway and that, asif
it had never seen ahand before. It looked down at itsfeet and around at the fog-shrouded buildings. It



looked at Carrot. It looked up at the clouds above the street. It looked at Carrot again.

Then, very dowly, without bending in any way, it fel backwards and hit the cobbles with athud. Thelight
faded initseyes.

There,' said Angua. 'Now it's broken. Can we go?

Therés ill abit of aglow,’ said Carrot. 'It must have dl been too much for him. We can't leave him
here. Maybeif | took thereceiptout . . .

He knelt down by the golem and reached for the trapdoor on its head.

Dorfl's hand moved so quickly it didn't evenappear to move. It was just there, gripping Carrot'swrist.
'Ah," said Carrot, gently pulling hisarm back. 'He'sobvioudly . . . feding better.’

"Thsssss,' said Dorfl. The voice of the golem shivered in the fog.

Golems had amouth. They were part of the design. But this one was open, reveding athin line of red
light.

'Oh, ye gods,' said Angua, backing away. Theycan't speak!’

"Thssss!' It wasless a syllable than the sound of escaping steam.

‘I'll find your bit of date—' Carrot began, looking around hurriedly.

"Thssss!'

Dorfl clambered to itsfeet, gently pushed him out of the way and strode off.

'Are youhappy now? said Angua ‘I’ m not following the wretched thing! Maybeit's going to throw itsalf
intheriver!

Carrot ran afew steps after the figure, and then stopped and came back.

'Why do you hate them so much? he said.

"Y ou wouldn't understand. | redlly think you wouldn't understand,’ said Angua. ‘It'san ... undead thing.
They . . . sort of throw in your face the fact you're not human.'

'But youare human!'

"Three weeks out of four. Can't you understand that, when you have to be careful dl thetime, it's
dreadful to seethings like that being accepted? They're not even dive. But they can walk around andthey
never get people passng remarks about silver or garlic ... up until now, anyway. They'rejust machines
for doing work!"

That's how they're treated, certainly,’ said Carrot.

"Y ou're being reasonable again!" snapped Angua. 'Y ou're deliberately seeing everyone's point of view!
Can't youtry to be unfair even once?

Nobby had been left done for amoment while the party buzzed around him, so held elbowed some
waiters away from the buffet and was currently scraping out abowl with hisknife.

'Ah, Lord de Nobbes," said avoice behind him.

Heturned. 'Wotcha,' he said, licking the knife and wiping it on the tablecl oth.

'Areyou busy, my lord?

"Just making meself this meat-paste sandwich,’ said Nobby.

That's pate de foie gras, my lord.'

"Sthat what it's called? It doesn't have the kick of Clammer's Beefymite Spread, | know that. Want a
quail'segg? They'reabit smdl.’

'No, thank you—'

There'sloads of them,’ said Nobby generoudy. They're free. Y ou don't have to pay.'

‘Even so—

'l can get Sx in my mouth at once. Watch—'

'‘Amazing, my lord. | was wondering, however, whether you would careto join afew of usinthe
smoking-room?

"Fghmf? Mfgmf fgmf mgghjf?



'Indeed.’ A friendly arm was put around Nobby's shoulders and he was adroitly piloted away from the
buffet, but not before he had grabbed a plate of chicken legs. 'So many peoplewant totalk toyou . . .

‘Mgffmph?

Sergeant Colon tried to clean himself up, but trying to clean yoursdf up with water from the Ankhwas a
difficult manoeuvre. The best you could hope for was an al-over grey.

Fred Colon hadn't reached Vimessleve of sophisticated despair. Vimestook the view that lifewas so
full of things happening erraticaly in dl directionsthat the chances of any of them making somekind of
relevant sense were remotein the extreme. Colon, being by nature more optimistic and by intellect a
good deal dower, was till at the Clues are Important stage.

Why had he been tied up with string? There were till loops of it around hisarms and legs.

'Y ou sure you don't know where | was? he said.

'Y ez walked into the place, said Wee Mad Arthur, trotting a ong beside him. 'How come yez don't
know?

"Cosit wasdark and foggy and | wasn't paying attention, that'swhy. | was just going through the
motions!

'‘Aha, good one!'

'Don't mess about. Wherewas |?

'Don't ask me,' said Wee Mad Arthur. 'l just huntsunder the whole cattle-market area. | don't bother
about what's up top. Like | said, them runs go everywhere.'

'Anyone dong there make string?

Itsdl animd stuff, | tell yez. Sausages and soap and stuff like that. Isthisthe bit where yez gives methe
money?

Colon patted his pockets. They squelched.

'Y ou'll have to come to the Watch House, Wee Mad Arthur.’

'l got abusinessto run here!’

'I'm swearin' you in as a Specia Watchman for the night,’ said Colon.

'What's the pay?

‘Dollar anight.

Wee Mad Arthur'stiny eyes gleamed. They gleamed red.

'Y e gods, you look awful,' said Colon. "What're you looking at my ear for?

Wee Mad Arthur said nothing.

Colon turned.

A golem was standing behind him. It wastaller than any he'd seen before, and much better proportioned
- ahuman statue rather than the gross shape of the usua golems, and handsome, too, in the cold way of a
statue. And its eyes shone like red searchlights.

It raised afist aboveits head and opened its mouth. More red light streamed out.

It screamed like abull.

Wee Mad Arthur kicked Colon on the ankle.

'Arewe running or what? he said.

Colon backed away, dtill saring at the thing.

It's.. . it'sdl right, they can't movefast . . .'he muttered. And then his sensible body gave up on his
stupid brain and fired up hislegs, spinning him around and shoving him in the opposite direction.
Herisked looking over his shoulder. The golem was running after him in long, easy strides.

Wee Mad Arthur caught him up.

Colon was used to proceeding gently. He wasn't built for high speeds, and said so. 'Andyou certainly
can't run faster than that thing!" he wheezed.

'Just solong as| can run faster'n yez,' said Wee Mad Arthur. Thisway!”



Therewas aflight of old wooden stairs againgt the side of awarehouse. The gnome went up them like the
rats he hunted. Colon, panting like asteam engine, followed him.

He stopped half-way up and looked around.

The golem had reached the bottom step. It tested it carefully. The wood cresked and the whole stairway,
grey with age, trembled.

It won't take the weight!" said Wee Mad Arthur. "The bugger's gonnasmash it up! Y eah!’

The golem took another step. The wood groaned.

Colon got agrip on himself and hurried on up the sairs.

Behind him, the golem seemed to have satisfied itself that the wood could indeed take its weight, and
started to legp from step to step. Therails shook under Colon's hands and the whole structure swayed.
‘Comeon, will yez? said Wee Mad Arthur, who had aready reached the top. 'It's gaining on yez!'

The golem lunged. The stairs gave way. Colon flung out his hands and grabbed the edge of the roof.
Then his body thudded into the side of the building.

There was the distant sound of woodwork hitting cobbles.

'‘Come on then,' said Wee Mad Arthur. 'Pull yoursdf up, yer silly bugger!" '‘Can't,’ said Colon. "Why not?
'It'sholding onto my foot . . .'

'A cigar, your lordship?

‘Brandy, my lord?

Lord de Nobbes sat back in the comfort of hischair. Hisfeet only just reached the ground. Brandy and
cigars, eh? Thiswasthelifedl right. He took a deep puff at the cigar.

'Wewere just talking, my lord, about the future governance of the city now that poor Lord Vetinari's
hedthissobad. ..

Nobby nodded. Thiswasthekind of thing you talked about when you were anob. Thiswaswhat hed
been born for.

The brandy was giving him apleasant warm fedling.

‘[t would obvioudy upset the current equilibrium if we looked for anew Petrician at thispoint,’ said
another armchair. 'What is your view, Lord de Nobbes?

'Oh, yeah. Right. The guildsd fight like catsin asack,’ said Nobby. 'Everyone knowsthat.’

‘A magterly summary, if | may say 0.’

There wasagenerd murmur of agreement from the other chairs.

Nobby grinned. Oh, yes. Thiswas the bee's pyjamas and no mistake. Hobnobbing with hisfellow nobs,
talking big talk about important mattersinstead of having to think up reasonswhy the teemoney tin was
empty . .. oh, yes.

A chair said, 'Besides, are any of the guild leaders up to the task? Oh, they can organize a bunch of
tradesmen, but ruling an entire city ... | think not. Gentlemen, perhapsit istime for anew direction.
Perhapsit istimefor blood to reved itself.

Odd way of putting it, Nobby thought, but clearly thiswas how you were supposed to speak.

‘At atimelikethis,' said achair, ‘the city will surely look at those representatives of its most venerable
families. It would bein dl our interestsif such aone would take up the burden.’

'He'd need his head examined, if you want my opinion," said Nobby. He took another swig of the brandy
and waved the cigar expangvely.

'Still, not to worry," he said. 'Everyone knows weve got aking hanging around. No problem there. Send
for Captain Carrot, that's my advice.'



Another evening folded over the city in layers of fog.

When Carrot arrived back at the Watch House Corpora Littlebottom made aface at him and indicated,
with aflicker of her eyes, the three people Stting grimly on the bench against onewall.

They want to see an officer!" she hissed. '‘But Sarnt Colon isn't back and | knocked on Mr Vimes's door
and | don't think he'sin.’

Carrot composed hisfeaturesinto awelcoming smile,

'‘MrsPam," hesaid. '"And Mr Boggis. . . and Dr Downey. | am so sorry. Wererather stretched at
present, what with the poisoning and this business with the golems—'

The head of the Assassins Guild smiled, but only with his mouth. 'It's about the poisoning wewish to
speak,' he said. 'Isthere somewhere alittle less public?

'Wdll, there's the canteen,’ said Carrot. 'It'll be empty at thistime of night. If you'd just step thisway . . .
'Y ou do well for yourselves here, | must say,’ said MrsPam. 'A canteen—'

She stopped as she stepped through the door.

'Peopleeat in here? shesaid.

'Wéll, grumble about the coffee, mostly,’ said Carrot. 'And write their reports. Commander Vimesis
keen on reports.’

'Captain Carrot, said Dr Downey, firmly, 'we have to talk to you on agrave matter concerning—\What
havel satin?

Carrot brushed achair hurriedly. 'Sorry, sir, we don't seem to have much time to clean up—'
‘Leaveit for now, leaveit for now.'

The head of the Assassins Guild leaned forward with his hands pressed together.

'Captain Carrot, we are here to discuss this terrible matter of the poisoning of Lord Vetinari.'

"Y ou redlly ought to talk to Commander Vimes—'

'l believe that on anumber of occasions Commander Vimes has made derogatory comments to you
about Lord Vetinari,' said Dr Downey.

'Y ou mean like "He ought to be hung except they can't find atwisty enough rope’? said Carrot. 'Oh, yes.
But everyone doesthat.'

'‘Doyou?

'Well, no," Carrot admitted.

'And | believe he persondly took over the investigation of the poisoning?

'Wdll, yes. But—'

'Didn't you think that was odd?

'No, sr. Not when | thought about it. | think he's got a sort of soft spot for the Patrician, in hisway. He
once sad that if anyonewas going to kill Vetinari held likeit to be him.'

'Indeed?

‘But hewas amiling when he said it. Sort of smiling, anyway.'

'He, er, vidtshislordship most days, | believe?

Yes, gr.'

'And | understand that his efforts to discover the poisoner have not reached any conclusions?

'Not as such, gr,’ said Carrot. 'We've found alot of ways he'snot being poisoned.’

Downey nodded at the others. "We would like to ingpect the Commander's office," he said.

'l don't know if that's—' Carrot began.

'Please think very carefully,’ said Dr Downey. 'We three represent most of the guilds of this city. We fedl
we have agood reason for ingpecting the Commander's office. Y ou will of course accompany usto see
that we do nothingillegd.’

Carrot |looked awkward. 'l suppose ... if I'mwithyou . . ." he said.

‘That'sright,’ said Downey. That makesit officid.

Carrot led theway. 'l don't even know if he's back,' he said, opening the door. 'As| said, we've been . .
.oh.

Downey peered around him and at the figure dumped over the desk.

"It would appear that Sir Samudisin," he said. 'But quite out of it.'



'l can smdll the drink from here," said MrsPam. 'It'sterrible what drink will do to aman.’

'A whole bottle of Bearhugger'sfinest,’ said Mr Boggis. 'All right for some, eh?

'But he hasn't touched adrop al year!" said Carrot, giving the recumbent Vimes a shake. 'He goesto
mesetings about it and everything!"

'‘Now let ussee. . .' said Downey.

He pulled open one of the desk drawers.

'Captain Carrot? he said. 'Can you witness that there appearsto be abag of greyish powder in here?|
will non—'

Vimess hand shot out and dammed the drawer on the man'sfingers. His elbow rammed back into the
n's ssomach and, as Downey's chin jerked down, Vimess forearm swung upwards and caught him
full onthenose.

Then Vimes opened his eyes.

'Wassat? Wassat? he said, raising his head. 'Dr Downey? Mr Boggis? Carrot? Hmm?

'Hwat? Hwat? screamed Downey. 'Y ou hnsfruck me!'

'Oh, I'mso sorry," said Vimes, concern radiating from every feature as he pushed the chair back into
Downey's groin and stood up. ‘I'm afraid | must have dropped off and, of course, when | woke up and
found someone geding from.. . .

'Y ou're raving drunk, man!" said Mr Boggis.

Vimessfeaturesfroze,

'Indeed? Peter Piper picked a peck of pickled peppers,” he snarled, prodding the man in the chest. ‘A
peck of bloody pickled peppers Peter Piper damn well picked. Do you want me to continue? he said,
poking the man until his back was against thewall. ‘It doesn't get much better!

'Hwhat about thif packet? shouted Downey, clutching his streaming nose with one hand and waving at
the desk with the other.

Vimes gill wore awild-eyed mirthlessgrin. 'Ah, well, yes,' hesaid. 'Y ou've got methere. A highly
dangerous substance.’

'Ah, you admit it!"

'Y es, indeed. | suppose | have no dternative but to dispose of the evidence. . .' Vimes grabbed the
packet, ripped it open and tipped most of the powder into his mouth.

‘Mmmmmm," he said, powder spraying everywhere as he masticated. 'Fed that tingle on the tongue!’
‘But that'sarsenic,’ said Boggis.

'‘Good gods, isit? said Vimes, swalowing. 'Amazing! I've got this dwarf downstairs, you know, clever
little bugger, spendsal histime with pipes and chemicas and thingsto find out what is arsenic and what
isn't, and dl the time hereésyou able to spot it just by looking! I've got to hand it to you!'

He dropped the torn packet into Boggiss hand, but the thief jerked back and the packet tumbled to the
floor, spraying its contents.

'Excuse me," said Carrot. He knelt down and peered at the powder.

Itistraditionaly the belief of policemen that they can tell what a substanceis by sniffing it and then
gingerly tasting it, but this practice had ceased in the Watch ever since Constable Fint had dipped his
finger into ablackmarket consignment of ammonium chloride cut with radium, said 'Y es, thisis definitely
dab wurble wurble sclup”, and had to spend three days tied to his bed until the spiders went away.
Nevertheless, Carrot said, 'I'msure thisisn't poisonous,” licked hisfinger and tried abit.

'It'ssugar,' he said.

Downey, his composure severely compromised, waved afinger at Vimes. 'Y ou admitted it was
dangerous!' he screamed.

‘Right! Taketoo much of it and seewhat it doesto your teeth!" bellowed Vimes. ‘What did youthink it
was?

'We had information . . . Boggis began.

'Oh, you had information, did you? said Vimes.

'Y ou hear that, Captain? They had information. So that'sal right!’

'We acted in good faith,' said Boggis.



‘Let mesee' said Vimes. 'Y our information was something on the lines of: Vimesis dead drunk in the
Watch House and hel's got abag of arsenic in hisdesk? And I'll justbet you wanted to act in good faith,
eh?

Mrs Palm cleared her throat. ‘'This has gone far enough. Y ou are correct, Sir Samuel,' she said. 'We
were all sent anote.' She handed adip of paper to Vimes. It had been written in capitals. '‘And | can see
we have been misinformed,’ she added, glaring at Boggis and Downey. ‘Do alow meto gpologize.
Come, gentlemen.’

She swept out of the door. Boggis followed her quickly.

Downey dabbed at his nose. "What's the guild price on your head, Sir Samued? he said.

Twenty thousand dollars.’

‘Redlly?1 think we shdl definitely have to upgrade you.'

'Delighted. | shal have to buy anew beartrap.’

I"ll, er, show you out,' said Carrot.

When he hurried back he found Vimes leaning out of the window and fedling thewall below it.

‘Not abrick didodged,’ Vimes muttered. 'Not atile loose.. . . and the front office has been manned all
day. Odd, that.'

He shrugged and walked back to his desk, where he picked up the note.

'‘And | shouldn't think welll be ableto find any Clueson this," he said. "'There'stoo many greasy
fingermarks dl over it." He put down the paper and glared at Carrot. "When we find the man responsible;’
he said, 'somewhere at the top of the charge sheet is going to be Forcing Commander Vimesto Tip a
Whole Bottle of Single Malt on to the Carpet. That's a hanging offence.’ He shuddered. There were
some things aman shouldnot have to do.

It'sdisgusting!" said Carrot. 'Fancy them eventhinking that you'd poison the Patrician!’

'I'm offended that they think 1'd be daft enough to keep the poison in my desk drawer,' said Vimes,
lightingacigar.

'Right,’ said Carrot. 'Did they think you were some kind of fool who'd keep evidence like that where
anyone could find it?

'Exactly,’ said Vimes, leaning back. ‘That'swhy I've got it in my pocket.’

He put hisfeet on the desk and blew out acloud of smoke. HE have to get rid of the carpet. He wasn't
going to spend the rest of hislifeworking in aroom haunted by the smell of departed spirits.

Carrot's mouth was il open.

'Oh, good grief,' said Vimes. 'Look, it's quite smple, man. | was expected to go "At last, dcohol!”, and
chugalug the lot without thinking. Then some respectable pillars of the community’ - he removed the cigar
from his mouth and spat -'were going to find me, in your presence, too -which was a nice touch - with
the evidence of my crime neatly hidden but not so well hidden that they couldn't find it." He shook his
head sadly. Thetroubleis, you know, that once the taste's got you it never lets go.'

'But you've been very good, sir,' said Carrot. 'I've not seen you touch adrop for—'

'Oh,that,’ said Vimes. 'l wastalking about policing, not alcohol. Theréslots of peoplewill help you with
the alcohol business, but there's no one out there arranging little meetings where you can stand up and
say, "My nameis Sam and I'm aredly suspicious bastard." '

He pulled a paper bag out of his pocket. 'WEell get Littlebottom to have alook at this," he said. 'l damn
sure wasn't going to try tasting it. So | nipped down to the canteen and filled a bag with sugar out of the
bowl. It was but the work of a moment to fish Nobby's butts out of it, | might add.' He opened the door,
poked his head out into the corridor and yelled, 'Littlebottom!' To Carrot he added, "Y ou know, | feel
quite perked up. The old brain has begun to work at last. Y ou know the golem that did the killing?

'Yes, Sr?

'Ah, but do you know what wasspecial about it?

‘Can't think, gir,' said Carrot, 'except that it was anew one. The golems madeit themsalves, | think. But
of course they needed a priest for the words and they had to borrow Mr Hopkinson's oven. | expect the
old men thought it would be interesting. They were historians, after dl.’

It was Vimessturn to stand there with his mouth open.



Findly he got control of himsdlf. "Yes, yes, of course,’ he said, hisvoice barely shaking. "Yes, | mean,
that'sobvious. Plain asthe nose on your face. But... er, have you worked out whatelse is specia about
k? he added, trying to keep any trace of hope out of hisvoice.

'Y ou mean the fact it's gone mad, sir?

'Wdll, | didn't think it was winner of the Ankh-Morpork Mr Sanity Award!' said Vimes.

'l mean they droveit mad, sir. The other golems. They didn't mean to, but it was built-in, Sir. They
wanted it to do so many things. It wasliketheir. . . child, | think. All their hopes and dreams. Arid when
they found out it'd been killing people . . . well, that'sterrible to agolem. They mustn't kill, and it was
theirown day doing it—'

'It'snot agreat ideafor people, either.’

‘But they'd put dl their futureinit—'

'Y ou wanted me, Commander? said Cheery.

'Oh, yes. Isthisarsenic? said Vimes, handing her the packet.

Cheery sniffed at it. 'It could be arsenous acid, gir. I'll haveto test it, of course.’

'I thought acids doshed about in jars,' said Vimes. 'Er ... what's that on your hands?

‘Nail varnish, ar.'

‘Nail varnish?

'Yes, gr.

'Er . .. fing, fine. Funny, | thought it would be green.’

'Wouldn't look good on thefingers, sir.’

'l meant the arsenic, Littlebottom.’

'Oh, you can get al sorts of colours of arsenic, Sir. The sulphides - that's the ores, Sir - can bered or
brown or yellow or grey, sir. And then you cook them up with nitre and you get arsenous acid, Sir. And a
load of nasty smoke,really bad.’

'Dangerous stuff,’ said Vimes.

'Not good at all, sr. But useful, sir,' said Cheery. Tanners, dyers, painters. . . It'snot just poisoners
that've got ausefor arsenic.’

'I'm surprised people aren't dropping dead of it dl thetime,’ said Vimes.

'Oh, most of them use golems, sr—'

Thewords stayed in the air even after Cheery stopped spesking.

Vimes caught Carrot's eye and started to whistle hoarsaly under his breath. Thisisit, hethought. Thisis
where we've filled ourselves up with so many questions that they're starting to overflow and
become answers.

Hefdt more dive than he had for days. The recent excitement dtill tingled in hisveins, kicking hisbrain
into life. It was the sparkle you got with exhaustion, he knew. Y ou were so bone-weary that a shot of
adrendin hit you likeafdling trall. Theymust haveit al now. All the bits. The edges, the corners, the
whole picture. All there, just waiting to be pieced together . . .

"These golems," said Carrot. "'They'd becovered in arsenic, would they?

'Could be, gir. | saw one at the Alchemists Guild building in Quirm and, hah, it'd even got arsenic plated
onitshands, Sr, on account of stirring crucibleswithitsfingers. . .

"They don't fed heat/ said Vimes.

'Or pain,' said Carrot.

‘That'sright,' said Cheery. She looked uncertainly from one to the other.

"Y ou can't poison them,’ said Vimes.

'And they'll obey orders,’ said Carrot. "Without speaking.’

‘Golemsdoall theredlly mucky jobs,’ said Vimes.

"Y ou could have mentioned this before, Cheery,' said Carrot.

'Wdll, you know, sir ... Golems are justthere, sir. No one notices golems.’

'Grease under hisfingernails,' said Vimes, to the room in genera. "The old man scratched at his murderer.
Grease under hisfingernails. Witharsenicinit.’

Helooked down at the notebook, still on his desk.1t's there, he thought. Something we haven't seen.



But we've |ooked everywhere. So we've seen the answer and haven't seen that it isthe answer. And
if we don't see it now, at this moment, we'll never seeitatall . ..

'No offence, Sir, but that's probably not a help,’ said Cheery's voice somewhere in the distance. 'So many
of the trades that use arsenic involve some kind of grease.’

Something we don't see,thought Vimes. Something invisible. No, it wouldn't have to be invisible.
Something we don't see because it's always there. Something that strikesin the night . . .

And thereit was.

He blinked. The glittering stars of exhaustion were causing hismind to think oddly. Well, thinking
rationaly hadn't worked.

'No onemove,' he said. He held up ahand for silence. Thereit is," he said softly. There. On my desk.
You seeit?

'What, sir? said Carrot.

"Y ou meanyou haven't worked it out? said Vimes.

‘What,sr?

‘The thing that's poisoning hislordship. Thereit is.... on the desk. See?

'Y our notebook?

‘No!'

'He drinks Bearhugger's whisky? said Cheery.

'l doubt it,’ said Vimes.

‘The blotter? said Carrot. 'Poisoned pens? A packet of Pantweeds?

'Whererethey? said Vimes, patting his pockets.

"Just sticking out from under the lettersin the In Tray, Sir,' said Carrot. He added reproachfully, Y ou
know, gir, the ones you don't answer.'

Vimes picked up the packet and extracted another cigar. Thanks,' he said. 'Hah! | didn't ask Mildred
Easy what €lse shetook! But of course they're a servant's little bonus, too! And old Mrs Easy wasa
seamstress, aproper seamdresst And thisisautumn! Killed by the nightsdrawing in! See?

Carrot crouched down and looked at the surface of the desk. 'Can't seeit mysdlf, sir,' he said.

'Of courseyou can't,' said Vimes. 'Because there's nothing to see. Y ou can't seeit. That's how you can
tell it'sthere. If it wasn't there you'd soon seeit!’ He gave ahuge manic grin. 'Only you wouldn't! See?
"You al right, Sir? said Carrot. 'I know you've been overdoing it a bit these last few days—'

'I've been underdoing it!" said Vimes. 'I've been running around looking for damn Cluesinstead of just
thinking for five minutes! What isit I'm awaystelling you?

'Er ... er ... Never trust anybody, sir?

'No, not that.'

'Er ... er ... Everyone's guilty of something, sir?

‘Not that, either.’

'Er ... er ... Just because someone's amember of an ethnic minority doesn't mean they're not anasty
smal-minded littlejerk, Sr?

'N— When did | say that?

'Last week, Sir. After weld had that visit from the Campaign for Equal Heghts, sir'

Wéll, not that. | mean .. . . I'm pretty sure I'm aways saying something el se that's very relevant here.
Something pithy about police work.'

‘Can't remember anything right now, Sr.'

'Wdll, I'll damn well make up something and start saying it alot from now on.'

‘Jolly good, sr." Carrot beamed. 'It's good to see you're your old self again, sir. Looking forward to
kicking ar—to prodding buttock, sir. Er . . . What have we found, sir?

'Y ou'll see! We're going to the paace. Fetch Angua. We might need her. And bring the search warrant.'
"Y ou mean the dedgehammer, Sir?

'Y es. And Sergeant Colon, too.'

'Hehasn't Sgned in again yet, Sr,' said Cheery. 'He should have gone off-duty an hour ago.'

'Probably hanging around somewhere, staying out of trouble," said Vimes.



Wee Mad Arthur peered over the edge of the wall. Somewhere below Colon, two red eyes stared up at
him.

‘Heavy, isit?

ngy

'Kick it with your other foot!"

There was a sucking sound. Colon winced. Then there was a plop, amoment of silence, and aloud crash
of pottery down in the Strest.

"The boot it was holding came off," moaned Colon.

'How did that happen?

Itgot. .. lubricated. . .'

Wee Mad Arthur tugged at afinger. 'Up yez come, then.'

‘Can't.’

'Why not? It ain't holding on to yez no more.'

'‘Armstired. Another ten seconds and I'm gonnabe achak outline. . .’

'Nah, no on€'s got that much chak.' Wee Mad Arthur knelt down so that his head was level with Colon's
eyes. 'If you gonnadie, dyez mind signing a chitty to say yez promised me adollar?

Down below, there was a chink of pottery shards.

'What was that? said Colon. 'I thought the damn thing smashed up ..."

Wee Mad Arthur looked down. ‘D'yez believe in that reincarnation stuff, Mr Colon? he said.

"Y ou wouldn't get me touching that foreign muck,' said Colon.

'Wl, it's putting itself together. Like one of them jiggling saw puzzles!

'Well done, Wee Mad Arthur,' said Colon. 'But | know you're just saying that so'sI'll make the effort to
haul mesdlf up, right? Statues don't go putting themsel ves back together when they're smashed up.’
'Please yezsdlf. It's done nearly awholeleg dready.’

Colon managed to peer down through the small and smelly space between the wall and hisarmpit. All he
could see were shreds of fog and afaint glow.

'Y ou sure? he said.

'Y ez run around rat holes, yez learnsto see good in the dark,’ said Wee Mad Arthur. 'Otherwise yez
dead.’

Something hissed, somewhere below Colon's feet.

With his one booted foot and his toes he scrabbled at the brickwork.

'It's having awee bit o' trouble,” said Wee Mad Arthur conversationally. 'Lookslikeit's put its kneeson
wrong way round.’

Dorfl sat hunched in the abandoned cellar where the golems had met. Occasiondly the golem raised its
head and hissed. Red light spilled from its eyes. If something had streamed back down through the glow,
soared through the eye-sockets into the red sky beyond, there would be ...

Dorfl huddled under the glow of the universe. Its murmur was along way off, muted, nothing to do with
Dorfl.

The Words stood around the horizon, reaching al the way to the sky.

And avoice said quietly, 'Y ou own yoursdlf.' Dorfl saw the scene again arid again, saw the concerned
face, hand reaching up, filling itsvision, felt the sudden icy knowledge. . .

"...Ownyoursdf...

It echoed off the Words, and then rebounded, and then rolled back and forth, increasing in volume until



the little world between the Words was gripped in the sound.

Golem Must Have a Master. The letters towered against the world, but the echoes poured around
them, blasting like a sandstorm. Cracks started and then ran, zigzagging across the stone, and then—
The Words exploded. Great dabs of them, mountain-sized, crashed in showers of red sand.

The universe poured in. Dorfl felt the universe pick it up and bowl it over and then lift it off itsfeet and up

... and now the golem wasamong the universe. It could fed it all around, the purr of it, the busyness, the
Spinning complexity of it, theroar . . .

There were no Words between you and It.

Y ou belonged to It, It belonged to you.

Y ou couldn't turn your back on It because there It was, in front of you.

Dorfl was respongble for every tick and swerve of It.

Y ou couldn't say, 'l had orders." Y ou couldn't say, 'It's not fair." No one was listening. There were no
Words. Y ouowned yoursdif.

Dorfl orbited apair of glowing sunsand hurtled off again.

NotThou Shalt Not. SaylWill Not.

Dorfl tumbled through the red sky, then saw adark hole ahead. The golem fdlt it dragging at him, and
streamed down through the glow and the hole grew larger and sped across the edges of Dorfl'svison . . .
The golem opened hiseyes.

NO MASTER!

Dorfl unfolded in one movement and stood upright. He reached out one arm and extended afinger.

The golem pushed thefinger easily into the wall where the argument had taken place, and then dragged it
carefully through the splintering brickwork. It took him a couple of minutes but it was something Dorfl felt
needed to be said.

Dorfl completed the last letter and poked arow of three dots after it. Then the golem walked away,
leaving behind:

NO MASTER...

A blue overcast from the cigars hid the calling of the smoking-room.

'Ah, yes. Captain Carrot,’ said achair. 'Yes. . .indeed . . . but... is he the right man?

"Sgot abirthmark shaped likeacrown. | seenit,' said Nobby helpfully.

‘But hisbackground. . .’

'Hewas raised by dwarfs," said Nobby. He waved his brandy glass at awaiter. 'Same again, mister.'

'I shouldn't think dwarfs could raise anyone very high,' said another chair. Therewasahint of laughter.
'Rumours and folklore,” someone murmured.

‘Thisisalarge and busy and above dl complex city. I'm afraid that having asword and abirthmark are
not much in theway of qudifications. We would need aking from alineage that isused to command.'
‘Likeyours, my lord.'

There was asucking, draining noise as Nobby attacked the fresh glass of brandy. 'Oh, I'm used to
command, al right," he said, lowering the glass. 'People are dways orderin’ me around.’

'We would need aking who had the support of the great families and mgjor guilds of the city.’
'Peoplelike Carrot,' said Nobby.

'Oh,the people

'‘Anyway, whoever got the job'd have hiswork cut out,’ said Nobby. 'Ole Vetinari's aways pushin'
paper. What kindafunisthat?'Sno life, sittin' up al hours, worryin', never amoment to yerself.' He held
out the empty glass. 'Same again, my old mate. Fill it right up thistime, eh? No sensein havin' agresat big
glassand only doshinabit in the bottom, isthere?

'Many people prefer to savour the bouquet,’ said aquietly horrified chair. They enjoy sniffing it.’



Nobby looked at his glass with the red-veined eyes of one who'd heard rumours about what the upper
crust got up to. 'Nah," hesaid. ‘I'll go on stickin' it in my mouith, if it'sal the sameto you.'

'If we may get to thepoint,' said another chair, 'aking wouldnot have to spend every moment running the
city. Hewould of course have peopleto do that. Advisors. Counsdllors. People of experience.’

'So what'd he have to do? said Nobby.

'Hed havetoreign,’ said achair.

‘Wave!'

'Preside a banquets.’

'Sgnthings.’

'Guzzle good brandy disgustingly.'

'‘Reign.’

'Sounds like agood job to me," said Nobby. "All right for some, eh?

'Of course, aking would have to be someone who could recognize a hint if it was dropped on his head
from agreat height/ said apeaker sharply, but the other chairs shushed him into silence.

Nobby managed to find his mouth after several goes and took another long pull at hiscigar. 'Seemsto
me," he said, 'seems tome, what you want to do isfind some nob with time on hishandsand say, "Y o, it's
your lucky day. Let's see you wave that hand.™

‘Ah! That's agood idea! Does any name cross your mind, my lord? Have adrop more brandy.’

'Why, thanks, you're atoff. O' course, so 'm I, eh? That'sright, flunkey, al the way to the top. No, can't
think of anyonethat fitsthe bill."

'Infact, my lord, we were indeed thinking of offering the crown to you—'

Nobby's eyes bulged. And then his cheek bulged.

It isnot agood ideato spray finest brandy across the room, especialy when your lighted cigar isin the
way. Theflame hit thefar wall, whereit left a perfect chrysanthemum of scorched woodwork, whilein
accordance with afundamentd rule of physics Nobby's chair screamed back on its castors and thudded
into the door.

'King? Nobby coughed, and then they had to dap him on the back until he got his breath again. 'King?
he wheezed. 'And have Mr Vimes cut me head off?

'All the brandy you can drink, my lord, said awheedling voice.

"Sno good if you ain't got athroat for it to go down!

'What're you talking about?

'Mr Vimes?d go spare! Held gospared

‘Good heavens, man—'

'My lord," someone corrected.

'My lord, I mean - when you'reking you can tell that wretched Sir Samud what to do. Y ou'll be, asyou
would cdl it, "the boss". Y ou could—

'Tell ole Stoneface what to do? said Nobby.

That'sright!"

Td beaking and tell ole Stoneface what to do? said Nobby.

'Y esl'

Nobby stared into the smoky gloom.

'Held gospared

‘Ligten, you sy little man—

‘Mylord—'

"You slly little lord, you'd be able to have him executed if you wished!'

'l couldn't do that!'

'Why not?

'He'd go spare!’

"The man calls himsdf an officer of the law, and whose law does he listen to, en? Where does hislaw
comefrom?

'ldon’t know!" groaned Nobby. 'He saysit comes up through his boots!" He looked around. The



shadows in the smoke seemed to be closing in.

'l can't beking! Ole Vimesd go spare!’

"Will you stop saying that!"

Nobby pulled at hiscollar.

"Sabit hot and smoky in here," he mumbled. "Which way's the window?

‘Over there—'

The chair rocked. Nobby hit the glass hdmet-first, landed on top of awaiting carriage, bounced off and
ran into the night, trying to escape destiny in genera and axesin particular.

Cheri Littlebottom strode into the pal ace kitchens and fired her crossbow into the ceiling.

'Don't nobody move!' she yelled.

The Patrician's domestic Saff looked up from their dinner.

'When you say don'tnobody move,' said Drum-knott carefully, fastidioudy taking a piece of plaster off
his plate, 'do you in fact mean—'

‘All right, Corpord, I'll take over now,' said Vimes, patting Cheri on the shoulder. 'Is Mildred Easy here?
All headsturned.

Mildred's spoon dropped into her soup.

It'sdl right,' said Vimes. 'l just need to ask you afew more questions—'

I'm...sssorry, Sr—'

'Y ou haven't done anything wrong,' said Vimes, walking around the table. 'But you didn't just take food
homefor your family, did you?

'S-sr?

'Whatelse did you take?

Mildred looked at the suddenly blank expressions on the faces of the other servants. Therewasthe old
sheets but Mrs Dipplock dids-say | could have—'

'No, not that,' said Vimes.

Mildred licked her dry lips. 'Er, therewas. . . there was some boot polish.. . .’

'Look," said Vimes, askindly as possible,'everyone takes smdl things from the place where they work.
Small stuff that no one notices. No onethinks of it assteding. It'slike. . . it'slikerights. Odds and ends.
Ends, Miss Easy?'m thinking about the word "ends".’

'Er...youmean...thecandleends, sir?

Vimestook adeep breath. It was such ardlief to beright, even though you knew you'd only got there by
trying every possible way to bewrong.'Ah | he said.

'B-but that's not stedling, Sir. I've never stolen nothing, s-ar!'

‘But you take home the candle stubs? Still haf an hour of light in ‘em, | expect, if you burnthemina
saucer? said Vimes gently.

'But that's not stedling, sir! That'sperks, s’

Sam Vimes smacked hisforehead. 'Perks! Of course! That wastheword | was looking for. Perks!
Everyones got to have perks, aren't | right? Well, that'sfine, then,' he said. 'l expect you get the ones
from the bedrooms, yes?

Even through her nervousness, Mildred Easy was able to grin the grin of someone with an Entitlement
that lesser beings hadn't got. 'Y essir. I'mallowed, sir. They're much better than the ole coarse oneswe
useinthemanhdls, sr.’

'And you put in fresh candles when necessary, do you?

'Yessr.!

Probably dlightly more often than necessary, Vimes thought. Nopoint in letting them burn down too
much . . .

'Perhaps you can show me where they're kept, miss?



The maid looked aong the table to the housekeeper, who glanced at Commander Vimes and then
nodded. She was bright enough to know when something that sounded like aquestion redly wasn't one.
'We keep them in the candle pantry next door, Sir,' said Mildred.

'Lead theway, please.’

It wasn't abig room, but its shelves were stacked floor-to-ceiling with candles. There were the yard-high
ones used in the public halls and the smal| everyday ones used everywhere else, sorted according to
qudity.

"These are what we usesin hislordship'srooms, sir." She handed him twelve inches of white candle.

'Oh, yes. . .very good quality. Number Fives. Nice whitetallow,” said Vimes, tossing it up and down.
'We burn these a home. The stuff we use at the Y ard is damn near pork dripping. We get ours from
Carry'sin the Shambles now. Very reasonable prices. We used to ded with Spadger and Williams but
Mr Carry'sredlly cornered the market these days, hasn't he?

'Yessr. And he ddlivers 'em specid, Sir'

'And you put these candlesin hislordship's room every day?

'Yessr.!

'‘Anywhere e se?

'Oh, no, sir. Hislordship's particular about that! We just use Number Threes!

'‘And you take your, er, perks home?

'Yessr. Gran said they gave alovdy light, sr . . '

'| expect she sat up with your little brother, did she? Because | expect he got took sick first, so she sat up
with him al night long, night after night and, hah, if | know old Mrs Easy, shedid her sewing .. .

'Yessr.!

There was a pause.

'Use my handkerchief,' said Vimes, after awhile.

'Am | going tolose my pogtion, Sr?

'No. That's definite. No one involved deservesto lose ther jobs,' said Vimes. He looked at the candle.
"Except possibly me," he added.

He stopped at the doorway, and turned. ‘And if you ever want candle-ends, we've always got lots at the
Watch House. Nobby'll have to start buying cooking fat like everyone s’

'What's it doing now? said Sergeant Colon.

Wee Mad Arthur peered over the edge of theroof again. 'It's havin' problemswith its elbows," he said
conversationdly. ‘It keepslookin' at one of'em and tryin' it al ways up and it's not workin'.'

'l 'had that trouble when | put up them kitchen unitsfor Mrs Colon,' said the sergeant. Theingtructionson
how to open the box were insde the box—'

'Oh-oh, it'sworked it out,’ said the rat-catcher. 'Lookslike it had it mixed up with its knees after al.’
Colon heard aclank below him;

'And now it's gone round the corner' — there was a crash of splintering wood - 'and now it's got into the
building. | expect it'll come up the airs, but it looks like yer'll be okay.'

'Why?

"Cosadl you gottadoislet go of the roof, see?

‘I'll drop to my death!'

‘Right! Nice clean way to go. None of that "arms-and-legs-bein-ripped-off' stuff first.'

'l wanted to buy afarm!" moaned Colon.

'Could be," said Arthur. He looked over the roof again. 'Or,' he said, asif thiswere hardly a better
option, 'yez could try to grab the drainpipe.’

Colon looked sdeways. Therewas a pipe afew feet away. If he swung hisbody and redly made an
effort, hemightjust missit by inches and plungeto his degth.



'Doesit look safe? he said.

‘Compared with what, mister?

Colon tried to swing hislegslike apendulum. Every musclein hisarm screamed at him. He knew hewas
overweight. Hed always meant to take exercise one day. He just hadn't been aware that it was going to
be today.

'l reckon | can hear it walking up the stairs," said Wee Mad Arthur.

Colon tried to swing faster. "What'reyou going to do? he said.

'Oh, don't yez worry about me,' ssid Wee Mad Arthur. ‘I'll befine. I'll jump.’

‘Jump?'

‘Sure. I'll be safe 'cos of being normal-sized, see’

"Y ou think you're normal-sized?

Wee Mad Arthur looked at Colon's hands. 'Are these yer fingersright here by my boots? he said.
‘Right, right, you're normal-sized. 'S not your fault you've moved into acity full of giants,' said Colon.
‘Right. The smaller yez are thelighter yez fal. Well known fact. A spider'll not even noticeadrop like
this, amouse'd walk away, ahorsed break every bonein its body and a helephant would spla—'

'Oh, gods,' muttered Colon. He could fed the drainpipe with his boot now. But getting a grip would
mean there would have to be one long, bottomless moment when he was not exactly holding on to the
roof and not exactly holding on to the drainpipe and in very serious peril of holding on to the ground.
There was another crash from somewhere on the roof.

‘Right,' said Wee Mad Arthur. 'See you at the bottom.’

'Oh, gods.'

The gnome stepped of f the roof.

'All okay so far," he shouted, as he went past Colon.

'Oh, gods.'

Sergeant Colon looked up into two red glows.

'Doing fine up to now," said a dopplering voice from below.

'Oh,gods. .

Colon heaved hislegs around, stood on fresh air for amoment, grabbed the top of the pipe, ducked his
head as a pottery fist swvung at him, heard the nasty little noise as the pipe's rusty bolts said goodbye to
thewadl and, till clinging to atilting length of cast-iron pipe asif it were going to help, disgppeared
backwardsinto the fog.

Mr Sock looked up at the sound of the door opening, and then cowered back against the sausage
mechine

"You!" he whispered. 'Here, you can't come back! | sold you!'

Dorfl regarded him steadily for afew seconds, and then walked past him and took the largest cleaver
from the blood-stained rack on the wall.

Sock began to shake.

'I-1-1 was dways g-g-good to you,' he said. 'A-a-aways et you h-have your h-holy d-d-days off—'
Dorfl stared at him again.It's only red light, Sock gibbered to himsdlf. . .

But it seemed more focused. Hefdt it entering his head through his own eyes and examining hissoul.
The golem pushed him aside and stepped out of the daughterhouse and towards the cattle pens.

Sock unfroze. They never fought back, did they? Theycouldn't. It was how the damn things weremade.
He stared around at the other workers, humans and trolls dike. 'Don't just stand there! Get it!"

One or two hesitated. It was abig cleaver in the golem's hand. And when Dorfl stopped to look around
at them there was something different about the golem's stance, too. It didn'tlook like something that
wouldn't fight back.

But Sock didn't employ peoplefor the musclesin their heads. Besides, no one had redlly liked agolem



around the place.

A troll aimed apole-axe a him. Dorfl caught it one-handed without turning his head and snapped the
hickory handle with hisfingers. A man with ahammer had it plucked from his hand and thrown so hard at
thewadl that it left ahole.

After that they followed at a cautious distance. Dorfl took no further notice of them.

The steam over the cattle pens mingled with the fog. Hundreds of dark eyeswatched Dorfl curioudy as
he wa ked between the fences. They were always quiet when the golem was around.

He stopped by one of the largest pens. There were voices from behind.

'Don't tel meit'sgoing to daughter thelot of 'em! WeIl never get that ot jointed this shift!”

'I heard where there was one at a carpenter's that went odd and made five thousand tablesin one night.
Lost count or something.'

It'sjust staring at them . . !

'l mean, five thousand tables? One of them had twenty-seven legs. It got stuck onlegs. . .’

Dorfl brought the cleaver down hard and diced the lock off the gate. The cattle watched the golem, with
that guarded expression which cattle have that means they're waiting for the next thought to turn up.

He walked on to the sheep pens and opened them, too. The pigs were next, and then the poultry.

‘All of them? said Mr Sock.

The golem waked camly back down the line of pens, ignoring the watchers, and re-entered the
daughterhouse. He came out very shortly afterwards leading the ancient and hairy billygoat on a piece of
string. He went past the waiting animals until he reached the wide gates that led on to the main road,
which he opened. Then helet the goat loose.

The anima sniffed the air and rolled its dotted eyes. Then, gpparently deciding that the distant odour of
the cabbage fields beyond the city wall was much preferable to the smdlsimmediately around it, it trotted
away up the road.

Theanimasfollowed it in arush, but with hardly any other noise than the rustle of movement and the
sounds of their hooves. They streamed around the stationary figure of Dorfl, who stood and watched
them go.

A chicken, bewildered by the ssampede, landed on the golem's head and started to cluck.

Anger findly overcame Sock'sterror. 'What the hell are you doing? he shouted, trying to field afew
stray sheep asthey bolted out of the pens. "That'smoney walking out of the gate, you—'

Dorfl's hand was suddenly around histhroat. The golem picked him up and held the struggling man at
arm's-length, turning his head thisway and that asif considering his next course of action.

Findly hetossed away the cleaver, reached up under the chicken that had taken up residence, and
produced asmall brown egg. With apparent ceremony the golem smashed it carefully on Sock's scalp
and dropped him.

The golem's former co-workers jumped back out of the way as Dorfl walked back through the
daughterhouse.

Therewas atally board by the entrance. Dorfl looked at it for awhile, then picked up the chalk and
wrote:

NO MASTER...

The chalk crumbled in hisfingers. Dorfl walked out into the fog.

Cheri looked up from her workbench.

‘Thewick'sfull of arsenousacid,’ she said. 'Well done, sir! This candle even weighs dightly more than
other candles!'

'What an evil way to kill anyone, said Angua.

‘Certainly very clever,' sad Vimes. 'Vetinari dtsup haf the night writing, and in the morning the candl€'s
burned down. Poisoned by thelight. Thelight's something you don't see. Who looks &t the light? Not



some plodding old copper.’

'Oh, you're not that old, sir,' said Carrot, cheerfully.

'What about plodding?

'Or that plodding, either,” Carrot added quickly. 'I've always pointed out to people that you walk ina
very purposeful and meaningful manner.

Vimes gave him asharp look and saw nothing more than a keen and innocently hel pful expression.

'We don't look at the light because the light iswhat we lookwith," said Vimes. 'Okay. And now | think
we should go and have alook at the candle factory, shouldn't we? Y ou come, Littlebottom, and bring
your . . . haveyou got taller, Little-bottom?

'High-hedled boots, sir,' said Cheri.

'l thought dwarfs dwaysworeiron boots. . .

'Yes, ar. But I've got high heelson mine, Sr. | welded them on.’

'Oh. Fine. Right." Vimes pulled himself together. "Wl if you can till totter, bring your achemy stuff with
you. Detritus should've come off-duty from the palace. When it comesto locked doors you can't beat
Detritus. Hes awalking crowbar. Well pick him up on theway.'

Heloaded his crosshow and lit a match.

‘Right, he said. 'Weve done it the modern way, now let'stry policing like grandfather usedto do it. It's
timeto—'

'Prod buttock, sir? said Carrot, hurriedly.

'Close," said Vimes, taking a deep drag and blowing out asmoke ring, ‘but no cigar.'

Sergeant Colon'sview of the world was certainly changing. Just when something was about to fix itself
firmly in hismind asthe worst moment of hisentirelife, it was hurriedly replaced by something even
nedtier.

Firgly, the drainpipe he wasriding hit the wal of the building opposite. In awel-organized world he
might have landed on afire escape, but fire escapes were unknown in Ankh-Morpork and the flames
generdly had to leave viathe roof.

With the pipe thusleaning againgt the wall, he found himsdf diding down the diagond. Even thismight
have been ahappy outcome wereit not for the fact that Colon was a heavy man and, as hisweight did
nearer to the middle of the unsupported pipe, the pipe sagged, and cast iron has only avery limited
amount of sag before it sngps, which it novv did.

Colon dropped, and landed on something soft -at |east, softer than the street - and the something went
‘mur-r-r-r-r-m!*. He bounced off it and landed on something lower and softer which went 'baaaaarp!’,
and rolled from this on to something even lower and apparently made of festhers, which went insane.
And pecked him.

The dreet wasfull of animals, milling around uncertainly. When animas arein agtate of uncertainty they
get nervous, and the street was dready, asit were, paved with anxiety. The only benefit to Sergeant
Colon wasthat this made it dightly softer than would otherwise have been the case.

Hoovestrod on his hands. Very large dribbly noses sneezed a him.

Sergeant Colon had not hitherto had a great dedl of experience of animals, except in portion sizes. When
he'd been little hed had apink stuffed pig caled Mr Dreadful, and he'd got up to Chapter Six inAnimal
Husbandry. It had woodcutsin it. There was no mention of hot smelly breeth and great clomping feet
like soup plates on a stick. Cows, in Sergeant Colon's book, should go 'moo’. Every child knew that.
They shouldn't go 'mur-r-r-r-r-m!" like some kind of undersea monster and spray you with spit.
Hetried to get up, skidded on some cow's moment of crisis, and sat down on asheep. It went 'blaaaart!’
What kind of noise was that for a sheep to make?

He got up again and tried to make hisway to the kerb. 'Shoo! Get out of the damn way, you sheep!
Gam!'



A goose hissed a him and stuck out altogether too much neck.

Colon backed off, and stopped when something nudged him in the back. It wasapig.

It was no Mr Dreadful. Thiswasnt thelittle piggy that went to market, or the little piggy that Stayed at
home. It would be quite hard to imagine what kind of foot would have apiggy likethis, but it would
probably be the kind that also had hair and scales and toenails like cashew nuts.

This piggy wasthe size of apony. Thispiggy had tusks. And it wasn't pink. It was a blue-black colour
and covered with sharp hair but it did have -let's be fair, thought Colon - little red piggy eyes.
Thislittle piggy looked likethelittle piggy that killed the boarhounds, disembowelled the horse and ate
the huntsman.

Colon turned around, and came face-to-face with abull like abeef cube on legs. It turned its huge head
from side to side so that each rolling eye could get asight of the sergeant, but it was clear that neither of
them liked him very much.

It lowered its head. There wasn't room for it to charge, but it could certainly push.

Asthe animals crowded around him, Colon took the only way of escape possible.

There were men dumped dl over thedley.

‘Hello, hdllo, hello, what's dl this, then? said Carrot.

A man who was holding his arm and groaning looked up at him. ‘We were vicioudy attacked!'

'We don't havetimefor this,’ said Vimes.

'We may have,' said Angua. She tapped him on the shoulder and pointed to the wall opposite, on which
waswrittenin afamiliar script:

NO MASTER...

Carrot hunched down and spoke to the casualty. "Y ou were attacked by a golem, were you? he said.
‘Right! Vicious bugger! Just walked out of the fog and went for us, you know what they'relike!'

Carrot gave the man acheerful smile. Then his gaze travelled a ong the man's body to the big hammer
lying in the gutter, and moved from that to the other tools strewn around the scene of the fight. Severa
had their handles broken. There was along crowbar, bent nearly into acircle.

'It'slucky you were adl so well armed, * he said.

‘It turned on us, ' said the man. Hetried to snap hisfingers. 'Just likethat - aargh!'

'Y ou seem to have hurt your fingers. . .

'You'reright!'

It'sjust that | don't understand how it could have turned on youand just walked out of thefog,' said
Carrot.

'Everyone knows they're not alowed to fight back!’

""Fight back", Carrot repeated.

'It's not right, them walking around the streets like that,’ the man muttered, looking away.

There was the sound of running feet behind them and a couple of men in blood-stained aprons caught up
with them. ‘It went that way!" one yelled. "Y ou'll be able to catch up with it if you hurry!'

'‘Come on, don't hang around! What do we pay our taxes for? said the other.

‘It went dl round the cattle yards and | et everything out. Everything*. Y ou can't move on Pigsty Hill!"
'‘Agolem et dl the cattle out? said Vimes. 'What for?

'How should | know? It took the yudasgoat out of Sock's daughterhouse so half the damn things are
following it around! And then it went and put old Fosdyke in his sausage machine—'

'What?

'Oh, it didn't turn the handle. It just shoved ahandful of pardey in his mouth, dropped an onion down his
trousers, covered him in oatmeal and dropped him in the hopper!’

Anguas shoulders started to shake. Even Vimes grinned.

'And then it went into the poultry merchant's, grabbed Mr Terwillie, and' - the man stopped, aware there



wasalady present, even if she was making snorting noises while trying not to laugh, and continued in a
mumble - 'made use of some sage and onion. If you know what | mean. . '

'Y ou mean he—? Vimes began.

e

His companion nodded. 'Poor old Terwilliewon't be able to ook sage and onion in theface again, |
reckon.’

'By the sound of it, that's the last thing hell do,’ said Vimes.

Angua had to turn her back.

Tell him about what happened in your pork butcher's," said the man's companion.

'l don't think you'll need to/ said Vimes. ‘I’m seeing a pattern here.'

‘Right! And poor young Sid's only an apprentice and didn't deserve what it done to him!*

'Oh, dear, said Carrot. 'Er. . .I think I've got an ointment that might be—'

'Will it help with the apple? the man demanded.

"It shoved an gpplein hismouth?

"Wrong!"

Vimeswinced. 'Ouch. . .

'What's going to be done, en? said the butcher, hisface afew inchesfrom Vimess.

'Well, if you can get agrip on the sem—'

'I'm serious! What areyou going to do? I'm ataxpayer and | know my rights!’

He prodded Vimesin the breastplate. Vimes's expression went wooden. He looked down at the finger,
and then back up at the man'slargered nose.

'Inthat case,’ said Vimes, 'l suggest you take another apple and—'

'Er, excuse me,' said Carrot loudly, 'Y ou're Mr Maxilotte, aren't you? Got a shop in the Shambles?

'Y es, that's right. What of it?

It'sjust that | don't recal seeing your name on the register of taxpayers, which is very odd because you
sad youwer e ataxpayer, but of course you wouldn't lie aout athing like that and anyway when you
paid your taxes they would have given you areceipt because that's the law and I'm sure you'd be able to
findit if you looked—'

The butcher lowered hisfinger. 'Er, yes. . .

'l could come and help you if you'd like," said Carrot.

The butcher gave Vimes adespairing look.

'Heredlydoes read that stuff,' said Vimes. 'For pleasure. Carrot, why don't you scarp—? My gods,
what the hell isthat?

Therewas abelow further up the Strest.

Something big and muddy was gpproaching at a sort of menacing amble. In the gloom it looked vaguely
likeavery fat centaur, haf-man, hdf. . . infact it was, heredized asit bounced nearer, haf-Colon,
haf-bull.

Sergeant Colon had lost his helmet and had a certain look about him that suggested he had been closeto
the soil.

Asthe massive bull cantered past, the sergeant rolled hiseyeswildly and said, 'l daren't get off! | daren't
get offI"

'How did you get on? shouted Vimes.

It wasn't easy, Sir! | just grabbed the 'orns, Sir, next minute | was on its back!'

'Wdll, hang on!"

'Yes, dr! Hangingon gir!’

Rogersthe bulls were angry and bewildered, which counts as the basic state of mind for full-grown bulls.
[16]



But they had aparticular reason. Beef cattle have ardigion. They are deeply spiritua animals. They
believe that good and obedient cattle go to a better place when they die, through amagic door. They
don't know what happens next, but they've heard that it involves really good eating and, for some reason,
horseradish.

Rogers had been quite looking forward to it. They were getting a bit creaky these days, and cows
seemed to run faster than they had done when they were lads. They could just taste that heavenly
horseradish . . .

And instead they'd been herded into a crowded pen for a day andthen the gate had been opened and
thered been animals everywhere and thisdidnot ook like the Promised Lard.

And someone was on their back. They'd tried to buck him off afew times. In Rogers heyday the
impudent man would by now be afew stringy red stains on the ground, but findly the arthritic bulls had
given up until such time asthey could find a handy tree on which to scrape him off.

They just wished the wretched man would stop yelling.

Vimestook afew steps after the bull, and then turned.

‘Carrot? Angua? Y ou two get down to Carry'stallow works. Just keep an eye on it until we get there,
understand? Spy out the place but don't go in, understand? Right? Do not in any circumstances movein.
Do | make mysdlf clear? Just remainin the area. Right?

'Yes, 5r,' said Carrot.

'Detritus, let's get Fred off that thing.'

The crowds were melting away ahead of the bull. A ton of pedigree bull does not experience traffic
congestion, at least not for any length of time.

‘Can't you jump off, Fred? Vimes ydled, as he ran dong behind.

'l do not wishto givethat atry, Sr!’

'Wéll, can you steer it?

'How, Sr?

"Takethe bull by the horns, man!'

Colon tentatively reached out and took a horn in each hand. Rogers the bulls turned their head and nearly
pulled him off.

'He'sabit stronger than me, sir! Quite alot stronger actudly, sir!’

'l could shoot it through der head wid my bow, Mr Vimes,' said Detritus, flourishing his converted sege
weapon.

‘Thisisacrowded street, Sergeant. It might hit an innocent person, evenin Ankh-Morpork.'

'Sorry, gr.' Detritus brightened. 'But if it did we could ways say they'd bin guilty of somethin', Sr?
'No, that . . . What's that chicken doing?

A small black bantam cock raced up the street, ran between the bull's legs and skidded to ahdlt just in
front of Rogers. A smdler figure jumped off its back, legpt up, caught hold of the ring through the bull's
nose, svung up further until it wasin the mass of curls on the bull's forehead, and then took firm hold of a
lock of hair in each tiny hand.

'It looks like Wee Mad Arthur der ger-nome, sir,’ said Detritus. 'He.. . . tryin' to nut der bull . . .’

There was anoise like adow woodpecker working on a particularly difficult tree, and it punctuated a
litany of complaints from somewhere between the anima's eyes.

‘Takethat, yer big lump that yez are. . .

The bulls stopped. They tried to turn their head so that one or other of the Rogerses could see what the
hdll it was that was hammering &t their foreheads, and might aswell have tried looking down their own
ears.

They staggered backwards.

'Fred, Vimeswhispered. 'Y ou dip off its back whileit'sbusy.’



With a panicky look, Sergeant Colon swung aleg over the bull's huge back and did down to the ground.
Vimes grabbed him and hustled him into adoorway. Then he hustled him out again. A doorway wasfar
too confined a space in which to be anywhere near Fred Colon.

'Why areyou al covered in crap, Fred?

'Well, sir, you know that creek that you're up without a paddie? It Sarted there and it's got worse,

gr.

‘Good grief. Worse than that?

'Permission to go and have abath, sir?

'No, but you could stand back afew more feet. What happened to your helmet?

‘Lasttimel saw it, it was on asheep, Sr. Sir, | wastied up and shoved in acellar and heroically broke
free, Srl And | was chased by one of them golems, sir!’

'Where wasthis?

Colon had hoped he wouldn't be asked that. 'It was aplace in the Shambles," he said. "It wasfoggy, so
|

Vimes grabbed Colon'swrigts. '‘What's this?

They tied me up with string, Sir! But at great persnd risk of lifeand limb 1—'

Thisdoesn't ook like string tome," said Vimes.

'No, sir?

'No, thislookslike. . . candlewick.'

Colon looked blank.

That aClue, Sr? he said, hopefully.

There was a splatting noise as Vimes dapped him on the back. 'Well done, Fred,’ he said, wiping his
hand on histrousers. 'It's certainly a corroboration.’

That'swhat | thought!" said Colon quickly. Thisisacorrobolaration and I've got to get it to Commander
Vimes as soon as possible regardless of—'

'Why's that gnome nutting that bull, Fred?

That's Wee Mad Arthur, sir. We owe him adollar. Hewas. ... of some help, sir’

Rogersthe bulls were on their knees, dazed and bewildered. It wasn't that Wee Mad Arthur was
capable of ddivering akilling blow, but hejust didn't stop. After awhile the noise and the thumping got
on peopl€e's nerves.

‘Should we help him? said Vimes.

'Lookslike he'sdoing dl right by himsdlf, sir,' said Colon.

Wee Mad Arthur looked up and grinned. 'One dollar, right? he shouted. 'No welching or I'll come after
yez! One of these buggers trod on me grandpa once!'

'Was he hurt?

'He got one of his hornstwisted right orf!"

Vimestook Sergeant Colon firmly by the arm. '‘Come on, Fred, it'sall hitting the street now!"

'Right, sir! And mogt of it's splashing!”

'l say! Youthere! You're awatchman, aren't you? Come over herel'

Vimesturned. A man had pushed hisway through the crowds.

Onthewhole, Colon reflected, it was just possible that the worst moment of hislife hadn't happened yet.
Vimestended to react in aballistic way to wordslike 'l say! Y ou there!' when uttered in a certain kind of
neighing voice.

The speaker had an aristocratic look about him, and the angry air of aman not accustomed to the rigours
of lifewho hasjust found one happening to him.

Vimes saluted smartly. "Yessr! I'm awatchman, Sir!’

'Wdll, just you come aong with me and arrest thisthing. It's disturbing the workers!'

'What thing, Sr?

‘A golem, man! Walked into the factory as bold as you like and started painting on the damn walls!’
'What factory, Sr?

"Y ou come with me, my man. | happen to be avery good friend of your commander and | can't say | like



your attitude.'

‘Sorry about that, dir,' said Vimes, with a cheerfulness that Sergeant Colon had come to dread.

There was a nondescript factory on the other side of the street. The man strode in.

'Er ... hesaid "golem", Sir," murmured Colon.

Vimes had known Fred Colon along time. 'Y es, Fred, soit's vitaly important for you to stay on guard
out here,' hesaid.

Therelief rose off Colon like steam. That'sright, sir!" he said.

Thefactory wasfull of sewing-machines. People were sitting meekly in front of them. It was the sort of
thing the guilds hated, but since the Guild of Seamstresses didn't take dl that much interest in sawing there
was no one to object. Endless beltsled up from each machine to pulleys on along spindle near the roof,
whichin turn were driven by ... Vimess eyesfollowed it down the length of the workshop ... atreadmiill,
now gtationary and somewhat broken. A couple of golemswere standing forlornly dongsideit, looking
logt.

Therewasaholeinthewall quite closeto it and, above it, someone had written in red paint:
WORKERS! NO MASTERSBUT YOURSELVES

Vimesgrinned.

‘It smashed itsway in, broke the treadmill, pulled my golems out, painted that stupid message on thewall
and stamped out again!’ said the man behind him.

'Hmm, yes, | see. A lot of people use oxen in their treadmills,’ said Vimes mildly.

'What's that got to do with it? Anyway, cattle can't keep going twenty-four hoursaday.'

Vimess gaze worked its way aong the rows of workers. Their faces had that worried, Cockbill Street
look that you got when you were cursed with pride aswell as poverty.

'No, indeed, he said. 'Mogt of the clothing workshops are up at Nap Hill, but the wages are cheaper
down here, aren't they?

'People arejolly glad to get the work!"

'Yes,' said Vimes, looking at thefaces again. 'Glad.’ At thefar end of the factory, he noted, the golems
weretrying to rebuild their treadmill.

‘Now you listen to me, what | want you to do is—' the factory-owner began.

Vimess hand gripped his collar and dragged him forward until hisface was afew inchesfrom Vimess
own.

'No, you listen tome," hissed Vimes. ‘I mix with crooks and thieves and thugs dl day and that doesn't
worry meat al but after two minuteswith you | need abath. And if | find that damn golem I'll shakeits
damn hand, you hear me?

Tothe surprise of that part of Vimes that wasn't raging, the man found enough courage to say 'How dare
you! Y ou're supposed to be the law!”

Vimessfuriousfinger dmost went up the man'snose.

'Where shdl | sart? heydled. He glared at the two golems. '"And why are you clownsrepairing the
treadmill”? he shouted. 'Good grief, haven't got the sense you were bor— Haven't you got any sense?
He stormed out of the building. Sergeant Colon stopped trying to scrape himsalf clean and ran to catch
upwithhim.

'l heard some people say they saw a golem come out of the other door, sir, he said. ‘It was ared one.
Y ou know, red clay. But the one that was after me was white, Sr. Are you angry, Sam?

'Who's that man who ownsthat place?

‘That'sMr Catterail, Sr. Y ou know, he's dwayswriting you letters about there being too many what he
cals"lesser races’ in the Watch. You know . . . trollsand dwarfs. . .’

The sergeant had to trot to keep up with him.

'Get some zombies,' said Vimes.

'Y ou've aways been dead against zombies, excuse my pune,’ said Sergeant Colon.

'Any want to join, are there?

'Oh, yessir. Couple of good lads, s, and but for the grey skin hangin' off ‘em you'd swear they hadn't
been buried five minutes!



‘Swear them in tomorrow.'

‘Right, sr. Good idea. And of courseit'sagreat saving not having to include them in the pension plan.’
They can patrol up on Kings Down. After dl, they're only human.’

‘Right, gir." When Sam isin these moods, Colon thought, you agree witheverything. 'Y ourereally getting
the hang of this affirmative action suff, eh ar?

‘Right now I'd swear in agorgon!'

‘There'sadways Mr Bleakley, sir, he's getting fed up with working in the kosher butcher's and—'

'But no vampires.Never any vampires. Now let's get amove on, Fred.'

Nobby Nobbs ought to have known. That'swhat he told himself as he scuttled through the streets. Al
that stuff about kings and stuff- they'd wanted him to ...

It was aterriblethought . . .

Volunteer.

Nobby had spent alifetime in one uniform or another. And one of the most basic lessons he'd learned
was that men with red faces and plummy voices neverever gave cushy numbersto the likes of Nobby.
They'd ask for volunteers to do something 'big and clean’ and you'd end up scrubbing some damn greet
drawbridge; they'd say, '‘Anyone here like good food? and you'd be peeling potatoes for aweek. You
neverever volunteered. Not even if asergeant stood there and said, 'We need someone to drink alcohoal,
bottles of, and make love, passionate, to women, for the use of.' There wasalways a snag. If achoir of
angels asked for volunteers for Paradise to step forward, Nobby knew enough to take one smart pace to
therear.

When the call came for Corpora Nobbs, it would not find him wanting. It would not find him at all.
Nobby avoided aherd of pigsin the middle of the street.

Even Mr Vimes never expected him tovolunteer. He respected Nobby's pride.

Nobby's head ached. It must've been the quail's eggs, he was sure. They couldn't be healthy birdsto lay
titchy eggslikethat.

He sdled past acow that had got its head stuck in someone's window.

Nobby as king? Oh,yes. No one ever gave a Nobbs anything except maybe a skin disease or Sixty
lashes. It was a dog-eat-Nobbs world, right enough. If there were to be aworld competition for losers, a
Nobbswould comefirs— lagt.

He stopped running and went to earth in adoorway. I1n its welcome shadows he extracted a very short
cigarette end from behind hisear and lit it.

Now that he felt safe enough to think about more than flight he wondered about al the animalsthat
seemed to be on the streets. Unlike the family tree that had borne Fred Colon asitsfruit, the creeping
vine of the Nobbses had flourished only within city walls. Nobby was vaguely aware of animasas being
food in aprimary stage and left it at that. But he was pretty sure they weren't supposed to be wandering
around untidily likethis.

Gangs of men were trying to round them up. Since they weretired and working at cross-purposes, and
the animaswere hungry and bewildered, dl that was happening was that the streets were getting alot
muddier.

Nobby became aware that he was not alone in the doorway.

Helooked down.

Also lurking in the shadows was a goat. It was unkempt and smelly, but it turned its head and gave
Nobby the most knowing look held ever seen on the face of an anima. Unexpectedly, and most
uncharacterigtically, Nobby was struck by a surge of fellow-rfedling.

He pinched out the end of his cigarette and passed it down to the goat, which aeit.

Y ou and me both,’ said Nobby.



Miscdllaneous livestock scattered madly as Carrot, Anguaand Cheri made their way down the
Shambles. They especidly tried to keep away from Angua. It seemed to Cheri that an invisible barrier
was advancing in front of them. Some animastried to climb walls or scattered madly into side dleys.
'Why are they so scared? said Cheri.

‘Can'timagine, saild Angua

A few maddened sheep ran away from them as they walked around the candle-factory. Light from its
high windows indicated that candlemaking continued dl night.

They make nearly haf amillion candles every twenty-four hours,' said Carrot. 'l heard they've got very
advanced machinery. It sounds very interesting. I'd loveto seeit.’

At the rear of the premiseslight blazed out into the fog. Crates of candles were being manhandled onto a
succession of carts.

'Looks normal enough,’ said Carrot, as they eased themselvesinto a conveniently shadowy doorway.
‘Busy, though.'

'l don't see what good thisis going to do,' said Angua. 'As soon asthey see us they can destroy any
evidence. And, even if we find arsenic, so what? Theré's no crime in owning arsenic, isthere?

'Er ... isthereacrimein owningthat? whispered Cheri.

A golemwaswalking dowly up the dley. It was quite unlike any other golem they had seen. The others
were ancient and had repaired themsalves so many times they were as shapeless as agingerbread man,
but this one looked like ahuman, or at least like humans wished they could look. It resembled a statue
made of white clay. Around its head, part of the very design, was a crown.

'l wasright,” murmured Carrot. Theydid make themsaves agolem. The poor devils. They thought aking
would make them free

'Look at itslegs,’ said Angua.

Asthe golem walked, lines of red light appeared and disappeared all over itslegs, and acrossits body
andarms.

It'scracking,' she said.

'l knewyou couldn't bake pottery in an old bread oven!" said Cheri. 'It's not the rightshapd!’

The golem pushed open a door and disappeared into the factory.

'Let'sgo, said Carrot.

‘Commander Vimestold usto wait for him," said Angua.

'Y es, but we don't knowwhat might be going onin there,' said Carrot. 'Besides, he likes usto use our
initiative. We can't just hang around now.’

He darted across the aley and opened the door.

There were crates piled ingde, with anarrow passageway between them. From dl around them, but
dightly muffled by the crates, came the clicking and rattling of the factory. The air smelled of hot wax.
Cheri was aware of awhispered conversation going on severa feet above her little round helmet.
‘lwish Mr Vimes hadn't wanted us to bring her. Supposing something happens to her?'

"What are you talking about?'

‘Well .. .youknow. ..she'sagirl.

'So what? There's at least three female dwarfs in the Watch already and you don't worry about
them.’

'Oh, comeon ...name one.’

‘Lars Skulldrinker for a start.’

‘No! Really?

'‘Areyou calling thisnose a liar?

'‘But he broke up a fight in the Miner's Arms single-handedly last week!'

" Well? Why do you assume femal es are weaker ? You wouldn't worry about metaking on a vicious
bar crowd by myself.’



'I'd give aid where necessary.'

' To me or to them?'

‘That's unfair!"

Isit?

'l wouldn't help them unless you got really rough.'

'Ah, so? And they say chivalry isdead . . .

‘Anyway, Cheri is. . .a bit different. I'msure he. . . she's good at alchemy, but we'd better watch
her back in a fight. Hold on...’

They'd stepped out into the factory.

Candles whirled overhead - hundreds of them,thousands of them - dangling by their wicksfrom an
endless belt of complex wooden links that switch-backed itsway up and down thelong hall.

'l heard about this,' said Carrot. 'It's called a producing line. It'saway of making thousands of things that
areal the same. But ook at the speed! I'm amazed the treadmill can—'

Angua pointed. Therewas atreadmill creaking around beside her, but there was nothing insideiit.
'Something'sgot to be powering dl this,' said Angua.

Carrot pointed. Further up the hall the switchbacks of the line converged in acomplicated knot. There
was afigure somewherein the middle, amsmoving in ablur.

Just beside Carrot the line ended at a big wooden hopper. Candles cascaded into it. No one had been
emptying it, and they were tumbling over the pile and rolling on to the floor.

'Cheri,' said Carrot. 'Do you know how to use any kind of weapon?

'Er ... no, Captain Carrot.' 'Right. You just wait in the dley, then. | don't want any harm coming to you.'
She scuttled off, looking relieved. Anguasniffed the air. 'There'sbeen avampire here,' she said.

'| think wed—' Carrot began. 'l knew you'd find out! | wish I'd never bought the damned thing! I've got
abow! | warn you, I've got a crossbow!"

They turned. 'Ah, Mr Carry,' said Carrot cheerfully. He produced his badge. 'Captain Carraot,
Ankh-Morpork City Watch—'

'l know who you are! | know who you are! Andwhat you are, too! | knew you'd come! I've got abow
and I'm not afraid to useit!" The crossbow's point moved uncertainly, proving him aliar. ‘Redly? sad
Angua'What we are? 'l didn't even want to get involved!' said Carry. 'It killed those old men, didn't it?
'Yes,' said Carrot.

'Why?| didn't tell it to!"

'Because they helped makeit, | think,' said Carrot. 'It knew who to blame.’

Thegolemssold it to me!" said Carry. 'l thought it'd help build up the business but the damned thing won't
stop—'

He glanced up at the line of candles whirring overhead, but jerked his head back before Angua could
move.

'Works hard, doesit?

'Hah!" But Carry didn't look like aman enjoying ajoke. Helooked like aman in private torment. 'l've
laid off everyone except the girlsin the packing department, andthey're on three shiftsand overtime! I've
got four men out looking for tallow, two negotiating for wicks and three trying to buy more storage
Space!’

"Then get it to stop making candles,’ said Carrot.

'[t goes off into the streets when we run out of tallow! Y ou want it walking around looking for something
to do? Hey, you two stay together!" Carry added urgently, waving the crossbow,

'Look, dl you haveto do is change the wordsin its head,’ said Carrot.

It won't let me! Don't you think I've tried?

‘It can'tnot let you," said Carrot. 'Golems haveto let—'

'l saiditwon't let me!'

"What about the poisoned candles? said Carrot.

"That wasn't my ideal’

'Whoseideawasit?



Carry's crossbow swung back and forth. He licked hislips. 'Thishasdl gonefar too far," hesaid. 'I'm
getting out.'

'Whoseidea, Mr Carry?

'I'm not going to end up in some aley somewhere with as much blood as a bananal’

'Now then, we wouldn't do anything like that, said Carrot.

Mr Carry was exporting terror. Angua could smell it streaming off him. He might pull thetrigger out of
sheer panic.

There was another sméll, too. 'Who's the vampire? she said.

For amoment she thought the manwould fire the crossbow. ‘I never said anything about him!'

'Y ou've got garlic in your pocket,' said Angua. '‘And the place reeks of vampire.'

'He said we could get the golem to do anything,” Carry mumbled.

‘Like making poisoned candles? said Carrot.

'Yes, but hesad it'd just keep Vetinari out of theway,' said Carry. He seemed to be getting atenuous
grip on himsdf. 'And he's not dead, ‘cos 1'd have heard,’ he said. 'l shouldn't think making himill isa
crime, SO you can't—'

‘The candles killed two other people, said Carrot.

Carry started to panic again. "Who?

'‘An old lady and ababy in Cockbill Street.’

'Were they important? said Carry.

Carrot nodded to himself. 'l was dmost feding sorry for you," he said. ‘Right up to that point. You'rea
lucky man, Mr Carry.’

'Y ou think s0?

'Oh, yes. We got to you before Commander Vimes did. Now, just put down the crossbow and we can
talk about—'

Therewasanoise. Or, rather, the sudden cessation of anoise that had been so pervasive that it had no
longer been conscioudy heard.

The clacking line had stopped. There was a chorus of little waxy thuds as the hanging candles swung and
hit one another, and then silence unrolled. The last candle dropped off the line, tumbled down the heap in
the hopper, and bounced on the floor.

And in the sllence, the sound of footsteps.

Carry started to back away. Too late!l" he moaned.

Both Carrot and Anguasaw hisfinger move.

Angua pushed Carrot out of the way as the claw released the string, but he had anticipated thisand his
hand was dready flinging itself up and across. She heard the sickening, tearing noise as his pam whirled
in front of her face, and his grunt as the force of the bolt spun him round.

Helanded heavily on thefloor, clutching hisleft hand. The crossbow bolt was sticking out of the palm.
Angua crouched down. ‘It doesn't look barbed, let me pull—'

Carrot grabbed her wrist. "The point'ssilver! Don't touch it!”

They both looked up as a shadow crossed the light.

The king golem looked down &t her.

Shefdt her teeth and fingernails begin to lengthen.

Then she saw the smal round face of Cheri peering nervoudy around a pile of crates. Anguafought
down her werewolf ingtincts, screamed 'Stay right there!” at the dwarf and at every swelling hair follicle,
and hesitated between pursuing the fleeing Carry and dragging Carrot to safety.

Shetold her body again that awolf-shape wasnot an option. There were too many strange smells, too
many fires. ..

The golem glistened with tallow and wax.

She backed away.

Behind the golem she saw Cheri look down at the groaning Carrot and then up at afire-axe hooked on
thewall. The dwarf took it down and weighed it vagudly in her hands.

'Don't try—' Angua began.



"T'dr'duzkb’hazgt't!"

'Oh, no!" moaned Carrot. 'Notthat one!'

Cheri came up behind the golem at arun and hacked at itswaist. The axe rebounded but she pirouetted
with it and caught the statue on the thigh, chipping off a piece of clay.
Angua hesitated. Cheri's axe was making blurred orbits around the golem while itswielder yelled more
terrible battle cries. Angua couldn't make out any words but many dwarf cries didn't bother with words.
They went straight for emotionsin sonic form. Chips of pottery ricocheted off the crates as each blow
landed.

'What did sheyell? Anguasaid, as she pulled Carrot out of theway.

'It's the most menacing dwarf battle cry thereis! Onceit's been shoutedsomeone hasto bekilled!’
'What's it mean?

‘Today I1s A Good Day For Someone Else To Die!'

The golem watched the dwarf incurioudy, like an € ephant watching an attack by arogue chicken.
Then it picked the axe out of the air, Cheri trailing behind it like acomet, and hurled it aside.
Anguahauled Carrot to hisfeet. Blood dripped from his hand. She tried to shut her nogtrils.Full moon
tomorrow. No more choices.

'Maybe we can reason with it—' Carrot started.

‘Attention! Thisisthereal world caling!" shouted Angua.

Carrot drew hissword. 'l am arresting you—' he began.

The golem'sarm whirred across. The sword buried itself to the hilt in acrate of candles.

'Got any more clever ideas? said Angua, asthey backed away. 'Or can we go now?

'No. Weve got to stop it somewhere!’

Their hedsmet awadl of crates.

' think we've found the place,' said Angua asthe golem raised itsfists again.

"Y ou duck right, I'll duck left. Maybe—'

A blow rocked the big double doorsin the far wall.

The king golem's head turned.

The doors shook again, and burst inwards. For amoment Dorfl was framed in the doorway. Then the
red golem lowered his head, spread hisarms, and charged.

It wasn't avery fast run but it did have aterrible momentum, like the dow dide of aglacier. The
floorboards shook and drummed under him.

The golems collided with aclang in the middle of the floor. Jagged lines of fire spread acrossthe king's
body as cracks opened, but it roared and caught up Dorfl around the middle and tossed him against the
wadl.

‘Comeon,’ said Angua.'Now can we find Cheri and get out of here?

'We ought to help him," said Carrot, as the golems smashed into each other again.

'How?If it. . . ifhe can't stop it, what makes you thinkwe can? Comeon!'

Carrot shook her off.

Dorfl picked itself up from among the bricks and charged again. The golems met, scrabbling at one
another for purchase. They stood locked for amoment, cresking, and then Dorfl's hand came up holding
something. Dorfl pushed himself back and smashed the other golem over the head with itsown leg.
Asit spun Dorfl's other hand lashed out, but was grabbed. The king swivelled with a strange grace, bore
Dorfl to thefloor, rolled and kicked out. Dorfl rolled too. He flung out hisarmsto stop himself, and
looked back >to see both hisfeet pinwheding into the wall.

The king picked up its own leg, balanced for amoment, and joined itself together.

Then itsred gaze swept the factory and flared when it caught sight of Carraot,

‘There must be aback way out of here," muttered Angua. 'Carry got out!"

The king started to run after them, but hit an immediate problem. It had put itsleg on back to front. It
began to limp in acircle but, somehow, the circle got nearer to them.

'We can't just leave Dorfl lying there/ said Carrot.

He pulled along meta rod out of a stirring tank and eased himself back down to the grease-crusted



floor.

The king rocked towards him. Carrot hopped backwards, steadied himsdlf on arail, and swung.

The golem lifted its hand, caught the rod out of the air and tossed it aside. It raised both fistsand tried to
step forward.

It couldn't move. It looked down.

"Thsss,' said what remained of Dorfl, gripping itsankle.

The king bent, swung one hand with the pam edgewise, and camly sheared the top off Dorfl's head. It
removed the chem and crumpled it up.

Theglow died in Dorfl's eyes.

Angua cannoned into Carrot so hard he almost fell over. She wrapped both arms around him and pulled
him &fter her.

‘It justkilled Dorfl, just likethat!" said Carrot.

'It'sashame, yes,' said Angua. 'Or it would be if Dorfl had been dive. Carrot, they'relike. . .machinery.
Look, we can make it to the door—'

Carrot shook himsdf free. 'It'smurder,’ he said. 'Were Watchmen. We can't judt. . . watch! Itkilled
him!'

It'sanit and so'she—'

'‘Commander Vimes said someone has to speak for the people with no voices!'

Hereallybdievesit, Anguathought.Vimes puts words in hishead.

'Keep it occupied!" he shouted, and darted away.

'How? Organize asing-song?

I'vegot aplan.

‘Oh,good! ’

Vimes looked up at the entrance of the candle-factory. He could dimly see two cressets burning on either
gdeof ashidd. 'Look at that, will you? he said. 'Paint not dry and he flauntsthe thing for dl theworld to
Seel’

'What's dat, sir? said Detritus.

'His damn coat of armg!'

Detritus looked up. 'Why'sit got alighted fish on it? he said.

'In herddry that'sapoisson,’ said Vimes bitterly. 'And it's supposed to be alamp.’

'A lamp made out of apoisson,’ said Detritus. 'Well, derésafmg.’

‘At least it's got the motto in proper language,’ said Sergeant Colon. 'Instead of al the old- fashioned stuff
no one understands. "Art Brought Forth the Candle.” That, Sergeant Detritus, isapune, or play on
words. 'Cos hisnameis Arthur, see'’

Vimes stood between the two sergeants and felt ahole open up in his head.

'Damn!* he said. 'Damn, damn, damn! He showed it to me! "Dumb plodder Vimes! He won't noticel”
Oh, yesl And hewasright!’

"Snot that good," said Colon. I mean, you've got to know that Mr Carry'sfirst nameis Arthur—'
'Shutup, Fred!" snapped Vimes.

'Shuitting up right now, Sir.’

Thearrogance of the. . . Who'sthat?

A figure darted out of the building, glanced around hurriedly, and scurried along the Street.

That's Carry!'said Vimes. He didn't even shout 'After him!" but went from a standing start to afull run.
The fleeing figure dodged between the occasional straying sheep or pig and didn't have abad turn of
speed, but Vimes was powered by sheer anger and was only yards away when Carry ducked into an

dleyway.
Vimes skidded to a halt and grabbed at the wall. He'd seen the shape of a crossbow and one of the



things you learned in the Watch - that is, one of the things which hopefully you'd have achance to learn
— wasthat it was avery stupid thing indeed to follow someone with a crossbow into adark dley where
you'd be outlined againgt any light therewas.

'l know it'syou, Carry," he shouted.

‘I’ve got a crossbow!”

"You can only fireit once!’

'l want to turn King's Evidence!'

'Guessagan!’

Carry lowered hisvoice. 'They just said | could get the damn golemto doiit. | didn't think anyone was
going to get hurt.'

‘Right, right,’ said Vimes. "Y ou made poisoned candles because they gave abetter light, | expect.’

'Y ou know what | mean! They told meit would al beal right and—'

'Which they would "they" be?

"They said no one would ever find out!

'Redlly?

'Look, ook, they said they could . . ." The voice paused, and took on that wheedling tone the
blunt-witted use when they're trying to sound sharp.

'If I tell you everything, you'l let me go, right?

Thetwo sergeants had caught up. Vimes pulled Detritus towards him, although in fact he ended up pulling
himself towards Detritus.

'Go round the corner and see he doesn't come out of the alley the other way," he whispered. Thetroll
nodded.

'What's it you want to tell me, Mr Carry? said Vimesto the darknessin the dley.

'Have we got a bargain?

'What?

‘A bargain.'

'No, we damn well haven't got abargain, Mr Carry! I'm not atradesman! But I'll tell you something, Mr
Carry. They betrayed you!

There was slence from the darkness, and then asound like asigh.

Behind Vimes, Sergeant Colon stamped his feet on the cobblesto keep warm.

'Y ou can't say inthere dl night, Mr Carry,’ said Vimes.

There was another sound, alesthery sound. Vimes glanced up into the coils of fog. 'Something's not
right,” he said. 'Come on!’

Heran into the dley. Sergeant Colon followed, on the basisthat it wasfineto run into an aley containing
an armed man provided you were behind someone el se.

A shapeloomed at them.

'Detritus?

Yes, ar!'

'Where did he go? There are no doorsin the dley!'

Then his eyes grew more accustomed to the gloom. He saw a huddled outline &t the foot of awall, and
hisfoot nudged a crossbow. 'Mr Carry?

He kndlt down and lit amatch.

'Oh, nasty," said Sergeant Colon. 'Something's broken hisneck . . .’

'Dead, ishe? said Detritus. 'Y ou want | should draw achak outline round him?

'l don't think we need bother, Sergeant.’

"It no bother, I've got der chalk right here.'

Vimes looked up. Fog filled the dley, but there were no ladders, no handy low roofs.

'Let'sget out of here,' he said.



Anguafaced theking.

Sheresisted aterrible urge to Change. Even awerewolf sjaws probably wouldn't have any effect on the
thing. It didnthave ajugular.

She daren't look away. The king moved uncertainly, with little jerks and twitches that in a human would
suggest madness. Itsarms moved fast but erraticaly, asif signalsthat were being sent were not arriving
properly. And Dorfl's attack had l€ft it damaged. Every timeit moved, red light shone from dozens of
new cracks.

'Y ou're cracking up!' she shouted. 'The oven wasn't right for pottery!

Theking lunged at her. She dodged and heard its hand dice through arack of candles.

"You're cranky! Y ou're baked like aloaf! Y ou'rehalf-baked?

She drew her sword. She didn't usualy have much usefor it. She found asmile would invariably do the
trick,

A hand diced the top off the blade.

She stared at the sheared meta in horror and then somersaulted back as another blow hummed past her
face.

Her foot rolled on acandle and shefdl heavily, but with enough presence of mind to roll before afoot
stamped down.

'Where've you gone? sheyelled.

‘Can you get it to move alittle closer to the doors, please? said avoice from the darkness on high.
Carrot crawled out along therickety structure that supported the production line.

‘Carrot!'

‘Almost there...

Theking grabbed at her leg. Shelashed out with her foot and caught it on the knee.

To her amazement she made it crack. But the fire below was still there. The pieces of pottery seemed to
float onit. No matter what anyone did the golem could keep going, eveniif it werejust acloud of dust
held together.

'Ah. Right," said Carrot, and dropped off the gantry.

Helanded on the king's back, flung one arm around its neck, and began to pound on its head with the hilt
of hissword. It staggered and tried to reach up to pull him off.

'Got to get thewords out!" Carrot shouted, asthe armsflailed a him. ‘It'stheonly . . . way!'

Theking staggered forward and hit a stack of boxes, which burst and rained candles over the floor.
Carrot grabbed its ears and tried to twigt.

Anguaheard himsaying: 'You. .. have...theright...to ... alawyer ...

‘Carrot! Don't bother with its damn rights!’

'You. .. have...theright to—'

‘Just giveit thelast ones!

There was acommotion in the gaping doorway and Vimesran in, sword drawn. 'Oh,gods.. . . Sergeant
Detritug’

Detritus gppeared behind him. 'Sah!’

'Crosshow bolt through the head, if you please!’

Tfyousay so,Sr...

'Itshead, Sergeant! Mineisfine! Carrot, get down off the thing!'

‘Can't get its head off, gr!’

'Well try six feet of cold stedl in the ear just as soon as you let the damn thing go!'

Carrot steadied himsdlf on the king's shoulders, tried to judge his moment as the thing staggered around,
and leapt.

Helanded awkwardly on adiding heap of candles. Hisleg buckled under him and he tumbled over until
he was stopped by the inert shell that had been Dorfl.

'Hey, look disway, mister,' said Detritus.

Theking turned.



Vimes didn't catch everything that happened next, becauseit al happened so quickly. He was merely
aware of the rush of air andthegloink of the rebounding bolt mingling with the wooden juddering noise as
it buried itsdlf in the doorframe behind him.

And the golem was crouching down by Carrot, who was trying to squirm out of the way.

It raised afist, and brought it down . . .

Vimes didn't even see Dorfl'sarm move but there it wasthere, suddenly gripping the king'swrist.

Tiny garsof light went novain Dorfl'seyes.

"Tssssss!'

Astheking jerked back in surprise, Dorfl held on and levered himsdlf up on what remained of hislegs.
Ashecame up so did hisfigt.

Time dowed. Nothing moved in the whole universe but Dorfl'sfig.

It swung like a planet, without any apparent speed but with a drifting unstoppability.

And then the king's expression changed. Just before the fist landed, it smiled.

The golem's head exploded, Vimesrecalled it in dow motion, onelong second of floating pottery. And
words. Scraps of paper flew out, dozens,scores of them, tumbling gently to thefloor.

Sowly, peacefully, the king hit thefloor. The red light died, the cracks opened, and then there werejust.
.. pieces.

Dorfl collgpsed on top of them.

Anguaand Vimesreached Carrot together.

'Hecamedive!' said Carrot, struggling up. That thing was going to kill me and Dorfl came dive! But that
thing had smashed the words out of hishead! A golemhas to have the words!'

"They gave their own golem too many, | can seethat,’ said Vimes.

He picked up some of the coils of paper.

..CREATE PEACE AND JUSTICE FOR ALL...

.RULEUSEWISELY...

..TEACH USFREEDOM....

..LEADUSTO...

Poor devil, hethought.

'Let'sget you home. That hand needs treeting—' said Angua

"Listen,will you? said Carrot. 'He'sdive!’

Vimes knelt down by Dorfl. The broken clay skull looked as empty as yesterday's breakfast egg. But
therewas still apinpoint of light in each eye socket.

'Usssss," hissed Dorfl, so faintly that Vimeswasn't sure held heard it.

A finger scratched on thefloor.

'Isit trying to write something? said Angua

Vimes pulled out his notebook, eased it under Dorfl's hand, and gently pushed a pencil into the golem's
fingers. They watched the hand asit wrote - alittle jerkily but ill with the mechanica precison of a
golem - eight words.

Then it sopped. The pencil rolled avay. The lightsin Dorfl's eyes dwindled and went out,

'Good grief,' breathed Angua. Theydon't need wordsin their heads. . .

'We can rebuild him,’ said Carrot hoarsdaly. "We have the pottery.

Vimes stared at the words, and then at what remained of Dorfl.

'Mr Vimes? said Carrot.

'Doit,' sad Vimes.

Carrot blinked.

‘Right now," Vimes said. Helooked back at the scrawl in his book.
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'And when you rebuild him," he said, ‘when you rebuild him. . . give him avoice. Understand? And get
someoneto look at your hand.’

‘A voice, Sr?

‘Doit!"

'Yes, gr.

'Right." Vimes pulled himsdlf together. ‘Constable Anguaand | will have alook around here. Off you go.'
Hewatched Carrot and thetroll carry the remains out. 'Okay," he said. "We're looking for arsenic.
Maybe therelll be some workshop somewhere. | shouldn't think they'd want to mix the poisoned candles
up with the others. Cheery'll know what— Whereis Corporal Littlebottom?

'Er ... | don't think | can hold on much longer . . '

They looked up.

Cheri was hanging on theline of candles.

'How did you get up there? said Vimes.

'l sort of found mysdlf going padt, Sir.'

‘Can't you just let go? Y ou're not that high— Oh . . '

A big trough of molten tallow was afew feet under her. Occasiondly the surfacewentgloop.

'Er . . . how hot would that be? Vimes hissed to Angua.

'Ever bitten hot jam? she said.

Vimesraised hisvoice. 'Can't you swing yourself along, Corpora?

'All the wood's greasy, Sir!’

‘Corpord Littlebottom, I order you not to fdl off!"

'Very good, Sr!’

Vimes pulled off hisjacket. 'Hang ontothis. I'll seeif | can climb up . . .'he muttered.

It won't work!" said Angua. Thething's shaky enough asit is!’

'l canfed my handsdipping, .’

'Good grief, why didn't you cdll out earlier?

'Everyone seemed to be busy, S’

"Turn around, Sr," said Angua, undoing the buckles of her breastplate. 'Right now, please! And shut your

eyes’

'Why, what . .. ?
‘Rrright nomwww, sirrrrr!*
'Oh...yes.. .

Vimes heard Anguaback away from the candle machine, her footsteps punctuated by the clang of faling
armour. Then she started running and the footstepschanged while shewas running and then . . .

He opened hiseyes.

Thewolf sailed upwardsin dow motion, caught the dwarfs shoulder in itsjaws as Cheri's grip gave way,
and then arced its body so that wolf and dwarf hit the floor on the far Sde of the vat.

Anguarolled, whimpering.

Cheri scrambled to her feet. 'It's awerewolf!"

Anguarolled back and forth, pawing at her mouth.

'What's happened to it? said Cheri, her panic receding alittle. "It looks. . . hurt. Wheres Angua? Oh. . .
Vimes glanced at the dwarfstorn leather shirt. Y ou wear chain mail under your clothes? he said.
'Oh...it'smy slver vest . . . but sheknew about it. Itold her . . .

Vimes grabbed Anguas collar. She moved to bite him, and then caught his eye and turned her head
away.

'She onlybit the silver,' said Cheri, distractedly.



Angua pulled hersdlf on to her feet, glared at them, and dunk off behind some crates. They heard her
whimpering which, by degrees, became avoice.

'Blasted blasted dwarfs and their blasted vests. . .’

"You al right, Congtable? said Vimes.

'‘Damn silver underwear . . . Can you throw me my clothes, please?

Vimes bundled up Anguas uniform and, eyes closed for decency's sake, handed it around the crates.
‘No onetold me she was awere—' Cheri moaned.

'Look at it likethis, Corpord,' said Vimes, as patiently as he could. 'If shehadn't been awerewolf you
would by now be theworld'slargest novelty candle, dl right?

Anguawalked from behind the crates, rubbing her mouth. The skin around it looked too pink . . .

"It burned you? said Cheri.

'It'l hedl,’ said Angua.

'Y ou never said you were awerewolf!

'How would you've liked me to have put it?

‘Right,' said Vimes,'if that's al sorted out, ladies, | want this place searched. Understand?

'I've got some ointment,’ said Cheri meekly.

"Thank you.'

They found abag in acdlar. There were severd boxes of candles. And alot of dead rats.

Igneous the troll opened the door of his pottery afraction. HEd intended the fraction to be no more than
about one-sixteenth, but someone immediately pushed hard and turned it into rather more than one and
three-quarters.

'Here, what's dis? he said, as Detritus and Carrot came in with the shell of Dorfl between them. "Y ou
can'tjus break in here—'

'Weaintjust breskin'in,' said Detritus.

'Disisan outrage,’ said Igneous. 'Y ou got no right comin' in here. Y ou got no reason—

Detritus|et go of the golem and spun around. His hand shot out and caught Igneous around the throat.
'Y ou see dose statchoos of Monolith over dere? Y ousee dem? he growled, twisting the other troll's head
to face arow of troll religious statues on the other side of the warehouse. 'Y ou want | should smash one
open, seewhat dey'refill wit', maybefind areason?

Igneouss ditted eyes darted thisway and that. He might have been hard of thinking, but he could fed a
killing mood when it wasintheair. 'No cdl for dat, | aways help der Watch, he muttered. 'What disal
about?

Carrot laid out the golem on atable. 'Start, then,’ he said. 'Rebuild him. Use as much of the old clay as
you can, understand?

'How can it work when itslightsre out? said Detritus, still puzzled by thismission of mercy.

'He said the clay remembers!'

The sergeant shrugged.

'‘And give him atongue,' said Carrot.

Igneous looked shocked. 'l won't dodat,’ he said. 'Everybody know itblasphemy if golems spesk.’

'Oh, yeah? said Detritus. He strode across the warehouse to the group of statues and glared at them.
Then he said, "Whoops, heré's me accident'ly trippin’ up, 000, disis me grabbin' a statchoo for support,
oh, der arm have come right off, where can | put my face. . . and what is diswhite powder what | sees
here with my eyes accident'ly spillin’ on der floor?

Helicked afinger and gingerly tasted the stuff.

'Sab," he growled, walking back to the trembling Igneous. "Y ou tellin'me about blasphemy, you
sedimentr'y coprolith? Y ou doin' what Captain Carrot say rightnow or you goin' out of herein asack!’
'Disispolice brutdity . . ." Igneous muttered.



'No,disisjust police shoutin!" yelled Detritus. 'Y ou want to try for brutdity it okay wit' me!'
Igneoustried to gppedl to Carrot. 'It not right, he got abadge, he puttin' mein fear, he can't do dis,' he
sad.

Carrot nodded. Therewas aglint in hiseye that Igneous should have noticed. That's correct,’ he said.
‘Sergeant Detritus?

'Sr?

'It'sbeen along day for dl of us. Y ou can go off duty.’

'Y essr!' said Detritus, with congderable enthusiasm. He removed his badge and laid it down carefully.
Then he started to struggle out of hisarmour.

'Look at it likethis,' said Carrot. 'It's not that we're making life, we're smply giving lifeaplacetolive!
Igneousfinaly gave up. 'Okay,okay,” he muttered. 'l doin'it. Idoin' it

Helooked at the various lumps and shards that were dl that remained of Dorfl, and rubbed the lichen on
hischin.

"Y ou got mogt of the bits," he said, professionalism edging resentment aside for amoment. 'l could glue
him together wit' kiln cement. Dat'd do thetrick if we bakes him overnight. Lessee... | reckon | got some
over dere. ..

Detritus blinked at hisfinger, which was till white with the dust, and sdled over to Carrot. 'Did | just lick
dis? hesaid.

'Er, yes,' said Carrot.

"T'ank goodnessfor dat,’ said Detritus, blinking furioudy, "d hate to believe dis room wasreally full of
giant hairy spide. . . weebleweeble sclup ..."

He hit the floor, but happily.

‘Evenif | doit you can't makeit comedive again,” muttered Igneous, returning to hisbench. 'Y ou won't
find apriest who's goin' to write der words for in der head, not again.'

'Hell make up hisown words," said Carrot.

'‘And who's going to watch the oven? said Igneous. 'It's gonnatake 'til breakfast at least . . /

'l wasn't planning on doing anything for the rest of tonight,’ said Carrot, taking off his helmet.

Vimes awoke around four o'clock. He'd gone to deep at his desk. He hadn't meant to, but his body had
just shut down.

It wasn't thefirst time held opened bleary eyesthere. But a least he wasn't lying in anything sticky.

He focused on the report he'd haf-written. His notebook was beside it, page after page of laborious
scrawl to remind him that he was trying to understand a complex world by means of hissmple mind.

He yawned, and looked out at the shank of the night.

Hedidn't have any evidence. No red evidence at dl. HEd had an interview with an almost incoherent
Corpora Nobbs, who hadn't really seen anything. He had nothing that wouldn't burn away likethefogin
the morning. All held got were afew suspicions and alot of coincidences, leaning against one another like
ahouse of cardswith no card on the bottom.

He peered at his notebook.

Someone seemed to have been working hard. Oh, yes. It had been him.

The events of last night jangled in his head. Why'd he written al this stuff about a coat of arms?

Oh, yes. ..

Yed

Ten minutes later he was pushing open the door of the pottery. Warmth spilled out into the clammy air.
Hefound Carrot and Detritus adegp on the floor on either side of the kiln. Damn. He needed someone
he could trugt, but he hadn't the heart to wake them. He'd pushed everyone very hard the last few days

Something tapped on the door of the kiln.



Then the handle started to turn by itself.

The door opened asfar asit could go andsomething hadf-did and hdf-fdl on to thefloor.

Vimes gtill wasn't properly awake. Exhaustion and the importunate ghosts of adrenalin Sizzled around the
edges of his consciousness, but he saw the burning man unfold himself and stand upright.

Hisred-hot body gave littlepings asit began to cool. Where it stood, the floor charred and smoked.
The golem raised his head and looked around.

"You!" said Vimes, pointing an ungteady finger. 'Come with me!’

'Yes'said Dorfl.

Dragon King of Arms stepped into hislibrary. The dirt of the smal high windows and the remnants of the
fog made sure there was never more than greyness here, but a hundred candlesyielded their soft light. He
sat down at his desk, pulled avolume towards him, and began to write.

After awhile he stopped and stared ahead of him.

There was no sound but the occasiond spluttering of acandle.

'‘Ah-ha. | can smédll you, Commander Vimes,' he said. 'Did the Herdds let you in?

'l found my own way, thank you,' said Vimes, stepping out of the shadows. The vampire sniffed again.

'Y ou came aone? "Who should | have brought with me? ‘And to what do | owe the pleasure, Sir
Samud? The pleasureisdl mine. I'm going to arrest you,' said Vimes.

'Oh, dear. Ah-ha. For what, may | ask? 'Can | invite you to notice the arrow in this crossbow? said
Vimes. 'No metal on the point, you'll see. It'swood al theway.'

'How very consderate. Ah-ha' Dragon King of Armstwinkled a him. 'Y ou still haven't told mewhat I'm
accused of, however.'

To sart with, complicity in the murders of Mrs Flora Easy and the child William Easy.'

'l am afraid those names mean nothing to me.’

Vimessfinger twitched on the bow'strigger. 'No," he said, breathing deeply. They probably don't. We
are making other enquiries and there may be anumber of additional matters. The fact that you were
poisoning the Patrician | consider amitigating circumstance.’

'Y ou redly intend to prefer charges?

Tdprefer violence,' said Vimesloudly. 'Chargesiswhat I'm going to have to settlefor.’

The vampire leaned back. 'l hear you've been working very hard, Commander,' he said. 'So | will not—'
"We've got the testimony of Mr Carry,' lied Vimes. 'Thelate Mr Carry.'

Dragon's expression changed by not onetiny tremor of muscle. 'l really do not know, ah-ha, what you
aretaking about, Sr Samudl.’

'Only someone who could fly could have got into my office.'

Tm afrad youvelost me, Sr.'

'Mr Carry waskilled tonight," Vimes went on. 'By someone who could get out of an aley guarded at
both ends. And | know avampirewasin hisfactory.'

Tm il gamely trying to understand you, Commander,’ said Dragon King of Arms. ‘| know nothing about
the death of Mr Carry and in any case there are agreat many vampiresin the city. I'm afraid your . . .
aversion is well known.'

'| don't like to see peopletreated like cattle,’ said Vimes. He stared briefly at the volumes piled in the
room. '‘And of course that's what you've always done, isn't it? These are the stock books of
Ankh-Morpork.' The crossbow swung back towards the vampire, who hadn't moved. 'Power over little
people. That'swhat vampireswant. The blood isjust away of keeping score. | wonder how much
influence you've had over the years?

‘A little. You are correct there, at least.’

""A person of breeding”,' said Vimes. 'Good grief. Wéll, | think people wanted Vetinari out of the way.
But not dead, yet. Too many thingsd happen too fast if he were dead. Is Nobby really an earl ?



"The evidence suggests 0.'

‘Butit'syour evidence, right? Y ou see, |don't think hel's got noble blood in him. Nobby's as common as
muck. It'sone of his better points. | don't set any score by the ring. The amount of tuff hisfamily's
nicked, you could probably prove he's the Duke of Pseudopolis, the Seriph of Klatch and the Dowager
Duchess of Quirm. He pinched my cigar case last year and I'm damn certain he's not me. No, | don't
think Nobby isanob. But | think hewas convenient.’

It seemed to Vimes that Dragon was getting bigger, but perhapsit was only atrick of the candldight. The
light flickered as the candles hissed and popped.

"Y ou made good use of me, en? Vimes carried on. Td been ducking out of appointments with you for
weeks. | expect you were getting quite impatient. Y ou were so surprised when | told you about Nobby,
eh? Otherwise you'dve had to send for him or something, very suspicious. But Commander Vimes
discovered him. That looks good. Practicaly makesit officid.

'And then | gtarted thinking: who wants aking? Well, nearly everyone. It's built in. Kings make it better.
Funny thing, isn't it? Even those people who owe everything to him don't like Vetinari. Ten years ago
most of the guild leaders were just abunch of thugsand now . . . well, they're fill abunch of thugs, to tell
the truth, but Vetinari's given 'em the time and energy to decide they never needed him.

'And then young Carrot turns up with charismawrit al over him, and hel's got a sword and a birthmark
and everyone gets afunny feding and dozens of buggers start going through the records and say, "Hey,
looks like the king's come back." Andthen they watch him for awhile and say, " Shit, heredllyis decent
and honest and fair and jugt, just likein dl the stories. Whoops! If this lad gets on the throne we could be
in serious trouble! He might turn out to be one of them inconvenient kings from long ago who wanders
around talking to the common people—""

'Y ou arein favour of the common people? said Dragon mildly.

The common people? said Vimes. They're nothing specia. They're no different from therich and
powerful except they've got no money or power. But the law should be there to balance things up abit.
So | suppose I've got to be on their side!’

'A man married to the richest woman in the city?

Vimes shrugged. The watchman's helmet isn't like acrown. Even when you take it off you're still wearing
it

That's an interesting statement of position, Sir Samuel, and | would be the first to admire the way you've
cometo termswith your family history, but—'

'Don't move!' Vimes shifted his grip on the crossbow. ‘Anyway . . . Carrot wouldn't do, but the news
was getting around, and someone said, "Right, |et's have aking wecan control. All the rumours say the
king isahumble watchman so let'sfind one." And they had alook and found that when it comesto
humble you can't beat Nobby Nobbs. Buit ... | think people weren't too sure. Killing Vetinari wasn't an
option. As| said, too many things would happen too fast. But to just gently remove him, so that he's
there and not there at the same time, while everyone tried out theidea. . .that was a good wheeze.
That's when someone got Mr Carry to make poisoned candles. Hed got agolem. Golems can't talk. No
onewould know. Buit it turned out to be a bit. . . erratic.’

'Y ou seem to wish to involve me,' said Dragon King of Arms. ‘| know nothing about this man other than
that he's a customer—'

Vimes strode across the room and pulled a piece of parchment from aboard. "Y ou did him a coat of
armg' he shouted. 'Y ou evenshowed me when | was here! "The butcher, the baker and the
candlestick-maker!" Remember?

There was no sound now from the hunched figure.

'When | first met you the other day,’ said Vimes, 'you made a pointof showing me Arthur Carry's coat of
arms. | thought it was a bit fishy at the time, but al that businesswith Nobby put it out of my mind. But |
do remember it reminded me of the one for the Assassins Guild.'

Vimesflourished the parchment.

'l looked and looked at it last night, and then | wound my sense of humour down ten notchesand let it go
out of focus and looked at the crest, the fish-shaped lamp.Lampe au poisson, it'scaled. A sort of



bilingua play on words, perhaps?”A lamp of poison?' Y ou've got to have amind like old Detritusto
spot that one. And Fred Colon wondered why you'd left the motto in modern Ankhian instead of putting
it into the old language, and that mademe wonder so | sat up with the dictionary and worked it out and,
you know, it would have read "Ars Enixa Est Canddlam™. Ars Enixa. That must have redlly cheered you
up. You'd said who did it and how it was done and gave it to the poor bugger to be proud of. It didn't
matter that no one else would spot it. It madeyou fedl good. Because we ordinary mortalsjust aren't as
clever asyou, are we? He shook his head. ‘Good grief, acoat of arms. Was that the bribe? Was that dl
it took?

Dragon dumped in hischair.

'And then | wondered what wasinit for you,' continued Vimes. 'Oh, there'salot of peopleinvolved, |
expect, for the same old reasons. But you? Now, my wife breeds dragons. Out of interest, redlly. Isthat
what you do? A little hobby to alow the centuriesto fly by? Or does blue blood taste sweeter? Y 'know,
| hope it was some reason like that. Some decent mad selfish one!’

'Possibly - if someonewere so inclined, and | certainly’ make no such admission, ah-ha— they might
smply bethinking of improving the race," said the shape in the shadows.

‘Breeding for receding chins or bunny teeth, that sort of thing? said Vimes. 'Yes, | can seewhereit'd be
more straightforward if you had the whole king business. All those courtly bals. All thoselittle
arrangementswhich seeto it that the right kind of gel meets only theright kind of boy. Y ou've had
hundreds of years, right? And everyone consultsyou. Y ou know where al the family trees are planted.
Butit'sal got abitmessy under Vetinari, hasn't it? All the wrong people are getting to the top. | know
how Sybil curses when people |eave the pen gates open: it realy messes up her breeding programme.’
'Y ou are wrong about Captain Carrot, ah-ha. The city knows how to work around . . .difficult kings.
But would it want afuture king who mightreally be called Rex?

Vimeslooked blank. There was a sigh from the shadows. 'l am, ah-ha, referring to his apparently stable
relationship with the werewolf.

Vimes stared. Understanding eventualy dawned. "Y ou think they'd havepuppies?'

"The genetics of werewolves are not straightforward, ah-ha, but the chance of such an outcome would be
considered unacceptable. If someone were thinking on those lines!’

'By gods, and that'sif?

The shadows were changing. Dragon was still dumped in hischair, but his outline seemed to be blurring.
'Whatever the, ah-ha, motives, Mr Vimes, thereis no evidence other than supposition and coincidence
and your will to believe that links me with any attempt on Vetinari's, ah-ha, life. . .

The old vampire's head was sunk even further in his chest. The shadows of his shoulders seemed to be
getting longer.

It was Sck, involving the golems,’ said Vimes, watching the shadows. They could fed what their "king"
was doing. Perhapsit wasn't very sane even to begin with, but it was dl they had. Clay of their clay. The
poor devils didn't have anything except their clay, and you bastards took away eventhat—

Dragon legpt suddenly, bat-wings unfolding. Vimesswooden bolt clattered somewhere near the celling
as he was borne down.

'Y ou really thought you could arrest me with apiece of wood? said Dragon, his hand around Vimes's
neck.

'No,' Vimes croaked. 'l wasmore. . . postic. . . than that. All | had ... to do ... was keep you talking.
Feding . .. wesk, areyou? The biter bit . . . youmight say . . . 7 Hegrinned.

The vampire looked puzzled, and then turned his head and stared at the candles. 'You. . . . put something
inthe candles? Redly?

'We. .. knew garlic. .. would smell but . . . our achemist reckoned that. . . if you get. . . holy water. . .
soak thewicks. . . water evaporates. . . just leaves holiness.’

The pressure was released. Dragon King of Arms sat back on his haunches. His face had changed,
shaping itsdf forward, giving him an expresson like afox.

Then he shook hishead. 'No," he said, and thistime it was histurn to grin. ‘No, that's just words. That
wouldntwork . . .



‘Bet. . . your. . . unlife? rasped Vimes, rubbing his neck. ‘A better way . . . than old Carry went, eh?
"Trying to trick meinto an admisson, Mr Vimes?

'Oh, | hadthat," said Vimes. 'When you looked straight at the candles.”

'Really? Ah-ha. But who el'se saw me? said Dragon.

From the shadows there was arumble like a distant thunderstorm.

'l Did," said Dorfl.

The vampire looked from the golem to Vimes.

'Y ou gave one of them avoice?' he said.

'Yes,' said Dorfl. He reached down and picked up the vampire in one hand. 'l Could Kill You," he said.
ThisIsAn Option Available To Me As A Free-Thinking Individual But | Will Not Do So Because |
Own Mysdf And | Have Made A Mord Choice!

'Oh, gods," murmured Vimes under his breath.

"That'sblasphemy,’ said the vampire.

He gasped as Vimes shot him aglance like sunlight. That's what people say when the voiceless spesk.
Take him away, Dorfl. Put him in the pal ace dungeons.’

'l Could Take No Notice of That Command But Am Choosing To Do So Out of Earned Respect And
Socid Responsibility—'

'Yes, yes, fing' sad Vimes quickly.

Dragon clawed at the golem. He might aswell have kicked at amountain.

‘Undead or Alive, You Are Coming With Me,' said Dorfl.

'Isthere no end to your crimes? Y ou've made this thing apoliceman? said the vampire, Sruggling as
Dorfl dragged him away.

'No, but it'san intriguing suggestion, don't you think? said Vimes.

Hewas|eft donein thethick velvety gloom of the Roya College.

And Vetinari will let him go, he reflected. Because this is politics. Because he's part of the way the
city works. Besides, there's the matter of evidence. I've got enough to prove it to myself, but . . .
But I'lknow, hetold himsdif.

Oh, he'll be watched, and maybe one day when Vetinari isready a really good assassin will be sent
with a wooden dagger soaked in garlic, and it'll all be done in the dark. That's how politics works
inthiscity. It's a game of chess. Who caresif a few pawns die?

Ilknow. And I'll be the only one who knows, deep down.

His hands automatically patted his pocketsfor acigar.

It was hard enough to kill avampire. Y ou could stake them down and turn them into dust and ten years
later someone spillsadrop of blood in the wrong place andguess who's back”? They returned more
timesthan raw broccoli.

These were dangerous thoughts, he knew. They were the kind that crept up on awatchman when the
chase was over and it was just you and him, facing one ancther in that breathlesslittle pinch between the
crime and the punishmen.

And maybe awatchman had seen civilization with the skin ripped off one time too many and stopped
acting like awatchman and started acting like anormal human being and redlized that the click of the
crossbow or the sweep of the sword would make al the world soclean.

And you couldn't think like that, even about vampires. Even though they'd take the lives of other people
becauselittle lives don't matter and what the hell can we take avay fromthem"?

And you couldn't think like that because they gave you asword and a badge and that turned you into
something e'se andthat had to mean there were some thoughts you couldn't think.

Only crimes could take place in darkness.

Punishment had to be done in the light. That was thejob of a good watchman, Carrot dwayssaid. To
light acandlein the dark.

Hefound acigar. Now his hands did the automatic search for matches.

The volumeswere piled up againgt the wadlls. The candlelight picked up gold lettering and the dull gleam
of leather. Therethey were, the lineages, the books of heraldic minutiae, the Who's Whom of the



centuries, the stock books of the city. People stood on them to look down.

No matches. ..

Quietly, in the dusty sllence of the College, Vimes picked up a candelabrum and lit hiscigar.
Hetook afew deep luxuriant puffs, and looked thoughtfully at the books. In his hand, the candles
spluttered and flickered.

The clock ticked its arrhythmic tock. It findly stuttered its way to one o'clock, and Vimes got up and
went into the Oblong Office.

'Ah, Vimes,' said Lord Vetinari, looking up.

'Yes, gr.

Vimes had managed afew hours deep and had even attempted to shave.

The Patrician shuffled some papers on his desk. ‘It seemsto have been avery busy night last night. . .
'Yes, gr." Vimes stood to attention. All uniformed men knew in their very soul how to act in
circumgtanceslike this. Y ou stared straight ahead, for onething.

'It appearsthat | have Dragon King of Armsin the cells,' said the Patrician.

Yes, gr.'

'I've read your report. Somewhat tenuous evidence, | fed.'

'Sr?

'One of your witnessesisn't even dive, Vimes!'

'No, gr. Neither isthe suspect, Sr. Technicaly.'

'Heis, however, an important civic figure. An authority.’

'Yes, ar.’

Lord Vetinari shuffled some of the papers on his desk. One of them was covered in sooty fingermarks. 't
also gppears | have to commend you, Commander.’

'Sr?

The Herdds a the Roya College of Arms, or at least at whatremains of the Roya College of Arms,
have sent me anote saying how bravely you worked last night.’

'Sr?

‘Letting al those herddic animals out of the pens and raising the darm and so on. A tower of strength,
they've cadled you. | gather most of the creatures are lodging with you at the present time?

'Yes, dr. Couldn't stand by and let them suffer, sir. We'd got some empty pens, sir, and Keith and
Roderick are doing well in the lake. They've taken aliking to Syhil, sr.’

Lord Vetinari coughed. Then he stared up at the ceiling for awhile. 'So you, er, asssted in thefire.!
'Yes, gr. Civicduty, s’

"The fire was caused by a candlestick faling over, | understand, possibly after your fight with Dragon
King of Arms!

'So | believe, sir’

'And S0, it seems, do the Heralds!'

'Anyonetold Dragon King of Arms? said Vimesinnocently.

'Y es'

‘Took it well, did he?

'He screamed alot, Vimes. In aheart-rending fashion, | am told. And | gather he uttered a number of
threats against you, for some reason.’

'| shdl try tofit him into my busy schedule, sir.'

'Bingely bongely beep!!" said asmadll bright voice. Vimes dapped a hand againgt his pocket.

Lord Vetinari fell dlent for amoment. Hisfingers drummed softly on his desk. 'Many fine old manuscripts
inthat place, | believe. Without price, I'mtold.’

'Yes, gr. Certainly worthless, s’



'Isit possible you misunderstood what | just said, Commander?

'Could be, sir!

"The provenances of many splendid old familieswent up in smoke, Commander. Of course, the Herdds
will do what they can, and the families themselves keep records but frankly, | understand, it'sdl going to
be patchwork and guesswork. Extremely embarrassing. Are you smiling, Commander?

"It was probably atrick of thelight, air.’

‘Commander, | dways used to consider that you had a definite anti-authoritarian streak in you.'

'Sr?

"It seemsthat you have managed to retain this even though youare authority.'

'Sr?

‘That's practicaly Zen.'

'Sr?

'It seems|'ve only got to be unwell for afew days and you manage to upset everyone of any importance
inthiscity.

'Sir!

'Wasthat a"yes, Sr" or a"no, sr", Sir Samuel?

ltwasjusta”sr", Sr.’

Lord Vetinari glanced at a piece of paper. 'Did you redly punch the president of the Assassins Guild?
Yes, gr.'

'Why?

'Didn't have adagger, Sr.'

Vetinari turned away abruptly. The Council of Churches, Temples, Sacred Groves and Big Ominous
Rocksisdemanding . . . wel, anumber of things, severd of them involving wild horses. Initidly,
however, they want me to sack you.'

'Yes, Sr?

'Indl I've had seventeen demands for your badge. Some want parts of your body attached. Why did you
have to upset everybody?

'| supposeit'saknack, sir.'

‘But what could you hope to achieve?

'Well, 5r, snce youask, we found out who murdered Father Tubelcekand Mr Hopkinsonand who was
poisoning you, sir." Vimes paused. 'Two out of threg's not bad, g’

Vetinari riffled through the papers again. 'Workshop owners, assassins, priests, butchers. . . you seem to
have infuriated most of the leading figuresin the city.' He Sghed. ‘Redlly, it ssems| have no choice. As of
thisweek, I'm giving you apay rise.

Vimeshblinked. 'Sir?

'Nothing unseemly. Ten dollarsamonth. And | expect they need anew dart-board in the Watch House?
They usudly do, | recdl.

'It's Detritus,’ said Vimes, hismind unable to think of anything other than an honest reply. 'Hetendsto
split them.’

'Ah, yes. And talking of splits, Vimes, | wonder if your forensic genius could help mewith alittle
conundrum we found this morning.' The Patrician stood up and headed for the Sairs.

'Yes, sr?What isit? sad Vimes, following him down.

'It'sin the Rats Chamber, Vimes!'

‘Redlly, Sr?

Vetinari pushed open the double doors. ' Voila,' he said.

"That's somekind of musical insrument, isn't it, Sr?

‘No, Commander, the word means "What isthat in the table?',' said the Patrician sharply.

Vimes looked into the room. There was no one there. The long mahogany table was bare.

Except for the axe. It had embedded itsdlf in the wood very deeply, a mogt splitting the table along its
entire length. Someone had walked up to the table and brought an axe down right in the centre as hard as
they could and then left it there, its handle pointing towards the ceiling.



‘That'san axe,' said Vimes,

'‘Astonishing,' said Lord Vetinari. 'And you've bardly had timeto study it. Why isit there?

'l redly couldn't say, S’

'According to the servants, Sir Samudl, you came into the palace at Six o'clock thismorning . . '

'Oh, yes, Sir. To check that the bastard was safely in acell, Sr. And to see that everything was dl right, of
course.’

'Y ou didn't comeinto thisroom?

Vimeskept his gaze fixed somewhere on the horizon. 'Why should | have donethat, sir?

The Patrician tapped the axe handle. It vibrated with afaint thumping noise. 'l believe some of the City
Council met in herethismorning. Or camein here, a least. I'm told they hurried out very quickly.
Looking rather disturbed, I'mtold."

'Maybe it was one of them that did it, Sir.’

"That is, of course, apossibility,’ said Lord Vetinari. ‘| suppose you won't be able to find one of your
famous Clues on the thing?

'Shouldn't think so, sir. Not with al these fingerprintsoniit.’

‘It would be aterrible thing, would it not, if people thought they could take the law into their own hands.

'Oh, no fear of that, gir. I'm holding on tightly to it.'

Lord Vetinari plunked the axe again. 'Tell me, Sir Samuel, do you know the phrase™ Quis custodiet ipsos
custodes?"?'

It was an expression Carrot had occasondly used, but Vimes was not in the mood to admit anything.
‘Can't say that | do, Sir," he said. 'Something about trifle, isit?

It means "Who guards the guards themselves?’, Sir Samued.'

'Ah.

'Wel?

'Sr?

"Who watches the Watch? | wonder?

'Oh, that's easy, sir. We watch one another.’

'Redly? Anintriguing point.. . .

Lord Vetinari walked out of the room and back into the main hall, with Vimestrailing behind. 'However,'
he said, 'in order to keep the peace, the golem will have to be destroyed.’

'No, gair.'

'Allow meto repesat my ingruction.’

'No, gr.’

'I'm sure | just gave you an order, Commander. | digtinctly felt my lips move!’

‘No, gr. He'sdlive, sir.'

'He'sjust made of clay, Vimes!'

'Arent wedl, sr? According to them pamphlets Constable Vist keeps handing out. Anyway, he thinks
he'sdive, and that's good enough for me.'

The Patrician waved a hand towards the stairs and his office full of paper. 'Nevertheless, Commander,
I've had no less than nine missives from leading religious figures declaring that heis an abomination.’

'Yes, gr. I'vegiven that viewpoint alot of thought, Sir, and reached the following conclusion: arseholesto
thelot of 'em, ar.’

The Patrician's hand covered his mouth for amoment. 'Sir Samuel, you are aharsh negotiator. Surely you
can give and take?

'Couldn't say, Sir." Vimeswalked to the main doors and pushed them open.

'Fog'slifted, sir," he said. Thereésabit of cloud but you can see dl the way across the Brass Bridge—'
'What will you usethe golem for?

‘Notuse, sir. Employ. | thought he might be useful for to keep the peace, ar.'

‘A watchman?

'Yes, gr,' said Vimes. 'Haven't you heard, sir? Golems do all the mucky jobs!’



Vetinari watched him go, and sighed. 'He does so like adramatic exit,’ he said.

'Yes, my lord, said Drumknott, who had appeared noisdesdly at his shoulder.

'Ah, Drumknott.' The Patrician took alength of candle out of his pocket and handed it to his secretary.
'Dispose of this somewhere safdy, will you?

'Yes, my lord?

'It'sthe candle from the other night.’

'It's not burned down, my lord? But | saw the candle end in the holder . . '

'Oh, of course | cut off enough to make a stub and let the wick burn for amoment. | couldn't let our
gdlant policeman know I'd worked it out for myself, could I? Not when he was making such an effort
and having so much funbeing . . . well, beingVimes. I'm notcompletely heartless, you know.'

‘But, my lord, you could have sorted it out diplomatically! Instead he went around upsetting things and
making alot of people very angry and afraid—'

'Yes. Dear me. Tsk, tsk.'

'‘Ah," said Drumknott.

'Quite s0,' said the Patrician.

'Do you wish meto have the table in the Rats Chamber repaired?

'No, Drumknott, leave the axe whereiit is. It will makeagood . . . conversation piece, | think.'

'May | make an observation, my lord?

'Of courseyou may,' said Vetinari, watching Vimeswalk through the pal ace gates.

"The thought occurs, s, that if Commander Vimes did not exist you would have had to invent him.'

"Y ou know, Drumknott, | rather think | did.'

'‘Atheam IsAlso A Rdigious Postion,’ Dorfl rumbled.

‘Noit'snot!" said Congtable Vigt. 'Atheismisadenial of agod.'

‘Therefore It IsA Religious Position,’ said Dorfl. ‘Indeed, A True Atheist Thinks Of The Gods
Congtantly, Albeit In Termsof Denid. Therefore, Atheism IsA Form Of Bdlief. If The Atheist Truly Did
Not Believe, He Or She Would Not Bother To Deny.’

'Did you read those pamphlets | gave you? said Visit suspicioudy.

'Yes. Many Of Them Did Not Make Sense. But | Should Like To Read Some More!'

'Redly? said Vist. Hiseyes gleamed. Y ou redlly wantmore pamphlets?

'Yes. TherelsMuch In Them That | Would Like To Discuss. If Y ou Know Some Priests, | Would
Enjoy Disputation.’

‘All right, all right,’ said Sergeant Colon. 'So are you going to take the sodding oath or not, Dorfl?

Dorfl held up ahand the size of ashovel. 'l, Dorfl, Pending The Discovery Of A Dety Whose Existence
Withstands Rational Debate, Swear By The Temporary Precepts of A Self-Derived Mora System—
'Y oureally want more pamphlets? said Congtable Visit.

Sergeant Colon rolled his eyes.

'Yes,' said Dorfl.

'Oh, my god!" said Congtable Vidit, and burst into tears. 'No one'sever asked for more pamphlets
before!’

Colon turned when he redlized Vimes was watching. 'It'sno good, sir,’ he said. 'I've been trying to swear
himin for haf an hour, Sir, and we keep ending up arguing about oaths and things''

"Y ou willing to be aWatchman, Dorfl? said Vimes.

Yes'

'Right. That's as good as aswear to me. Give him hisbadge, Fred. And thisisfor you, Dorfl. It'sachit to
say you're officialy aive, just in case you runinto any trouble. Y ou know . . . with people!

Thank You, said Dorfl solemnly. 'If Ever | Fed | Am Not Alive, | Will Take ThisOut And Read It.'
'What are your duties? said Vimes.



"To Serve The Public Trust, Protect The Innocent, And Seriously Prod Buttock, Sir,' said Dorfl.
'Helearnsfast, doesn't he? said Colon. 'l didn't eventdll him thelast one.’

'Peoplewont't likeit," said Nobby. " S not going to be popular, agolem as awatchman.'

'What Better Work For One Who Loves Freedom Than The Job of Watchman. Law Is The Servant of
Freedom. Freedom Without Limits s Just A Word,' said Dorfl ponderoudly.

"Y'know," said Colon, 'if it doesn't work out, you could always get gob making fortune cookies.'

'Funny thing, that,’ said Nobby. 'Y ou never get bad fortunesin cookies, ever noticed that? They never
say stuff like: "Oh dear, thingsre going to be redly bad.” | mean, they're nevermisfortune cookies.'
Vimeslit acigar and shook the match to put it out. That, Corpord, is because of one of the fundamental
driving forces of the universe!'

'What? Like, people who read fortune cookies are the lucky ones? said Nobby.

'No. Because people whosdll fortune cookies want to go on sdlling them. Come on, Congtable Dorfl.
We're going for awalk.'

‘Theresalot of paperwork, sir,' said Sergeant Colon.

‘Tell Captain Carrot | said he should look at it," said Vimes, from the doorway.

'He hasn't beeninyet, S’

It keep.'

‘Right, ar.’

Colon went and sat behind his desk. It was agood place to be, he'd decided. There was absolutely no
chance of finding any Nature there. HEd had a rare conversation with Mrs Colon this morning and made
it clear that he was no longer interested in getting close to the soil becauise heddbeen as close to the soil as
it was possible to get and the soil, it turned out, was just dirt. A good thick layer of cobblestoneswas, he
decided, about as close as he wanted to get to Nature. Also, Nature tended to be squishy.

'I've got to go on duty,' said Nobby. 'Captain Carrot wants me to do crime prevention in Peach Pie
Street.

'How d'you do that, then? said Colon.

'Keep away, hesad.'

"Ere, Nobby, woss this about you not being alord after al? said Colon cautioudly.

'l think | got the sack,' said Nobby. 'Bit of arelief, redly. That nobby grub isn't much, and thedrink is
frankly piss'

'Lucky escapefor you, then,’ said Colon. ‘| mean, you won't have to go giving your clothes away to
gardenersand so on.'

'Y eah. Wish I'd never told them about the damn ring, redly.’

"Would've saved you alot of trouble, certainly,’ said Colon.

Nobby spat on his badge and buffed it industrioudy with hisdeave.'Sa good job | never told them
about the tiara, the coronet and the three gold lockets, he said to himsdf.

'Where Are We Going? said Dorfl, as Vimes strolled across the Brass Bridge.

'l thought | might break you in gently with some guard duty at the palace,’ said Vimes.
'Ah. ThislsWhere My New Friend Congtable Visit Is Also On Guard,’ said Dorfl.
‘Splendid!’

I Wish To Ak You A Question,’ said the golem.

'Yes?

'l Smashed The Treadmill But The Golems Repaired I1t. Why? And | Let The Animals Go But They Just
Milled Around Stupidly. Some of Them Even Went Back To The Saughter Pens. Why?
'Welcome to the world, Constable Dorfl.'

'Islt Frightening To Be Free?

'Yousadit.



'Y ou Say To People "Throw Off Your Chains' And They Make New Chains For Themselves?
'Seemsto be amgjor human activity, yes!'

Dorfl rumbled as he thought about this. 'Yes," he said eventudly. 'l Can See Why. Freedom IsLike
Having The Top Of Y our Head Opened Up.'

'I'll have to take your word for that, Constable.'

'And Y ou Will Pay Me Twice As Much As Other Watchmen/ said Dorfl.

'Will 1?7

'Yes. | Do Not Seep. | Can Work Constantly. | Am A Bargain. | Do Not Need Days Off To Bury My
Granny.'

How soon they learn, thought Vimes. He said: 'But you have holy days off, don't you?

'Either All Days Are Holy Or None Are. | Have Not Decided Yet.'

'Er . . . what do you need money for, Dorfl?

'l Shall Save Up And Purchase The Golem Klutz Who Labours In The Pickle Factory, And Give Him
To Himsdf; Then Together We Will Earn And Save For The Golem Bobkes Of The Coa Merchant;
The Three Of Us Will Labour And Buy The Golem ShmataWho Toils At The Seven-Dollar Tailor'sIn
Peach Pie Street; Then The Four of UsWill—'

'Somepeople might decide to free their comrades by force and bloody revolution,’ said Vimes. 'Not that
I'm suggesting that in any way, of course.’

'No. That Would Be Theft. We Are Bought And Sold, So We Will Buy Ourselves Free. By Our
Labour. No One Else To Do It For Us. We Will Do It By Oursdlves!

Vimes smiled to himself. Probably no other speciesin the world would demand arece pt with their
freedom. Some things you just couldn't change.

'Ah,' he said. "It seems some peoplewanttotak tous. . .

A crowd was approaching over the bridge, in amass of grey, black and saffron robes. It was made up of
priests. They looked angry. Asthey pushed and shoved their way through the other citizens, severd

hal oes became interl ocked.

At their head was Hughnon Ridcully, Chief Priest of Blind lo and the closest thing Ankh-Morpork had to
aspokesman on religious issues. He spotted Vimes and hurried towards him, admonitory finger upraised.
'Now, see here, Vimes. . ." he began, and stopped. He glared at Dorfl.

Isthisif? hesaid.

'If you mean the golem, thisis/ii'm," said Vimes. 'Constable Dorfl, your reverence!

Dorfl touched his helmet respectfully. 'How May We Be Of Service? hesaid.

"Youvedoneit thistime, Vimes!' said Ridcully, ignoring him. 'Y ou've gone atogether too far by . half.

Y ou made thisthing speak and it isn't even dive!"

'Wewant it smashed!"

‘Blagphemy!"

'People won't stand for it!"

Ridcully looked around at the other priests. 'I'mtalking,’ he said. He turned back to Vimes. This comes
under the heading of gross profanity and the worship of idols—'

'| don't worship him. I'm just employing him," said Vimes, beginning to enjoy himsdf. 'And he'sfar from
idle’ Hetook adeep breath. 'And if it's gross profanity you're looking for—'

'Excuse Me,' said Dorfl.

'We're not listening to you! You're not evenredlly divel’ said apriest.

Dorfl nodded. This|s Fundamentaly True, he said.

'See? He admitsit!"

'l Suggest Y ou Take Me And Smash Me And Grind The Bits Into Fragments And Pound The
Fragments Into Powder And Mill Them Again To The Finest Dust There Can Be, And | Believe You
Will Not Find A Single Atom of Life—'

‘True! Let'sdoit!’

'However, In Order To Test ThisFully, One Of Y ou Must Volunteer To Undergo The Same Process.’
Therewas slence.



‘That'snot fair,’ said apriest, after awhile. "All anyone hasto do isbake up your dust again and you'l be
dive. .

Therewas more silence.

Ridcully said, 'Isit only me, or are we on tricky theological ground here?

Therewas more silence.

Another priest said, 'Isit true you've said you'll believe in any god whose existence can be proved by
logical debate?

'Yes

Vimes had afeding about the immediate future and took afew steps away from Dorfl.

‘But thegodsplainlydo exist,' said apriest.

It IsNot Evident.'

A balt of lightning lanced through the clouds and hit Dorfl's helmet. There was asheet of flameand thena
trickling noise. Dorfl's molten armour formed puddles around hiswhite-hot feet.

'l Don't Call That Much Of An Argument,’ said Dorfl camly, from somewherein the clouds of smoke.
'It'stended to carry the audience, said Vimes. 'Up until now.'

The Chief Priest of Blind lo turned to the other priests. 'All right, you fellows, there's no need for any of
that—'

‘But Offler isavengeful god, said apriest at the back of the crowd.

"Trigger-happy iswhat heis said Ridcully. Another lightning bolt zigzagged down but bent &t right-angles
afew feet above the Chief Priest's hat and earthed itself on awooden hippo, which split. The Chief Priest
smiled smugly and turned back to Dorfl, who was making little clinking noises as he cooled.

'What you're saying is, you'll accept the existence of any god only if it can be proved by discussion?
'Yes,'said Dorfl.

Ridcully rubbed his hands together.'Not a problem, me old ching," he said. 'Firstly, let us take the—'
'Excuse Me," said Dorfl. He bent down and picked up his badge. The lightning had given it an interesting
melted shape.

'What are you doing? said Ridcully.

‘Somewhere, A Crime IsHappening,’ said Dorfl. '‘But When | Am Off Duty | Will Gladly Dispute With
The Priest of The Most Worthy God.'

He turned and strode on across the bridge. Vimes nodded hurriedly at the shocked priests and ran after
him.We took him and baked himin the fire and he's turned out to be free, he thought. Nowordsin
the head except the ones he's chosen to put there himself. And he's not just an atheist, he'sa
ceramicatheist. Fireproof!

It looked like being agood day.

Behind them, on the bridge, afight was breaking out.

Anguawas packing. Or, rather, she wasfailing to pack. The bundle couldn't be too heavy to carry by
mouth. But alittle money (she wouldn't have to buy much food) and achange of clothes (for those
occasions when she might have to wear clothes) didn't have to take up much room.

"The boots are a problem,’ she said aoud.

‘Maybe if you knot the laces together you could carry them round your neck? said Cheri, who was
gtting on the narrow bed.

'‘Good idea. Do you want these dresses? I've never got round to wearing them. | expect you could cut
them down.’

Cheri took them in both arms. 'This one'ssilkV

"Ther€'s probably enough materia for you to make two for one.’

'D'you mind if | share them out? Only some of the lads - theladies at the Watch House' - Cheri savoured
the word 'ladies - 'are beginning to get abit thoughtful



'Going to melt down their helmets, arethey? said Angua

'Oh,no. But perhapsthey could be made into a more attractive design. Er . . '

'Yes?

‘Umn. ..

Cheri shifted uneesily.

"Y ou've never actudlyeaten anyone, have you? Y ou know . . . crunching bones and so on?

‘No.'

'l mean, | onlyheard my second cousin was egten by werewolves. Hewas called Sfen.’

‘Can't say | recadl the name, said Angua.

Cheri tried to grin. That'sdl right, then,' she said.

'So you won't need that silver spoon in your pocket,’ said Angua.

Cheri's mouth dropped open, and then the words tumbled over themselves. 'Er ... | don't know how it
got there it must have dropped in when | was washing up oh | didn't mean—'

"It doesn't worry me, honestly. I'm used toiit.’

‘But | didn't think you'd—'

'Look, don't get thewrong idea. It's not a case of not wanting to,' said Angua. 'It's acase of wanting to
andnot doing it.

'Y ou don't redlly have to go, do you?

'Oh, | don't know if | can take the Watch serioudy and . . . and sometimes | think Carrot'sworking up to
ask me.... and, well, it'd never work out. It'sthe way he justassumes everything, you know? So best to
go now," Angualied.

'‘Won't Carrot try to stop you?

'Y es, but there's nothing he can say.'

'Hell be upset.

'Yes,' said Angua briskly, throwing another dress on the bed. ‘And then helll get over it

"Hrolf Thighbiter's asked me out,’ said Cheri shyly, looking at the floor. 'And I'm amostcertain he's
male!’

‘Glad to hear it."

Cheri stood up. ‘I’ [l walk with you asfar asthe Watch House. 1've got to go on duty.'

They were half-way aong EIm Street before they saw Carrot, head and shoulders above the crowd.
‘Looks like he was coming to see you,' said Cheri. 'Er, shal | go away?

Too late...

'Ah, good morning, Corpord Miss Little-bottom!" said Carrot cheerfully. 'Hello, Angua. | wasjust
coming to seeyou but | had to write my letter homefirgt, of course!’

Hetook off his helmet, and smoothed back hishair. 'Er . . ." he began.

'l know what you're going to ask,' said Angua.

'Y ou do?

'l know you've been thinking about it. Y ou knew | was wondering about going.'

‘It was obvious, wasit?

'And the answer's no. | wish it could be yes!

Carrot looked astonished. ‘It never occurred to me that you'd say no,’ he said. 'l mean, why should you?
'‘Good grief, you amaze me,' shesaid. 'You redly do.'

'l thought it'd be something you'd want to do,’ said Carrot. He sighed. 'Oh, well ... it doesn't matter,
redly.

Anguafet that aleg had been kicked away. 'It doesn'tmatter ? she said.

'l mean, yes, it'd have been nice, but | won't lose any deep over it.’

Y ou won't?

'Wdll, no. Obvioudy not. Y ou've got other things you want to do. That'sfine. | just thought you might
enjoy it. Il do it by mysdif.’

'What? How can ... 7 Angua stopped. 'What are youtalking about, Carrot?

‘The Dwarf Bread Museum. | promised Mr Hopkinson's sister that I'd tidy it up. Y ou know, get it sorted



out. She'snot very well off and | thought it could raise some money. Just between you and me, ther€'s
severd exhibitsin there that could be better-presented, but I'm afraid Mr Hopkinson was rather setin his
ways. I'm suretheresalot of dwarfsin the city that'd flock thereif they knew about it, and of course
therésalot of youngstersthat ought to learn more about their proud heritage. A good dusting and alick
of paint would make dl the difference, I'm sure, especidly on the older loaves. | don't mind giving up a
few days off. | just thought it might cheer you up, but | appreciate that bread isn't everyone's cup of tea.'
Anguastared at him. It wasthe sare that Carrot so often attracted. It roamed every feature of hisface,
looking for the tiniest clue that he was making some kind of joke. Some long, deep joke at the expense
of everyone ese. Every sinew in her bodyknew that he must be, but there was not a clue, not atwitch to
proveit.

'Yes,' she said weekly, still searching hisface, 'l expect it could be alittle goldmine!

'Museums have got to be awhole |ot more interesting these days. And, you know, theresawhole
guerrillacrumpet assortment he hasn't even catd ogued,’ said Carrot.' And some early examples of
defensive bagels.’

'Gosh," said Angua. 'Hey, why don't we paint abig sign saying something like " The Dwarf Bread
Experience'?

"That probably wouldn't work for dwarfs,’ said Carrot, obliviousto sarcasm. ‘A dwarf bread experience
tendsto be short. But | can seeit's certainly caught your imagination!’

I'll have to go, Anguathought asthey strolled on down the street. Sooner or later he'll see that it can't
really work out. Werewolves and humans . . .we've both got too much to lose. Sooner or later I'll
have to leave him.

But, for one day at atime, let it be tomorrow.

'Want the dresses back? said Cheri, behind her.

'Maybe one or two," said Angua

THE END
</div><divstyle='mso-e ement:endnote-list><![if! supportEndnotes| >

<I[endif]><divstyle='mso-€l ement:endnoteid=edn1>

[1] He subsequently got dead-drunk and was shanghaied aboard a merchantman bound for strange and
foreign parts, where he met |ots of young ladies who didn't wear many clothes. He eventudly died from
stepping on atiger. A good deed goes around the world.
</div><divstyle="mso-element.endnoteid=edn2>

[2] That isto say, the sort you can use to give something three extralegs and then blow it up.
</div><divstyle="mso-element.endnoteid=edn3>

[3] Town hall.
</div><divstyle="mso-element.endnoteid=edrnd>

[4] Because Ankh-Morpork doesn't have atown hall.
</div><divstyle="mso-element.endnoteid=edn5>

[5] Y east bow.



</div><divstyle="mso-element.endnoteid=edn6>

[6] Commander Vimes, on the other hand, was all for giving criminas a short, sharp shock. It redly
depended on how tightly they could betied to the lightning rod.
</div><divstyle='mso-el ement:endnoteid=edn7>

[7] Congtable Visit was an Omnian, whose country's traditional approach to evangelism wasto put
unbelieversto torture and the sword. Things had become alot more civilized these days but Omnians till
had a strenuous and indefatigabl e approach to spreading the Word, and had merely changed the nature
of the wegpons. Congtable Vist spent his days off in company with his co-religionist
Smite-The-Unbdiever-With-Cunning-Arguments, ringing doorbells and causing people to hide behind
the furniture everywherein the city.
</div><divstyle='mso-d ement.endnoteid=edn8>

[8] Detritus was particularly good when it came to asking questions. He had three basic ones. They were
thedirect ('Did you do it?), the persstent (‘Are you sure it wasn't you what doneit?) and the subtle (It
was you what doneit, wasn't it?). Although they were not the most cunning questions ever devised,
Detritusstaent wasto go on patiently asking them for hours on end, until he got the right answer, which
was generdly something like: "Yes! Yes! | didit! | didit! Now pleasetell mewhat it was| did!"
</div><divatyle="mso-element:endnoteid=edn9>

[9] It isapervasive and beguiling myth that the people who design instruments of desath end up being
killed by them. Thereisalmost no foundation in fact. Colond Shrapnel wasn't blown up, M. Guillotin
died with hishead on, Colond Catling wasn't shot. If it hadn't been for the murder of cosh and
blackjackmaker Sir William Blunt-Instrument in an aleyway, the rumour would never have got Sarted.
</div><divstyle='mso-el ement:endnoteiid=edn10>

[10]'Wecome, Corporal Smallbottom! Thisis Congtable Angua. . . Angua, show Smallbottom how
well you'relearning dwarfish. ..
</div><divstyle="mso-el ement.endnoteid=edn11>

[11] The Ankh-Morpork view of crime and punishment was that the pendlty for the first offence should
prevent the possibility of a second offence.

</div><divstyle='mso-d ement:endnoteid=edn12>[12] Thisdways happensinany police chase
anywhere, A heavily laden lorry willalways pull out of asdealey infront of the pursuit.

If vehicles aren't involved, thenitll be aman with arack of garments. Or two men with alarge sheet of
gass

There's probably some kind of secret society behind al this.
</div><divstyle='mso-element:endnoteiid=edn13>

[13] And for the most part were unconcerned about matters of height. Theresadwarfish saying: 'All
treesarefelled at ground-leve' - dthough thisis said to be an excessively bowdlerized trandation for a
saw which more literdly means, "When his hands are higher than your head, hisgroinislevel with your
teeth.'
</div><divstyle="mso-element:endnoteid=edn14>

[14] These terms are often synonymous.
</div><divstyle="mso-element.endnoteid=edn15>

[15] Asthey were euphemidtically named. People said, 'They cal themsdlves seamstresses - hem, hem!’



</div><divstyle="mso-element.endnoteid=edn16>

[16] Because of the huge obtrusive mass of hisforehead, Rogersthe bulls view of the universe wasfrom
two eyes each with their own non-overlapping hemispherica view of the world. Since there were two
Separate visons, Rogers had reasoned, that meant there must be two bulls (bulls not having been bred for
much deductive reasoning). Mogt bulls believe this, which iswhy they always keep turning their head this
way and that when they look at you. They do this because both of them want to see.
</div></div>
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