The Fifth Elephant

A Discworld Novell by Terry Pratchett

They say theworld isflat and supported on the back of four elephants who themsalves stand on the
back of agiant turtle.

They say that the el ephants, being such huge beasts, have bones of rock and iron, and nerves of gold for
better conductivity over long distances.

They say that the fifth e ephant came scream-ing and trumpeting through the atmosphere of the young
world al those years ago and landed hard enough to split continents and raise mountains.

No one actudly saw it land, which raised the interesting philosophica question: when millions of tons of
angry eephant come spinning through the sky, and thereis no oneto hear it, doesit - philosophicaly
gpeaking - make anoise?

And if therewas no oneto seeit hit, did it actualy hit?

*Not rock and iron in their dead form, asthey are now, but living rock and iron. The dwarfs have quite
an inventive mythology about mineras.

In other words, wasn't it just astory for children, to explain away some interesting natura occurrences?

Asfor the dwarfs, whose legend it is, and who mine alot deeper than other people,they say that thereis
agranof truthinit.

On aclear day, from the right vantage point on the Ramtops, awatcher could see avery long way
acrossthe plains. If it was high summer, they could count the columns of dust asthe ox trains plodded
on, a atop speed of two miles an hour, each pair pulling atrain of two wagons carrying four tons apiece.
Thingstook along timeto get anywhere, but when they did, there was certainly alot of them. To the
cities of the Circle Seathey carried raw materia, and sometimes people who were off to seek their
fortune and afigtful of diamonds.

To the mountains they brought manufactured goods, rare things from across the oceans, and people who
had found wisdom and afew scars.

Therewas usudly aday's travelling between each convoy. They turned the landscape into an unrolled
time machine. On aclear day you could seelast Tuesday.

Heliographs twinkled in the distant air as the columns flashed messages back and forth, about bandit
presence,- cargoes and the best place to get double egg, treble chips and asteak that overhung the plate
al round.

Lots of peopletravelled on the carts. It was cheap, it beat walking, and you got there eventually.

Some peopletravelled for free.



The driver of one wagon was having problemswith histeam. They were skittish. Hed expect thisin the
mountains, where al sorts of wild creatures might regard the oxen as atraveling med, but heretherewas

nothing more dangerous than cabbages.

Behind him, down in anarrow space between theloads of cut lumber, something dept.

It was just another day in Ankh-Morpork . . .

Sergeant Colon balanced on a shaky ladder at one end of the Brass Bridge, one of the city's busiest
thoroughfares. He clung by one hand to the tall pole with the box on top of it, and with the other he held
up ahome-made picture book to the dot in the front of the box.

'‘And thisisanother sort of cart,' he said. 'Got it?

"s,' said avery smdl voice from within the box.

'O-kay,' said Colon, apparently satisfied. He dropped the book and pointed down the length of the
bridge.

'Now, you see those two markers what has been painted across the cobbles?,, ,
'‘And they mean...?
'If-a-cart-g's-tween-dem-in-lessna-minute-'s-
goin-too-fas,' thelittle voice parroted.
'Well done. And thenyou. . .?
'Painta-pic-cher.’
‘Taking careto show . . . 7
'Driver's-face-or-cart-licence!’
'Andif it'snight-timeyou. .. ?
'Use- der-sa'mander-to-make-it-bright . . .

'Wéll done, Rodney. And one of uswill come dong every day and collect your pictures. Got everything
you want?

'What's that, sergeant?
Colon looked down at the very large, brown, upturned face, and smiled.

‘Afternoon, All," he said, climbing ponderoudy down the ladder. 'What you're looking at, Mister Jolson,
isthe modern Watich for the new millenienienum . . . num.’

"sabit big, Fred,' said All Jolson, looking at it critically. 'I've seen lots of smaller ones!’



'Watch asin City Watch, All.’
'Ah, right.’

'Anyone goestoo fast around here and Lord Vetinari'll be looking at his picture next morning. The
iconographsdo not lie, Al

'Right, Fred. 'costhey're too stupid.’

"Hislordship's got fed up with carts speeding over the bridge, see, and asked usto do something about
it. I'm Head of Traffic now, you know.'

'Isthat good, Fred?

'l should just think so!" said Sergeant Colon expansively. 'It's up to me to keep the, er, arteries of the city
from clogging up, leadin' to acomplete breskdown of commerce and ruination for usal. Mot vitd job

thereis, you could say.’
'Andit'sjust you doing it, isit?
'Well, mainly. Mainly. Corpora Nobbs and the other lads help, of course.’

All Jolson scratched his nose. ‘It was on asimilar subject that | wanted to talk to you, Fred,' he said.

‘No problem, All.
'‘Something very odd's turned up outside my restaurant, Fred.'

Sergeant Colon followed the huge man around the corner. Fred usudly liked All's company because,
next to All, hewas very skinny indeed. All Jolson was aman who'd show up on an atlas and change the
orbit of small planets. Paving stones cracked under his feet. He combined in one body - and there was
plenty of room left over - Ankh-Morpork's best chef and its keenest eater, a circumstance madein
mashed potato heaven. Sergeant Colon couldn't remember what the man'sredl first name had been; hed
picked up the nickname by generd acclaim, since no one seeing himin the street for the first time could

believethat it was | Jolson.
There was abig cart on Broad Way. Other traffic was backed up trying to manoeuvre around it.

'Had my meat delivered at lunchtime, Fred, and when my carter cameout . . ." All Jolson pointed to the
large triangular construction locked around one whedl of the cart. It was made of oak and stedl, with

yelow paint doshed over it.

Fred tapped it carefully. 'l can see where your problemiis, right here," he said. 'So how long was your
carter in there?

'Wdll. | gave him lunch...'
'And very good lunches you do, All, I've dways said. What was the specid today?

‘Smitten steak with cream sauce and dumpie, and black death meringueto follow," said All Jolson.



There was amoment of silence asthey both pictured thismeal. Fred Colon gave alittle sgh.

‘Butter on the dumpie?
"Y ou wouldn't insult me by suggesting I'd leaveit off, would you?

'A man could linger along time over amed likethat,' said Fred. 'The troubleis, the Patrician, All, gets
very short about carts parking on the street for more than ten minutes. He reckons that's a sort of crime.’

"Taking ten minutesto eat one of my lunchesisn't acrime, Fred, it'satragedy, sad All. 'It sayshere
"City Watch - $15 remova", Fred. That's a couple of days profits, Fred.’

Thingis,' said Fred Colon, 'it'll be paperwork, see?| can't just wavethat away. | only wish | could.
Therésdl them counterfoils on the spike in my office. If it was me running the Waich, of course. . . but

my hands aretied, see. . .

The two men stood some way apart, hands in pockets, apparently paying little attention to one another.
Sergeant Colon began to whistle under his breeth.

'I know athing or two,' said All, carefully. 'People think waitersain't got ears.’
'l know lots of stuff, All," said Colon, jingling his pocket change.

Both men stared at the sky for awhile.

'I may have some honey ice cream left over from yesterday-'

Sergeant Colon looked down at the cart.

'Here, Migter Jolson," he said, in avoice of absolute surprise. 'Some complete bastard's put some sort of
clamp on your whed! Well, well soon see about that.'

Colon pulled acouple of round, white-painted paddles from his belt, sghted on the Watch House
semaphore tower peeking over thetop of the old lemonade factory, waited until the watching gargoyle
sggndled him, and with acertain amount of verve and flair ripped off an impression of aman with stiff
arms playing two games of table tennisat once.

"Theteam'll be dong any minute - ah, watch this. . .'

A little further dong the street two trolls were carefully clamping a hay wagon. After aminute or two one
of them happened to glance at the Watch House tower, nudged his colleague, produced two bats of his
own and, with rather less ean than Sergeant Colon, sent asigna. When it was answered the trolls looked

around, spotted Colon and lumbered towards him.

Tardal' said Colon proudly.

'Amazing, this new technology,’ said All Jolson admiringly. ‘And they must've been, what, forty or fifty
yards away?

"sright, All. Inthe old days I'd've had to blow awhistle. And they'll arrive here knowin' it wasme who
wanted 'em, too."



'Ingtead of having to look and seeit was you,' said Jolson.

'Wéll, yeah,' said Colon, aware that what had transpired might not be the brightest ray of light in the new
dawn of the communications revolution. 'Of course, it'd have worked just aswdll if they'd been Streets
away. On the other sde of the city, even. And if | told the gargoyleto, aswe say, "put” it on the "big"
tower over on the Tump they'd have got it in Sto Lat within minutes, see?

'And that's twenty miles.’

‘At least.'

'‘Amazing, Fred.'

‘Timemoveson, All,' said Colon, asthetrolls reached them.

'Constable Chert, who told you to clamp my friend's cart? he demanded.

'Well, sarge, dismorning you said we wasto clamp every-'

'Notthis cart,' said Colon. 'Unlock it right now, and well say no more about it, en?

Congtable Chert seemed to reach the conclusion that he wasn't being paid to think, and thiswasjust as
well because Sergeant Colon did not believe trolls gave value for money in that department. 'If you say
so, sarge. . .

'While you're doing that, me and All herewill have alittle chat, right, All? said Fred Colon.
That'sright, Fred.'

'Wdll, I say chat, but I'll be mogtly ligtenin', on account of having my mouth full.’

Snow cascaded from the fir branches. The man forced hisway through, stood fighting for breath for a
moment, and then set off acrossthe clearing at afast trot.

Acrossthe vdley he heard the first blast on the horn.

He had an hour, then, if he could trust them. He might not make it to the tower, but there were other
waysout.

He had plans. He could outwit them. Keep off the snow as much as you can, double back, make use of
thestreams. . . It was possible, ithad been done before. He was sure of that.

A few miles away deek bodies set out through the forest. The hunt was on.
Elsawherein Ankh-Morpork, the Fools Guild wason fire,
Thiswas a problem, because the Guild'sfire brigade consisted largely of clowns.

And thiswas a problem because if you show a clown abucket of water and aladder he knows only one
way to act. Yearsof training take over. It's something in the red nose spesking to him. He can't help



himsdf.

Sam Vimes of the Ankh-Morpork City Watch leaned against awall and watched the show.

'Weredly must put that proposal for acivic fire service to the Patrician again,’ he said. Acrossthe street
aclown picked up aladder, turned, knocked the clownbehind him into abucket of water, then turned
again to see what the commotion was, thus sending his rising victim into the bucket again with a

surprising parping noise. The crowd watched silently. If it was funny, clownswouldn't be doing it.

The Guildsare dl very much againgt it,' said Captain Carrot Ironfoundersson, his second in command,
asthe clown with the ladder had a bucket of water poured down histrousers. They say it'd be trespass.’

The fire had taken hold in afirgt-floor room.
'If weletit burnitd be ablow for entertainment in this city, said Carrot earnestly.

Vimeslooked sideways at him. That was atrue Carrot comment. It sounded as innocent as hell, but you
could takeit adifferent way.

'It certainly would,’ he said. ‘Nevertheless, | suppose we'd better do something.' He stepped forward
and cupped his hands.

‘All right, thisisthe Watch! Bucket chain!" he shouted.
'‘Aw, mustwe? said someone in the crowd.

'Y es, you must,' said Captain Carrot. ‘Come on, everyone, if we form two lineswell havethisdonein
notimeat al! What dyou say, eh? It might even befun!’

Andthey did it, Vimes noted. Carrot treated everyone asif they were jolly good chaps and somehow, in
some inexplicable way, they couldn't resist the urge not to prove him wrong.

And to the disappointment of the crowd the fire was soon put out, once the clowns were disarmed and
led away by kind people.

Carrot reappeared, wiping hisforehead, as Vimeslit acigar.
'‘Apparently the fire-eater was sick, he said.

'It'sjust possible we might never be forgiven,' said Vimes asthey set off on patrol again. 'Oh, no. . .
what now?

Carrot was staring upwards, towards the nearest clacks tower.
'Riot in Cable Street,’ he said. 'It's All Officers, gir.'
They brokeinto arun.. You dwaysdid for an All Officers. The peoplein trouble might well be you.

There were more dwarfs on the streets as they got nearer, and Vimes recognized the Signs. The dwarfs
al wore preoccupied looks and were walking in the same direction.



It'sover, he said, asthey rounded acorner. "Y ou can tell by the sudden increase of suspiciousy
innocent bystanders:’

Whatever e se the emergency had been, it had been abig one. The street was strewn with debris, and a
fair amount of dwarfs. Vimes dowed down.

‘Third time thisweek, he said. 'What's got into them?

'Hard to say, sir,' said Carrot. Vimes shot him aglance. Carrot had been raised by dwarfs. He dso, if he
could possibly avaidit, never told alie.

‘That isn't the same as 1don't know, is it? hesaid.

The captain looked awvkward.

I think it's. . . sort of political, he said.

Vimes noted athrowing axe buried inawall.

'Yes, | can seethat,’ he said.

Someone was coming aong the street, and was probably the reason why the riot had broken up.

L ance-Congtable Bluejohn was the biggest troll Vimes had ever met. Heloomed. He was so big that he
didn't stand out in a crowd because he was the crowd; people failed to see him because he wasin the
way. And, like many overgrown people, he wasingtinctively gentle and rather shy and inclined to let
otherstell him what to do. If fate had led him to join agang, he'd be the muscle. In the Watch, he was the
riot shield. Other watchmen were peering around him.

'‘Lookslikeit gtarted in Gimlet's Ddlicatessen,' said Vimes, asthe rest of the Watch moved in. 'Get a
datement off Gimlet.'

'Not agood ides, Sir,' said Carrot firmly. 'He didn't see anything.'

'How do you know he didn't see anything? Y ou haven't asked him.'’

'l know, sir. He didn't see anything. He didn't hear anything, either.’

'With amab trashing his restaurant and scrapping in the street outside?
That'sright, ar.'

'‘Ah. | get it. Ther€'s none so deaf as those that won't hear, are you saying?

‘Something likethat, Sir, yes. Look, it'sall over, sir. | don't think anyone's serioudly hurt. It1l befor the
best, Sir. Please?

'Isthis one of those private dwarf things, captain?
'Yes, Sr-'

'Wll, thisis Ankh-Morpork, captain, not some minein the mountains, and it's my job to keep the



peace, and this, captain, doesn't look like it. What're people going to say about rioting in the streets?
"They'll say it'sanother day inthelife of the big city, Sir,' said Carrot woodenly.

'Yes, | suppose they would, at that. However-' Vimes picked up agroaning dwarf. "Who did this? he
demanded. 'I'm not in the mood for being messed around. Come on, | want aname!’

'‘Agi Hammerthief, muttered the dwarf, struggling.

‘All right,' said Vimes, letting him go. 'Write that down, Carrot.’
'No, sir," said Carrot.

'Excuse me?

Thereisno Agi Hammerthief inthecity, Sir.’

Y ou know every dwarf?

‘A lot of them, ar. But Agi Hammerthief is only found down mines, sir. HE's asort of mischievous spirit,
ar. For example, "Put it where Agi putsthe cod,” dr, means-'

'Yes, | can guess,' said Vimes. 'Y ou're teling methat that dwarf just said this riot was started by Sweet
Fanny Adams? The dwarf had disappeared smartly around a corner.

'Moreor less, Sr. Excuse meamoment, sir.' Carrot stepped across the street, pulling two white-painted
paddles out of hisbelt. 'I'll just get aline of sight on atower, he said. 'I'd better send aclacks.'

Why?,
'Well, weve kept the Patrician waiting, Sir, so it'd be good mannersto let him know we're late.”

Vimes pulled out hiswatch and stared at it. It was turning out to be one of those days. . . the sort that
you got every day.

It isinthe nature of the universe that the person who aways kegps you waiting ten minuteswill, on the
day you are ten minutestardy, have been ready ten minutes early and will make a point of not
mentioning this.

'Sorry werelate, dr,' said Vimes asthey entered the Oblong Office.

'Oh,are you late? said Lord Vetinari, looking up from his paperwork. 'l really hadn't noticed. Nothing
serious, | trust.

"The Fools Guild caught fire, ar,' said Carrot.
'‘Many casudties?
'No, sir.’

'Wdll, that isablessing, said Lord Vetinari carefully. He put down his pen.



‘Now . . . what do we haveto discuss. . . 7 He pulled another document towards him and read it
awiftly.

'‘Ah. . .| seethat the new traffic divisonis having the desired effect.' He indicated alarge pile of paper.
'l am getting any amount of complaints from the Carters and Drovers Guild. Well done. Do pass on my
thanks to Sergeant Colon and histeam.’

I will, gr.’

'l seein one day they clamped seventeen carts, ten horses, eighteen oxen and one duck.'

It was parked illegdly, s’

'Indeed. However, a strange pattern seemsto emerge.’

'Sr?

'Many of the carters say that they were not in fact parked but had merdly halted while an extremely old
and extremely ugly lady

crossed the road extremely dowly.'
That'sther story, S’

"They know she was an old lady by her congtant litany on the lines of "Oh deary me, my poor old feet,"
and smilar expressons.’

'Certainly soundslike an old lady to me, Sir,' said Vimes, his face wooden.

'Quite s0. What israther strange isthat severd of them then report seeing the old lady subsequently
legging it away dong an alley rather fast. I'd discount this, of course, wereit not for the fact that the lady
has apparently been seen crossing another street, very dowly, some distance away shortly afterwards.
Something of amygery, Vimes!

Vimes put hishand over hiseyes. ‘It'sonel intend to solve quite quickly, sir.'

The Patrician nodded and made a short note on thelist in front of him.

Ashe went to moveit aside he uncovered a much grubbier, much-folded scrap of paper. He picked up
two letter knives and, using them fastidioudy, unfolded the paper and inched it across the desk towards
Vimes,

'Do you know anything about this? he said.

Vimesread, inlarge, round, crayoned letters:

'DeEr Cur, The CruELt to HOMLIssDoGs InthisCITY IsA DIssGrays, WaTl arE The WaTCH Do
Ing A BouT ITZ SINeD TheLeAK AgyANsct CrUle T To DoGs!'

'Not athing, he said.



'My clerks say that onelikeit is pushed under the door most nights,’ said the Patrician. 'Apparently no
oneisseen.’

'Do you want meto investigate? said Vimes. 'It shouldn't be hard to find someone in this city who
dribbles when he writes and spells even worse than Carrot.’

Thank you, sir,' said Carrot.

‘None of the guards report noticing anyone,' said the Patrician. 'l s there any group in AnkhMorpork
particularly interested in the welfare of dogs?

'l doubt it, Sir.’

‘Then | shdl ignoreit pro tem,’ said Vetinari. He let the soggy |etter splash into the wastepaper basket.
'On to more pressing matters,” he said briskly. ‘Now, then . . . What do you know about Bonk?
Vimes stared.

There was a polite cough from Carrot. Theriver or thetown, Sr? he said.

The Patrician smiled. 'Ah, captain, you have long ago ceased to surprise me. Yes, | wasreferring to the
town.'

It's one of the mgjor townsin Uberwad, gir,' said Carrot. 'Exports: precious metas, legther, timber and
of coursefat from the deep fat mines at Schmatzberg-'

‘Therésaplace caled Bonk? said Vimes, still marvelling at the speed with which they'd got herefrom a
damp letter about dogs.

'Strictly speaking, S, it's more correctly pronounced Beyonk,' said Carrot.
'‘Even so-'

'‘And in Beyonk, gir, "Morpork" sounds exactly like their word for an item of ladies underwear,’ said
Carrot. 'There's only so many

gyllablesin theworld, when you think about it."
'How do youknow dl this stuff, Carrot?

'Oh, you pick it up, Sir. Here and there.'
'Redlly? So exactlywhich item of-'

‘Something extremely important will be taking place therein afew weeks,' said Lord Vetinari.
‘Something which, | have to add, isvita to the future prosperity of Ankh-Morpork.'

"The crowning of the Low King," said Carrot.



Vimes stared from him to the Peatrician, and back again.

'Isthere some kind of circular that goes around which doesn't get asfar asme? he said.

"The dwarf community has been talking about little else for months, s’

‘Redlly? said Vimes. 'Y ou mean theriots? Those fights every night in the dwarf bars?

'Captain Carrot is correct, Vimes. It will be agrand occasion, attended by representatives of many
governments. And from various Uberwad principdities, of course, because the Low King only rules
those areas of Uberwald that are below ground. Hisfavour isvaluable. Borograviaand Genuawill be
there, without a doubt, and probably even Klatch.'

'Klatch? But they're even further from Uberwald than we arel What are they bothering to go for?

He paused for amoment and then added: 'Hah. I'm being stupid. Where's the money?

'l beg your pardon, commander?

"That'swhat my old sergeant used to say when he was puzzled, sir. Find out where the money isand
you'vegot it haf solved.’

Vetinari stood up and walked over to the big window, with his back to them.
‘A large country, Uberwald," he said, apparently addressing the glass. '‘Dark. Mysterious. Ancient. . .’

'Huge untapped reserves of coal and iron ore," said Carrot. 'And fat, of course. The best candles, lamp
oilsand sogp come ultimately from the Schmaltzberg deposits!

'Why? We've got our own daughterhouse, haven't we?

'"Ankh-Morpork uses agreat many candles, sir.'

'It certainly doesn't use much soap,' said Vimes.

"There are so many usesfor fatsand tallows, sir. We couldn't possibly supply ourselves.'

'Ah," said Vimes.

The Patrician Sghed. 'Obvioudy | hope that we may strengthen our trading links with the various nations
within Uberwad,’ he said. "The Stuation thereis volatile in the extreme. Do youknow much about

Uberwald, Commander Vimes?

Vimes, whose knowledge of geography was microscopicaly detailed within five miles of Ankh-Morpork
and merely microscopic beyond that, nodded uncertainly.

‘Only that it's not redly acountry,' said Vetinari. 'It's
'It's rather more what you getbefore you get countries,’ said Carrot. ‘It'smainly fortified townsand

fiefdoms with no red boundaries and lots of forest in between. There's ways some sort of feud going
on. Therésno law gpart from



whatever thelocal lords enforce, and banditry of dl kindsisrife!

'So unlike the home life of our own dear city,’ said Vimes, not quite under his breath. The Petrician gave
him an impassve glance,

'In Uberwald the dwarfs and trolls haven't settled their old grievances,’ Carrot continued, ‘there are large
areas controlled by feuda vampire or werewolf clans, and there are also tracts with much higher than
normal background magic. It isachaotic place, indeed, and you'd hardly think you were in the Century
of the Fruitbat. It isto be hoped that thingswill improve, however, and Uberwad will, happily, bejoining
the community of nations.’

Vimes and Vetinari exchanged looks. Sometimes Carrot sounded like a civics essay written by a
stunned choirboy.

‘Wl put,’ said the Patrician at last. 'But until that joysome day Uberwald remainsamystery indde a
riddie wrapped in an enigma.’

‘Let meseeif I'vegot thisright, said Vimes. 'Uberwad is like this big suet pudding that everyone's
suddenly noticed, and now with this coronation as an excuse weve dl got to rush there with knife, fork
and spoon to shovel as much on our plates as possible?

"Y our grasp of political redity ismagterly, Vimes. Y ou lack only the gppropriate vocabulary.
Ankh-Morpork must send arepresentative, obvioudy. An ambassador, asit were!'

'Y ou're not suggesting | should go to this affair, areyou? said Vimes.

'Oh, | couldn't send the Commander of the City Watch,' said Lord Vetinari. 'Mogt of the Uberwald
countries have no concept of amodern civil peacekeeping authority.'

Vimesrelaxed.

'I'm sending the Duke of Ankh instead.’

Vimes sat bolt upright.

They are mostly feuda systems,’ Vetinari went on. They set great store by rank-'

'I'm not being ordered to go to Uberwald!’

‘Ordered, your grace? Vetinari looked shocked and concerned. 'Good heavens, | must have

misunderstood Lady Syhil . . . She told me yesterday that a holiday along way from Ankh-Morpork
would do you the world of good..

'Y ou spoke to Sybil?

'At the reception for the new President of the Tailors Guild, yes. | believe you left early. Y ou were
called awvay. Some emergency, | understand. Lady Sybil happened to mention how you seemed to be, as
she put it, constantly on the job, and one thing led to another. Oh dear, | do hope | haven't caused some



marital misunderstanding. . .’

'l can't leavethe citynow of dl times!' said Vimes desperately. 'There's so much to do!'
"That isexactly why Sybil saysyou ought to leave the city,’ said Vetinari.

‘But there's the new training school-'

"Ticking over nicely now, Sir,' said Carrot.

"The whole carrier-pigeon network is acomplete mess-'

'More or less sorted out, Sir, now we've changed their feed. Besides, the clacks seemsto be functioning
very wel!

"'We've got to get the River Watch set up-'

'‘Can't do much for aweek or two, sir, until we've dredged up the boat.'
"Thedrains at the Chitterling Street station are-'

'I've got the plumbersworking on it, Sir.’

Vimes knew that he had lost. He had lost as soon as Sybil wasinvolved, because she was dwaysa
reliable Sege engine againg the walls of his defences. But there was such athing as going down fighting.

'Y ou know!'m no good at diplomatic talk, he said.

'On the contrary, Vimes, you appear to have amazed the diplomatic corps herein AnkhMorpork,' said
Lord Vetinari. They're not used to plain speech. It confusesthem. What wasit you said to the Istanzian
ambassador last month? Heriffled through the papers on his desk. ‘L et me see, the complaint ishere
somewhere. . . Oh, yes, on the matter of military incursions across the Slipnir river, you indicated that
further transgress ons would involve him, persondly, that isto say the ambassador, and | quote "going
homein an ambulance".

'I'm sorry about that, Sir, but it had been along day and he wasredly getting on my-'

'Since when their armed forces have pulled back so far that they are nearly in the next country,’ said
Lord Vetinari, moving the paper aside. '| haveto say that your observation complied only with the
generd thrust of my view in this matter but was, at least, succinct. Apparently you also looked at the
ambassador in avery threatening way.'

It was only theway | usudly look.
"To be sure. Happily, in Uberwad you will only need to look friendly.’

'Ah, but you don't want me saying thingslike "How about selling usal your fat redly chegp?' do you?
said Vimes desperatdly.

Y ou will not be required to doany negotiating, Vimes. That will be dedt with by one of my clerks, who
will set up the temporary embassy and discuss such matters with his opposite numbers among the courts



of Uberwald. All clerks spesk the same language. Y ou will simply be as duca asyou can. And, of
course, you will takearetinue. A staff,' Vetinari added, seeing Vimess blank look. He sighed. 'People to
go with you. | suggest Sergeant Angua, Sergeant Detritus, and Corpora Littlebottom.’

'Ah," said Carrot, nodding encouragingly.

'Sorry? said Vimes. 'l think there must have been awhole piece of conversation just then that | must
have missed.'

‘A werawolf, atroll and adwarf,' said Carrot. 'Ethnic minorities, Sr.'

... but in Uberwald they are ethnicmajorities,"” said Lord Vetinari. 'All three officers come from there
originaly, | believe. Their presence will speak volumes'!’

'So far it hasn't sent me a postcard,’ said Vimes. 'I'd rather take-'

'Sir, it will show peoplein Uberwad that Ankh-Morpork isamulticultural society, you see? said
Carrot.

'Oh, | see. "Peoplelike us'. People you can do businesswith,' said Vimes glumly.

y 'Sometimes,’ Vetinari said testily, ‘it redly does seem to me that the culture of cynicismin the
.Watchis...is...

'Insufficient? said Vimes. Therewas Sllence.

- 'All right, he sighed, 'I'd better go off and polish

. the knobs on my coronet, hadn't 1 . . .7

€ 'The ducal coronet, if | remember my heraldry, does not have knobson. It isdecidedly . . . spiky,’
said the Patrician, pushing across the desk asmdll pile of paperstopped by a gold-edged invitation card.
'‘Good. | will havea. . . aclacks sent immediately. Y ou will be morefully briefed later. Do
y - give my regards to the Duchess. And now, please do not let me detain you further. . .’
'He dways saysthat, muttered Vimes asthe
two men hurried down the stairs. 'He knows |
don't like being married to aduchess!’

'l thought you and Lady Sybil-'

'Oh, being married to Sybil isfine, fine,' said Vimes hurriedly. 'It'sjust the duchess bit | don't like. Where
iseveryonetonight?

‘Corpord Littlebottom's on pigeon duty, Detritusis on night patrol with Swires, and Angua's on specia
duty in the Shades, dr. Y ou remember? With Nobby?



'Oh gods, yes. Wdll, when they come in tomorrow you'd better get them to report to me.

i=  Incidentdly, get that bloody wig off Nobby and hideit, will you? Vimesleafed through the
paperwork. 'lI've never heard of the Low King of the dwarfs. | thought that "king" in dwarfish just meant
asort of senior engineer.'

'‘Ah, well, the Low King israther specid,’ said Carrot.

\Why?,

'Wdll, it dl startswith the Scone of Stone, S

"Thewhat?

"Would you mind alittle detour on the way back to the Yard, sir? It'll make things clearer.’

The young woman stood on a corner in the Shades. Her generd stance indicated that shewas, in the
specialized patois of the area, aladyin-waiting. To be more precise, alady-in-waiting for Mr Right, or at
least Mr Right Amount.

Sheidly swung her handbag.

Thiswas avery recognizable signd, for anyone with the brains of apigeon. A member of the Thieves
Guild would have passed carefully by on the other side of the lane, giving her nothing morethan a
gentlemanly and above dl nonaggressive nod. Even the less-palite fredance thieveswho lurked in this
areawould have thought twice before eyeing the handbag. The Seamstresses Guild operated avery swift
and non-reversible kind of justice.

The skinny body of Done It Duncan, however, didnot have the brains of apigeon. Thelittle man had
been watching the bag like acat for fully five minutes, and now the very thought of its contents hed
hypnotized him. He could practicaly taste the money. He rose on histoes, lowered his head, dashed out

of the dley, grabbed the bag and got severad inches before the world exploded behind him and he ended
up flat inthe mud.

Something right by his ear started to drool. And there was along, very long-drawn-out growl, not
changingintoneat dl, just unrolling a degp promise of what would happen if hetried to move.
He heard footsteps, and out of the corner of his eyes saw aswirl of lace.

'Oh,Done It," said avoice. 'Bag-snatching? That'sa bit low, isn't it? Even for you. Y ou could've got
redly hurt. It'sonly Duncan, miss. Hell be no trouble. Y ou can let him up.’

Theweight was removed from Duncan's back. He heard something pad off into the gloom of an aley.
'l doneit, | doneit!" said the little thief desperately as Corpora Nobbs helped him to hisfeet.

"Yes, | know you did, | saw you,' said Nobby. 'And you know what'd happen to you if the Thieves
Guild spotted you? Y ou'd be dead in the river with no time off for good behaviour.'



"They hate me 'cosI'm so good,’ said Duncan through his matted beard. "ere, you know the robbery at
All Jolson'slast month? | donethat.’

"That'sright, Duncan. Y ou donethat.’

'An' that haul at the gold vaults last week, | done that too. It wasn't Coalface and his boys.'
'No, it was you, wasn't it, Duncan?

'An' that job at the goldsmith's that everyone says Crunchie Ron done-'

Y ou doneit, did you?

"sright," said Duncan.

'And it was you what stole fire from the gods, too, wasn't it, Duncan? said Nobby, grinning evilly under
hiswig.

'Y eah, that was me." Duncan nodded. He sniffed. 'l was a bit younger then, of course. He peered
shortsightedly at Nobby Nobbs.

'‘Why've you got adress on, Nobby?
'It's hush-hush, Duncan.'

'Ah, right." Duncan shifted uneasily. "Y ou couldn't spare me abob or two, could you, Nobby? 1 ain't
eaten for two days.’

Smadll coins gleamed in the dark.
'Now push off,' said Corporal Nobbs.
"Thanks, Nobby. Y ou got any unsolved crimes, you know whereto find me!'
Duncan lurched off into the night.
Sergeant Angua appeared behind Nobby, buck-
ling on her breastplate. -
'Poor old devil,' she said.

'Hewas agood thief in hisday," said Nobby, taking a notebook out of his handbag and jotting down a
fewlines

'Kind of you to hep him,' said Angua.

"Werl, | can get the money back out of petty cash,’ said Nobby. 'An" now we know who did the bullion
job, don't we? That'll be afeather in my cap with Mister Vimes!'



‘Bonnet, Nobby.'

'What?

Y our bonnet, Nobby. It's got arather fetching band of flowersaround it.'
'Oh...yeah. ..

'It'snot that I'm complaining,’ said Angua, 'but when we were assigned thisjob | thought it was me who
was going to be the decoy and you who was going to be the back-up, Nobby.'

'Y eah, but what with you bein' . . ." Nobby's expression creased as he edged hisway into
unfamiliar linguigtic territory, '... mor phor . .. log. . . is. . : dly gifted. . .
‘A werewolf, Nobby. | know the word.'

‘Right . . . well, obvioudy, you'd be alot better at lurkin', an'. . . an' obvioudy it's not right, women
havin' to act as decoysin policework. . .

Angua hesitated, as she s0 often did when attempting to talk to Nobby on difficult matters, and waved
her handsin front of her asif trying to shgpe the invisible dough of her thoughts.

It'sjustthat . . . | mean, peoplemight . . ." she began. 'l mean . . . well, you know what people call men
who wear wigs and gowns, don't you?

Yes miss!

"You do?

'Yes, miss. Lawyers, miss!'

'‘Good. Yes. Good,' said Anguadowly. 'Now try another one. . .

'Er ... actors, miss?

Anguagave up. 'You look good in taffeta, Nobby,' she said.

'Y ou don't think it makes me look too fat?

Anguasniffed. 'Oh, no . . ." shesaid quietly.

'l thought 1'd better put scent on for verysillymitude,’ said Nobby quickly.
'‘What? Oh . . ." Anguashook her head, took another breath. 'l cansmell ... some...thing...dse ..

"That's surprising, ‘costhis stuff's abit on the pungent side and frankly | don't think lily of thevalley is
supposed to smdll likethis. . .

It'snot perfume.’



". . but the lavender stuff they had you could clean brasswith. . .’

'Can you get back to the Chitterling station by yourself, Nobby? said Angua. Despite her rising panic,
she mentally added: after all, what could happen? 1 mean, really?

'Yes, miss/
"There's something I'd better . . . sort out.’

Anguahurried away, the new scent filling her nogtrils. It would have to be powerful to combat Eau de
Nobbs, and it was. Oh, it was.

Not here, she thought. Not now.

Not him.

The running man swung aong abranch wet with snow, and managed &t last to lower himsdlf onto a
branch belonging to the next tree. That took him along way from the stream. How good was their sense
of smdl? Pretty damn good, he knew. But this good?

Hed got out of the stream on to another overhanging branch. If they followed the banks, and they'd be
bright enough to do that, they'd surely never know he'd left the stream.

Therewas ahowl, avay to the left.

He headed right, into the gloom of the forest.

Vimes heard Carrot scrabble around in the gloom, and the sound of akey in the lock.
'l thought the Campaign for Equal Heights was running this place now," he said.
'It'sso hard to find volunteers,’ said Carrot,

ushering him through the low door and lighting acandle. 'l comein every day just to keep an eyeon
things, but no one else scemsvery interested.’

'l can't imaginewhy," said Vimes, looking around the Dwarf Bread Museum.

The one positive thing you could say about the bread products around him was that they were probably
as edible now asthey had been on the day they were baked.

'Forged' was a better term. Dwarf bread was made as amedl of last resort and aso as aweapon and a
currency. Dwarfswere not, asfar as Vimesknew, religiousin any way, but the way they thought about
bread came close.

There was atinkle and a scrabbling noise somewhere in the gloom.



‘Rats," said Carrot. 'They never stop trying to eat dwarf bread, poor things. Ah, here we are. The Scone
of Stone. A replica, of course!

Vimes gtared at the misshapen thing on its dusty display stand. Itwas vaguely scone-like, but only if
someone pointed this out to you beforehand. Otherwise, the term 'alump of rock' was pretty accurate. It
was about the size, and shape, of awell sat-on cushion. There were afew fossilized currantsvisible.

'My wife rests her feet on something like that when she'shad along day,' he said.

'It'sfifteen hundred years old,’ said Carrot, with something like awein hisvoice.

'l thought thiswasthereplica’

'Well, yes. . . butit'sareplicaof avery important thing, gr,’ said Carrot.

Vimes sniffed. The air had a certain pungent quality. 'Smells strongly of catsin here, doesn't it?

'I'm afraid they get in after therats, Sir. A rat who's nibbled on dwarf bread tends not to be able to run
very fast.

Vimeslit acigar. Carrot gaveit alook of uncertain disgpproval. "We do thank people for not smoking in
here, gir,' hesaid.

'Why?'Y ou don't know they're not going to, said Vimes. He leaned against the display cabinet. 'All
right, captain. Why am | redlly goingto . . . Bonk?1 don't know alot about diplomacy, but | do know it's
never just about one thing. What's the Low King? Why're our dwarfs scrapping?

'Well, sr . . . Have you heard of kruk?'

‘Dwarf mining law? said Vimes.

'Well done, sir. But it'salot more than that. It'sabout . . . how you live. Laws of ownership, marriage
laws, inheritance, rulesfor dedling with disputes of dl kinds, that sort of thing. Everything, redly. And the
Low King. .. wel, you could cal him thefinal court of gpped. He's advised, of course, but he's got the
last word. Still with me?

'Makes sense so far.'

'And heis crowned on the Scone of Stone and Sitson it to* give his judgements because al the Low
Kings have done that ever since B'hrian Bloodaxe, fifteen hundred yearsago. It . . . gives authority.’

Vimes nodded dourly. That made sense, too. Y ou did something because it had always been done, and
the explanation was 'But we've dways

doneit thisway.' A million dead people can't have been wrong, can they?
'Does he get eected, or born or what? he said.
'l suppose you could say he's elected,’ said Carrot. '‘But redlly alot of senior dwarfs arrange it among

themsalves. After listening to other dwarfs, of course. Taking soundings, it's called. Traditionally he'sfrom
oneof thebigfamilies. But. . . er.. .



'Yes?

‘Things are alittle different thisyear. Tempersare abhit . . . stretched.’
Ah, thought Vimes.

"Wrong dwarf won? he said.

'‘Some dwarfswould say so. But it's more that the whole process has been called into question,’ said
Carrot. 'By the dwarfsin the biggest dwarf city outsde Uberwald.'

'Don't tell me, that must be that place Hubwards of -

'It's Ankh-Morpork, sir.'

‘What? Were not adwarf city!

"Fifty thousand dwarfs now, gr.’

‘Redly?

'Yes, ar.!

‘Areyousure?'

'Yes, gr.'

Of course heis, Vimesthought. He probably knows them al by name.

'Y ou have to understand, sir, that theres a sort of big debate going on,’ said Carrot. ‘On how you define
adwart.'

'Well,some people might say that they're called dwarfs because-'

'No, sr. Not size. Nobby Nobbs is shorter than many dwarfs, and we don't call him adwarf.'
'Wedon't call him ahuman, either,’ said Vimes.

'And, of course, | am aso adwarf.’

"You know, Carrot, | keep meaning to talk to you about that-'

‘Adopted by dwarfs, brought up by dwarfs. To dwarfsI'm adwarf, Sir. | can do therite ofk'zakra, |
know the secrets of h'ragna, | canha'lk myg'rakha correctly . . . | am adwarf.’

'What do those things mean?
'I'm not alowed to tell non-dwarfs." Carrot tactfully tried to stand out of the way of the cigar smoke.

‘Unfortunately, some of the mountain dwarfsthink that dwarfs who've moved away aren't proper dwarfs
either. But thistime the kingship has been swung by the views of the Ankh-Morpork dwarfs, and alot of



dwarfs back home don't likeit. Theres been alot of bad feding al round. Familiesfdling out, that sort of
thing. Much pulling of beards.’

'Redlly? Vimestried not to amile.
It'snot funny if you're adwarf.'
'Sorry.!

'And I'm afraid thisnew Low King isonly going to make matters worse, dthough of course | wish him
well.

"Tough, ishe?

'Er, | think you can assume, Sir, that any dwarf who rises sufficiently in dwarf society to even be
considered as acandidate for the kingship did not get there by singing the hi-ho song and bandaging
wounded animalsin theforest. But by dwarf

standards, King Rhys Rhysson isamodern thinker, although | hear he doesn't like AnkhMorpork very
much.’

‘Sounds like avery clear thinker, too.'

'Anyway, this has upset alot of the more, er, traditional mountain dwarfs who thought the next king
would be Albrecht Albrechtson.’

'Who isnot a modern thinker?
'He thinks even coming up above ground is dangeroudy non-dwarfish.'

Vimes sighed. 'Wdll, | can see there's a problem, Carrot, but the thing about this problem, the key point,
isthat it's not mine. Or yours, dwarf or not.' He tapped the Scone's case.

'Replica, eh? hesaid. 'Sureit's not the real one?

'Sir! Thereisonly onered Scone. Wecdl it the "thing and the whole of thething”.'
'Well, if it'sagood replica, who'd know?

'Any dwarf would, Sir,’

‘Only joking.'

There was a hamlet down there, where two rivers met. There would be boats.

Thiswasworking. The dopes behind him were white and free of dark shapes. No matter how good
they were, let them try to outswim aboat...

Hard-packed snow crunched under hisfeet. He staggered past the few rough hovels, saw the jetty, saw
the boats, fought with the frozen rope that moored the nearest one, grabbed an oar and pushed himsalf
out into the current.



Therewas sill no movement on thehills.

Now, at last, he could take stock. It was abigger boat than one man could handle, but al he had to do
was fend off the banks. That'd do for tonight. In the morning he could leave it somewhere, perhaps ask
someone to get a message through to the tower, and then held buy ahorse and...

Behind him, under the tarpaulin in the bows, something started to growl.

They redly werevery clever.

In acastle not far away the vampire Lady Margolotta sat quietly, leafing throughTwurp's Peerage.

It wasn't avery good reference book for the countries on this side of the Ramtops, where the standard
work wasThe Almanac de Gothick, in which she herself occupied amost four pages* but if you
needed to know who thought they were who in Ankh-Morpork it was inva uable.

Her copy was now bristling with bookmarks. She sighed and pushed it away.

Beside her was afluted glass containing ared liquid. Shetook a sip and made aface. Then she stared a
the candldight, and tried to think like Lord Vetinari.

How much did he suspect? How much news got back? The clacks tower had only been up for amonth,
and it was being roundly denounced

*Vampires evolve tong names. It's something to do to passthelong years.
throughout Bonk as an intrusion. But it seemed to be doing agood if stealthy local traffic.

Who would he send?

His choice would tell her everything, shewas sure. Someone like Lord Rust or Lord Sdlachii ... ?Wall,
sheld think alot less of him. From all that she had heard, and Lady Margolotta heard alot of things, the
Ankh-Morpork diplomatic corps as awhole could not find its backside with amap. Of coursg, it was
good business for adiplomat to appear stupid, right up to the moment where held stolen your socks, but
Lady Margolotta had met some of Ankh-Morpork's finest and no one could actthat well.

The growing howling outside began to get on her nerves. Sherang for her butler.

'Y eth, mithtreth? said Igor, materiaizing out of the shadows.

'Go and tell the children of the night to make vonderful music somevheredse, Vill you? | havea
headache!’

'Indeed, mithtreth.’
Lady Margolotta yawned. It had been along night. She'd think better after agood day's deep.
As she went to blow out the candle she glanced again at the book. There was amarker inthe Vs,

But ... surely even the Patrician couldn't knowthat much. . .



She hegitated and then pulled the bellrope above the coffin. Igor regppeared, in the way of Igors.

"Those keen young men at the clacks tower Vill be avake, von't they?

'Y eth, mithtreth.’

'Send a clacks to our agent asking foreverything about Commander Vimes of the Vaich, vill you?

'Ith he adiplomat, mithtreth?

Lady Margolottalay back. ‘No, Igor. He'sthereason for diplomats. Closethelid, vill you?

Sam Vimes could parald-process. Most husbands can. They learn to follow their own line of thought
whileat the same time listening to what their wives say. And the ligening isimportant, because at any
time they could be challenged and must be ready to quote the last sentencein full. A vital additiona skill
isbeing able to scan the dia ogue for telltale phrases, such as'and they can ddliver it tomorrow’ or 'so I've
invited them for dinner' or ‘they can doiit in blue, redly quite cheaply'.

Lady Sybil was aware of this. Sam could coherently carry an entire conversation while thinking about
something completely different.

'l tell Willikinsto pack winter clothes,' she said, watching him. ‘It'll be pretty cold up there at thistime
of year.

"Yes. That'sagood idea.' Vimes continued to stare at a point just above the fireplace.

'WEell haveto host aparty ourselves, | expect, so we ought to take a cartload of typica AnkhMorpork
food. Show theflag, you know. Do you think | should take a cook aong?

'Y es, dear. That would be agood idea. No one outside the city knows how to make a knuckle
sandwich properly.’

Sybil wasimpressed. Ears operating entirely on

automatic had neverthd esstriggered the mouth into making asmall but pertinent contribution.

She said, 'Do you think we ought to take the dligator with us?

'Y es, that might be advisable.'

She watched hisface. Small furrows formed on Vimess brow asthe ears nudged the brain. He blinked.
'What aligator?

'Y ou were miles away, Sam. In Uberwald, | expect.’

‘Sorry.'

'Isthere aproblem?



'Why's he sendingme, Syhil?
'I'm sure Havel ock shares with me a conviction that you have hidden depths, Sam.’

Vimes sank gloomily into hisarmchair. It was, hefdt, apersstent flaw in hiswife's otherwise practica
and sensible character that she believed, againgt all evidence, that he was a man of many talents. Heknew
he had hidden depths. There was nothing in them that he'd like to seefloat to the surface. They contained
thingsthat should belefttolie.

Therewas also anagging worry that he couldn't quite pin down. Had he been able to, he might have
expressed it like this: policemen didn't go on holiday. Where you got policemen, asLord Vetinari was
wont to remark, you got crime. So if he went to Bonk, however you pronounced the damn place, there
would be acrime. It was something the world dwayslaid on for policemen.

'It'll be niceto see Serafine again,’ said Syhil.
'Yes, indeed,’ said Vimes.

In Bonk hewould nat, officidly,be apoliceman. Hedid not likethisat al. Heliked thiseven lessthan dl
the other things.

On the few occasions held been outside AnkhMorpork and its surrounding fiefdom held either been
going to other locd cities where the AnkhMorpork badge carried some weight or he had been in hot
pursuit, that most ancient and honourable of police procedures. From the way Carrot talked, in Bonk his
badge would merely figure as extraroughage on someone's menul.

His brow wrinkled again. 'Serafine?

‘Lady Serafine von Uberwad,' said Syhil. 'Sergeant Anguas mother? Y ou remember metelling you last
year? We were at finishing school together. Of course, we al knew she was awerewolf, but nobody
would ever dream of talking about that sort of thing in those days. Well, you justdidn't. Therewasall that
business over the ski ingtructor, of course, but I'm certain in my own mind that he must have fallen down
some crevasse or other. She married the Baron, and they live just outside Beyonk. | writeto her with a
little news every Hogswatch. A very old Werewolf family.'

'A good pedigree,’ said Vimes absently.

"Y ou know you wouldn't like Anguato hear you say that, Sam. Don't worry so. You'll have a chanceto
relax, I'm sure. 1t'll be good for you.'

'Yes, dear.’
'It'll be like a second honeymoon,’ said Syhil.

'Yesindeed, said Vimes, remembering that what with one thing and another they'd never redly had a
first one,

'On that, er, subject,’ said Syhil, alittle more hesitantly, 'you remember | told you | was going to see old
Mrs Content?

'Oh, yes, how isshe? Vimeswas staring at the fireplace again. 1t wasn't just old schoolfriends.



Sometimesit seemed Sybil kept in touch with anyone sheld ever met. Her Hogswatch card listranto a
second volume.

‘Quite wdll, | believe. Anyway, she agrees that-'

There was aknocking at the door.

She sighed. 'It's Willikins evening off,’ she said. 'Y ou'd better answer it, Sam. | know you want to.'
I'vetold themnot to disturb me unlessit's serious,’ said Vimes, getting up.

'Yes, but you think al crimeis serious, Sam.'

Carrot was on the doorstep. ‘It'sabit ... political, sir," he said.

'What's so palitical at aquarter to ten at night, captain?

‘The Dwarf Bread Museum's been broken into, sir,’ said Carrot.

Vimeslooked into Carrot's honest blue eyes.

'A thought occursto me, captain,’ he said dowly. 'And the thought is: a certain item has gone missing.’
That'sright, ar.'

'‘And it'sthe replica Scone!'

'Yes, . Either they brokein just after weleft, or,” Carrot licked hislips nervoudy, 'they were hiding
whilewe werethere!

'Not rats, then.'
'No, gr. Sorry, gir.'
Vimes fastened his cloak and took hishelmet off its peg.

'So someone has stolen areplica of the Scone of Stone afew weeks before the real oneisdueto be
used in avery important ceremony,’ he said. 'l find thisintriguing.'

That'swhat | thought too, s’

Vimes sghed. 'l hate the politica ones!'

When they'd gone, Lady Sybil sat for awhile staring at her hands. Then shetook alamp into thelibrary
and pulled down a dim volume bound in white leather on which had been embossed in gold the words
‘Our Wedding'.

It had been a strange event. Ankh-Morpork's high society - so high that it's stinking, Sam dways said -

had turned up, mostly out of curiosity. She was Ankh-Morpork's most digible spinster, who'd never
thought she'd be married, and he was 'a mere captain of the guard who tended to annoy alot of people.



And here were the iconographs of the event. There she was, looking rather more expansive than radiant,
and there Sam was, scowling at the viewer with his hair hastily smoothed down. There was Sergeant
Colon with his chest inflated so much hisfeet had dmost Ieft the ground, and Nobby grinning widely or
perhaps just making aface; it was so hard to tell with Nobby.

Syhil turned over the pages with care. She had put a sheet of tissue between each one to protect them.

In many ways, shetold hersdlf, shewas very lucky. She was proud of Sam. He worked hard for alot of
people. He cared about people who

weren't important. He dways had far more to cope with than was good for him. He was the most
civilized man sheld ever met. Not a gentleman, thank goodness, but a gentle man.

She never redly knew what it was hedid. Oh, she knew what the job was, but by al accounts he didn't
spend much time behind his desk. When he eventualy came to bed, he tended to drop his clothes straight
into the laundry basket, so she'd only hear later from the laundry girl about the bloodstains and the mud.
There were rumours of chases over rooftops, hand-to-hand and knee-togroin fights with men who had
names like Harry "The Boltcutter' Weems. . .

There was a Sam Vimes she knew, who went out and came home again, and out there was another Sam
Vimeswho hardly belonged to her and lived in the same world as al those men with the dreadful names.

Syhil Ramkin had been brought up to be thrifty, thoughtful, gentedl in an outdoor sort of way, and to
think kindly of people.

Shelooked at the pictures again, in the slence of the house. Then she blew her nose loudly and went off
to do the packing and other sensible things.

Corpora Cheery Littlebottom pronounced her name 'Cheri'. She was a she, and therefore arare bloom
in Ankh-Morpork.

It wasn't that dwarfs weren't interested in sex. They saw the vital need for fresh dwarfsto- leave their
goodsto and continue the mining work

after they had gone. It was ssimply that they aso saw no point in distinguishing between the sexes
anywhere but in private. There was no such thing as a dwarfish female pronoun or, once the children
were on solids, any such thing aswomen's work.

Then Cheery Littlebottom had arrived in Ankh-Morpork and had seen that there were men out there
who didnot wear chain-mail or leather underwear*, butdid wear interesting colours and exciting
make-up, and these men were called 'women'.t And in thelittle bullet head the thought had arisen: 'Why
not me?

Now she was being denounced in cellars and dwarf bars across the city, asthefirst dwarf in
Ankh-Morpork to wear a skirt. It was hardwearing brown leather and as objectively erotic as a piece of
wood but, as some older dwarfs would point out, somewhere under there were hisknees.$

Worse, they were now finding that among their sons were some - they choked on the word -'daughters.
Cheery was only the frothy bit on thetip of the wave. Some younger dwarfs were shyly wearing
eyeshadow and declaring that, as amatter of fact, theydidn't like beer. A current was running through
dwarf society.



Dwarf society was not againgt afew welthrown rocksin the direction of those bobbing on the current,
but Captain Carrot had put the word

* At least, of the sortshe normally wore. tAnd, just lately, Corpora Nobbs. $They couldn't bring
themsalvesto utter the word 'her'.

on the street that this would be assault on an officer, asubject on which the Watch heldviews, and
however short the miscreantstheir feet redlly would not touch the ground.

Cheery had retained her beard and round iron helmet, of course. It was one thing to declare that you
were female, but quite unthinkable to declare that you weren't adwarf. '

'Open and shut case, Sir,' she said when she saw Vimes comein. "They opened the window in the back
roomto get in, avery neat job, and didn't shut the front door after they |eft. Smashed the Scone's case.
Theresthe glassal round the stand. Didn't take anything elsethat | can see. Left alot of footprintsin the
dust. | took afew pictures, but they're scuffed up and weren't much good in thefirst place. That's about
it, redly.’

'No dropped fag-ends, wallets or bits of paper with an address on them? said Vimes.

'No, gir. They wereinconsiderate thieves.'

"They certainly were,' said Carrot grimly.

'A question that springsto mind,’ said Vimes, 'is. why doesit reek even worse of cat's piss now?

It israther sharp, isn't it? said Cheery. 'With ahint of sulphur, too. Congtable Ping said it waslike this
when he arrived, but there's no cat prints.’

Vimes crouched down and looked at the broken glass. 'How did we find out about this? he said,
prodding afew fragments.

'‘Congtable Ping heard the tinkle, sir. He went round the back and saw the window was open.

Then the crooks got out through the front door." 'Sorry about that, sir," said Ping, stepping forward and
sauting. He was a cautious-|ooking young man who appeared permanently poised to answer aquestion.

'We al make mistakes,' said Vimes. 'Y ou heard glass break?

'Y essir. And someone swore.’

'Redlly? What did they say

'Er..."Bugge”, ar.'

'‘And you went around the back and saw the broken window andyou.. . . ?
'| cdled out, "Isthere anyone there?' Sir.’

'Redlly? And what would you have doneif avoice had said "No"? No, don't answer that. What



happened next?

'Er ... 1 heard alot more glass break and when | got round to the front the door was open and they
were gone. So | legged it back to the Y ard and told Captain Carrot, sir, knowing he setsalot of store by

thisplace.’
‘Thank you. .. Ping, isit?

'Yessir.' Entirely unasked, but obvioudy prepared to answer, Ping said, 'It's adiaect word meaning
"watermeadow”, Sir.'

‘Off you go, then.'
The lance-congtable visibly sagged with rdlief, and | ft.

Vimeslet hismind unfocusalittle. He enjoyed momentslike these, thelittle bowl! of timewhen thecrime
lay before him and he believed that the world was capable of being solved. Thiswasthetime you redly
looked to see what was there, and sometimes the things that weren't

there were the mogt interesting things of al.

The Scone had been kept on a plinth about three feet high, inside a case made of five sheets of glass
forming abox that was screwed down on the plinth.

"They smashed the glass by accident,’ he said eventually.
'Redlly, Sr?

'Look here, see? Vimes pointed to three loose screws, neatly lined up. 'They weretrying to take the
box apart carefully. 1t must have dipped.”

‘But what'sthe point? said Carrot. 'It'sjust areplica, sir! Even if you could find a buyer, it's not worth
more than afew dollars!

'If it'sagood one you could swap it with thered thing, said Vimes.
'Well, yes, | supposeyou could try,' said Carrot. 'There would be abit of a problem, though.'
'What isit?

‘Dwarfsaren't stupid, sir. The replica has got abig cross carved into the underside. And it's only made
of plaster in any case!'

Ioh.l
‘But it wasagood ideg, Sr,' Carrot said encouragingly. 'Y ou weren't to know.'
'l wonder if the thieves knew.'

‘Evenif they didn't, they wouldn't have ahope of getting away withiit, ar.’



"Therea Sconeisvery wel guarded,’ said Cheery. 'It's very rare that most dwarfs get a chanceto see
it.

'And other people would notice if you had a great lump of rock up your jumper,’ said Vimes, more or
lessto himsdf. 'So, thiswas astupid crime. But it doesn'tfedl stupid. | mean, why goto dl thistrouble?
Thelock on that door isajoke. Y ou could kick it right out of the woodwork. If | was going to pinch this
thing, | could bein here and out again before the glass had stopped tinkling. What would be the point of
being quiet a thistime of night?

The dwarf had been rummaging under a nearby display cabinet. She drew her hand out. Drying blood
glistened on the blade of ascrewdriver.

'See? sad Vimes. 'Something dipped, and someone cut their hand. What'sthepoint of dl this, Carrot?
Cat's piss and sulphur and screwdrivers. . . | hateit when you get too many clues. It makesit so damn
hard to solve anything.'

He threw the screwdriver down. By sheer luck it hit the floorboardstip first and stood there shuddering.
'I'm going home," he said. 'Well find out what thisisal about when it sartsto smell.’

Vimes spent the following morning trying to learn about two foreign countries. One of them turned out to
be called Ankh-Morpork.

Uberwald was easy. It wasfive or six times bigger than the whole of the Sto Plains, and stretched all the
way up to the Hub. It was so thickly forested, so creased by little mountain ranges and beset by rivers,
that it was largely unmapped. It was mostly unexplored, too.* The

* At least by proper explorers. Just living there doesn't count.

people who lived there had other things on their minds, and the people from outside who cameto
explore went into the forests and never came out again. And for centuries no one had bothered about the
place. Y ou couldn't sell thingsto people hidden by too many trees.

It was probably the coach road that had changed everything, afew years back, when they droveit al
theway through to Genua. A road isbuilt to follow. Mountain people had dways gravitated to the plains,
and in recent years Uberwald folk had joined them. The news got back home: there's money to be made
in AnkhMorpork, bring the kids. Y ou don't need to bring the garlic, though, because dl the vampires
work down at the kosher butchers. And if you're pushed in Ankh-Morpork, you're allowed to push
back. No one cares enough about you to want to kill you.

Vimes could just about tell the difference between the Uberwad dwarfs and the ones from Copperhead,
who were shorter, noisier and rather more at home among humans. The Uberwad dwarfs were quiet,
tended to scuttle around corners, and often didn't speak Morporkian. In some of the aleys off Treacle
Mine Road you could believe you were in another country. But they were what every copper desiresina
citizen. They wereno trouble. They mostly had jobsworking for one another, they paid their taxes rather
more readily than humans did, athough to be honest there were small piles of mouse droppings that
yielded more money than most Ankh-Morpork citizens, and generdly any problemsthey had they sorted
out amongst themsalves. If such people ever come to the attention of the police, it'susudly only asa
chak outline.



It turned out, though, that within the community, behind the grubby facades of dl those tenements and
workshopsin Cable Street and Whalebone Lane, there were vendettas and feuds that, had their origins
in two adjoining mine shafts five hundred miles away and athousand years ago. There were pubs you
only drank in if you were from a particular mountain. There were streets you didn't walk down if your
clan mined a particular lode. The way you wore your helmet, the way you parted your beard spoke
complicated volumesto other dwarfs. They didn't even hand a piece of paper to Vimes.

"Then theré'sthe way youkrazak yourG'ardrgh, said Corpora Littlebottom.

I won't even ask,' said Vimes.

I'mafraid | can't explainin any case,' said Cheery.

'Havel got aGaadrerghuh?' said Vimes.

Cheery winced at the mispronunciation. 'Y es, Sir. Everyone has. But only adwarf cankrazak his
properly,' she said. 'Or hers,' she added.

Vimes sighed and looked down at the pages of scrawl in his notebook under the heading 'Uberwald'. He
wasn't-grictly aware of it, but he treated even geography asif he wasinvestigating a crime ('Did you see
who carved out the valley? Would you recognize that glacier if you saw it again?).

'I'm going to make alot of mistakes, Cheary,' he said.

'l shouldn't worry about that, Sr. Humans dways do. But most dwarfs can spot if you're trying not to
make them.’

'Are you sure you don't mind coming?
'Got to face it sooner or later, air'

Vimes shook hishead sadly. 'l don't get it, Cheery. Theresal thisfuss about afemae dwarf trying to
act like, like-

‘A lady, Sr?
‘Right, and yet no one says anything about Carrot being called adwarf, but he's ahuman-'

'No, gir. Like he says, he'sadwarf. He was adopted by dwarfs, he's performed the Y grad, he observes
thej'kargra insofar asthat's possiblein acity. Hesadwarf.’

'He'ssix foot high!'

'He'satdl dwarf, sr. We don't mind if he wants to be ahuman aswell. Not even thedrudak'ak would
have a problem with that."

'I'm running out of throat sweets here, Cheery. What was that?

'Look, gr, most of thedwarfshereare. . . wdll, | suppose you'd call them liberal, Sr. They're mainly
from the mountains behind Copperhead, you know? They get dong with humans. Some of them even



acknowledgethat . . . they've got daughters, sir. But some of themore. . . oldfashioned . . . Uberwald
dwarfs haven't got out so much. They act asif B'hrian Bloodaxe was dtill dive. That'swhy we cal them
drudak'ak.'

Vimes had ago, but he knew that to really speak dwarfish you needed alifetime's study and,

if a al possible, a seriousthroat infection.

"above ground" . . . "they negatively” . . ." hefdtered.

"They do not get out in the fresh air enough,™ Cheery supplied.

'Ah, right. And everyone thought the new king was going to be one of these?

"They say Albrecht's never seen sunlight in hislife. His clan never goes above ground in daylight.
Everyonewas certainitd be him.'

And asit turned out it wasn't, thought Vimes. Some of the Uberwald dwarfs hadn't supported him. And
the world had moved on. There were plenty of dwarfs around now who had beenborn in
Ankh-Morpork. Their kids went around with their helmets on back to front and spoke dwarfish only at
home. Many of them wouldn't know a pick-axeif you hit them with it.* They weren't about to be told
how to run their lives by an old dwarf sitting on astale bun under some distant mountain.

He tapped his pencil on his notebook thoughtfully. And because of this, he thought, dwarfs are punching
one another on my streets.

'I've seen more of those dwarf sedan chair things around lately," he said. 'Y ou know, the ones carried by
acouple of trolls. They havethick leather curtains. . .

'Drudak'ak,'said Cheery. Very .. . traditiona dwarfs. If theyhave to go out in daylight, they don't look
ait!

I don't recall them ayear ago.’
*Atlead, if you hit them hard enough.

Cheery shrugged. 'Thereslots of dwarfs here now, sir. Thedrudak'ak fed they're anong dwarfs now.
They don't haveto dedl with humansfor anything.

‘They don't like us?

"They won't even talk to ahuman. They're fairly choosy about talking to most dwarfs, to tell you the
truth.’

That's daft!" said Vimes. 'How do they get food? Y ou can't live on fungi! How do they trade ore, dam
streams, get wood for shoring up their shafts?

'Well, either other dwarfs are paid to do it or humans are employed,’ said Cheery. They can afford it.
They'revery good miners. Well, they own very good mines, in any case.’

‘Sounds to me they're abunch of-' Vimes stopped himself. He was aware that awise man should aways



respect the folkways of others, to use Carrot's happy phrase, but Vimes often had difficulty with this
idea. For onething, there were people in the world whose folkways conssted of gutting other people like
clams and this was not aprocedure that commanded, in Vimes, any kind of respect at al.

'I'm not thinking diplomaticaly, am 1?7 he said. Cheery watched him with a carefully blank expression.

'Oh, | don't know about that, Sir," she said. "Y ou didn't actudly finish the sentence. And, well, alot of
dwarfs repect them. You know . . . fedl better for seeing them.’

Vimeslooked puzzled. Then understanding dawned.

‘Oh, | getit,' hesaid. 'l bet they say things like " Thank goodness people are keeping up the old ways,"
eh?

‘That'sright, Sir. | suppose that inside every dwarf in Ankh-Morpork isalittle part of him - or her - that
knowsred dwarfslive underground.’

Vimes doodled on his notepad. 'Back home," he thought. Carrot had innocently talked about dwarfs
'back home'. To al dwarfsfar, away, the mountains were 'back home'. It was funny how people were
people everywhere you went, even if the people concerned weren't the people the people who made up
the phrase 'people are people everywhere' had traditionally thought of as people. And even if you weren't
virtuous, as you had been brought up to understand the term, you did like to see virtue in other people,
provided it did not cost you anything.

'Why havethesedr . . . thesetraditiona dwarfs come here, though? Ankh-Morpork'sfull of humans.
They must have their work cut out avoiding humans'!'

"They're. . . needed, sir. Dwarf law is complicated, and there's often disputes. And they conduct
marriages and that sort of thing.'

'Y ou make them sound more like priests.’
‘Dwafsarent religious, sr.'

'Of course. Oh, well. Thank you, corpora. Off you go. Any falout from last night? No sulphurous
incontinent cats have come forward to confess?

'No, sr. The Campaign for Equal Heights has put out a pamphlet saying it was another example of the
second-class treatment of dwarfs

inthe city, but it was the same one they aways put out. Y ou know, the one with blanksto fill in the
details.

'Nothing changes, Cheery. See you tomorrow morning, then. Send Detritus up.'

Why him? Ankh-Morpork was lousy with diplomats. It was practically what the upper classes werefor,
and it was easy for them because haf the foreign bigwigs they'd meet were old chumsthey'd played Wet
Towel Tag with back at school. They tended to be on first-name terms, even with people whose names
were Ahmed or Fong. They knew which forksto use. They hunted, shot and fished. They moved in
circlesthat more or less overlapped the circles of their foreign hosts, and were along way from the rather
grubby circlesthat people like Vimeswent around in every working day. They knew al the right nods



and winks. What chance had he got againgt atie and acret?

Vetinari was throwing him amongst the wolves. And the dwarfs. And the vampires. Vimes shuddered.
And Vetinari never did anything without areason.

'‘Comein, Detritus.'

It aways amazed Sergeant Detritus that Vimes knew he was at the door. Vimes had never mentioned
that the office wall creaked and bent inwards asthe big troll made hisway aong the corridor.

'Y ou want to seeme, sir.'

'Yes. Sit down, man. It'sthis Uberwald business!
'Yessir!

'How do you fed about visiting the old country?

Detrituss face remained impassive, asit dways did when he was waiting patiently for thingsto make
sense.

‘Uberwad, | mean,' Vimes prompted.

‘Dunno, gr. | wasjust apebble when we left dere. Dad wanted a better lifein der big city.’

‘Therell bealot of dwarfs, Detritus. Vimes didn't bother to mention vampires and werewolves. Either of
those who attacked atroll was making the last big mistake of its career in any case. Detritus carried a
2,000Ib-draw crossbow as a hand weapon.

'Days Okay, Sr. I'm very modern 'bout dwarfs.

"These might be abit old-fashioned about you, though.'

'Dem deep-down dwarfs?

That'sright.'

'I'heard about dem.’

"Theres ill warswith trolls up near the Hub, | hear. Tact and diplomacy will be called for.

'Y ou have cometo der right troll for dat, Sir,' said Detritus,

"Y ou did push that man through that wall last week, Detritus.'

It was done with tact, Sr. Quiteafinwall.’

Vimeslet it go at that. The man in question had just laid out three watchmen with aclub, which Detritus
had broken in one hand before selecting the suitably tactful wall.

'See you tomorrow, then. Best dress armour, remember. Send Angua now, please!’



‘She's not here, i’
‘Blast. Put out some messages for her, will you? .
Igor lurched through the castle corridors, dragging one foot after the other in the approved fashion.

He was Igor, son of Igor, nephew of several Igors, brother of 1gors and cousin of more Igors than he
could remember without checking up in hisdiary. Igors did not change awinning formula.*

And, asaclan, Igorsliked working for vampires. Vampires kept regular hours, were generdly politeto
their servants and, an important extra, didn't require much work in the bedmaking and cookery
department, and tended to have cool, roomy cedllars where an Igor could pursue histrue caling. This
more than made up for those occas ons when you had to sweep up their ashes.

He entered Lady Margolotta's crypt and knocked politely on the coffin lid. It moved aside afraction.
'Yes?

"Thorry to wake you in the middle of the afternoon, your ladythip, but you did thay-'

‘All right. And-?

'It'sgoing to be Vimeth, ladythip.'

A dainty hand came out of the partly opened coffin and punched the air.

'Y6!'

*Especidly if it was green, and bubbled.

'Meth, ladythip.'

'Vell, vell. Samud Vimes. Poor devil. Do the doggies know?

Igor nodded. 'The Baron'th Igor wath atho collecting amethage, ladythip.’
'And the dwarfs?

‘Itith an officid gppointment, ladythip. Everyone knowth. Hith Grathe the Duke of Ankh-Morpork, Thir
Thamuel Vimeth, Commander of the Ankh-Morpork Thity Watch.'

"Then the midden has hit the windmill, Igor.’
‘Very well put, ladythip. No one liketh athort thower of thit.’
'l imagine, Igor, that hell leavethem behind.'

Let usconsder acastlefrom the point of view of itsfurniture.



This one has chairs, yes, but they don't look very lived in. Thereisahuge sofanear thefire, and that is
ragged with use, but other furnishingslook asif they're there merely for show.

Thereisalong oak table, well polished and looking curioudy unused for such an old piece of furniture.
Possibly the reason for thisisthat. on the floor around it are alarge number of white earthenware bowils.

One of them has 'Father' written on it.

The Baroness Serafine von Uberwad dammed shut Twurp'sPeerage, irritably.

Themanisa. . .anothing, shesaid. 'A paper man. A man of straw. Aninsult.’

“The name Vimes goes back along time," said Wolfgang von Uberwald, who was doing

one-handed press-upsin front of thefire.

'So does the name Smith. What of it?

Wolf changed to the other hand, in mid-air. He was naked. He liked his musclesto get an airing. They
shone. Someone with an anatomica chart could have picked out every one. They might aso have
remarked on the unusual way his blond hair grew not only on his head but down and across his shoulders
aswdl.

'Heisaduke, Mother.'

'Hah! Ankh-Morpork hasn't even got aking!'

". .. nineteen, twenty . . . | hear stories about that, Mother . . .’

'Oh, stories. Sybil writesdlly little lettersto me every year! Sam this, Sam that. Of course, she had to be
grateful for what she could get, but . . . the man isjust athief-taker, after al. | shall refuseto seehim.’

Y ou will not do that, Mother," Wolf grunted. That would be. . . twenty-nine, thirty . . . dangerous.
What do you tdll Lady Sybil about us?

‘Nothing! | don't writeback, of course. A rather sad and foolish woman.'
'And she dtill writesevery year?. . . thirty-six, thirty-seven.. . .

'Y es. Four pages, usudly. And that tells you everything about her you need to know. Whereisyour
father?

A flap in the bottom of anearby door swung back and alarge, heavy-set wolf trotted in. It glanced
around the room and then shook itsalf vigoroudy. The Baroness bridled.

'Guye! Youknow what | said! It's after six! Change when you come in from the garden!”

The wolf gave her alook and strolled behind amassive oak screen at the far end of the room. There
wasa. .. noise, soft and rather strange, not so much an actual sound as a changein the texture of the air.



The Baron walked around from behind the screen, doing up the cord of atattered dressing gown. The
Baroness sniffed.

‘At least your father wears clothes," she said.
'Clothes are unhealthy, Mother,’ said Wolf camly. 'Nakednessis purity.’

The Baron sat down. Hewas alarge, red-faced man, insofar as aface could be seen under the beard,
hair, moustache and eyebrows, which were engaged in abitter four-way war over the remaining areas of

bare skin.

'Wel? he growled.
"Vimes the thief-taker from Ankh-Morpork is going to be thealleged ambassador!" snapped the

Baroness.
‘Dwarfs?

'Of coursethey'll betold.'
The Baron sat staring at nothing, with the same expression Detritus used when anew thought was being
assembled.

'Bad? he ventured, at last.

'‘Guye, I'vetold you about this a thousand times!' said the Baroness. 'Y ou're spending far too much time
changed! Y ouknow what you're like afterwards. Supposing we had officid visitors?

‘Bite'em!’
'Y ou see”? Go on off to bed and don't come down until you'refit to be human!’

"Vimescould ruin everything, Father," said Wolfgang. He was now doing handstands, using one hand.

'‘Guyel Down!'
The Baron stopped trying to scratch his ear with hisleg. 'Do? he said.
Wolfgang's gleaming body dipped amoment as he changed hands again.

'City life makes men wesk. Vimeswill be fun. They do say he likes running, though.' He gave alittle
laugh. 'We shdl haveto see how fast heis!’

'Hiswife says he's very soft-hearted- Guye!
Don't you dare do that! If you're going to do that sort of thing do it upstairs!’

The Baron looked only moderately ashamed, but readjusted his clothing anyway.

'‘Bandits!' he said.



'Y es, they could be a problem at thistime of year,' said Wolfgang.
'At least adozen,’ said the Baroness. 'Y es, that should-'

Wolf grunted, upside down. 'No, Mother. Y ou are being stupid. His coach must get here safely. You
undergand?When heishere. . . that isadifferent matter.'

The Baron's massive eyebrows tangled with athought. 'Plan! King!'
'Exactly.’
The Baroness sighed. 'l don't trust that little dwarf.'

Wolf somersaulted on to hisfeet. 'No. But trustworthy or not, he'sal weve got. Vimes must get here,
with his soft heart. He may even be useful. Perhapswe should . . . assst matters.'

"Why? snapped the Baroness. 'L et AnkhMorpork |ook after their own!’

There was aknock on the door while Vimeswas having breskfast. Willikins ushered in asmall thin man
in neat but threadbare black clothes, whose overlarge head gave him the gppearance of alolly nearing the
last suck. He carried ablack bowler hat the way a soldier carries his helmet, and waked like aman who
hed something wrong with hisknees.

'l am so sorry to disturb your grace. . .

Vimeslaid down hisknife. HEd been peding an orange. Sybil insgsted he et fruit.

'Not your grace, he said. 'Just Vimes. Sir Samue, if you must. Areyou Vetinari's man?

'Inigo Skimmer, Sr. Mhm-mhm. | am to travel with you to Uberwald.'

'Ah, you're the clerk who's going to do al the whispering and winking while | hand around the cucumber
sandwiches, are you?

'l will try to be of service, gr, dthough I'm not much of awinker. Mhm-mhm.’

"Would you like some breskfast?

'| aedready, Sr. Mhm-mhm.'

Vimes looked the clerk up and down. It wasn't so mush that his head was big, it was smply that
someone appeared to have squeezed the bottom half of it and forced everything up into the top. Hewas
going bald, too, and had carefully teased the remaining strands of hair across the pink dome. It was hard
to tell hisage. He could be twenty-five and abig worrier, or afresh-faced

forty. Vimesinclined to the former - the man had the look of someone who had spent his life watching
the world over the top of abook. And therewasthat . . . wdl, wasit anervouslaugh? A giggle? An

unfortunate way of clearing histhroat?

And that strangeway hewaked . . .



'Not even sometoast? A piece of fruit? These oranges are fresh from Klatch, | redly can recommend
them.’

Vimestossed one at the man. It bounced off hisarm, and Skimmer took a step backwards, mildly
gppalled at the upper classshabit of fruithurling.

‘Areyou dl right, sr? Mhm-mhm?

‘Sorry about that,' said Vimes. 'l was carried away by fruit.’

Helaid asde his napkin and got up from the table, putting his arm around Skimmer's shoulders.

'l just teake you into the Mildly Y ellow drawing room where you can wait," he said, walking him
towards the door and patting him on thearm in afriendly way. The coaches are loaded up. Sybil is
re-grouting the bathroom, learning Ancient Klatchian and doing dl those other little last-minute things
women awaysdo. You'rewith usin the big coach.’

Skimmer recoiled. 'Oh, | couldn't do that, air! I'll travel with your retinue. Mhm-mhm. Mhmmhm.'

'If you mean Cheery and Detritus, they'rein therewith us," said Vimes, noting the look of horror degpen
dightly. "Y ou need four for a

decent game of cards and the road's as boring as hell for most of the way.'
'‘And, er, your servants?

'Willikins and the cook and Sybil's maid are in the other coach.’

'Oh.

Vimes amiled inwardly. He remembered the saying from his childhood: too poor to paint, but too proud
towhitewash. . .

'Bit of atough choice, isit? hesaid. 'I'll tell you what, you can comein our coach but well giveyou a
hard seat and patronize you from time to time, how about that?

'l am afraid you are making amockery of me, Sir Samuel. Mhm-mhm.’

'No, but | may be assisting. And now, if you'll excuse me, I've got to nip down to the Y ard to sort out a
few last-minute things. . .

A quarter of an hour later Vimeswalked into the charge room at the Y ard. Sergeant Stronginthearm
looked up, saluted, and then ducked to avoid the orange that was tossed at his head.

'Sir? he said, bewildered.
‘Jugt testing, Stronginthearm.’
'Did | pass, Sir?

'Oh, yes. Keep the orange. It'sfull of vitamins.'



'My mother dways told me those things could kill you, Sr'

Carrot was waiting patiently in Vimess office. Vimes shook his head. He knew dl the placesto tread in
the corridor and heknew he didn't make

asound, and he'd never once .caught Carrot reading his paperwork, not even upside down. Just once
it'd be niceto catch him out at something. If the man was any straighter you could use him as a plank.

Carrot stood up and saluted:

'Y es, yes, we haven't got alot of timefor that now," said Vimes, itting behind his desk. 'Anything new
overnight?

'An unattributed murder, sir. A tradesman caled Wallace Sonky. Found in one of hisown vatswith his
throat cut. No Guild sedl or note or anything. We're treating it as suspicious.’

'Yes, | think that soundsfairly suspicious,' said Vimes. "Unless he has arecord as a very careless shaver.
What kind of vat?

'Er, rubber, g’
'Rubber comesin vats? Wouldn't he bounce out?
'No, sr. It'saliquid in the vat, Sir. He makes rubber . . . things.

'Hang on, | remember seeing something once. . . Don't they make things by dipping them in the rubber?
Y ou make, sort of, the right shapes and dip them in to get gloves, boots. . . that sort of thing?

'Er, that, er, sort of thing, Sir.’

Something about Carrot's uneasy manner got through to Vimes. And thelittlefile at the back of hisbrain
eventudly waved acard.

'Sonky, Sonky .. . Carrot, we're not talking about Sonky asin "a packet of Sonkies', are we?
Now Carrot was bright red with embarrassment. 'Yes, ar!’

'My gods, what was he dipping in the vat?

'Hed been thrownin, Sir. Apparently.’

'But he's practically anational hero!

'Sr?

'Captain, the housing shortage in AnkhMorpork would be agood deal worseif it wasn't for old man
Sonky and his penny-a-packet preventatives. Who'd want to do away with him?

'People do have Views, sir,' said Carrot coldly.



Y es, you do, don't you? Vimes thought. Dwarfs don't hold with that sort of thing.
'Wdll, put some men onit. Anything else”?

'A Carter assaulted Constable Swireslast night for clamping hiscart.’

‘Assault?

"Tried to ¢amp on him, gir.'

Vimes had amenta picture of Constable Swires, agnome six inchestal but amile high in pent-up
aggresson.

'How ishe?

"W, the man can pesk, but it'll be alittle while before he can climb back on acart again. Apart from
that, it'sdl run-of-the-mill stuff.’

'Nothing more about the Scone theft?

'Not redly. Lots of accusationsin the dwarf community, but no one redlly knows anything. Like you say,
ar, well probably know more when it goes bad.’

'‘Any word on the street?

Yes, ar. It's"Hat", dr. Sergeant Colon painted it at the top of Lower Broadway. The cartersare alot
more careful now. Of course, someone has to shovel the manure off every hour or so."

‘Thiswholetraffic thing is not making us very popular, captan.’

'No, gr. But we aren't popular anyway. And at least it's bringing in money for the city treasury. Er . . .
thereisanother thing, ar.’

'Yes?
'Have you seen Sergeant Angua, Sir?

'Me? No. | was expecting her to be here.’ Then Vimes noticed just the very edge of concern in Carrot's
voice. 'Something wrong?

'Shedidn't turn up for duty last night. It wasn't full moon, soit'sabit . . . odd. Nobby said she was
rather concerned about something when they were on duty the other day.’

Vimes nodded. Of course, most people were concerned about something if they were on duty with
Nobby. They tended to look at clocks alot.

'Have you been to her lodgings?
'Her bed hadn't been dept in,' said Carrot. 'Or her basket, either,’ he added.

'Wll, | can't help you there, Carrot. She'syour girlfriend.’



'She's been a bit worried about the future, | think,' said Carrot.
‘Um,you...she...the er, werewolf thing? Vimes stopped, acutely embarrassed.
‘It preys on her mind,’ said Carrot.

'Perhaps she'sjust gone somewhere to think about things.' Like how on earth could she go out with a
young man who, magnificent though he was, blushed at the idea of a packet of Sonkies.

That'swhat | hope, sir,' Carrot said. 'She does that sometimes. It'sredlly quite stressful, being a
werewolf inabig city. Iknow wed

have heardif shed runinto any trouble-'

Therewas the sound of aharness outside, and the rattle of acoach. Vimeswas relieved. Seeing Carrot
worried was o unusud that it had the shock of the unfamiliar.

'Well, well have to go without her,' he said. 'l want to be kept in touch about everything, captain. A fake
Scone going missing aweek or two before abig dwarf coronation- That sounds like another shoeis
about to drop and it might just hit me. And while you're about it, put the word out that I'm to be sent
anything about Sonky, will you?1 don't like mysteries. The clacks do askeleton service asfar as
Uberwald now, don't they?

Carrot brightened up. 'It'swonderful, sir, isn't it? In afew monthsthey say well be ableto send
messages al the way from Ankh-Morpork to Genuain less than aday!'

'Y esindeed. | wonder if by then well have anything sensible to say to each other.’

Lord Vetinari stood a hiswindow watching the semaphore tower on the other sde of theriver. All eight
of the big shutters facing him were blinking furioudy - black, white, white, black, white.. . .

Information was flying into the air. Twenty miles behind him, on another tower in Sto L. someonewas
looking through atelescope and shouting out numbers.

How quickly the future comes upon us, he thought.

He always sugpected the poetic description of Timelike an ever-rolling stream. Time, in his experience,
moved morelikerocks. . . diding, pressing, building up force underground and then, with onejerk that
shakesthe crockery, awholefied of turnips mysterioudy dipssdewaysby six fest.

Semaphore had been around for centuries, and everyone knew that knowledge had avaue, and
everyone knew that exporting goods was away of making money. And then, suddenly, someone redlized
how much money you could make by exporting to Genua by tomorrow things known in Ankh-Morpork
today. And some bright young man in the Street of Cunning Artificers had been unusudly cunning.

Knowledge, information, power, words. . . flying through the air, invisble. . .

And suddenly the world was tap-dancing on quicksand.

In that case, the prize went to the best dancer.



Lord Vetinari turned away, took some papers from a desk drawer, walked to awall, touched acertain
area, and stepped quickly through the hidden door that noiselessy swung open.

Beyond was a corridor, lit by borrowed light from high windows and paved with smdll flagstones. He
walked forward, hesitated, said 'No, thisis Tuesday, and moved his descending foot so that it landed on
astonethat in every respect appeared to be exactly the same asitsfellows*

* Except that the ones around it were not good stones to tread on if it was a Tuesday .

Anyone overhearing his progress dong the passages and stairs might have caught muttered phrases on
thelinesof Themooniswaxing . ..' and'Yes, itisbefore noon.' A reallykeen listener would have heard
thefaint whirring and ticking insgde thewals.

A redly keen andparanoid listener would have reflected that anything Lord Vetinari said aloud even
while he was done might not be totally worth believing. Not, certainly, if your life depended on it.

Eventualy he reached adoor, which he unlocked.

Therewas alarge attic room beyond, suddenly airy and bright and cheerful with sunlight from the
windows in the roof. It seemed to be a cross between aworkshop and a storeroom. Severa bird
skeletons hung from the celling and there were afew other bones on the worktables, aong with coils of
wire and meta springs and tubes of paint and more tools, many of them probably unique, than you
normaly saw in any one place. Only anarrow bed, wedged between athing like aloom withwingsand a
large bronze statue, suggested that someone actudly lived here. They were clearly someone who was
obsessvey interested ineverything.

What interested Lord Vetinari right now wasthe device. al by itself on atablein the middle of the room.
It looked like a collection of copper balls baanced on one another. Steam was hissing gently from afew
rivets, and occasionaly the device went blup

"Y our lordship!"

Vetinari looked around. A hand was waving desperately at him from behind an upturned bench.

And something made him look up, aswell. The ceiling above him was crusted with some brownish
substance, which hung fromiit like stalactites.

Blup

With quite surprising speed the Patrician was behind the bench. Leonard of Quirm smiled a him from
underneath his home-made protective hemet.

'l dogpologize, hesaid. 'I'm afraid | wasn't expecting anyoneto comein. I'm sureit will work thistime,
however.'

Blup



'What isit? said Vetinari.

Blup

'I'm not quite sure, but 1 hope it's &'

And then it was, suddenly, too noisy to talk.

Leonard of Quirm never dreamed that he was a prisoner. If anything, he was grateful to Vetinari for
giving him thisairy work space, and regular medls, and laundry, and protecting him from those people
who for some reason aways wanted to take his perfectly innocent inventions, designed for the betterment
of mankind, and use them for despicable purposes. It was amazing how many of them there were - both
the people and theinventions. It was asif dl the genius of acivilization had funndlled into one head which
was, therefore, in acongant sate of highly inventive spin. Vetinari often speculated upon the fate of
mankind should Leonard keep his mind on one thing for more than an hour or so.

The rushing noise died away. Blup.

Leonard peered cautioudy over the bench and smiled broadly. ‘Ali! Happily, we appear to have
achieved coffee," he said.

'Coffee?

Leonard walked over to the table and pulled asmall lever on the device. A light . brown foam cascaded
into awaiting cup with anoise likeaclogged drain.

Differentcoffee, he said. 'Veryfast coffee. | rather think you will likeit. I'm cdling thisthe
Very-Fast-Coffee machine!

'And that'stoday'sinvention, isit? said Vetinari.

'Wll, yes. It would have been ascae mode of adevice for reaching the moon and other celestial
bodies, but | wasthirsty.'

‘How fortunate.’ Lord Vetinari carefully removed an experimenta peda-powered shoepolishing machine
from achair and sat down. 'And I've brought you some morelittle ... messages.'

Leonard dmost clapped his hands. 'Oh, good! And I've finished the other onesyou gave melast night.’

Lord Vetinari carefully removed amoustache of frothy coffee from hisupper lip. 'l beg your-? All of
them?Y ou broke the cyphers on dl those messages from Uberwad?

'Oh, they were quite easy after I'd finished the new device," said Leonard, rummaging through the piles
of paper on abench and handing the Patrician severd closaly written sheets. 'But once you redize that
there are only alimited number

of birth datesa_person can have, and that people do tend to think the same way, cyphers are really not
very hard.

Y ou mentioned anew device? said the Patrician.



'Oh, yes. The. . . thingy. It'sdl very crude a the moment, but it suffices for these smple codes!

Leonard pulled a sheet off something vaguely rectangular. It seemed to Vetinari to be al wooden whedls
and long thin spars which, he saw when he moved closer, were inscribed thickly with letters and
numbers. A number of the wheels were not round but oval or heartshaped or some other curious curve.
When Leonard turned a handle, the whole thing moved with acomplex oiliness quite disquieting in
something merely mechanicd.

'And what are you cdling it?

'Oh, you know me and names, my lord. | think of it asthe Engine for the Neutraizing of Information by
the Generation of Miasmic Alphabets, but | appreciate that it does not exactly roll off thetongue. Er . . '

'Yes, Leonard?
'Er...it'snot...wrong,isit - reading other peopl€'s messages?

Vetinari Sghed. Theworried man in front of him, who was so consderate of life that he carefully dusted
around spiders, had once invented adevice that fired lead pellets with tremendous speed and force. He
thought it would be useful againgt dangerous animals. Hed designed a thing that could destroy whole
mountains. He thought it would be useful in the mining industries. Here was aman who,in his tea break,
would doodle an instrument for unthinkable mass destruction in the blank spaces around an exquisite
drawing of the fragile beauty of the human smile. With alist of numbered parts. And if you taxed him with
it hedd say: ah, but such athing would make war completely impossible, you see?Because no one would
dare useit.

Leonard brightened up as athought apparently struck him. 'But, on the other hand, the more we know
about one another the more we will learn to understand. Now, you asked me to construct some more
cyphersfor you. I'm sorry, my lord, but I must have misunderstood your requirements. What was wrong
with thefirst ones| did?

Vetinari sghed. 'I'm afraid they were unbreakable, Leonard.’

‘But surely-'

It'shard to explain,’ said Vetinari, aware that what to him were the lucid waters of politics were so much
mud to Leonard. These new onesyou haveare. . . merdy devilishly difficult?

"Y ou specifiedfiendishly, sir,' said Leonard, looking worried.

'Oh, yes!'

"There does not appear to be acommon standard for fiends, my lord, but | did some research in the
more accessible occult texts and | believe these cypherswill be consdered "difficult” by more than 96
per cent of fiends!'

'Good.’

"They may perhaps verge on the diabolicdly difficult in places'



"That isnot aproblem. | shdl usethem forthwith.’
Leonard till seemed to have something on hismind. ‘It would be so easy to make them archdemonicaly

diff-
‘But these will suffice, Leonard,’ said Vetinari.
'My lord," Leonard dmost wailed, 'l redlly cannot guarantee that sufficiently clever people will be unable

to read your messages!'

'Good.’
'But, my lord, they will know what you are thinking!'
Vetinari patted him on the shoulder. ‘No, Leonard. They will merely know what isin my messages.’

'l really donot understand, my lord.'
'No, but on the other hand | cannot make exploding coffee. What would the world be likeif we were dl

dike?
L eonard's face clouded for amoment. 'I'm not sure,” he said, 'but if you'd like me to work on the

problem | may be ableto devise &'

It was merely afigure of speech, Leonard.’

Vetinari shook his head ruefully. It often seemed to him that Leonard, who had pushed intellect into
hitherto undiscovered uplands, had discovered there large and specialized pockets of Supidity. What
would be the point of cyphering messagesthat very clever enemies couldn't break? Y ou'd end up not

knowing what they thought you thought they werethinking . . .
"There was one rather strange message from Uberwald, my lord,' said Leonard. 'Y esterday morning.

‘Strange?
It was not cyphered.’

'Not atall? | thought everyone used codes.'
'Oh, the sender and recipient are code names, but the messageis quite plain. It was arequest for
information about Commander Vimes, of whom you have often spoken.’

Lord Vetinari went quite still.
"The return message was mostly clear, too. A certain amount of . . . gossip.'

'All about Vimes?'Y esterday morning? Before |-?

‘My lord?
Tell me,' said the Patrician. "This message from Uberwald. It yields no clue at dl to the sender?



Sometimes, like aray of light through clouds, Leonard could be quite perceptive. 'Y ou think you might
know the originator, my lord?

'Oh, in my younger days | spent sometimein Uberwad,’ said the Patrician. 'In those days rich young
men from Ankh-Morpork used to go on what we called the Grand Sneer, visiting farflung countries and
citiesin order to see at first hand how inferior they were. Or so it seemed, a any rate. Oh, yes. | spent
sometimein Uberwad.

It was not often that Leonard of Quirm paid attention to what people around him were doing, but he saw
the faraway look in Lord Vetinari'seye.

'Y ou have fond memoaries, my lord? he ventured.
'Hmm? Oh, shewasavery . . . unusua lady but, aas, ratherolder than me,' said Vetinari.

‘Much older, | haveto say. But it was along time ago. Life teaches usits small lessons and we move on.’
Therewas that distant look again. 'Wdl, wdl, wdl ...

'And no doubt the lady is now dead,’ said L eonard. He was not much good at this sort of conversation.
'Oh, | very much doubt that,' said Vetinari. ‘| have no doubt she thrives." He smiled. Theworld was
becoming more ...interesting. "Tell me, Leonard,' he said. 'Has it ever occurred to you that one day
warswill be fought with brains?

Leonard picked up his coffee cup. 'Oh dear. Won't that be rather messy? he said.

Vetinari sghed again. 'Not perhaps as messy asthe other sort," he said, trying the coffee. It redlly was
rather good.

The duca coach rolled past the last of the outlying buildings and on to the vagt, flat Sto Plains. Cheery
and Detritus had tactfully decided to ride on the top for the morning, leaving the Duke and Duchess alone
ingde. Skimmer wasindulging in some uneasy class solidarity and riding with the servantsfor awhile,
'Angua seemsto have goneinto hiding,’ said Vimes, watching the cabbage fields pass by.

'Poor girl,' said Sybil. "The city's not redlly the placefor her.

'Wéll, you couldn't winkle Carrot out of it with abig pin,' said Vimes. '‘And that's the problem, |
suppose.’

'Part of the problem,’ said Syhil.

Vimes nodded. The other part, which no one talked about, was children.

Sometimesit seemed to Vimes that everyone knew that Carrot was the true heir to the redundant throne
of the city. It just so happened that he didn't want to be. He wanted to be a copper, and everyone went
along with theidea. But kingship was a bit like agrand piano -you could put acover over it, but you
could still see what shape it was underneeth.

Vimeswasn't sure what you got if ahuman and awerewolf had kids. Possibly you just got someone



who had to shave twice aday around full moon and occasionally felt like chasing carts. And when you
remembered whatsome of the city's rulers had been like, aknown werewolf as ruler ought to hold no
terrors. It was the buggers who looked human dl the time that were the problem. That wasjust hisview,
though. Other people might see things differently. No wonder sheld gone off to think about things.

He redlized he was|ooking, unseeing, out of the window.

To take hismind off this he opened the package of papersthat Skimmer had handed him just as he got
on the coach. 1t was caled 'briefing materid’. The man seemed to be an expert on Uberwad, and Vimes
wondered how many other clerks there were in the Patrician's palace, beavering away, becoming
experts. He settled down glumly and began to read.

Thefirst page showed the crest of the Unholy Empire that had once ruled most of the huge country.
Vimes couldn't recall much abouit it,

except that one of the emperors once had aman's hat nailed to his head for ajoke. Uberwald seemed to
be abig, cold, depressing place, so perhaps people would doanything for alaugh.

The crest was altogether too florid for Vimess taste, and was dominated by a double-headed bat.

Thefirst document was entitled: The Fatbearing Strata of the Schmaltzberg Region (‘the Land of the
Fifth Elephant’).

He knew thelegend, of course. There had once
been five dephants, not four, standing on the
back of Great ATuin, but one had lost itsfooting
or had been shaken loose and had drifted off into
acurved orbit before eventudly crashing down, a
billion tons of enraged pachyderm, with aforce
that had rocked the entireworld and split it up
into the continents people know today. The rocks
that fell back had , covered and compressed the
corpse and therest, after millennia of under-
ground cooking and rendering, wasfat history.
According to legend, gold and iron and al the
other metals were also part of the carcase. After

al, an dephant big enough to support the world



on its back wasn't going to have ordinary bones,
wasit? -

Thenotesin front of him were alittle more believable, talking about some unknown catastrophe that had
killed millions of the mammoths, bison, and giant shrews and then covered them over, pretty much like
the Fifth Elephant in the story. There were notes about old troll sagas and legends of the dwarfs. Possibly
ice had been involved. Or aflood. In the case of the trolls, who were believed to be thefirst speciesin
the world, maybe they'dbeen there and seen the € ephant trumpeting across the sky.

The result, anyway, was the same. Everyone well, everyone except Vimes - knew the best fat came
from the Schmaltzberg wells and mines. It made the whitest, brightest candles, the creamiest soap, the
hottest, cleanest lamp oil. The ydlow tallow from Ankh-Morpork's boilers didn't come close.

Vimes didn't seethe point. Gold . . . nowthat wasimportant. People died for it. And iron
Ankh-Morpork needed iron. Timber, too. Stone, even. Silver, now, wasvery . . .

He flicked back to a page headed 'Natural Resources, and under 'Silver' read: 'Silver has not been
mined in Uberwald sincethe Diet of Bugsin Am 1880, and the possession of the metd istechnicaly

illegdl.”

There was no explanation. He made anote to ask Inigo. After al, where you got werewolves, didn't you
need silver? And things must have been pretty bad if everyone had to eat insects.

Anyway, slver was useful, too, but fat wasjudt . . . fat. It waslike biscuits, or tea, or sugar. It was just
something that turned up in the cupboard. There was nostyle to it, noromance. It was stuff in tubs.

A note was clipped to the next page. He read:

"The Fifth Elephant as a metaphor aso gppearsin the Uberwa d languages. Depending on context it can
mean "athing that does not exist" (aswe would say, "Klatchian migt"), "athing that is other than it seems’

and "athing that, while
unseen, controls events' (in the same way that we would use the termeminence grise).'
| wouldn', thought Vimes. | don't use words like that.

‘Constable Shoe," said Constable Shoe, when the door of the bootmaker's factory was opened.
‘Homicide.'

'Y ou come 'bout Mister Sonky? said the troll who'd opened the door. Warm damp air blew out into the
dreet, smelling of incontinent cats and sulphur.

'I meant I'm azombie,' said Reg Shoe. 'l find that telling people right awvay saves embarrassing
misunderstandings later on. Butcoincidentally, yes, we've come about the alleged deceased.’

'We? said the troll, making no comment about Reg's grey skin and titch marks.
‘Doon here, bigjobs!'

Thetroll looked down, not ausua direction in Ankh-Morpork, where people preferred not to see what



they were standing in.
'Oh," he said, and took afew steps backwards.

Some people said that gnomes were no more belligerent than any other race, and thiswastrue.
However, the belligerence was compressed down into abody six inches high and, like many thingswhen
they are compressed, had an inclination to explode. Constable Swires had been on the force only for a
few months, but news had gone around and aready he inspired respect, or at least the bladder-trembling
terror that can pass for respect on these occasions.

'Don't just stand there gawpin', whereés yon stiff? said Swires, striding into the factory.

'We put himin der cellar,’ said thetroll. '"And now we got half aton of liquid rubber runnin' to waste.
He'd belivid 'bout that . . . if hewasdive, o'course’

'Why'sit wasted? said Reg.

'‘Gone dl thick and manky, hasn't it? I'm gonna have to dump it later on, and days not easy. We was
supposed to be dippin' aload of Ribbed Magica Delightstoday, too, but al der ladiesfelt faint when |
hauls him outa der vat and dey went off home.’

Reg Shoe |ooked shocked. He was not, for various reasons, apatron of Mr Sonky's wares, romance
not being aregular feature of the life of the dead, but surely the world of the living hadsome standards,
didn'tit?

'Y ou employladies here? he said.

Thetroll looked surprised. 'Y eah. Sure. It's good steady work. Dey're good workers, too. Always
laughing and tellin' jokes while dey're doin' der dippin’ and packin', 'specialy when were doin' der Big
Boys. Thetrall sniffed. 'Persndly, | don't unnerstan’ der jokes.

"Them Big Boys are bloody good vaue for apenny,’ said Buggy Swires.

Reg Shoe stared at histiny partner. There wasjust no way that he was going to ask the question. But
Swires must have seen his expresson.

‘After abit of work wi' yon scissors, ye won't find a better mackintosh in the whole city,' said the gnome,
and laughed nadtily.

Congtable Shoe sighed. He knew that Mr Vimes

had an unofficid policy of getting ethnic minoritiesinto the Watch,* but he wasn't surethiswaswisein
the case of gnomes, even though there was, admittedly, no ethnic group that was more minor. They had
aninbuilt resstanceto rules. Thisdidn't just apply to thelaw, but to dl theinvisible rulesthat most people
obeyed unthinkingly, like 'Do not attempt to et this giraffe or 'Do not headbutt people in the ankle just
because they won't give you achip'. It was best to think of Constable Swires smply asasmdll

independent weapon.

'Y ou'd better show usthe d- the person who is currently vitally challenged,’ he said. They wereled
downgtairs. What was hanging from a beam there would have frightened the life out of anyonewho
wasn't dready azombie.



‘Sorry 'bout dat,’ said thetrall, pulling it down and tossing it into a corner, where it coiled into a rubbery
heap.

'What d'hedl wazzit? said Constable Swires.
"We had to pull der rubber off'f him," said the troll. 'Sets quick, see? Onceyou get it out in der air.'

'Hey, that's a biggest Sonky | ever saw,’ chuckled Buggy. ‘A whole-body Sonky! Reckon that's the
way he wanted to go?

Reg looked at the corpse. He didn't mind being sent out on murders, even messy ones. The way he saw
it, dying wasreally just a career change. Been there, done that, worn the shroud . . . And

* Asamember of the dead community Reg Shoe naturally thought of himsalf as an ethnic mgjority.

then you got over it and got on with your life. Of course, he knew that many people didn't, for some
reason, but he thought of them as not prepared to make the effort.

There was aragged wound in the neck.
'Any next of kin? hesaid.

'He got abrother in Uberwad. We've sent word,' the troll added. 'On der clacks. It cost twenty dollars!
Dat's murder!'

'Can you think of any reason why someone would kill him?
Thetroll scratched his head. "Well, ‘cos dey wanted him dead, | reckon. Dat's a good reason.’

'And why would anyone want him dead, do you think? Reg Shoe could be very, very patient. 'Hasthere
been any trouble?

‘Businessain't been so good, | know dat.'

'Redlly?1'd have thought you'd be coining money here.’

'Oh,yeah, dayswhat you'd fink, but not everyfing people calls a Sonky ismade by us, see?It'sto do
wid us becomin” - thetroll's face screwed up with cerebral effort - ‘jer-nair-rick. Lots of other buggers
are jumpin’ up and down on der bandwagon, and dey got better plant and new ideas like makin''emin
cheese-and-onion flavour an' wid bells on an' stuff like dat. Mister Sonky won't have nothin' to do wid
dat kind of frog and days been costin' us sales.’

'l can see thiswould worry him," said Reg, in akeep-on-talking tone of voice.

'He's been locking himsdlf in his officealot.’



'Oh? Why'sthat? said Reg.
'He's der boss. Y ou don't ask der boss. But he
did say dat dere was aspecia job comin' up and data put us back on our feets!

'Redlly? said Reg, making amenta note. "What kind of job?

‘Dunno. Y ou don't-'

'-ask the boss," said Reg. 'Right. | suppose no one saw the murder, did they?
Once again thetroll screwed up its enormous face in thought.

'Der murderer, yeah, an' prob'ly Mister Sonky.'

'Was there athird party?

'l dunno, | never get invited to dem frogs'!

‘Apart from Mister Sonky and the murderer,’ said Shoe, still as patient asthe grave, ‘was there anyone
eseherelag night?

'‘Dunno,’ said thetrall.

"Thank you, you've been very hepful,' said Shoe. 'Well have alook around, if you don't mind.'

'Sure.!
Thetroll went back to hisvat.

Reg Shoe hadn't expected to find anything and was not disappointed. But he was thorough. Zombies
usualy are. Mr Vimes had told him never to get too excited about clues, because clues could lead you a

disma dance. They could become a habit. Y ou ended up finding awooden leg, asilk dipper and a
feather at the scene of acrime and constructing an eegant theory involving aone-legged ballet dancer

and a production of Chicken Lake.

The door to the office was open. It was hard to tell if anything had been disturbed; Shoe got the
impression that the messwas normd. A desk was awash with paperwork, Mr Sonky having followed the
usual "put it down somewhere’ method of filing. A bench was covered with samples of rubber, bits of
sacking, large bottles of chemicas and some wooden mouldsthat Reg refrained from looking at too

closdy.

"Did you hear Corpora Littlebottom talking about that museum theft when we came on duty today,
Buggy? he sad, opening ajar of yelow powder and sniffing it.

No.
'l did,' said Reg.
He put thelid on the sulphur again and sniffed the air of the factory. It smelled of liquid rubber, whichis



very much like the sml of incontinent cats.

"And some things stick in the mind," he said. 'Specid job, eh?

It was Congtable Vigt -The-Infidel -WithExplanatory-Pamphletss week as Communications Officer,
which largely meant looking after the pigeons and keeping an eye on the clacks, with of coursethe
assistance of Constable Downspout. Congtable Downspout was agargoyle. When it came to staring
fixedly at one thing you couldn't beet agargoyle. The gargoyles were getting alot of employment in the
clacksindudtry.

Congtable Vigt quite enjoyed the pigeons. He sang them hymns. They listened to short homilies, cocking
their heads from sideto side. After al, he reasoned, had not Bishop Horn

preached to the molluscs of the sea? And there was no record of them actudly listening, whereas he was
certain that the pigeons were taking it in. And they seemed to be interested in his pamphlets on the virtues
of Omnianism, admittedly as nesting materia at the moment, but thiswas certainly agood sart.

A pigeon fluttered in as he was scraping the perches.

'Ah, Zebedinah, he said, lifting her up and removing the message capsule from her leg. ‘Wl done. This
isfrom Constable Shoe. And you shal have some corn, provided locally by Josiah Frument and Sons,
Seed Merchants, but ultimately by the grace of Om.’

Therewas awhirr of wings and another pigeon settled on the perch. Congtable Visit recognized it as
Wilhemina, one of Sergeant Angua's pigeons.

He removed the message capsule. The thin paper insgde wastightly folded and on it someone had
written 'Cpt. Carrot, Persondl.’

He hegitated, then put the message from Reg Shoe into the pneumatic tube and heard the whoosh of the
suction asit headed off to the main office. The other one, he decided, required amore careful ddivery.

Carrot wasworking in Vimess office but, Vidt noticed, not at the Commander's desk. Instead he'd set
up afolding table in the corner. The tottering piles of paperwork on the desk were dightly less dpine than
yesterday. There were even occasiona patches of desktop.

'Persona message for you, captain.’

‘Thank you.'

"And Constable Shoe wants a sergeant down at Sonky's boot factory.’

'Did you send the message down to the office?

'Yes, 5. The pneumatic tubeis very useful,' Vist added dutifully.

‘Commander Vimesisn't very keen onit but I'm sure it will eventudly save ustime,' said Carrot. He
unfolded the note.

Vist watched him. Carrot's lips moved dightly as he read.



"Where did the pigeon come from? he said at last, screwing up the note.
'It looks pretty worn out, Sir. Not from inside the city, I'm sure.’

'Ah. Right. Thank you.'

‘Bad news, sir? Visit angled.

‘Just news, congtable. Don't let me detain you.'

‘Right, sir.’

When the disappointed Vist had gone, Carrot went and looked out of the window. There was atypical
Ankh-Morpork street scene outside, athough people were trying to separate them.

After afew minutes he went back to histable, wrote a short note, put it into one of the little carriers and
sent it away with ahissof air.

A few minuteslater Sergeant Colon came panting aong the corridor. Carrot was very keen on
modernizing the Watch, and in some strange way sending a message via the tube was so much more
modern than smply opening the door and shouting, which iswhat Mr Vimesdid.

Carrot gave Colon abright smile. 'Ah, Fred. Everything going well?

'Yessir? said Fred Colon uncertainly.

'Good. I'm off to see the Patrician, Fred. As senior sergeant you arein charge of the Watch until Mister
Vimes gets back.'

'Yessir. Er ... until you get back, youmean ... !
'l shall not be coming back, Fred. | am resigning.’
The Patrician looked at the badge on his desk.

... and wdll-trained men,’ Carrot was saying, somewherein front of him. 'After al, afew years ago
therewere only four of usin the Watch. Now it'sfunctioning just like amachine.’

'Y es, dthough bits of it do go boing occasiondly,’ said Lord Vetinari, till staring at the badge. 'Could |
invite you to reconsder, captain?

'I'vereconsidered severd times, Sir. And it's not-captain, Sir.'

"The Watchneeds you, Mister Ironfoundersson.’

"The Watch isbigger than one man, sr,’ said Carrot, still looking straight ahead.
'I'm not sureif it's bigger than Sergeant Colon, though.'

'People get mistaken about old Fred, sir. HE's a man with asolid bottom to his character.'



'He's got a solid bottom to his bottom, ca- Mister Ironfoundersson.'

'l mean he doesn't flgp in an emergency, Sr.’

'He doesn't doanything in an emergency,’ said the Patrician. 'Except possibly hide. | might go so far as
to say that the man appearsto condist of an emergency in hisown right.’

'My mind ismade up, Sr.'
Lord Vetinari Sghed, sat back and stared up at the celling for amoment.

‘Then al | can doisthank you for your services, cagptain, and wish you good luck in your future
endeavour. Do you have enough money?

'I'vesaved quitealot, sir.'
‘Nevertheless, it isalong way to Uberwald.’
Therewas slence.
'Sr?
'Yes?
'How did youknow?'
'Oh, people measured it years ago. Surveyors and so forth.'
‘Srl'

Vetinari Sghed. 'l think thetermis. . . deduction. Bethat asit may - captain - | am choosing to believe
that you are merely taking an extended leave of absence. | understand that you've never taken aholiday

while you've been here. I'm sure you're owed afew weeks.'
Carrot said nothing.
'‘And if | wasyou, I'd begin my search for Sergeant Angua at the Shambling Gate,' Vetinari added.
After awhile Carrot said quietly: 'Isthat asaresult of information received, my lord?

Vetinari smiled athin little smile. 'No. But Uberwad is going through some troubling times, and of course
sheisfrom one of the aristocratic families. | surmise that she has been called awvay. Beyond that, | cannot

be of much help. Y ou will haveto follow, as. they say, your nose!
'‘No, | think | can find amuch more reliable nose than mine,' said Carrot.

'‘Good.' Lord Vetinari went back to his desk and sat down. 'l wish you well in your search.
Nevertheless, I'm sure well be seeing you again. A lot of people here depend on you.'

'Yes, ar.



'‘Good day to you.'

When Carrot had gone, Lord Vetinari got up and walked across to the other side of the room, where a
map of Uberwald was unrolled on atable. It was quite old, but in recent years any mapmakers who had

wandered off the beaten track in that country had spent dl their timetrying to find it again. Therewerea
few rivers, their courses mostly guesswork, and the occasiond town or at least thename of atown,

probably put in to save the cartographer the embarrassment of filling his chart with, asthey said inthe
trade, MMB U.*

The door opened and Vetinari's head clerk, Drumknott, eased hisway in with the silence of afeather
fdlingin acathedrd.

'A somewhat unexpected development, my lord," he said quietly.
'An uncharacteristic one, certainly,' said Vetinari.
'Do you wish meto send a clacksto Vimes, sir? He could be back in aday or so.'

Vetinari was|ooking intently at the blind, blank map. It was, he fdlt, very much like the future; afew
things were outlined, there were some rough guesses, but everything else was waiting to be created . . .

*Milesand Miles of Bloody Uberwald.

'Hmm? hesaid.
'Do you wish meto recal Vimes, Sr?

'Good heavens, no. Vimesin Uberwad will be more amusing than an amorous armadillo in abowling
aley. And who ese could I send? Only Vimes could go to Uberwald.'

‘But surely thisisan emergency, Sir?

'Hmm?

'What else are weto cdl it, sir, when ayoung man of such promise throws away his career for the
pursuit of agirl?

The Patrician stroked his beard and smiled at something.

There was aline across the map: the progress of the semaphore towers. It was mathematically straight, a
gatement of intellect in the crowding darkness of miles and miles of bloody Uberwald.

'Possibly, abonus,” he said. 'Uberwald has much to teach us. Fetch me the papers on the werewol f
clans, will you? Oh, and although | swore | would never ever do this, please prepare amessage for

Sergeant Colon, too. Promotion, alas, beckons!’

A grubby cloth cap lay on the pavement. On the pavement besi de the cap someone had written in damp



chadk: PeseHelP ThisLiTTledoGGie.

Besdeit sat asmdl dog.

It was not cut out by nature to be afriendly little waggy-tailed dog, but it was making the effort.
Whenever someonewalked by it sat up on its hind legs and whined pitifully.

Something landed in the cap. It was awasher.

The charitable pedestrian had gone only afew steps further aong the road when he heard: '‘And | hope
your legsfdl off, miger.’

The man turned. The dog was watching- him intently.

'Woof? it said.

Helooked puzzled, shrugged, and then turned and walked on.

'Y eah, bloody woof woof,' said the strange voice, as he was abouit to turn the corner.

A hand reached down and picked up the dog by the scruff of its neck. 'Hello, Gaspode. | believe I've
solved alittle mysery.'

'Oh,no . . ." the dog moaned.

"That's not being agood dog, Gaspode,' said Carrat, lifting the dog so they could meet eyeto eye.

‘All right, al right, put me down, will you? This hurts, you know.'

'l need your help, Gaspode.

‘Not me. | don't help the Watch. Nothing persona, but it doesn't do anything for my street cred.’

'I'm not talking about helping the Watch, Gaspode. Thisis persond. | need your nose.’ Carrot lowered
the dog to the pavement and rubbed his hand on his shirt. 'Unfortunately, thismeans| need the rest of
you aswell, athough of course | am aware that under that itchy exterior beats a heart of gold."

'Redlly,’ said Gaspode.'Nothing good starts with "I need your help.™
It'sAngua’

'Oh dear.’

I want you to track her.’

"Huh, not many dogs could track awerewolf, mister. They'recunning.’

'‘Go to the best, | dways say,’ said Carrot.



'Finest nose known to man or beast,’ said Gaspode, wrinkling it. "Where's she gone, then?

"To Uberwald, | think."

Carrot moved fast. Gaspode's flight was hindered by the hand gripping histail.

‘That's hundreds of milesaway! And dog milesis seven timeslonger! Not a chance!’

'Oh? All right, then. Silly of meto suggest it,’ said Carrat, letting go. 'Y ou'reright. It'sridiculous.’

Gaspode turned, suddenly full of suspicion. 'No, | didn't say it wasridiculous,' he said. 'l just said it was
hundreds of milesaway. . .'

'Y es, but you said you had no chance!'
'No, | said that you had no chance of getting meto doiit.’

'Y es, but winter's coming on and, asyou say, awerewolf isvery hard to track and on top of that
Anguas acopper. Shell work out that I'd use you, so shelll be covering her trail.!

Gaspode whined. 'Look, mister, respect is hard to earn in thisdog'stown. If I'm not smelled around the
lamp-posts for a couple of weeks my stock is definitely in the guiter, right?

'Yes, yes, | understand. I'll make some other arrangements. Nervous Nigel's still around, isn't he?
'What? That spaniel? He couldn't smell his own bottom if you put it in front of him!"

"They say he's pretty good, nasally.’

'And hewiddles every time anyone looks at him!" snapped Gaspode.

'l heard he can smell adead rat two milesaway.’

'Yeah? Wdll, | can smell what colour it ig'

Carrot sighed. 'Wéll, I've got no choice, I'm afraid. You cantdoit, so I'll-'

'I didn't say-' Gaspode stopped, and then went on, 'I'm going to do it, aren't 17 I'm bloody well going to
doit. You're going to trick me or blackmail me or whatever it takes, aren't you...?

'Y es. How do you manage to write, Gaspode?
'l holdsthe chalk in me mouth. Easy.’
"You'reasmart dog. I've dways said so. Theworld's only talking dog, too.'

‘Lower your voice, lower your voice!' said Gaspode, looking around. 'Here, Uberwald's wolf country,
intit?

'Oh, yes!'



'l could'vebin awolf, you know. With diff'rent parents, of course.” Gaspode sniffed and |ooked furtively
up and down the street again.

‘Steak?

‘Every night.

'Right.'

Sergeant Colon was a picture of misery drawn on alumpy pavement in bad crayon on awet day. He sat
on achair and occasiondly glanced at the message that had just been ddlivered, asif hoping that the
words would somehow fade away.

‘Bloody hell, Nobby," he moaned.

"There, there, Fred,’ said Nobby, currently avision in organdie.

I can't be promoted! I'm not an officer! | am base, common and popular!’

'I've always said that about you, Fred. Y ou got common off to atreat.’

‘But it'swrit down, Nobby! Look, hislordship'ssigned it!’

'We-ell, theway | seeit, you've got three choices,' said Nobby.

'Y eah?

"Y ou can go and tell him you're not doing it..."

The panic in Colon's face was replaced by glazed grey terror.

"Thank you very much, Nobby,' he said bitterly. 'Let me know if you've got any more suggestions like
that, ‘cos I'll need to go and change my underwear.’

'Or you could accept it and make such a cockup of it that he takesit away fromyou. . .

Y ou're doing this on purpose, Nobby!

‘Might be worth atry, Fred.'

'Y eah, but the thing about cock-ups, Nobby, isthat it's hard for you to be, you know, precise. You might
think you're making alittle cock-up and then it blows up in your face and it turns out to be in fact abig
cock-up, and in those circumstances, Nobby, I'm sort of worried that what hislordship might take away
from mewouldn't just bethejob. | hope | don't have to draw you apicture.’

'‘Good point, Fred.'

'What I'm saying is, cock-upsislike. . . well,

cock-upsis. . . well, the thing about cock-ups isyou never know what size they're going to be.'



'Wdll, Fred, the third choiceis you putting up with it.'
"That's not helpful, Nobby.'
'It'l only befor acouple of weeks, then Mister Vimesll be back.'

'Y eah, but supposing heisn't? Nasty place, Uberwald. | heard whereit'samisery wrapped in aenema.

That doesn't sound too good. Y ou can fal down things. Then I'm stuck, right?1 don't know how todo
officering.’

'No oneknows how to do officering, Fred. That'swhy they're officers. If theyknew anything, they'd be
sergeants!’

Now Colon's face screwed up again in desperate thought. As alifelong uniformed man, a three-striped
peg that had found athree-striped hole very early in its career, he subscribed automatically and
unthinkingly to the belief that officers as aclass could not put their own trousers on without amap. He
conscientioudy excluded Vimes and Carrot from the list, e evating them to the rank of honorary sergeant.
Nobby was watching him with an expresson of combined concern, friendliness and predatory intent.
'What shdl | do, Nobby?

'Wdll, "captain”,’ said Nobby, and then he gave alittle cough, 'what officersmainly have to do, asyou
know, issgn things-'

The door was knocked on and opened at the same time by aflustered constable.
'Sarge, Constable Shoe says he redlly does need an officer down at Sonky's factory.'
'What, the rubber wally man? said Colon. ‘Right. An officer. Right. Well beaong.

'And that'sCaptain Colon," said Nobby quickly.

'Er...er...yes and that'sCaptain Colon, thank you very much,' said Colon, adding as hisresolve
diffened, 'and I'll thank you not to forget it!"

The congtable stared at them, and then stopped trying to understand.

'And there's atroll downstairs who ingists on speaking to whoever'sin charge-'
‘Can't Stronginthearm deal with it?

'Er ... is Sergeant Stronginthearm still a sergeant? said the congtable.

sl

'Even unconscious?

‘What?

'He'sflat on the floor right now, sar- captain.’



‘What'sthe troll want?

‘Right now he wantsto kill someone, but mainly | think he wants someone to take the clamp off'f his
foot.'

Gaspode ran up and down, nose barely an inch from the ground. Carrot waited, holding his horse. It
was agood one. Carrot hadn't spent alot of hiswages, up until now.

Finally the dog sat down and looked depressed.

'So tell me about this wonderful nose the, Patrician has got, then,' he said.

‘Not atrace?

'Y ou'd better get Vetinari down here, if hesso

good,' said Gaspode. 'What's thepoint of starting here? Worst place in the whole city! It's the gate to
the cattle market, am | right? Tryingnot to smell Stuff isthetrick here, isthe point I'm makin'. There's
ground-in gtink. If you wanted to get on thetrail of somebody, thisisthelast placeI'd gart.’

'Very good point,’ said Carrot carefully. 'So, what's the strongest smell heading Hubwards?

'Dung carts, o'course. Y esterday. Always abig clear-out of the pensfirst thing Friday morning.’

'Y ou can follow the smdll?

Gaspode rolled his eyes. 'With my head in abucket.’

'Good. Let'sgo.'

'So,' said Gaspode, asthey began to |leave the gate's bustle behind, ‘we're chasing this girl, right?

‘Not likewith dogs, then, where there might be twenty or thirty?

No.

'So we're not looking at a bucket of cold water here?

No.

Congtable Shoe sduted, but alittle testily. He'd been waiting rather along time. 'Afternoon, sergeant-'

"That's captain,’ said Captain Colon. 'See the pip on my shoulder, Reg?



Reg looked closdly. 'l thought it was bird doings, Barge.'

"That's captain,’ said Colon automatically. 'It's only chalk now because | ain't got timeto get it done
properly,’ he said. 'So don't be cheeky.'

"What's up with Nobby? said Reg. _ Corporal Nobbs was holding adamp cloth over one eye.
'Bit of acontry tompswith anillegaly parked troll,' said Captain Colon.
‘Shows what kind of troll he was, striking alady,” muttered Nobby.

‘But you ain't alady, Nobby. Y ou're just wearing your traffic-calming disguise.’
'He wasn't to know.'

"Y ou'd got your helmet on. Anyway, you shouldn't have clamped him.'

'He was parked, Fred.'

'He'd been knocked down by acart,’ said Captain Colon. ‘And that's captain.’
'Wéll, they dways have excuses,' said Nobby sullenly.

"Y ou'd better show us the corpus, Reg," said Colon.

The body in the cellar was duly inspected.

... and | remember Cheery saying there was asmell of cat's pee and sulphur at the Dwarf Bread
Museum,' said Reg.

‘Certainly hangs about,’ said Colon. "Y ou wouldn't have blocked sinusesif you worked herefor aday.'
'And | thought, "I wonder if someoned tried to make amould of the replica Scone”, Sir,’ said Reg.
'‘Now that isclever,’ said Fred Colon. 'Y ou'd get

thered one back then, wouldn't you?

'Er, no, Barge- captain. But you'd get acopy of the. replica.’

'Would that be lega?

‘Can't say, ar. | wouldn't think so. It wouldn't fool adwarf for five minutes!’

"Then who'd want to kill him?

‘A father of thirteen kids, maybe? said Nobby. 'Haha.'

‘Nobby, will you stop pinching the merchandise? said Colon. 'And don't argue, | just saw you put a
couple of dozen inyour handbag.'



'Dat don't matter,' rumbled thetroll. 'Mister Sonky aways said dey was free to the Watch.'
"That wasvery . . . civic of him," said Captain Colon.
'Y eah, he said der last frog we wanted was more bloody coppers around the city.'

A pigeon chose that diplomatic moment to flutter into the factory and land on Colon's shoulder, whereiit
promoted him. Colon reached up, removed the message capsule and unfolded the contents.

It'sfrom Vigt, hesaid. ThereésaClue, he says.

'What to? said Nobby.

'Not to anything, Nobby. Just aClue.' He took off his helmet and wiped his brow. Thiswaswhat held
hoped to avoid. In his heart of battered hearts, he suspected that Vimes and Carrot were good at putting
clues next to other clues and thinking about them. That wastheir talent. He had others.. . . well, hewas

good with people, and he had ashiny breastplate, and he could sergeant in hisdeep "All right, write up
your report,' he said. 'Well done. We're going back to the Yard.

I can seethisisgoing to get on top of me," said Colon, asthey walked away. 'There's paperwork, too.
Y ou know me and paperwork, Nobby.'

'Y ou're avery thorough reader, that's all, Fred,' said Nobby. 'I've seen you takeages over just one
page. Digedting it magigteridly, | thought.'

Colon brightened alittle. 'Yes, that'swhat | do,' he said.

‘Evenif it'sonly the menu down at the Klatchian Take-Away, I've seen you staring at onelinefor a
minute & atime.’

'Well, obvioudy you can't let people put one over on you,' said Colon, sticking out his chest, or at least
gicking it further up.

‘What you need is an aide de camp,’ said Nobby, lifting his dressto step over a puddie.
'l do?
'Oh, yes. 'Cos of you being afigurehead and setting an example to your men," said Nobby.

'Ah. Right. Yes,' said Colon, grasping the ideawith relief. 'A man can't be expected to do all thatand
read long words, am | right?

'Exactly. And, of course, we're down one sergeant at the Yard now,' said Nobby.
'‘Good point, Nobby. It's going to be busy.'

They waked on for awhile.

"Y ou could promote someone," Nobby prompted.

'‘Could |?



"What good's being the bossif you can't?
That'strue. And it's sort of an emergency. Hmm . . . any thoughts, Nobby?

Nobby sighed inwardly. A penny could drop through wet cement faster than it could drop for Fred
Colon.

‘A name springsto mind,' he said.

'Ah, right. Y es. Reg Shoe, right? Good at writing, a keen thinker, and of course he's cool headed,’ said
Colon. 'Icy, practicdly.’

‘But abit on the dead side,’ said Nobby.
'Yes, | suppose that counts against him.'
'‘And he goes to pieces unpredictably,’ said Nobby.

‘That'strue,’ said Captain Colon. ‘'No one likes shaking hands and ending up with more fingers than they
dtarted with.'

'So p'rapsit might be best to consider someone who has been unreasonably overlooked,’ said Nobby,
going for broke. 'Someone whose face dunt fit, p'raps. Someone whose experience in the Watch genidly
and in Traffic in particular could be of great serviceto the city if people wouldn't go on about one or two
lgpses which didn't happen in any case’

The dawn of intelligence rose across the vistas of Colon'sface.

'‘Ah," he said. 'l see. Wdll, why didn't you come right out with that at the start, Nobby?

'Wdll, it'syour decision, Fred ... | mean,captain,’ said Nobby earnestly.

'But sposing Mister Vimes doesn't agree? Helll be back in a couple of weeks!'

‘That'll be long enough,’ said Nobby.

'And you don't mind?

'Me? Mind? Not me. Y ou know me, Fred, aways ready to do my bit.'

'‘Nobby?

'Yes, Fred?

‘Thedress. ..

'Yes, Fred?

'l thought we weren't doing the.. . . traffic calming any more?



'Yes, Fred. But | thought I'd keep it on ready to swing into action just in case you decided that we
should.'

A chilly wind blew across the cabbagefieds.

To Gaspode it brought, besides the overpowering fumes of the cabbage and the dark red smell of the
dung carts, hints of pine, mountains, snow, sweet and stale cigar smoke. Thelast came from the cart

men's habit of smoking large, cheap cigars. They kept the flies off.
It was better than vision. Theworld of smell stretched before Gaspode.
'My paws hurt," he said.
There'sagood dog,’ said Carrot.

Theroad forked. Gaspode stopped and snuffled around. "‘Well, herés an int'resting frog," he said. 'Some
of the dung's jumped down off'f the cart and headed away acrossthefields here. Y ou wereright.'

'Can you smdll water anywhere around? said Carrot, scanning theflat plain.
Gaspode's mottled nose wrinkled up in effort. 'Pond,’ he said. 'Not very big. 'bout amile away.'

'Shelll be heading towardsit. Very meticul ous about cleanliness, Angua. That's not usud in werewolves.'

‘Never been one for water mysalf," said Gaspode.
'Isthat afact?
'Here, no need for that! | had a B-A-T-H once, you know, it'snot asif | don't know what it'slike.’

The pond wasin aclump of wind-blown trees. Dry grassrustled in the breeze. A single coot scuttled
into the reeds as Carrot and Gaspode approached.

"Yeah, herewe are,’ said Gaspode. ‘A lot of muck goesin, and' - he sniffed at the stirred-up mud - 'er,
yeah, she comes out. Um.'

'Isthere a problem? said Carrot.

"What? Oh, no. Clear scent. Headin' for the mountains, just like you said. Um.' Gaspode sat down and
scratched himsdf with ahind leg.

Therésaproblem, isn't there.. . . 7 said Carrot.

'Wéll, supposin’ there was something redlly bad that you wouldn't really want to know, and | knew what
itwas. .. How'd you fed about metellin' you? | mean, some peopled rather not know. It'sapersna

thing.
'Gaspode!’

'She's not done. There's another wolf.!



'Ah." Carrot'smild, uninformative smile did not change.

'Er, of the male persuasion,’ said Gaspode. ‘A boy wolf. Er. Very much so.'

"Thank you, Gaspode.'

'Extremdy mae. Um. In avery def'niteway. Unmistakably.'

'Yes, | think | understand.’

'And thisisjust words. In sméll, it'salot more, well, emphatic.’

"Thank you for that, Gaspode. And they're heading. . .’

'Still sraight for the mountains, boss,' said Gaspode, askindly as he could. He wasn't certain of al the
details of human sexual relationships, and the ones he was certain of he still couldn't quite believe, but he
knew that they were alot more complicated than those enjoyed by the doggy fraternity.

Thisamdl. .

"The extremey mae one | wastalkin' about?

‘The very one, yes,' said Carrot levelly. "Y ou could till smell it if you were on the horse, could you?

'l could smdll it with my nosein asack of onions.’

'Good. Because | think we should move alittle faster now.'

'Yes, | thought you'd think that.'

Congtable Vist sauted when Nobby and Colon entered Pseudopolis Y ard.

'l thought you ought to know about thisright away, gir," he said, flourishing asquare of paper. 'l just got
it off Rodney.'

'Who?

"Theimp on the bridge, sir. He paints pictures of carts going too fast? No one had been feeding him,’
Vidgt added, inamildly accusing tone.

'Oh. Someone speeding,’ said Colon. 'So? He looked again. 'That's one of those sedan chairs
the deep-down dwarfs use, isn't it? Them trolls must've been moving!'

It was just after the Scone was stolen,’ said Vigit. 'Rodney writes the time in the corner, see? A bit odd,
| thought. Like akind of getaway vehicle, sir?

'What'd adwarf want to steal aworthless lump of rock for? said Colon. 'Especidly them dark dwarfs.
They give methe cregpsin those stupid clothesthey wear.'

Angry silencerang like adropped girder in atemple. There were three dwarfsin the room.



Y ou two! Y ou ought to be out on patrol!" barked Sergeant Stronginthearm. 'I've got business down at
Chitterling Street!"

All three dwarfs marched out, somehow contriving even to walk angrily.

'Well, what was that about? said Fred Colon. 'Bit touchy, aren't they? Mister Vimes saysthat sort of
thing dl thetime and no one minds'

'Y es, but that's because he's Sam Vimes,' said Nobby.
'Oh? And are you inferring I'm not? said Captain Colon.
'WEell, yes, Fred. You're Fred Colon," said Nobby patiently.
'Oh, | am,am 1?

'Yes, Captain Colon.'

'And they'd better bloody remember it!" Colon snapped. 'I'm not a soft touch, me. I'm not going to take
insubordination like that! I've dways said Vimes was a bit too soft on those dwarfs! They getsthe same

pay asusand they'reonly haf thesze!'

'Yes, yes,' said Nobby, waving his hands placatingly in a desperate attempt to calm things down. 'But,
Fred, trolls are twice ashig as us and they get paid the same, so it-'

‘But they've only got aquarter of the brains, soit'sjust the same, like | said-'

The noise they heard was |ong and drawn out and menacing. It was the sound of LanceConstable
Blugohn's chair being pushed back.

Thefloor cresked as he shambled past Colon, removed his helmet from its peg with one enormous hand
and headed for the door.

"mgoin’ on patrol," he mumbled.
Y ou're not on patrol for another hour,' said Congtable Vigit.

"m goin’' now," said Blugiohn. The room was darkened for amoment as he eclipsed the doorway, and
then he was gone.

'Why's everyone so tetchy dl of asudden? said Colon. The remaining constablestried not to catch his
eye.

'Did | hear someone snigger? he demanded.
'I didn't hear anyone snigger, Barge,' said Nobby.
'Oh? Oh?Y ou think I'm a sergeant, do you, Corporal Nobbs?

'No, Fred, |- Oh, gawds. . .



'l can seethings have got prettydack around here,' said Captain Colon, an evil littlegleam in hiseye. 'l
bet you were dl thinking, oh, it'sonly fat old Fred Colon, it'sal going to be gravy from now on, eh?

'Oh, Fred, no one thinks you're old- Oh, gawds. . .’

‘Just fat, eh? Fred glowered around the room. Suddenly, and against al previous evidence, everyone
was vitaly interested in their paperwork.

‘Right! Wdll, from now on things are going to bedifferent,' said Captain Colon. 'Oh, yes. I'm onto al
your little tricks- Who said that?

'Said what, captain? said Nobby, who'd a so heard the little whispered 'We learned 'em al from you,
sarge," but a this moment would egt live cods rather than admit it.

‘Someone said something blotto voice,' said Captain Colon.
'I'm sure they didn't, captain,’ said Nobby.

'‘And | won't be eyebdled like that, neither!”

'No one'slooking at you!" wailed Nobby.

'Aha, you think I don't know that one? Colon shouted. There's plenty of waysto eyeball someone
without lookin' a 'em, corpora. That man over thereis earlobing me!’

'l think Constable Ping isjust redlly interested in the report he'swriting, Fre- sar- captain.’

Colon'sruffled feathers settled alittle. "Well, al right. And now I'm going up to my office, dl right?
Therell be somechanges around here. And someone bring rile acup of tea.'

They watched him go up the stairs, enter the office and dam the door.

'Well, the-' Constable Ping began, but Nobby, who had alot more experience of the Colon persondlity,
waved one hand frantically for silence while he held the other oneto hisear, very theatrically.

Then they dl heard the door click open again, quietly.
'A changeisasgood asaredt, | suppose,’ said Constable Ping.

'Asthe prophet Ossory says, better an ox in the potters fields of Hersheba than asanda in the wine
presses of Gash,' said Congtable Vigt.

'Y eah, 0 I've heard,' said Nobby. 'Well, I'll just make him histea. Everyone fedls better after acup of
tea

A couple of minutes later the constables heard Colon shouting, even through the door.
'What iswrong with this mug, corpora '

'Nothing, sa- Sir. It'syer mug. Y ou always haveyour teainit.'



'Ah, but, you see, it isasergeants mug, corpord. And what isit that officersdrink out of ?

'Wéll, Carrot and Mister Vimes have got their own mugs-

'No, they maychoose to drink out of mugs, corpora, but Watch regulations say officers have a cup and
saucer. Says o right here, regulation 301, sub-section ¢. Do you understand me?

'I don't think we've got any-'

'Y ou know where the petty cash is. Usualy you're the only person that does. Y ou're dismissed,
corpord.’

Nobby came down the stairs white-faced, holding the offending receptacle.
The door opened again.

'‘And none of you areto gob init, neither!" shouted Colon. I know that one! And it'sto be stirred with a
spoon, understand? | knowthat one, too.' The door dammed.

Congtable Vist took the mug from Nobby's shaking hand and patted him on the shoulder.

'Chalky thetroll does some very good seconds, | understand-' he began.

The door opened. 'Bloody china, too!"

The door dammed.

'Anyoneseen the petty cash lately? said Congtable Ping.

Nobby reached mournfully into his pocket and pulled out some dollars. He handed them to Visit.

‘Better go to that posh shop in Kings Way,' he said. 'Get one of those cups and saucers thin enough to
see through. Y ou know, with gold around the rim.' He looked around the other constables. 'What're you
lot doing here?Y ou won't caich many criminasinhere!’

'Does the petty cash count, Nobby? said Ping.

‘Don't you Nobby me, Ping! Y ou just get out there! And the rest of you!'

Daysrolled by. More accurately, they rattled by. It was acomfortable coach, as coaches went, and as
coaches on this road went over continua potholes, it swayed and rocked like acradle. Initidly, the
motion was soothing. After aday or two it paled. So did the scenery.

Vimes gtared glumly out of the window.

There was another clacks tower on the horizon. They were putting them near the. road, he recalled,
even though that wasn't the direct route. Only afool would build them across the badlands. Y ou had to
remember, sometimes, that within afew hundred miles of Ankh-Morpork there were till trollswho

hadn't caught on to the fact that humans weren't digestible. Besides, most of the settlements were near the
road.



The new Guild must be coining money. Even from here he could see the scaffolding, asworkers
feverishly attached <till more gantries and paddlesto the main tower. The whole thing would likely be
matchsticks after the next hurricane, but by then the owners would probably have earned enough to build
another five. Or fifty.

It had dl happened so fast. Who'd have believed it? But al the components had been there for years.
Semaphore was ancient - a century ago the Watch had used afew towersto relay messagesto patrolling
officers. And gargoyles had nothing todo al day but sit and watch things, and usudly were too
unimaginative to make mistakes.

Whathad happened was that people thought differently about news now. Once upon atimethey'd have
used something like thisto relay information about troop movements and the death of kings. True, those
were things that people needed to know, but they didn't need to know them every day. No, what they
needed to know every day were things like Howmuch are cattle selling for in Ankh-Mor pork today?
Becauseif they weren't fetching much maybe it was better to drive them to Quirm instead. People

needed to know theselittle things. Lotsand lots of little things. Little thingslikeDid my ship get there
safely? That'swhy the Guild was driving hell-bent across the mountains on to Genua, four thousand miles
away. It took many monthsfor a ship to round Cape Terror. How much, exactly, would atrader

pay to know, within aday, when it had arrived? And how much the cargo was worth? Had it been sold?
Was there credit to the trader's name in Ankh-Morpork?

Coining money? Oh, yed

And it had caught on asfast as every other craze did in the big city. It seemed as though everybody who
could put together a pole, acouple of gargoyles and some second-hand windmill machinery wasin on the
business. Y ou couldn't go out to dinner these days without seeing people nip out of the restaurant every
five minutes to check that there weren't any messages for them on the nearest pole. Asfor those who cut
out the middleman and signaled directly to their friends across a crowded room, causing mild contusions
to those nearby . . .

Vimes shook his head. That was messages without meaning: telepathy without brains.

But ithad been good, hadn't it, last week? When Don't Know Jack had pinched that silver in Sto Lat
and then galloped at speed to the sanctuary of the Shadesin Ankh-Morpork? And Sergeant Edge of the
Sto Lat Watch, who'd trained under Vimes, had put a message on the clacks which arrived on Vimes's
desk more than an hour before Jack sauntered through the city gates and into the waiting embrace of
Sergeant Detritus? Legdly it had been abit tricky, since the offence hadn't been committed on
AnkhMorpork soil and a semaphore message did not, Strictly speaking, come under the heading of 'hot
pursuit', but Jack had kindly solved that one by taking awild swing at thetroll, resulting in hisarrest for
Assault on aWatch Officer and treatment for abrokenwrist . ..

There was a gentle snore from Lady Sybil. A marriage is dways made up of two people who are
prepared to swear that only theother one snores.

Inigo Skimmer was hunched in a corner, reading abook. Vimes watched him for sometime.

'I'mjust going up top for someair,’ he said at last, opening the door. The clattering of the whedsfilled
thetiny, hot space, and dust blew in.



"Y our grace-' Inigo began, standing up.

Vimes, dready clambering up the side of the coach, stuck his head back in. "Y ou're not making any
friendswith that attitude,” he said, and kicked the door shut with hisfoot.

Cheery and Detritus had made themselves comfortable on the roof. It was alot less stuffy and at least
therewas aview, if vegetables were your idea of a panorama.

Vimesworked himsdf into a nichebetween two bundles and leaned towardsCheery.

"Y ou know about the clacks, right? he said.

'Well, sort of, 5ir. ..

'‘Good.' Vimes passed her apiece of paper.' There's bound to be atower near where we stop tonight.
Cypher thisand send it to the Watch, will you? They ought to be able to turn it around in an hour, if they
ask therightpeople. Tell them to try Washable Topsy, she doesthe laundrythere. Or Gilbert Gilbert; he
aways seemsto know what's going on.’

Cheery readthe message, and then stared at Vimes.

'Areyousure, Sir? shesaid.

'Maybe. Make sure you send thedescription. Names don't mean much.’

'May | ask what makes you think-'

'Hiswak. And he didn't catch an orange,’ said Vimes.'Mhm. Mhm.'

Congtable Vist was cleaning out the old pigeon loft when the message arrived on the clacks.

He was spending more and more time with the pigeonsthese days . It wasn't apopular job, so no one
had tried to take it away from him, and at least up here the shouts and door-dammings were muffled.

The perchesgleamed.

Congable Vigt enjoyed hisjob. He didn't have many friendsin the city. Truth to tell, he didn't have
many friendsin the Watch, either. But at least there werepeopl e to talk to, and he was making headway
with therdligiousingruction of the pigeons.

But nowthere was this. . .

It was addressed to Captain Carrot. That meant it probably ought to be delivered to Captain Colon
now, andpersonally, because Captain Colon thought thatpeople were spying on hismessages sent via
the suction tube.

Congtable Vist had been fairly safe until now. Omnianswere good at not questioning orders, even ones
that made no sense. Vist inginctivelyrespected authority, no matter how crazy,because he'd been
brought up properly. And he had plenty of time to keep hisarmour bright.

Brightly polished armour had suddenly become very important in the Watch, for some reason.



Even 50, going into Colon's office needed all the courage that the legendary Bishop Horn had shown
when entering the city of the Odlites, and everyone knew whatthey did to Strangers.

Vigt climbed down from the loft and made his nervous way to the main building, taking careto walk
gmartly.

The main office was more or less empty. There seemed to be fewer watchmen around these days.
Usudly people preferred to loaf indoors in this chilly weeather, but suddenly everyone was keen to be out
of Captain Colon'sview.

Visit went up to the office and knocked on the door.

He knocked again.

When there was no reply he pushed open the door, walked carefully over to the sparkling clean desk,
and went to tuck the message flimsy under theink bottlein caseit blew away

‘Ahal’

Theink soared up as Vidt's hand jerked. He had avision of the blue-black shower passing hiseye, and
heard thesplat asit hit something behind him.

Heturned like an automaton, to see a Captain Colon who would have, been white-faced if it wasn't for
theink.

'l see,'said Colon. "Assault on asuperior officer, en?

It was an accident, captain!’

'Oh, wasit? And why, pray, were you snesking into my office?

'l didn't think you werein here, captain!* Vigt gabbled.

Ja,

'Sorry?

'Sneaking alook at my private papers, en?

'No, captain!’ Vigt rdlied alittle bit. "Why were you standing behind the door, captain?
'Oh?1'm not alowed to stand behind my own door, isthat it?

It was then that Congtable Visit made his next mistake. He tried to smile.
'Well, itisahit odd, sir-

'Areyou suggesting thereis anythingodd about me, constable? said Captain Colon. 'Is there anything
about me that you findsfunny?”



Vist sared at the mottled face speckled with ink. ‘Not athing, Sir.'

'Y ou've been working acceptably, constable,’ said Colon, standing dightly too closeto Vist, ‘and
therefore | don't intend to be harsh with you. No one could call me an unfair man. Y ou is demoted to
lance-constable, understand? Y our pay will be adjusted and backdated to the beginning of the month.'

Vigt sauted. It was probably the only way to get out of there dive. One of Colon's eyes was twitching.

'However, you could redeem yoursdlf,' said Colon, ‘if you wasto tell me who has been stedling, | said
stealing, the sugar lumps.'

'Sr?
'I knowsthere was forty-three last night. | counted 'em very thoroughly. Theré's fortyone thismorning,
constable. And they'relocked in the desk. Can you explain that?

If Vist had been suicidal and honest, he would have said: well, captain, while of course | think you have
many worthy qudlities, | have known you count your fingers twice arid come up with different answers.

'Er ... mice? he said weakly.
'Hah! Off you go, lance-constable, and just you think about what | said!’
When the dgjected Visit had gone, Captain Colon sat down at hisbig, clean desk.

Thelittleflickering part of hisbrain that was till sparking coherent thought through the fog of
mind-numbing terror that filled Colon's head wastelling him that he was so far out of his depth that the
fish had lights on their noses.

Y es,he did have a clean desk. But that was because he was throwing all the paperwork away.

It wasn't that he wasiilliterate, but Fred Colon did need abit of athink and arun-up to tackle anything
much longer than alist and he tended to get lost in any word that had more than three syllables. Hewas,
infact,functionally literate. That is, he thought of reading and writing like he thought about boots - you
needed them, but they weren't supposed to be fun, and you got suspicious about people who got akick
out of them.

Of course, Mr Vimes had kept his desk piled high with paperwork, but it occurred to Colon that maybe
Vimes and Carrot between them had developed away of keeping just ahead of the piles, by knowing
what wasimportant and what

wasn't. To Colon, it wasdl gut-wrenchingly mysterious. There were complaints and memaos and
invitations, and letters requesting 'afew minutes of your time' and formsto fill in, and reportsto read, and
sentences containing words like ‘iniquitous and ‘immediate action', and they tottered in hismind likea
great big wave, poised to fal on him.

The sane core of Colon waswondering if the purpose of officers wasn't to stand between the sergeants
and dl this sh- thisdush, so that they could get on with sergeanting.

Captain Colon took a deep, waobbly breath.



On the other hand, if people were nicking the sugar lumps, no wonder things weren't working properly!
Get the sugar lumpsright, and everything el se would work ouit!

That made sensel!

Heturned and his eye caught the huge accusing heap of paperwork in the corner.
And the empty fireplace, too.

That waswhat officering was dl about, wasn't it? Makingdecisiond!

Lance-Congtable Vist waked dejectedly back down to the main office, which had filled up for aWatch
change.

Everyone was clustered around one of the desks on which lay, looking dightly muddy, the Scone of
Store.

'Congtable Thighbiter found it in Zephire Street, just lying there,' said Sergeant Stronginthearm. The thief
must've got scared.’

'A long way from the museum, though,' said Reg Shoe. 'Why lug it dl theway acrossthe city and leave it
in aposh part of town where someone's bound to trip over it?

'Oh, woeisme, for | am undone,’ said Constable Visit, who felt he was playing a poor second fiddle to
what he would cdl, if he had no usefor hislegs, apagan image.

'Could be draughty,’ said Corporal Nobbs, a man of little sympathy.
'I mean | have been reduced to lanceconstable,’ said Vist:
'What? Why? said Sergeant Stronginthearm.

I'm...notsure' said Visgt.

"That just about doesit!" said the dwarf. 'He sacked three of the officers up at Dolly Sisters yesterday.

Wéll, I'm not waiting for it to happen to me. I'm off to Sto Lat. They're dwayslooking for trained
watchmen. I'm asergeant. | could name my price.’

‘But, look, Vimesy used to say that sort of thing too. | heard him," said Nobby.
'Y eah, but that was different.’

'How?

Thatwas Migter Vimes,' said Stronginthearm. 'Remember that riot in Easy Street |ast year? Bloke came

after mewith aclub when | was on the ground, and Mister Vimes caught it on hisarm and punched the
man right in the head."

'Y eah,’ said Constable Hacknee, another dwarf. "When your back's againgt the wall, Mister Vimesis
right behind you.'



‘But old Fred . . . you al know old Fred Colon, boys," Nobby wheedled, taking a kettle off the
office stove and pouring the boiling water into ategpot. ‘He knows coppering inside and out.'
'Hiskind of coppering, yeah,' said Hacknee.

'I mean, he's been a copper longer than anyone in the Watch,' said Nobby.

One of the dwarfs said something in dwarfish. There were afew smilesfrom the shorter watchmen.
'What was that? said Nobby.

'Well, roughly trandated,’ said Stronginthearm, "'My bum has been abum for avery long time but | don't
haveto ligen to anything it says.™

'He fined me half adollar for mumping,’ said Hacknee. 'Fred Colon! He practically goes on patrol with a
shopping bag! And dl | had was afree pint at the Bunch of Grapesand | found out that Posh Wally is
suddenly flashing alot of money latdly. That's worth knowing. | remember going out on patrol with Fred
Colon when | started and you could practicaly see him tucking his ngpkin under his chin whenever we
walked past a cafe. "Oh,no, Sergeant Colon, wouldn'tdream of seeing you pay." They used to lay the
table when they saw him turn the corner.’

'Everyone doesit,’ said Stronginthearm.

'Captain Carrot never did,' said Nobby.

'Captain Carrot was . . . specid.’

'But what am | supposed to do with this? said Visit, waving the ink-speckled message. 'Mister Vimes
wants some information urgently, he sayd!'

Stronginthearm took the paper and read it.

'Well, this shouldn't be hard,’ he said. 'Old Wussie Staid in Kicklebury Street was ajanitor there for
years and he owes me afavour.'

'If we're going to send aclacksto Mister Vimes then we ought to tell him about the Scone and Sonky,'
said Reg Shoe. Y ou know he left amessage about that. I've done areport.’

'Why? He's hundreds of milesaway.'

I'djust fed happier if he knew,' said Reg. "cosit worriesme.'
'What good will it do sending it to him, then?

‘Because then it'll worry him, and | can stop worrying,’ said Reg.
‘Corporal Nobbs!'

'Heligtens at the door, I'll swear he does,' said Stronginthearm. 'I'm off.'



'‘Coming, captain!" shouted Nobby. He pulled open the bottom drawer of his battered and stained desk
and took out a packet of chocolate biscuits, some of which he arranged daintily on aplate.

'‘Doesmeno good at al to seeyou acting like this," Stronginthearm went on, winking at the other dwarfs.
'You'vegot it in you to be aredly bad copper, Nobby. Breaks my heart to see you throwin' it al away
to become aredly bad waitress.’

'Hahaha,' said Nobby. 'Just you wait, that'sal I'm saying.' He raised his voice. 'Coming right now,
captain!’

There was asharp smell of burned paper in the captain's room when Nobby entered.
'Nothing cheers up the day like agood fire, | lways say,' he said, putting the tray on the desk.
But Captain Colon wasn't paying any

attention. He'd removed the sugar bowl from the locked drawer of his desk and had laid the cubes out in
rows.

‘Do you see anything wrong with these lumps, corpora? he said quietly.
'Wdll, they're a bit manky where you've been handling them every-'
"There's thirty-seven, corpord.’

'Sorry about that, captain.’

'Vist must've pinched them when he was in here. He must've used some fancy foreign trick. They can do
that, you know. Climb ropes and disappear up the top of 'em, that sort of thing.'

'Did he have arope? said Nobby.
'Are you making fun of me, corpora?

Nobby saluted. 'Nossir! Maybe it was ainvisible one, sir. After dl, if they can disappear up arope, they
can make the rope disappear, too. Obvioudy.'

'Good thinking, corpord.

'On the subject of thinking, Sir,' said Nobby, plunging in, 'have you had timein your busy schedule to
give some thought to the promotion of the new sergeant?

'I have, asamatter of fact, put that very thing in hand, corpord.’

‘Good, sir.'

'I've borne in mind everything you said, and the choice was starin' mein the face!
'Y essir!" said Nobby, sticking out his chest and saluting.

'l just hope it don't cause loss of morals. It can do that, when people are promoted. So if theres any



trouble like that, | want the sugar-stealing person reported to me right away, understand?
'Yessir!' Nobby's feet had almost |eft the ground.
'‘And | shal rely onyou, corpord, to let me know if Sergeant Hint has any trouble!
‘Sergeant Hint,' said Nobby, in alittle voice.
'l know he'satrall, but I won't haveit said I'm an unfair man.'
“SergeantFlint.'
'I knows| canrely on you, corpord.’

‘SergeantHint."

"That will beall. I've got to go and see hislordship in an hour and | want some time to think. That'swhat
my jobis, thinking.'

‘Sergeant Hint.'
'Yes. | should go and report to himif | wasyou.’

White chicken feathers were scattered across the fidd. Thefarmer stood at the door of his henhouse,
shaking his head. He glanced up as a horseman approached.

'‘Good morrow, Sir! Are you experiencing trouble?

The farmer opened his mouth for awitty or at least snappy response, but something stopped him.
Perhapsit was the sword the horseman had dung across his back. Perhapsit was the man'sfaint smile.

The smile was somehow more frightening.
'Er, somethin's been at my fowls," he ventured. 'Fox, | reckon.’
'Wolf, | suspect,’ said therider.

The man opened his mouth to say, 'Don't be daft, we don't get wolves down here thistime of the year,'
but again the confident smile made him hesitate.

'Got many hens, did they?

'Sx,' said the farmer.

'‘And they gotinby. ..

'Well, that's the strange th- Here, keep that dog away!"

A small mongrd had leapt down from the saddle and was sniffing around the henhouses.

'Hewon't be any trouble,' said therider.



'l shouldn't push your luck, mate, he'sin afunny mood,’ said avoice behind the farmer. He turned
around quickly.

The dog looked up at him innocently. Everyone knew that dogs didn't talk.
'Woof?Bark? Whine? it said.
'He'shighly trained,’ said therider.

'Y eah, right,' said the voice behind the farmer. He felt an overpowering desire to see the back of the
horseman. The smile was getting on his nerves, and now he was hearing things.

'l can't see how they got in,' he said. 'The door'slatched . . .

'And wolves don't usualy leave payment, right? said therider.

'How the hdll did you know that?

'Wdll, severd reasons, sir, but | couldn't help noticing that you clenched your fist tightly as soon asyou
heard me, and | surmise therefore that you found - let me see - three dollars | eft in the chicken house.
Three dollarswould buy six fine birdsin Ankh-Morpork.'

The man opened hisfigt, wordlesdy. The coins glinted in the sunlight.

‘But. .. but | sdls'em at the gate for tenpence!’ he wailed. They only had toarsk!'

'Probably didn't want to bother you,' said the horseman. 'Since | am here, sir, | would be grateful if you
could sellme achicken-'

Behind the farmer the dogsaid, "Woof woof!'
-two chickens, and | will not trepass further upon your time!’
"Woof woof woof.'

"Threechickens,' said therider wearily. ‘And if you have them dressed and cooked while | tend to my
horse | will gladly pay adollar each.’

"Woof, woof.'

"Without garlic or any seasoning on two of the chickens, please,' said therider.

The farmer nodded wordlesdy. A dollar a chicken wasn't chickenfeed. Y ou didn't turn up your nose at
an offer likethat. But most importantly, you didn't disobey aman with that faint little smile on hisface. It
didn't seem to move or change. As smileswent, you wanted thisoneto go asfar awvay aspossible.

He hurried off to the yard that held his best fowls, reached down to select thefattest . . . and paused. A
man who was mad enough to pay adollar for a,good chicken might be quite content with just a

reasonable chicken, after al. He stood up.

'Only the best, migter.'



He spun around. There was no one except the little scruffy dog, which had followed him and was now
raising acloud of dust asit scratched itself.

'Woof? it said.

Hethrew astone at it and it trotted off. Then he selected three of the very best chickens.
Carrot was lying down under atree, trying to make his head comfortable on a saddlebag.
'Did you see where she'd amost rubbed out her footprintsin the dust? said Gaspode.
'Yes,' said Carrot, closing hiseyes.

'Does shealways pay for chickens?

IY%I

Whys,

Carrot turned over. 'Because animals don't.’

Gaspode looked at the back of Carrot's head. On the whole he enjoyed the unusua gift of speech, but
something about the reddening of Carrot's earstold him that thiswas the time to employ the even rarer
gift of slence.

He settled down in the pose he amost unconscioudy categorized as Faithful Companion Keeping
Watch, got bored, scratched himself absentmindedly, curled up in the pose- known as Faithful
Companion Curled Up With His Nose Pressed On His Bottom*, and fell adeep.

He awoke shortly afterwards to the sound of voices. There was dso afaint smell of roast chicken
coming from the direction of the farmhouse.

Gaspoderolled over and saw the farmer talking to another man on acart. He listened for amoment and
then sat up, locked in ametaphysical conundrum.

Finaly he woke Carrot by licking hisear.

*Onethat no other creature in the world would ever adopt.

'Fzwl . .. What?
'Y ou got to promiseto collect the roast chicken first, al right? said Gaspode urgently.
'‘What? Carrot sat up.

'Get the chickens and then we gotta go, right? Y ou gotta promise.’



‘All right, dl right, | promise. What'shappening?

'Y ou ever heard of atown caled Scant Cullot?

'l think it's about ten milesfrom here:’

'One of Mister Farmer's neighbours hasjust told him that they've caught awolf there:!’
'Killed it?

'No, no, no, but the wolf-hunters. . . thereswolf-huntersin these parts, see, ‘cos of the sheep up on the
hillsand . . they haveto train their dogsfirstremember you promised about the chickens!'

At precisaly eleven o'clock there was asmart rap on Lord Vetinari's door. The Patrician gave the
woodwork apuzzled frown. At last he said: '‘Come!’

Fred Colon entered with difficulty. Vetinari watched him for afew moments until pity overcame even
him.

'Acting captain, it isnot necessary to remain to atention atall times," he said kindly. 'Y ou are dlowed to
unbend enough for the satisfactory manipulation of adoorknob.'

Yes, sah!’

Lord Vetinari raised ahand to his ear protectively. Y ou may be seated.'
Yes, sah!'

Y ou may be quieter, too.’

Yes, sah!’

Lord Vetinari retreated to the protection of hisdesk. 'May | commend you on the gleam of your armour,
acting captain-'

'Spit and polish, sah! No substitute for it, sah!" Sweat was streaming down Colon'sface.

'Oh, good. Clearly you have been purchasing extra supplies of spit. Now then, let mesee. . .' Lord
Vetinari drew asheet of paper from one of the smdl stacksin front of him.

'Now then, acti-'
'Sah!

"To be sure. | have here another complaint of over-enthusiastic clamping. I'm sure you know to what |
refer.’

‘It was causing serious traffic congestion, sah!'

'Quite so. Itiswell known for it. But it is, in fact, the operahouse.’



'Sah!

"The owner fedlsthat big yellow clamps a each corner detract from what | might call thetone of the
building. And, of course, they do prevent him from driving it away.'

‘Sah!’

'Indeed. | think that thisis a case where discretion might be advisable, acting captain!’

'Got to make an example to the others, sah!’

'Ah. Yes. The Patrician held another piece of paper ddicately between thumb and forefinger, as though
it was some rare and strange creature. The othersbeing . . . let me seeif | can recall, somethings do
gickinthemind 0. . . ah, yes. . . three other buildings, six fountains, three statues and the gibbet in
Nonesuch Street. Oh, and my own palace.’

'l fully understand you're parked on business, sah!'

Lord Vetinari paused. He found it difficult to talk to Frederick Colon. He dedlt on adaily basiswith
people who treated conversation as a complex game, and with Colon he had to keep on adjusting his

mind in case he overshot.

'Pursuing the business of your recent career with, | have to admit, some considerable and growing
fascination, | am moved to ask you why the Watch now appears to have a staff of twenty.'

'Sah?

'Y ou had around sixty alittlewhile ago, I'm sure.’

Colon mopped hisface. 'Cutting out the dead wood, sah! Making the Watch leaner an'’ fitter, sah!’
'l see. The number of internd disciplinary chargesyou havelaid against your men' - and herethe
Patrician picked up amuch thicker document - 'seems somewhat excessive. | see no fewer than one
hundred and seventy-three offences of eyeballing, earlobing and nodtrilling, for example.”

'Sah!’

‘Nogtrilling, acting captain?

'Sah!"

'Oh. And | see, ah yes, one charge of "making hisarm fal off in an insubordinate way" laid against
Constable Shoe. Commander Vimes has always given me glowing reports about this officer.’

Ole'sanasty piece of work, sah! Y ou can't trust the dead ones!'
'Nor, it would seem, most of thelive ones'’

'Sahl' Colon leaned forward, hisface twisted in aghastly grimace of conspiratoridity. '‘Between you and
me, sir, Commander Vimes was agood dedl too soft on them. He let them get away with too much. No



sugar issafe, sah!’

Vetinari's eyes narrowed, but the tel escopes on Planet Colon were far too unsophisticated to detect his
mood.

'l certainly recall him mentioning acouple of officers whose time-kegping, demeanour, and dl-round
usel essness were a dreadful example to the rest of the men,’ said the Patrician.

‘Therésmy point," said Colon triumphantly. 'One bad apple ruinsthe whole barrdl !’
'l think theré's only a basket now," said the Patrician. 'A punnet, possibly.’
'Don't you worry about athing, your lordship! I'll turn things around. I'll soon get them smartened up!”

'l an sureyou haveit in you to surprise me even further,’ said Vetinari, leaning back. 'l shdl definitely
keep my eye on you as the man to watch. And now, acting- captain, do you have anything elseto

report?
'All niceand quiet, sah!’

'l would that it was," said Vetinari. 'l wasjust wondering if there was anything going on involving any
personin thiscity called' - helooked down at another sheet of paper -'Sonky?

Captain Colon amogt swallowed histongue. 'Minor matter, sah!" he managed.

'So, Sonky isdive?

'Er . .. found dead, sah!'

'Murdered?

'Sah!"

'‘Dear me. Many people would not consider that aminor matter, acting captain. Sonky, for one.’
"Well, sah, not everyone agrees with what he does, sah.’

'Arewe by any chance talking aboutWallace Sonky? The manufacturer of rubber goods?
'Sah!"

'Boots and gloves seem non-controversia tome, acting captain.'’.

'It's, er, the other stuff, sah!" Colon coughed nervoudy. 'He makes them rubber wallies, sah.’
'Ah. The preventatives.

‘Lot of people don't agree with that sort of thing, sah.’

'So | understand.'



Colon drew himself up to attention again. ‘'Not natura, in my view, sah. Not in favour of unnatura
things'

Vetinari looked perplexed. "Y ou mean, you eat your meat raw and deep in atree?
'Sah?

'Oh, nothing, nothing. Someone in Uberwad seemsto betaking an interest in him lately. And now he's
dead. | would not dream of telling the Watch their job, of course.’

He watched Colon carefully to seeif thishad sunk in.

'l saidthat it isentirely up to you to choose what to investigate in this bustling city,’ he prompted.
Colonwaslogt in unfamiliar country without amap. "Thank you, sah!" he barked.

Vetinari sighed. ‘And now, acting captain, I'm sure theré's much that needs your attention.’

'Sah! I've got plansto-'

'I meant, do not let me detain you.'

'Oh, that'sdl right, sir, I've got plenty of time-'

'‘Goodbye; Acting Captain Colon.'

Out in the anteroom Fred Colon stood very till for awhile, until his heartbeat wound down from a
whineto at least apurr.

It had, on thewhole, gone quitewd|. Very wdl. Amazingly well, redly. Hislordship had practicaly
taken him into his confidence. Hed called him ‘aman to watch'.

Fred wondered why he'd been so scared of officering al these years. There was nothing to it, redlly,
once you got the bull between your teeth. If only he'd started years ago! Of course, he wouldn't hear a
word said about Mr Vimes, who should certainly belooking after himself in those dangerousforeign
parts. . . but, well, Fred Colon had been a sergeant when Sam Vimes was arookie, hadn't he? It was
only hisnat'ra deference that'd held him back all these years. When Sam Vimes came back, and with the
Petrician there to put in agood word for him, Fred Colon would definitely be on the promotion ladder.

Only to full captain, of course, he thought as he strutted down the stairs - with grest care, because
grutting is usualy impossible while walking downwards. He wouldn't want to outrank Captain Carrot.
That would be. . . wrong.

Thisfact showsthat, however crazed with power someone may be, atiny ingtinct for selfpreservation
dwaysremans.

He got the chickensfirgt, thought Gaspode, winding hisway through the legs of the crowd. Amazin'.

They hadn't stopped to eat them, though. Gaspode had been stuffed into the other saddlebag and would
not like to have to go through ten mileslike that again, especidly so closeto the smell of roast chicken.



It looked as though there was amarket going on, and the wolf-baiting had been saved as a sort of
closing ceremony. Hurdles had been arranged in arough circle. Men were holding the collars of dogs-
big, heavy, unpleasant-looking dogs, which were dready wild with excitement and deranged stupidity.

There was a coop by the hurdles. Gaspode made hisway to it and peered through the wooden bars at
the heap of matted grey fur in the shadows.

'Lookslikeyourein aspot of srife, friend,' he said.

Contrary to legend - and there are so many legends about wolves, although mostly they are legends
about the way men think about wolves - atrapped wolf ismorelikely to whine and fawn than go wild
with rage.

But this one must have fdt it had nothing to lose. Foam-flecked jaws snapped at the bars.
'Where'sthe rest of your pack, then? said Gaspode.

'No pack, shorty!"

'Ah. A lonewalf, en? Theworst kind, Gaspode thought.

'Roast chicken isn't worth this," he muttered. Out loud, he growled, "Y ou seen any other wolves around
here?

'Y%'
'‘Good. Y ou want to get out of here dive?
I'll kill them al11'

‘Right, right, but there's dozens of ‘em, see. Y ou won't stand a chance. They'll tear you to bits. Dogsre a
lot nagtier than wolves!

In the shade the eyes narrowed.
'Why'reyou telling me, dog?

"cosI'm hereto help you, see? Y ou do what | tell you, you could be out of herein haf an hour.
Otherwise you're arug on someone's floor tomorrow. Y our choice. O'course, there might not be enough

of you left to make arug.

The wolf listened to the baying of the dogs. There was no mistaking their intent.

'What did you havein mind? it said.

A few minutes |ater the crowd was gently nudged aside as Carrot edged his horse towards the pen. The
hubbub died. A sword on a horse aways commands respect; the rider is often amere courtesy detall,
but in this case it was not so. The Watch had put thefina swell and polish on Carrot's muscles.

And therewasthat faint smile. It was the sort you backed away from.



'‘Good day. Who isin charge here? he said.

Therewas a certain amount of comparison of status, and aman cautioudy raised his hand.

'I'm the deputy mayor, y'honour,' he said.

'And what isthis event?

"We'm about to bait awalf, y'honour.’

‘Redlly? 1 mysdlf own awolfhound of unusud strength and prowess. May | test it againgt the creature?

There was more mumbling among the bystanders, the generd consensus being: why not? Anyway, there
wasthat amile. ..

'Go ahead, y'honour,' said the deputy mayor.

Carrot stuck hisfingersin his mouth and whistled. The townspeople watched in astonishment as
Gaspode walked out from between their legs and sat down. Then the laughter started.

It died away after awhile, because the faint smiledidn't.

'Isthere aproblem? said Carrot.

'It1l get torn limb from limb!”*

'Wédl? Do youcare what happensto awolf?

Laughter broke out again. The deputy mayor had afeding he was being got at.
It'syour dog, mister," he said, shrugging.

Thelittle dog barked.

'And to make it interesting welll wager apound of stegk,’ said Carrot.

The dog barked again.

Two pounds of steak,' Carrot corrected himself.

'Oh, | reckon it'sgoing to beinteresting enough asit is," said the deputy mayor. The smile was beginning
to prey on hisnerves. 'All right, boys, fetch the wolf!"

The creature was dragged into the ring of hurdles, davering and snarling.
'No, don't tieit up,’ said Carrot, as a man went to wrap the halter around a post.
'It'l get away if wedon't.

‘It won't have achance, bdieve me.'



They looked at the amile, dragged the muzzle from the wolf and legpt to safety.

‘Now, just in case you were havin' second thoughts about our agreement,’ said Gaspode to the wolf, 'l
suggest you look at the face of the bloke on the horse, right?

Thewolf glanced up. It saw the wolverine smile on the face of therider.
Gaspode barked. The wolf yelped and rolled over.

The crowd waited. And then

Isthat it?

'Yes, that's how it normaly goes," said Carrot. 'It'sa specid bark, you see. All the blood in the victim
congedlsin an ingtant, out of sheer terror.’

‘It hasn't even worried the body!"
'What,' said Carrot, 'would be the point of that?

He got down from the horse, pushed hisway into the ring, picked up the body of the wolf and flung it
acrossthe saddle.

It grunted! | heard it-' someone began.

"That was probably air being expressed from the corpse,’ said Carrot. The smile still hadn't gone, and at
that point it suggested very subtly that Carrot had heard the last gasp of hundreds of corpses.

'Y eah, that'sright,' said avoicein the crowd. 'Everyone knows that. And now what about the steak for
the bravelittle doggie?

The peoplelooked around to see who had said this. None of them looked down, because dogs can't
talk.

"We can forgo the steak,’ said Carrot, mounting up.

'No, w- No you can't,' said the voice. 'A dedl'saded. Who wasrisking their life here, that'swhat I'd
liketo know.".

'‘Come, Gaspode,' said Carrot.
Whining and grumbling, the little dog emerged from the crowd and trailed after the horse.

It wasn't until they were at the edge of the town square that one of the people said, 'Oi, what the hell
happened there? and the spell broke. But by then both horse and dog were travelling redly, really fast.

Vimes hated and despised the privileges of rank, but they had thisto be said for them: at least they
meant that you could hate and despise them in comfort.

Willikinswould arrive at an inn an hour before Vimess coach and, with an arrogance that Vimes would
never dare employ, take over severd rooms and instal Vimess own cook in the kitchen. Vimes



complained about thisto Inigo.

'But you see, your grace, you're not here as an individual but as Ankh-Morpork. When people look at
you, they see the city, mhm, mhm.'

"They do? Should | stop washing?

‘That isvery droll, Sr. But you see, Sir, you and the city are one. Mhm, mhm. If you are insulted,
Ankh-Morpork isinsulted. If

you befriend, Ankh-Morpork befriends.’
'Really? What happenswhen | go to the lavatory?
“That's up to you, Sr. Mmhm, mmph.'

At breskfast next morning Vimes diced the top off aboiled egg, thinking: thisis Ankh-Morpork dicing
thetop off aboiled egg. If | cut my toast into soldiers we're probably at war.

Corporal Littlebottom entered carefully and sauted.

"Y our message came back, sir,' she said, handing him a scrap of paper. 'From Sergeant Stronginthearm.
I've deciphered it for you. Er . . . the Scone from the Museum's been found, sir.’

'Well, that's the other shoe dropped,’ said Vimes. 'l was worried there for amoment.’

'Er, in fact Constable Shoeis bothered about it,' said Cheery. 'It's‘abit hard to follow what he says, but
he seems to think someone made a copy of it."

'What, afake of afake? What good's that?
'l really couldn't say, Sir. Y our other ... surmise was correct.’
Vimes glanced at the paper. 'Hah. Thanks, Cheery. Well be down shortly.'

'Y ou're humming, Sam,’ said Syhil, after awhile. "That means something awful is going to happen to
somebody.'

"Wonderful thing, technology,' said Vimes, buttering adice of toast. 'l can seeit hasitsuses!

'And when you grinin that shiny sort of way it means that someone's playing silly buggers and doesn't
know you'vejust thrown asix.'

I don't know what you mean, dear. It's probably the country air agreeing with me.'
Lady Syhbil put down her teacup. 'Sam?
'Yes, dear?

"Thisis probably not the best time to mention it, but you know | told you | went to see old Mrs Content?
Wedll, she says



There was another knock at the door. Lady Sybil sighed.
Thistimeit was Inigo who entered.

'We should be leaving, your grace, if you don't mind. | would like usto be at Sake by lunchtime and
through the pass at Wilinus before dark, mhm, mhm.’

'Do we haveto rush so? sighed Syhil.
‘Thepassis. . . dightly dangerous,’ said Inigo. 'Somewhat lawless. Mhm, mhm.’
'Only somewhat? said Vimes.

I will just fed happier when it isbehind us,' said Inigo. ‘It would be agood ideaif the second coach
follows, us closdly and your men stay dert, your grace!’

"They teach you tacticsin Lord Vetinari's politica office, do they, Inigo? said Vimes.
"Just common sense, mhm, mhm, sr.’
'Why don't wewait until tomorrow before attempting the pass?

"With respect, your grace, | suggest not. For one thing, the weather isworsening. And I'm sure we're
being watched. We must demonstrate thet thereis no yelow in the Ankh-Morpork flag, mhm, mhm.’

Thereis,' said Vimes. 'It'son the owl and the collars of the hippos!’

'I mean," said Inigo, 'that the colours of AnkhMorpork do not run.’

'Only since we got the new dyes,' said Vimes. 'All right, al right. | know what you mean. But, ook, I'm
not risking the servantsiif theré's any danger. And theré'sto be no arguing, understand? They can stay
here and take the mail coach tomorrow. No one attacks the mail coaches any more.’

'l suggest Lady Sybil remains heretoo, sr. Mhm.'

'‘Absolutely not,’ said Syhbil. 'l wouldn't hear of it! If it's not too dangerous for Sam, it's not too dangerous
for me'

'l wouldn't argue with her if | wasyou,’' said Vimesto Inigo. 'l really wouldn't.'
The wolf was not very happy about being tethered to atree but, as Gaspode said, never trust nobody.

They'd paused awhile in awood about five miles from the town. It'd be abrief stop, Carrot had said.
Some of the people in the square looked the sort who treasured their lack of a sense of humour.

After some barking and growling Gaspode said, "Y ou got to understand that matey hereis persnally non
gratisinloca wolf society, being abit of, ahaha, lonewolf . . '

'Y es? Carrot was taking the roast chickens out of their sack. Gaspode's eyes fixed on them.



‘But he hearsthe howlin' a night.’

'Ah, wolves communicate?

‘Basicly your wolf howl isjust another way of pissin’ against atreeto say it's your damn tree, but there's
always bits of news, too. Something pasty's happenin' in Uberwald. He doesn't know what." Gaspode
lowered his voice. '‘Between you and me, our friend here was well behind the door when the brainswas
handed out. If wolveswas people, he'd be like Foul Ole Ron.'

'What's his name? said Carrot thoughtfully.

Gaspode gave Carrot a Look. Who cared what awolf was called?

'Wolf namesisdifficult, he said. 'Morelike adescription, see?It'snot like calin' yoursef Mr Snuggles
or Bonzo, you understand. . .

'Yes, | know. So what is his name?

'Y ou want to know what hisnameis, then?

'Y es, Gaspode.'

'So, in fact, it'sthe name of thiswolf you want to know?
"That is correct.’

Gaspode shifted uneadily. 'Arsehole, he said.

'Oh." To the dog's frank astonishment, Carrot blushed.

"That's basic'ly asummary, but it's a pretty good trandation,” he said. 'l wouldn't have mentioned it, but
youdid ask. . .

Gaspode stopped and whined for amoment, trying to convey the message that he waslosing hisvoice
dueto lack of chicken.

'Er, theres been alot on the howl about Angua,’ he went on, when Carrot seemed unable to take the
hint. 'Er, they think she'sbad news.’

'Why? She'stravelling asawalf, after al.’

'Wolves hate werewolves.'

'What? That can't be right! When she's wolf-shaped she'sjust like awolf!*

'S0? When she's human-shaped she'sjust like ahuman. And what's that got to do with anything?
Humans don't like werewolves. Wolves don't like werewolves. People don't like wolves that can think
like people, an' people don't like people who can act like wolves. Which just shows you that people are
the same everywhere,' said Gaspode. He assessed this sentence and added, 'Even when they're wolves.'

'l never thought of it likethat.



'‘And she smellswrong. Wolves are very senditive to that sort of thing.'

‘Tell me more about the howl.'

'Oh, it'slike the clacky thing. News gets spread for hundreds of miles.’

'Do the howls ... mention her ... companion?

'No, If you like, I'll ask Ars-'

'I'd prefer adifferent name, if it'sdl the sameto you,' said Carrot. ‘Wordslike that aren't clever.
Gaspoderolled his eyes. There's nothing wrong with the word among us pedestically gifted species,’ he
said. 'We're very smelloriented.’ He sighed. 'How about "bum’*? In the sense of, er, migratory worker?
He's afredance chicken -throttler, style of frog?

He turned to the wolf and spoke in canine. ‘'Now then, Bum, this human isinsane and believe me | know

amad human when | see one. He'sfrothing at the mouth inside and hell rip your hide off and nail itto a
treeif you aren't sraight with us, understand?

... wdll, they were the same, right? Everyone knew that. So-00, said atreacherousinner voice, maybe
it wasn't exactly Gaspode and Carrot in trouble. Maybe it was only Carrot. Yeah, right on, brothers!
Let usjoin together in wild runs in the moonlight! But first, let us eat this monkey!

On the other paw . . .

Hed got hard pad, soft pad, the swinge, licky end, scroff, mange and something rather strange on the
back of his neck that he couldn't quite reach. Gaspode somehow couldn't imagine the wolves sayingHey,
he's one of us!

Besides, while hed begged, fought, tricked and stolen, heéld never actualy been aBad Dog.

Y ou needed to be amoderately good theologica disputant to accept this, especidly since afair number
of sausages and prime cuts had disappeared from butchers dabsin ablur of grey and alingering odour
of lavatory carpet, but nevertheless Gaspode was clear in his own mind that he'd never crossed the
boundary from merely being a Naughty Boy. Hed never bitten a hand that fed him.* Held never done It
on the carpet. HE'd never shirked aDuty. It was a bugger, but there you were. It was adog thing.

He whined when thering of dark shapes closed in.

Eyesgleamed.

He whined again, and then growled as unseen fanged death surrounded him.

* After dl, thismade it so much harder for the hand to feed you tomorrow.

Thiswas clearly impressing no one, not even Gaspode.



Hewagged histail nervoudy. ‘Just passin’ through!" he said in a strangulatedly cheerful voice. 'No trouble
to anyone!'

There was a definite feding that the shadows beyond the snowflakes were getting more crowded.
'So, have you had your holidays yet? he squeaked.

Thisalso did not appear to be well received.
Wi, thiswasit, then. Famous Last Stand. Plucky Dog Defends His Master. What a Good Dog. Shame
thered be no oneleft to tell anyone...

He barked, 'Mine! Mine!" and leapt snarling towards the nearest shape.

A huge paw swatted him out of the air and then pinned him down, spreadeagled, in the snow.
Helooked up past white fangs and along muzzle into eyes that seemed familiar.

'Hmine,'growled the wolf. It was Angua.

The coaches dowed to awak on aroad that was rough with potholes under the unbroken snow, every
one awhesdl-breaking trap in the dark.

Vimes nodded to himsalf when he saw lights flickering beside the road afew milesinto the pass. On
either sde, old landdides had formed banks of scree, down which the forests had spilled.

He dropped quietly off the back of the coach and vanished into the shadows.

The leading coach stopped at alog which had been dropped across the road. There was some
movement, and then the driver swung himsdlf down into the mud and set off at adead run back down the

pass.
Figures moved out of the trees. One of them stopped at the door of the first coach and tried the handle.
For amoment the world held its breath. The figures must have sensed it, because the man was dready
leaping aside when there was a click and the whole door and its surrounding frame blew outwardsin a
cloud of splinters.

The thing about fires, Vimes had once observed, was that only an idiot got between them and atroll
holding a2,000Ib crossbow. All Hell hadn't been let loose. It was merdly Detritus. But from afew feet

away you couldn't tell the difference.

Another figure reached for the door of the second coach just before Vimesfired out of the darkness and
hit his shoulder with a butcher's sound. Then Inigo dived out through the window, rolled with unclerk-like
grace as he hit the ground, rose in front of one of the bandits and brought his hand around, edge first, on

the man's neck.
Vimes had seen thistrick before. Usudly it just made people angry. Occasiondly it managed an
incapacitating blow.

He'd never seen it remove ahead.



'Everybody stop!”
Sybil was pushed out of the coach. Behind her a man stepped out. He was holding a crossbow.
'Y our Grace Vimes!" he shouted. The word bounced back and forth between the cliffs.

'l know you're here, Y our Grace Vimes! And hereisyour lady! And there are many of usl Come out,
Y our Grace Vimes!'

Flakes of show hissed over thefires.

There was awhisper in the air followed by a second smack of stedl into muscle. One of the hooded
figures collgpsed into the mud, clutching at itsleg.

Inigo got dowly to hisfeet. The man holding the crossbow appeared not to notice,

Itislike chess, Your Grace Vimes! We have disarmed the troll and the dwarf! And | have the queen!
And if you shoot a me can you be surel won't havetimeto fire?

Firdight glowed on the twisted trees bordering the road.

Several seconds passed.

Then the sound of Vimess crossbow landing in the circle of light was very loud.
'Well done, Y our Grace Vimes! And now yourself, if you please!’

Inigo made out the shape that appeared at the very edge of the light, with both hands up.
‘Areyou dl right, Sybil? said Vimes.

'A bit cold, Sam.'

"You're not hurt?

‘No, Sam.

'Keep your hands where | can seethem, Y our Grace Vimes!'

'And are you going to promise me you'l let her go? said Vimes.

A flameflickered near Vimessface, abright pool in the darkness, ashelit acigar.

‘Now, Your Grace Vimes, whyever should | do that? But | am sure Ankh-Morpork will pay alot for
you!'

'Ah. | thought s0," said Vimes. He shook the match out, and the cigar end glowed for amoment. 'Sybil?

'Y es, Sam?



'‘Duck.’

Therewas a second filled only with the indrawing of breath, and then as Lady Sybil dived forward
Vimes's hand came around from behind him in an arc, there was a silken sound, and the man's head was
flung back.

Inigo leapt and caught the man's crosshow asit was dropped, then rolled and came up firing. Another
figure staggered.

Vimeswas aware of acommotion elsewhere as he grabbed Sybil and helped her back into the coach.
Inigo had vanished, but a scream in the dark didn't sound like anyone Vimes knew.

Andthen. .. only the hissof snow inthefire.

I...think they're gone, Sir,' said Cheery'svoice.

'Not asfast asus! Detritus?

'Sr?

'‘Areyou Okay?

'Fedin' very tactful, S’

'Y ou two take that coach, I'll takethis, and let's get the hell out of here, shall we?

'Wheré's Mister Skimmer? said Syhil.

There was another scream from the woods.

'Forget him!*

‘But he's

'Forget him!"

The snow was fdling thicker asthey climbed the pass. The degp snow dragged at the whedls, and dll
Vimes could see were the darker shapes of the horses against the whiteness. Then the clouds parted
briefly and he wished they hadn't, because here they reveded that the darkness on the lft of him wasno

longer rock but asheer drop.

At thetop of the passthe lights of aninn glowed out on to the thickening snow. Vimes drove the
cariageinto theyard.

'Detritus?
'Sr?
I'll watch our backs. Make sure this place is Okay, will you?

'Yessr.!



Thetroll jumped down, dotting afresh bundle of arrowsinto the Piecemaker. Vimes spotted his
intention just intime.

‘Justknock, sergeant.’

‘Right you are, Sir.’

Thetroll knocked and entered. The buzz of sound from inside suddenly ceased. Vimes heard, muffled
by the door, 'Der Duke of AnkhMorpork iscoming in. Anyone have a problem wid dis? Just say der
word." And in the background, the little humming, Singing noise the Piecemaker made under tension.

Vimes helped Sybil down from the coach. 'How do you fed now? he said.

She amiled faintly. 'l think this dresswill haveto go for dusters,’ she said. She amiled alittle more when
she saw hisexpresson.

'l knew you'd come up with something, Sam. Y ou go dl dow and cold and that means something redly
dreadful's going to happen. | wasn't frightened.’

'Really?| was scared shi- iff,’ said Vimes.
'What happened to Migter Skimmer? | remember him rummaging in his case and cursing-'

'l suspect Inigo Skimmer isdive and well,' said Vimes grimly. 'Which is more than can be said for those
around him.'

Therewas sllencein the main room of theinn. A man and awoman, presumably the landlord and his
wife, were standing flat against the back of the bar. The dozen or so other occupants lined the walls,
handsin theair. Beer dribbled from acouple of spilled mugs.

'Everyting norma an' peaceful,’ said Detritus, turning round.

Vimesredized that everyone was staring at him. He looked down. His shirt was torn. Mud and blood
caked his clothes. Mdted snow dripped off him. In hisright hand, unregarded, he was still holding his
crossbow.

'Bit of trouble ontheroad,’ he said. 'Er, you know how it is.’

No one moved.

'Oh, good gods. Detritus, put that damn thing

down, will you?

'Right, gir.

Thetroll lowered his crossbow. Two dozen people dl began to bresthe again.

Then the skinny woman stepped around from behind the bar, nodded at Vimes, carefully took Lady
Sybil'shand from his, and pointed towards



the wide wooden gtairs. The black look she gave Vimes puzzled him.
Only then did heredlize that Lady Sybil was shaking. Tears were running down her face.

'And, er, my wifeisabit shaken up, he said weakly. ‘Corpora Littlebottom!" he yelled, to cover his
confusion.

Cheery stepped through the doorway.

'Gowith Lady Syb-

He stopped because of the rising hubbub. One or two people pointed. Someone laughed. Cheery
stopped, looking down.

'What's up? Vimes hissed.

'Er, it'sme, sr. Ankh-Morpork dwarf fashions haven't redlly caught on here, Sir,' said Cheery.
‘The skirt? sad Vimes.

'Yes, Sr.'

Vimeslooked around at the faces. They seemed more shocked than angry, although he spotted a couple
of dwarfsin one corner who were definitely unhappy.

'‘Go with Lady Syhil," he repested.

It might not be avery good id-' Cheery began.

‘Gods damn it!" shouted Vimes, unable to stop himsdlf. The crowd went silent. A ragged bloodstained
madman holding a crossbow can command arapt audience. Then he shuddered. What he wanted now
was a bed, but what he wanted, before bed, more than anything, was adrink. And he couldn't have one.
Hed learned that long ago. One drink was one too many.

‘All right, tell me," he said.

‘All dwarfsaremen, sr,’ said Cheery. 'l mean. . . traditiondly. That's how everyone thinks of it up here.’
'Wéll, stand outside the door, or . . . or shut your eyes or something, Okay?

Vimeslifted Lady Sybil'schin. 'Areyou dl right, dear? he said.

‘Sorry to let you down, Sam," she whispered. ‘It was just soawful.'

Vimes, designed by Nature to be one of those men unable to kisstheir own wivesin public, patted her
helplesdy on the shoulder. She thoughtshe'd let him down. It was unbearable.

'Youjust. ..l mean, Cheery will ... andI'll ... sort things out and be dong right away," he said. "Well
get agood bedroom, | suspect.’



She nodded, still looking down.
'And. .. I'm just going out for somefresh air.’

Vimes stepped outside. The snow had stopped for now. The moon was haf hidden by clouds and the
ar smdled of frog.

When the figure dropped down from the eaves it was amazed at the way Vimes spun and rushed it
bodily againg thewall.

Vimes|ooked through ared mist at the moonlit face of Inigo Skimmer.
I'll damn well-' he began.
'Look down, your grace,' said Skimmer. 'Mhm, mhm.’

Vimes-redized he could fed the faintest prick of aknife blade on his ssomach. ‘Look down further,’ he
sad.

Inigo looked down. He swdlowed. Vimeshad a
knife, too. "Y ou redllyare no gentleman, then, he said.

'Make a sudden move and neither are you," said Vimes. 'And now it appears that we have reached what
Sergeant Colon perdggtsin referring to asan imparse.’

'l assureyou | will not kill you, said Inigo.

'I knowthat,' said Vimes. 'But will youtry?"

'No. I'm here for your protection, mhm, mhm.’

'Vetinari sent you, did he?

'Y ou know we never divulge the name of-'

‘That'strue. Y ou people are veryhonourable,” Vimes spat the word, 'in that respect.’

Both men relaxed alittle.

"Y ou left me done surrounded by enemies,’ said Inigo, but without much accusation in histone.
"Why should | care what happens to abunch of bandits? said Vimes. "Yourean n.'
'How did you find out? Mmph?

'A copper watches the way people walk. The Klatchians say aman'sleg is his second face, did you
know that? And that little clerky, I'm-soharmlesswalk of yoursistoo good to betrue.’

'Y ou mean that just from mywalk you-'



‘No. You didn't catch the orange," said Vimes.
‘Come now-'

'No, people either catch or flinch. Y ou saw it wasn't adanger. And when | took your arm | felt metal
under your clothes. Then | just sent aclacks back with your description.’

Helet go of Inigo and walked over to the coach, leaving his back exposed. He took something down
from the box and came back and waved it at the man.

'l know thisisyours,' hesaid. 'l pinched it out of your luggage. If lever catch anyone with one of thesein
Ankh-Morpork I will maketheir life acomplete misery as only a copper knows how. Isthat
understood?

'If you ever catch anyone with one of thesein Ankh-Morpork, your grace, mhm, they will till be lucky
that the Assassins Guild didn't find them first, mmph. They are on our forbidden list within the city. But
we're along way from AnkhMorpork now. Mmph, mmph.’

Vimesturned the thing over and over in hishands. It looked vagudly like along-handled hammer, or
perhaps a strangely made telescope. What it was, basically, was a spring. That's all acrossbow was,
after dl.

It'sadevil toload, he said. 'l nearly ruptured myself cocking it againgt arock. Y ou'd only get one shot.'

‘But it's the shot no one expects, mhm, mhm.’

Vimes nodded. Y ou could even concedl thisthing down your pants, although the thought of all that
coiled power so close would require nerves of sted and other parts of sted, too, if it cametoit.

"Thisisnot aweapon. Thisisfor killing people,’ he said.

'Uh, most weapons are,’ said Inigo.

'No, they're not. They're soyou don't haveto kill people. They'refor . . . forhaving. For beingseen. For
warning. Thisisn't oneof those. It'sfor hiding away until you bring it out and kill peoplein the dark. And
wherésthat other thing?

'Y our grace?

"The palm dagger. Don't try to lieto me.'

Inigo shrugged. The movement shot something silver out of hisdeeve; it was a carefully shaped blade,
padded on one side, which did aong the edge of his hand. There was aclick from somewhereinside his
jacket.

'‘Good gods," breathed Vimes. 'Do you know how often people have tried to assassinate me, man?

'Y es, your grace. Ninetimes. The Guild has set your fee at .$600,000. The last time an gpproach was
made no Guild member volunteered. Mhm, mhm.’

‘Hah!'



'Incidentdly, and very informally of course, we would appreciate knowing the whereabouts of the body
of the Honourable Eustace BassinglyGore, mhm, mhm.’

Vimes scratched his nose. 'Was he the one who tried to poison my shaving cream?

'Yes, your grace.'

'Wdll, unless hisbody is an extremely strong swvimmer, it's still on aship bound for Ghat via Cape
Terror, said Vimes. 'l paid the captain athousand dollars not to take the chains off before Zambingo,
too. That'll giveit anicelong wak home through the jungles of Klatch where I'm sureits knowledge of
rare poisonswill comein very handy, athough not as handy perhaps as aknowledge of antidotes.’

‘A thousand dollard!’

'Wéll, he had twelve hundred dollars on him. | donated the rest to the Sunshine Sanctuary for Sick
Dragons. | got areceipt, by theway. Y ou chaps are keen on receipts, | think.'

'Y ou stole hismoney? Mhm, mhm.’

Vimestook adeep breath. Hisvoice, when it emerged, wasflat cam. 'l wasn't going to waste any of my
own. And hehad just tried to kill me. Think of it as an investment, for the good of hishedth. Of course, if
in due course he caresto come and see me, | shall make sure he gets what's coming to him.'

I'm. .. astounded, your grace. Mhm, mhm. Bassingly-Gore was an extremely competent swordsman.’

'Redly? | generdly never wait to find out about that sort of thing.'

Inigo smiled histhin little smile. 'And two months ago Sir Richard Liddleley was found tied to afountain
in Sator Square, painted pink and with aflag stuck-'

'l wasfeeling generous,’ said Vimes. 'I'm sorry, | don't play your games.’
'‘Assassination is not agame, your grace.'
It istheway you peopleplay it.'

"There have to be rules. Otherwise there would just be anarchy. Mhm, mhm. Y ou have your code and
we haveours.'

'‘And you've been sent here to protect me?

'I have other Kills, but . . . yes!

'What makes you think I'll need you?

'Wéll, your grace, here theydon't have rules. Mhm, mhm.'

'I've spent most of my life dedling with people who don't have rules!'

'Yes, of course. But when you killthem, they



don't get up again.’

'I've never killed anyone!’ said Vimes.
'Y ou shot that bandit in the throat.’

'l wasaiming for the shoulder.’

'Y es, the thing does pull to the left,’ said Inigo. "Y ou mean that you have nevertried to kill anyone. |
have, on the other hand. And here hesitation may not be an option. Mmph.'

'l didn't hesitate!'

Inigo sighed. 'In the Guild, your grace, wedont . . . grandstand.’

'Grandstand?

‘That businesswith thecigar. . .

Y ou mean, when | shut my eyes and they had to look at aflame in the darkness?
'Ah. . " Inigo hesitated. ‘But they might have shot you there and then.'

‘No. | wasn't athreat. And you heard hisvoice. | hear that sort of voice alot. HE's not going to shoot
people too soon and spoail the fun. | can assume that you have not got a contract on me?

‘That is correct.’
'And you'd still swear to that?
'On my honour as an assassin.’

'Yes,' sad Vimes. 'That'swherel hit adifficulty, of course. And, | don't know how to put this, Inigo, but
you don't act like atypical assassin. Lord this, Sir that . . . The Guild isthe school for gentlemen but you -
and gods know | don't mean any offence here - are not exactly-'

Inigo touched hisforelock. 'Scholarship boy, sr, he said.

My godsyes, thought Vimes. Y ou can find your average, amateur killers on every street. They're mostly
deranged or drunk or some poor woman who's had a hard day and the husband has raised his hand once
too often and suddenly twenty years of frustration takes over. Killing astranger without malice or
satisfaction, other than the craftsman's pride in ajob well done, is such arare talent that armies spend
monthstrying to indtil it into their young soldiers. Most people will shy away from killing people they
haven't been introduced to.

The Guild had to have one or two people like Inigo. Didn't some philosophical bastard once say that a
government needed butchers aswell as shepherds? He indicated the little crossbow. 'All right, take it,' he
said. 'But you can put the word about that if | ever,ever see one on the street the owner will find it put
where the sun does not shine.’



'Ah,’ said Inigo, that'sthe amusingly named placein Lancre, isnt it? It's only about fifty milesfrom here,
| believe. Mhm, mhm.'

'Rest assured that | can find a short-cut.”

Gaspode tried blowing in Carrot's ear again.

"Time to wake up,' he growled.

Carrot opened his eyes, blinked the snow out of them, and then tried to move.

"You just lietill, right? said Gaspode. 'If it helps, try thinking of them asavery heavy eiderdown.’
Carrot struggled feebly. The wolves piled on top of him shifted position.

"Warming you up atreat,' said Gaspode,

grinning nervoudly. ‘A wolf blanket, - see? O'course, you're going to be abit whiffy for awhile, but
better to beitchy than dead, eh? He scratched an ear industriously with ahind leg. One of the wolves
growled at him. 'Sorry. Grub'll be up in amoment.’

'Food? muttered Carrot.

Angua appeared in Carrot's vison, dressed in aleather shirt and leggings. She stood looking down at
him, hands on her hips. To Gaspode's amazement, Carrot actualy managed to push himsdf up on his
elbows, didodging severd wolves.

'Y ou were tracking us? he said.

'No, they were,' said Angua. 'They thought you were abloody foal. | heard it on the howl. And they
wereright! Y ou haven't eaten anything for three days! And up here winter doesn't drop afew hints over
amonth or 0. It turns up in one night! Why were you sostupid?'

Gaspode looked around the clearing. Angua had rekindled the fire. Gaspode wouldn't have beieved it if
he hadn't seen it, but actual wolves had dragged in actua fallen wood for her. And then another had
turned up with asmall deer, il fat after the autumn. He dribbled a the smell of it roagting.

Something human and complicated was going on between Carrot and Angua. It sounded like an
argument but it didntsmell like one. Anyway, recent events all made perfect sense to Gaspode. The
femaeran away and the male chased her. That's how it went. Actudly, it was usualy about twenty males
of al szes, but obvioudy, Gaspode conceded, things were a bit different for humans. Pretty soon, he
reckoned, Carrot would notice the big mae walf dtting by thefire. Andthen the fur would fly. Humans,
eh?

Gaspode wasn't sure of his own ancestry. There was some terrier, and atouch of spaniel, and probably
someone'sleg, and an awful lot of mongrel. But hetook it as an article of faith that therewasin dl dogsa
tiny bit of wolf, and hiswas urgently sending messages that the wolf by the fire was one you didn't even
Saredirectly at.

It wasn't that the wolf was obvioudy vicious. He didn't need to be. Even sitting still heradiated the
assurance of competent power. Gaspode was, if not the victor, then at least the survivor of many a street



fight, and as such would not have gone againgt thisanimal even if backed up by acouple of lionsand a
man with an axe.

Instead he sidled over to afemae wolf who was watching the fire haughtily.

'Y 0, bitch,' he said.

'Votvas zat?

Gaspode reconsidered his strategy. 'Hi, foxy . . . er ... wolf lady," hetried.

A certain lowering of the temperature suggested that this one hadn't worked either.

"ullo, miss' he said hopefully.

Her muzzle turned to point at him. Her eyes narrowed. 'V othar you?' Ice dithered off every syllable.

'‘Gaspode's the name,' barked Gaspode, with insane cheerfulness. "m adog. That'sakind of wolf, sort of
thing. So, what's your name, then?

'‘Go avay.'

'No offence meant. 'ere, | heard tell wolves matefor life, right?

vel?

'Wish 1 could.

Gaspode froze as the she-wolf's muzzle snapped an inch from his nose.
'Ver | comefrom veeat thingslikeyou, she said.

'Fair enough, fair enough,” muttered Gaspode, backing away. 'l don't know, you try to be friendly and
thisiswhat you get . . .

Nearer the fire the humans were getting complicated. Gaspode dunk back and lay down.
'Y ou could have told me," Carrot was saying.

It would've taken too long. Y ou always want tounder stand things. Anyway, it's none of your business.
Thisisfamily.

Carrot waved a hand towards the wolf. 'He'sarelative? he said.

'No. He'sa. . . friend.'

Gaspode's ears waggled. He thought: whoops.

'He'svery big for awalf,’ said Carrot dowly, asif filing new information.

'He'savery big wolf,' said Angua, shrugging.



‘Another werewol f?

No.

‘Just awolf?

'Yes' sad Anguasarcadticaly.'Just awolf.'
'‘And hisnameis. .. ?

'He would not object to being called Gavin.'
'Gavin?

'He once ate someone called Gavin.'

'What, dl of him?

'Of course not. Just enough to make certain that the man set no more wolf trgps.’ Anguasmiled. ‘Gavin
iS...quiteunusud.'

Carrot looked at the wolf and smiled. He picked up a piece of wood and tossed it gently towards him.
The wolf snapped it, dog-like, out of the air.

I'm surewell befriends,' he said.
Anguasighed. 'Wait.'

Gaspode, the unheeded spectator, watched as Gavin, without taking his eyes off Carrot, very dowly bit
the wood in two.

‘Carrot? said Anguasweetly. 'Don't do that again. Gavin isn't even in the same clan as these wolves, and
he took over the pack without any-one even whining. Hesnot adog. And he'sakiller, Carrot. Oh, don't
look like that. | don't mean he pounces on wandering kids or eats up the odd grandmother. | mean that if
he thinks ahuman ought to die, that human is dead. He will dways, dwaysfight. He's very uncomplicated
likethat.

'He'san old friend? said Carrot.
IY%I

‘A ... friend.

"Yes.' Anguarolled her eyes and said, in avoice of sing-song sarcasm, '| was out in the woods one day
and | fell into some old pit trap under the snow and some wolves found me and would have killed me but
Gavin turned up and faced them down. Don't ask me why. People do things sometimes. So do wolves.
End of story.'

'Gaspode said wolves and werewolves don't get on,' said Carrot patiently.



'He'sright. If Gavin wasn't here they'd have

torn meto pieces. | can look likeawolf but I'm not awolf. I'm awerewolf! I'm not ahuman, either. I'm
awerewolf! Get it? Y ou know some of the remarks people make? Well, wolves don't make remarks.
They go for the throat. Wolves have got avery good sense of smell. You can't fool it. | can passfor
human, but | can't passfor wolf.'

'l never thought of it likethat. | mean, you would just think that wolves and werewolves-'

That'show itis,' sghed Angua

'Y ou said thiswas family,’ said Carrot, asif working down amenta checklis.

I meant it's persond. Gavin cameal thewayinto Ankh-Morpork to warn me. He even dept on the
timber wagons during the day so that he'd keep moving. Can you imagine how much nerve that took? It's
got nothing to do with the Watch. It's got nothing to do with you.'

Carrot looked around. The snow wasfdling again, turning into rain above thefire.

'I'm here now.

'‘Go away. Please. | can sort thisout.’

'And then you'll come back to Ankh-Morpork? Afterwards?

I..." Angua hesitated.

'l think | should stay' said Carrot.

'Look, the city needsyou,' said Angua. 'Y ou know Vimesrelies on-'

I'veresigned.’

For amoment Gaspode thought he could hear the sound of every settling snowflake.

‘Not redly?

s

'‘And what did old Stoneface say?

'Er, nothing. He'd dready left for Uberwald.

"Vimesiscoming to Uberwad?

'Y es. For the coronation.’

'He's got mixed up in this? said Angua.

'Mixed up inwhat?



'Oh, my family'sbeen . . . stupid. I'm not quite sure | know everything, but the wolves are worried.
When werewolves make trouble, it'sthereal wolvesthat dways suffer. Peoplell kill anything with fur.'
Anguagtared a the fire for amoment and then said, with forced brightness, 'So who's been left in
charge?

I don't know. Fred Colon's got seniority.’

'Ha, yes. In hisnightmares." Angua hesitated. 'Y ou redlly left?

IYS_I

Iohll

Gaspode listened to some more snowflakes.

'Wdll, you won't get far by yourselves now,’ said Angua, standing up. 'Rest for another hour. And then
well be going through the deep forest. Not too much snow there yet. Weve got alot of ground to cover.

| hope you can keep up.'

At breskfast early next morning Vimes noticed that the other guests were keeping so far away from him
that they were holding on to thewalls.

"The men who went out came back around midnight, sir,’ said Cheery quietly.
'Did they catch anyone?

'Um. .. sort of, sir. They found seven dead bodies!

‘Seven?

"They think some others might have got away where there's a path up the rocks."

'But, seven? Detritus got one, and . . . | got one, and a couple were wounded, and Inigogot . . . one. .
."Vimessvoicetailed off.

He stared at Inigo Skimmer, who was sitting on the other side of the room at a crowded public table.
The placesaround Vimes and Lady Sybil were deserted; Sybil had put it down to deference. Thelittle
man was eating soup in alittle neat salf-contained world among the waving arms and intrusive elbows.
Hed even tucked anapkin under hischin.

"They were ...very dead, sir,’ Cheery whispered.

'Well, that was ... interesting,’ said Sybil, wiping her mouth delicatdly. 'I've never had soup with sausages
init for breakfast before. What isit cdled, Cheery?

'Fatsup, your ladyship,’ said Cheery. ‘It means "fat soup”. We're close to the Schmaltzberg fat layers
now, and, well, it's nourishing and kegps out the cold.’

'How very interesting.' Lady Sybil looked at her husbhand. He hadn't taken his eyes off Inigo.

The door opened and Detritus ducked inside, banging snow off his knuckles.



'It'snot too bad,' he said. 'Dey say it'd be agood ideato make an early dtart, Sir.’

'I bet they do,' said Vimes, and thought: they don't want someone likeme hanging around. Therésno
knowing wholl die next.

Severd faces he vagudy recdled from last night were missing now. Presumably sometravellers had
Sarted off even earlier, which meant that the news was probably running ahead of him. Heldd staggered in,
covered in blood and mud, carrying a crossbow and, d'you know, when they went back to look there
wereseven dead men. By thetimethat sort of story had gone ten miles held be carrying an axe aswell,
and make that thirty dead men and adog.

The diplomatic career had certainly got off to agood start, en?

Asthey got into the coach he saw thelittle dart stuck in the door jamb. It was metallic, with metd fins,
and overdl had alook of speed, asif, when you touched it, you'd burn your fingers.

He walked around to the back of -the coach. There was another, much larger arrow highin the
woodwork.

"They tried to catch up with you on the upgrade,’ said Inigo, behind him.
'Y ou killed them.’

'Some got away.'

I'm surprised.’

'I've only got one pair of hands, your grace.’

Vimes glanced up at theinn sign. Crudely painted on the boards was alarge red head, complete with
trunk and tusks.

‘Thisisthe Inn of the Fifth Elephant,’ said Inigo. 'Y ou l&ft the law behind when we passed Lancre, your
grace. Hereit'sthelore. What you keep iswhat you can. What's yoursiswhat you fight for. The fittest
urvive!

'‘Ankh-Morpork is pretty lawless too, Mister Skimmer.'

'‘Ankh-Morpork has many laws. It'sjust that people don't obey them. And that, your grace, isquitea
different bowl of fat, mmhm, mmph.'

They sat off in convoy. Detritus sat on the roof of the leading coach, which lacked a door and most of
one sde. Theview wasflat and white, afeaturel ess expanse of snow.

After awhile they passed a clacks tower. Burn marks on one side of the stone base suggested that
someone had thought that no news was good news, but the semaphore shutters, were clacking and
twinklinginthelight.

"Thewholeworld iswatching,' said Vimes.



‘But it'snever cared, said Skimmer. 'Up until now. And now it wantsto rip the top off the country and
take what's underneath, mmph, mmhm.’

Ah, thought Vimes, our killer clerkdoes have more than one emation.

'‘Ankh-Morpork has alwaystried to get on well with other nations,’ said Sybil. "Well, these days, at
least.

'l don't think we exactlytry, dear,’ said Vimes. 'It'sjust that we found that- Why're we stopping?
He pulled down the window. "What's happening, sergeant?
'Waiting for dese dwarfs, gr,' thetroll called down.

Severd hundred dwarfs, four abreast, were trotting across the white plain towards them. There was,
Vimesthought, something very determined about them.

'Detritus?

'Yessr?

"Try not to look too troll-like, will you?
Tryin' likehell, ar.’

The column was abreast of them before someone barked the command to halt. A dwarf detached
himsdf from the rest and walked over to the coach.

"Tagrdzk?'he bellowed.

"Would you like meto take care of this, your grace? said Inigo.

'I'm the damn ambassador,’ said Vimes. He stepped down.

'‘Good morning, dwarf [indicating miscreant], 1am Over seer Vimes of the Look.'
Lady Syhil heard Inigo give alittle groan.

'Krz? Gr'dazak yad?

'Hang on, hang on, | know thisone.. . . lam sure you are a dwarf of no convictions. Let us shake
our business, dwarf [indicating miscreant].’

'Y es, that will just about doit, | think," said Inigo. '"Mmph, mmhm.’

The senior dwarf had gone red in those areas of hisface that could be seen behind the hair. The rest of
the squad were taking arenewed interest in the coach.

The leader took adeep breath.'D'kraha?”

Cheery dropped down from the coach. Her leather skirt flapped in the wind.



Asone dwarf, the column swivelled to stare at her. Their leader went pop-eyed.
‘B'dan?K'raal D'kraga"kaak "!"

Vimes saw the expression that appeared on Cheery's small round face.

Above him there was a clunk as Detritus rested

the loaded Piecemaker on the edge of the coach.

'I know dat word he said to her, he announced to the world. ‘It is not agood word. | do not want to
hear dat word again.’

'Wdll, thisisdl very jolly, mmph, mmhm," said Inigo, getting down. '‘And now if everyonewill just relax
for amoment we might get out of heredive, mmph.’

Vimesreached up and carefully pushed the end of Detritus's crossbow towards a less threatening
direction.

Inigo talked very fast in what seemed to Vimesto be atorrent of perfect dwarfish, although he was sure
he heard the occasiona 'mmph'. He opened hisleather case and produced a couple of documents fixed
with big waxy seals. These were inspected with considerable suspicion. The dwarf pointed a Cheery and
Detritus. Inigo flapped ahand impatiently, the universal symbol for dismissng that which was not
important. More papers were examined.

Eventudly, with more universal body language meaning 'l could do something bad to you but right now
it'sjust too much bother,' the dwarf waved Inigo away, gave Vimes alook that suggested that, againgt all
physical evidence, Vimes was beneath him, and strode back to histroops.

An order was barked. The dwarfs set off again, leaving the road and heading off towards the forest.

'Well, that al seems sorted out,’ said Inigo, getting back into the coach. ‘Miss Littlebottom was a bit of a
sticking point, but adwarf does respect very complicated documents. Something's up. He wouldn't say
what it was. He wanted to search the coach.’

‘The hdl with that. What for?

'Who knows? | persuaded him that we have diplomatic immunity.’

'‘And what did you tell him about me?

'l tried to convince him that you were abloody idiot, your grace. Mmph, mmhm.'

'Oh, really? Vimes heard Lady Syhil repressalaugh.

It was necessary, believe me. Street dwarfish wasn't agood idea, your grace. But when | pointed out
that you were an aristocrat, he-'

'l amnot an- Well, 'm notreally &'



'Y es, your grace. But if you'll be advised by me, alot of diplomacy liesin appearing to be alot more
stupid than you are. Y ou've made agood start, your grace. And now | think we'd better be moving,
mmhm!

'I'm glad to see you're being less deferentid, Inigo,’ said Vimes asthey got under way again.

'Oh well, your grace, I've got to know you better now.'

Gaspode had confused recollections of the rest of that night. The pack moved fast, and he redlized that
most of them were running ahead of Carrat, to flatten down the snow.

It wasn't flat enough for Gaspode. Eventualy awolf picked him up by the scruff of the neck and carried
him bodily, while making muffled comments about the foul taste.

The snow stopped after awhile and there was adip of moonlight behind the clouds.

And al around, near and far, was the howl. Occasionally the pack would stop, in aclearing or on the
crisp white brow of ahill, and joinin.

Gaspode limped to Angua while the cries went up around them. 'What's thisfor? he said.
'Polities," said Angua. 'Negotiation. Were crossing territories.’

Gaspode glanced a Gavin. He hadn't joined in the howl, but sat alittle way off, regaly dividing his
attention between Carrot and the pack.

'Hehasto ask permisson? he said.

'He hasto make sure they'll let me through.'

'Oh. That's giving him problems?

‘Nonethat he can't bite through.’

'Oh. Er, isthe howl! saying anything aboutme?

"'Smdl, horrible, smelly dog."

‘Ah, right.’

They set off again afew minuteslater, down along snow-crusted dope in the moonlight towards the
forest, and Gaspode saw shadows angling fast across the snowfield towards them. For amoment he was

flanked by two packs, the old and the new, and then their origina escort dropped away.

So welve got anew honour guard, he thought, as he ran in the centre of awall of blurred grey legs.
Wolves we haven't met before. | just hope the howl added ‘doesn't taste nice'.

Then Carrot fell over in the snow. It was amoment before he pushed himsdlf up again. Thewolves
circled uncertainly, occasionaly glancing at Gavin. Gaspode caught up with Carrot, jumping awkwardly
through the snow.



Youdl right?
'Hard ... to ... run. .

'l don't want to, you know, worry you or anything," whined Gaspode, 'but we're not exactly among
friends here, know what | mean? Our Gavin isn't going to win the prize for the wolf with the waggiest tall

anywhere.'

'When did helast degp? Angua demanded, pushing her way through the wolves.
'Dunno, redlly," said Gaspode. "We've been moving pretty fast thelast few days.'
'No deep, no food and no proper clothing,' snarled Angua. 'ldiot!’

There was growling and whining from some of the wolves around Gavin. Gaspode sat down by Carrot's
head and watched as Angua. . . argued.

He couldn't speak pure wolf and, besides, gesture and body language played afar greater part than it
did in canine. But you didn't have to be bright to see that things weren't going well. There was def'nitely a
lot of Atmospherein the atmosphere. And Gaspode had afeding that, if thingswent al pear-shaped ina
hurry, one small dog had dl the surviva chances of a chocolate kettle on avery hot sove.
Therewasalot of whining and growling. One wolf -Gaspode mentally named him Awkward was not
happy. 1t looked as though anumber of wolves were agreeing with him. One of them bared itsteeth at
Angua

Then Gavin stood up. He shook some snowflakes off his coat, |ooked around in an offhand fashion, and
padded towards Awkward.

Gaspode felt every hair on his body stand on end.

The other wolves crouched back. Gavin ignored them. When he was afew feet away from Awkward he
put his head on one side and said, 'Hrurrrm?

It was dmost a pleasant noise. But right down inside Gaspode's bones it bounced a harmonic which
said: at this point, we could go two ways. Thereisthe easy way, and that isvery easy.

Y oull neverknow about the hard way.
Awkward held eye-contact for awhile, and then looked down.
Gavin snarled something. Half adozen of thewolves, led by Angua, loped off towards the forest.

They returned twenty minuteslater. Angua was human again - at least, Gaspode corrected himsdlf,
humanshaped - and the wolves were harnessed to abig dog ded.

‘Borrowed it from aman in the village over the hill,' she said, asit did to ahdt by Carrot.

'Nice of him," said Gaspode, and decided not to pursue the subject. 'I'm surprised to see wolvesin
harness, though.'



'Wdll, thiswas the easy way,' said Angua.

It's odd, Gaspode mused, as he lay in the ded adongside the dumbering Carrot. He was so int'rested
when Bum talked about the howl and how it could send messages right up into the mountains. If | wasa
suspicious dog, I'd wonder if heknew that sheld come back for him if hewasredly introuble, if he
decided to gamble everything oniit .. . .

He poked his head out from under the blanket. Snow stung his eyes. Running alongside the ded, only a
few feet away from Carrot and glowing slver in the moonlight, was Gavin.

Thisis me, thought Gaspode; stuck between the humans and the wolves. It'sadog'slife.

Thisisthelife, thought Acting Captain Colon. Hardly any paperwork was coming up here now, and by
dint of much effort held entirely cleared the backlog. It was alot quieter, too.

When Vimeswas here - and Fred Colon suddenly found himself thinking the word "Vimes without
prefixing it with 'Mister' - the main office was full of so much noise and bustle you could hardly hear
yourself speak. Completely inefficient, that was. How could anyone hope to get anything done?

He counted the sugar again. Twenty-nine. But he/d had two in histea, so that wasdl right. Toughness
was paying off.

Colon went and opened his door afraction so that he could just see down into the office. It was amazing
how you could catch them out that way.

Quiet. And nest, too. Every desk was clear. Much better than the mess you used to get.

He went back to the desk and counted the sugar lumps. There were twenty-seven.

Ah-hal Someone wastrying to drive him mad. Well, two could play at that game.

He counted the lumps again. There were twenty-six, and there was aknock at the door.

This caused it to swing inwards, and Colon to jJump up in evil triumph.

'‘Ah-ha Burstinonme, éh?Oh. ..

The 'oh’ was because the knocker was Constable Dorfl, the golem. He was taller than the doorway and
strong enough to tear atroll in haf; he'd never donethis, snce he was an intensaly mora being, but not
even Colon was going to pick an argument with someone who had glowing red holes where hiseyes
should be. Ordinary golemswould riot harm a human because they had magic wordsin their head that
ordered them not to. Dorfl had no magic words but he didn't harm people because held decided that it
wasn't mord. Thisleft theworrying possibility that, given enough provocation, he might think again.

Beside the golem was Congtable Shoe, saluting smartly.

"We've cometo pick up the wages chitty, sir,' he said.

Thewhat?



"Thewages chitty, Sir. The monthly chitty, sir. And then we take it to the Palace and bring back the
wages, gr.'

'l don't know anything about that!"

'l put it on your desk yesterday, sir. Signed by Lord Vetinari, sir.’

Colon couldn't hide theflicker in his eyes. The black ash in the fireplace was, by now, overflowing.
Shoefollowed hisgaze.

'l haven't seen any such thing,' said Colon, while the colour drained from hisface like asucked ice-lolly.

I'msaurel did, sr,' said Congtable Shoe. 'I| wouldn't forget athing like that, Sir. In fact, | digtinctly
remember saying to Constable Vigt, "Washpot, I'm just going to take this-"

'Look, you can see I'm abusy man!" snapped Colon. 'Get one of the sergeantsto sort it out!"

‘There's no sergeants | eft except Sergeant Hint, Sir, and he spends dl histime going round asking people
what he should be doing,’ said Constable Shoe. 'Anyway, Sit, it'sthe senior officer who must sign the

chitty-'

Colon stood up, leaning on hisknuckles, and shouted, 'Oh, | "must”, must I? That's anerve and no
migtake! "Mugt”, eh? Mogt of you lot are lucky anyone even givesyou ajob! Bunch of zombiesand
loonies and lawn ornaments and rocks! |'ve had it up to here with you!'

Shoe leaned back out of range of the spittle. 'Then I'm afraid | must take this up with the Guild of
Watchmen, sir, he said.

'Guild of Watchmen? Hah! And since when has there been a Guild of Watchmen?

‘Dunno. What's the time now? said Corpora Nobbs, ambling into the room. ‘Got to be a couple of
hours, &t least. Morning, captain.’

'‘What are you doing here, Nobby?
"That's Mister Nobbs to you, captain. And I'm President of the Guild of Watchmen, since you ask.'
"There's no such bloody thing!"

‘All legit, captain. Registered at the Pdlace and everything. Amazin' how people rushed to join, too.' He
pulled out his grubby notebook. 'Got afew mattersto take up with you,

if you have amoment. Wdll, Isay afew-'

'I'm not putting up with this!" bellowed Colon, hisface crimson. Thisishigh treason! Y ou're al sacked!
Youred|-'

'‘We'redl on strike,' said Nobby camly.



'Y ou can't go on strike while I'm sacking you!"
'Our strike headquarters are in the back room of the Bucket in Gleam Street,' said Nobby.
'Here, that's my boozer! | forbid you to go on strike in my own pub!'

'WEell be there when you wish to talk terms. Come, brothers. We are now officidly in adispute
gtuation.’

They marched out.
‘Don't bother to come back!" Colon shouted after them.

Bonk wasn't what Vimes had expected. In fact held find it hard to say what hehad expected, except that
thiswasnt it.

It occupied anarrow valley with awhite-water river winding through it. There were city walls. They
were not like those of Ankh-Morpork, which had become at first abarrier to expansion and then a
source of masonry for it. These had an insde and an outside. There were castles on the hills. There were
castles on most hillsin these parts. And there were high gates across the road.

Detritus thumped on the side of the coach. Vimes stuck his head out.

'Derésguysin der road, said thetroll. 'Dey got halibuts:!’

Vimeslooked out of the windows. There were haf adozen guards, and they did indeed have ha berds.

'‘What arethey after? he said.

'l expect they'll also want to see our papers and make a search of the coaches,’ said Inigo.

'Papersare onething,' said VVimes, getting out of the coach, 'but no oneisrummaging in our stuff. | know
that trick. They're not lookingfor anything, they just want to show uswho's boss. Y ou come aong and
do thetrandating.' He added, 'Don't worry, I'll be diplomatic.’

The two men barring the way did have helmets and they were holding wegpons, but their uniformsdid
not conform to norma uniformity. No guards, Vimes thought, should be dressed in red, blue and yellow.
People would be able to see them coming. Vimesliked auniform you could lurk in.

He pulled out hisbadge and held it up, advanc-ing with an ingratiating smile.

‘Just repest this, Mister Skimmer.' Vimesraised hisvoice. 'Hello, fellow officer, asyou can seel am
Commander V-'

A blade siwung around. If Vimes hadn't stopped he'd have walked into it.

Inigo stepped forward, leather case aready open, one hand holding severa impressive pieces of paper,
mouth aready framing some suitable sentences. A guard took one of the pieces of paper and stared at it.

Thisisagudied insult,’ said Inigo, contriving to Speak out of the corner of his mouth while maintaining a
gmile. 'Someone wishes to .see how you react, mmph, mmhm.'



"Them?
'‘No. We're being watched.'
The paper was handed back. There was aterse conversation.

"The captain of the guard saysthere are specid circumstances and he will search the coaches,' said
Inigo.

'No," said Vimes, taking in the expression on the captain's white face. I know when people are playing
slly buggers, ‘cos've done it mysdlf.’

He pointed to the door of his coach. 'Seethis? he said. ‘Tl him thisisanAnkh-Morpork crest. Andthis
is an Ankh-Morpork coach, property of Ankh-Morpork. If they lay handsonit, that will congtitute an
act of war against Ankh-Morpork. Tell him that.'

He saw theman lick hislips nervoudy as Inigo trandated. Poor sod, he thought. He didn't ask for this.
He was probably expecting a quiet day on the gate. But someone gave him some orders.

Inigo said, 'He says he's very sorry, but those are hisingtructions, and he quite understandsif his grace
wishesto make acomplaint a the highest level, mmph, mmhm.’

A guard turned the handle of the coach door. Vimes dammed it shuit.
Tell him thewar will start right now," he said. -'And then it'll work itsway up.'
Your grace!'

The guards looked at Detritus. It was quite hard to hold the Piecemaker nonchalantly, and he wasn't
even making the attempt.

Vimes maintained eye-contact with the captain of the guard. If the man had any sense, heéld redlize that if
Detritusfired the thing it'd kill them dl, besides sending the coach backwards at high speed.

Pleasejust let him have the sense to know when to fold, he prayed.

In the corner of hisear he could hear the guards whispering to one another. He caught the word
'Wilinus.

The captain stepped back and saluted. "He apologizes for any inconvenience and hopes you will enjoy
your stay in hisbeautiful city,' said Inigo. 'He particularly hopes you will vidt the Chocolate Museumiin
Prince Vodorny Square, where his sster works.'

Vimessduted. Tel him | think heisan officer with agreat future, he said. ‘A futurewhich, | trug, is
going to very soon include opening the damn gates.’

The captain had nodded to the men before Inigo was hafway through the trandation. Aha...

'‘And ask him hisname," he said. The man was bright enough not to respond until this had been
trandated.



'Captain Tantony,' Inigo said.

'| shdl remember it, said Vimes. 'Oh, and tell him he hasafly on hisnose’

Tantony won aprize. His eyes barely flickered. Vimes grinned.

Asfor thetownitsdlf . . . it wasjust atown. Roofs were steeper than in Ankh-Morpork, some maniac
with afretsaw had been alowed to amuse himself on the wooden architecture, and there was more paint

than you saw back home.

Not that thistold you anything; many arich man had becomerich by, metaphoricaly, not painting his
house.

The coaches bowled over the cobbles. Not the right sort of cobbles, of course. Vimes knew that.

The coach stopped again. Vimes stuck his head out -of the window. Two rather scruffier guards had
barred the road thistime.

'Ah, Irecognize thisone,' said Vimes grimly. 'l reckon that thistime weve just met Colonesque and
Nobbski.'

He stepped out and walked up to them. "Well?

The fatter of the two hesitated, and then held out his hand. 'Pisspot,’ he said.

'Inigo? said Vimes quietly, without turning his head.

'‘Ah,' said Inigo, after some muttered exchanges. 'Now the problem seems to be Sergeant Detritus. No
trollsare dlowed in this part of town during the hours of daylight, apparently, without a passport sgned
by their . . . owner. Uh. . . in Bonk the only trolls dlowed are prisoners of war. They haveto carry
identification.'

'Detritusisacitizen of Ankh-Morpork and my sergeant,’ said Vimes.

'However, heisatroll. Perhapsin the interests of diplomacy you could write a short-'

'Do 1 need a pisspot?

‘A passport . . . No, your grace.’

"Then he doesn't either.’

‘Nevertheless, your grace-'

"Thereisno nevertheless!

‘But it may be advisable to-'

There's no advisable either.'



A few other guards had drifted over. Vimeswas aware of watching eyes.

'He could be gected by force,' said Inigo.

'Nowthere's an experiment | wouldn't want to miss,' said Vimes.
Detritus made arumbling noise. 'l don't mind goin' back if-'

'Shut up, sergeant. You're afreetroll. That'san order.’

Vimes permitted himself another brief scan of the growing, silent crowd. And he saw the fear in the eyes
of the men with the halberds. They did not want to be doing this, any more than the captain had.

'l tell you what, Inigo, he said. 'Tell the guards that the Ambassador from Ankh-Morpork commends
them for their diligence, congratul ates them on their dress sense and will seethat their ingructionis

obeyed forthwith. That should doiit, shouldn't it?
‘Certainly, your grace.’
'And now turn the coach around, Detritus. Coming, Inigo?
Inigo's expression changed rapidly.
"We passed an inn about ten miles back, Vimes went on. 'Ought to make it by dark, do you think?
‘But you can't go, your grace!'
Vimesturned, very dowly. 'Would you repest that, Mister Skimmer?
' mean-'
'We areleaving, Mister Skimmer. What you do, of course, isup to you.'
He sat down inside the coach. Opposite him Sybil made afist and said, 'Well done!’

‘Sorry, dear,’ said Vimes, asthe coach turned. ‘It didn't look avery good inn.’

'Servesthem right, thelittle bullies,” said Syhil. "Y ou showed them.’

Vimes glanced out and saw, at the edge of the crowd, ablack coach with dark windows. He could
make out afigure in the gloom within. The luckless guards werelooking &t it, asif for ingructions. It

Waved agloved hand languidly.

He started counting under his breath. After eleven seconds Inigo trotted alongside the coach and jumped
on to the running board.

'Y our grace, apparently the guards acted quite without authority and will be punished-'
'No, they didn't. | waslooking at ‘em. They'd been given anorder,’ said Vimes.

‘Nevertheless, diplomaticaly it would be agood idea to accept the explan-'



'So that the poor buggers can be hung up by their thumbs? said Vimes. 'No. Just you go back and tell
whoever's giving the ordersthat al our people can go anywherethey likein this city, d'you see, whatever
shapethey are’

'l don't think you can actualy demandthat, sir-'

"Those lads had old Burleigh Fr Stronginthearm weapons, Mister Skimmer. Made in AnkhMorpork. So
did the men on the gate. Trade, Mister Skimmer. Isn't that part of what diplomacy isal about? Y ou go
back and talk to whoever'sin the black carriage, and then you'd better get them to lend you a horse,
because | reckon welll have gone alittle way by then.'

'Y ou could perhaps wait-' .

'Wouldn't dream of it.’

In fact the coach was outside the gates of the town before Skimmer caught up with it again.

"Therewill not be aproblem with either of your requests,’ he panted, and for amoment there appeared
to be atouch of admiration in his expresson.

'‘Good man. Tl Detritusto turn round again, will you?
'Y ou're grinning, Sam,' said Sybil asVimes sat back.
'l wasjust thinking that | could take to the diplomatic life,' said Vimes.

‘Thereis something ese," said Inigo, getting into the coach. Theré's some ... historical artefact owned by
the dwarfs, and there's arumour-'

'How long ago was the Scone of Stone stolen?
Inigo's mouth stayed open. Then he shut it and his eyes narrowed.
'How in theworld did you know that, your grace? Mmph?

'By the pricking of my thumbs,' said Vimes, hisface carefully blank. 'I've got very odd thumbs, when it
comesto pricking.'

‘Redly?

'Oh, yes!'

Dogs had amuch easier sex life than humans, Gaspode decided. That was something to look forward
to, if he ever managed to have one.

It wasn't going to start here, that was definite. The fema e wolves snapped at him if he cametoo close,
and they weren't just warnings, either. He was having to be very careful where hetrod.



Theredlyodd thing about human sex, though, was the way it went on even when people were fully
clothed and sitting on opposite Sdes of afire. It wasin the thingsthey said and did not say, the way they
looked at one another and looked away.

The packs had changed again overnight. The mountains were higher, the snow was crisper. Most of the
wolves were Stting a some distance from the fire Carrot had made - just enough distance, in fact, to
establish that they were proud, wild crestures who didn't haveto rely on this sort of thing, but close
enough to get the benefit.

And then therewas Gavin, gtting alittle way off, turning to look from one to the other.

'Gavin's peoplehate my family," Anguawas saying. 'l told you, it's aways wolves who suffer when
werewolves get too powerful. Werewolves are smarter at escaping from hunters. That'swhy wolves
much prefer vampires. Vampires leave them done. Werewolves sometimeshunt wolves:!

'I'm surprised,’ said Carrot.

Angua shrugged. 'Why? They hunt humans, don't they? We're not nice people, Carrot. Were dl pretty
dreadful. But my brother Wolfgang is somethingspecial. Father's frightened of him and so'sMother if
sheld only admit it, but she thinks hell make the clan powerful so sheindulgeshim.

He drove my other brother away and hekilled my sster.’
'How-?

'Hesaid it was an accident. Poor little Elsa. Shewas ayennork, just like Andrel. That's awerewolf that
doesn't change, you know? I'm sure I've mentioned it. Our family throws them up from timeto time.
Wolfgang and | werethe only classic bi-morphsin thelitter. Elsalooked human dl thetime, even at full
moon. Andrel was dwaysawolf.’

'Y ou mean you had a human sister and awolf brother?

'No, Carrot. They were bothwerewolves. But the, well, thelittle.. . . switch . . . insgde them didn't work.
Do you understand? They stayed the same shape. In the old days the clan would kill off ayennork
quickly, and Wolfgang isatraditionalist when it comesto nastiness. He says they made the blood impure.
Y ou see, ayennork would go off and be ahuman or be awolf but they'd till becarrying the werewolf
blood, and then they'd marry and have children.. . . or pups. . . and, well, that'swhere the fairytale
monsters come from. People with abit of wolf and wolves with that extra capacity for violencethat isso
very human.' She sighed and glanced momentarily a Gavin. ‘But Elsawas harmless. After that, Andre
didn't wait for it to happen to him. He's a shegpdog over in Borogravianow. Doing well, | hear. Wins
championships,’ she added sourly.

She poked thefire aimlessly. "'Wolfgang's got to be stopped. He's plotting something with some of the
dwarfs. They meet in the forest, Gavin says.'

'He sounds very well informed for awolf,' said Carrot. Anguaamost snarled a him.

'He's not stupid, you know. He can understand more than eight hundred words. A lot of humans get by
on lessl And he's got a sense of smell that's dmost as good as mine! The wolves seeeverything. The
werewolves are out dl the time now. They're chasing people down. The game, we cdl it. The wolves get
the blame. It looks like they're breaking the arrangement. And there's been these meetings, right out in the



forest where they think no one will see them. Some dwarfs have got some sort of nasty scheme by the
sound of it. They asked Wolfgang for help! That'slike asking avultureto pick your teeth.'

"What can you do? said Carrot. 'If even your parents can't control him-'

'We used to fight when we were younger. "Rough and tumble’, held call it. But | could send him off
howling. Wolfgang hatesto think theré's anyone who can beat him, so | don't think hell relish the thought
of meturning up. He'sgot plans. This part of Uberwald has aways, well, worked because no one was
too powerful, but if the dwarfs start squabbling amongst themselves then Wolfgang's the lad to take
advantage, with his stupid uniforms and his stupid flag.'

'l don't think | want to see you fighting, though.'

"Then you can look the other way! | didn't ask you to follow me! Do you think I'm proud of this?I've
got a brother who's a sheepdog!”

'Achampion sheepdog,’ said Carrot earnestly.

Gaspode watched Angua's expression. It was one you'd never get on adog.

'Y ou mean that, she said at last. "Y ou actually mean that, don't you? Y ou redlly do. And if you'd met him
it wouldn't worry you, would it? To you everyone's a person. | have to deep in adog basket seven nights
amonth and that doesn't worry you either, doesit?

‘No. You know it doesn't.' .

"It should do! Don't ask mewhy, but it should do! You'reso . . . unthinkinglynice about it! And sooner
or later agirl can have too much nice!’

I don'ttry to benice.’

I know. | know. | just wishyoud. .. oh, | don't know . .. complain abit. Well, not exactlycomplain.
Just Sgh, or something.

Why?,

'‘Because. . . because it'd make mefed better! Oh, it'stoo hard to explain. It's probably awerewolf
thing.

I'm sorry-'
'‘And don't be sorry dl thetime, either!”

Gaspode curled up so closeto the fire that he steamed. Dogs had it alot better, he decided.

The building that was to be the embassy was set back from the road in aquiet Sde street. They rattled
under an arch into asmal rear courtyard containing some stables. It reminded Vimes of alarge coaching
inn.



It'sredly only aconsulate at the moment,’ said Inigo, leafing through his papers. 'We should be met by .
.. ah, yes, Wando Sleeps. Been herefor severa years, mhm.'

Behind the coaches apair of gates swung shut.

There was the sound of heavy bolts shooting home. Vimes stared at the apparition that came limping
back towards the coach door.

'Helooksit, he said.

'Oh, | don't thinkthisis-'

'‘Good evening, marthterth, mithtreth. . ." said the figure. "Welcome to Ankh-Morpork. I'm Igor.'
'Ilgor who? said Inigo.

‘Jutht Igor, thur. Alwayth . . . jutht Igor,' said Igor camly, unfolding the step. ‘I'm the odd-job man.’
'You don't say? said Vimes, mesmerized.

'Have you had aterrible accident? said Lady Sybil.

'l did thpill teadown my thirt thith morning,’ said Igor. 'Kind of you to notith.’

"Where's Mister Sleeps? said Inigo.

'I'm afraid Marthter Thleepth ith nowhere to be found. | wath rather hoping you would know what'd
happened to him.'

'Us? said Inigo. 'Mmhm, mmph! We assumed he was here!’

'He left rather urgently two weekth ago,' said Igor. 'He did not vouchthafe to me where he wath going.
Do gointhide, and | will theeto the baggage.'

Vimesglanced up. A little bit of snow wasfaling now, but there was enough light to see that above
them, across the whole courtyard, was an iron mesh. With the bolted doors and the walls of the building
al around, they werein acage.

‘Jutht alittle Ieftover from the old dayth," said Igor cheerfully. ‘'Nothing to worry about, thur.’

'What afinefigure of aman,’ said Sybil weeakly, asthey stepped inside.

'More than one man, by thelook of him.'

‘Sam!’

'Sorry. I'm sure his heart'sin the right place.’

'‘Good.'

'Or someoné's heart, anyway.'



'Sam, redly!”

‘All right, al right, but you must admit he doeslook abit . . . odd.'
'None of us can help the way we're made, Sam.'’

'Helooks asif hetried- Good grief . . .

'Oh, dear,’ said Lady Sybil.

Vimeswas not againgt hunting, if only because Ankh-Morpork seldom offered any better game than the
large rats you got aong the waterfront. But the sght of the walls of the new embassy might have been

enough to make the keenest hunter take a step back and cry, 'Oh, | say, hold on...'

The previous occupant had been keen on hunting, shooting and fishing and, to have covered every single
wall with the resultant trophies, he must have been doing dl three at the sametime.

Hundreds of glass eyes, obscendy divein thelight of the firein the huge hearth, stared down at Vimes.

It'sjust like my grandfather's study,' said Lady Sybil. There was a stag's head in there that used to
frighten thelife out of me!

"There'sjust abouteverything here. Oh, no. . .'

'My gods, whispered Lady Sybil.

Vimes looked around desperately. Detritus was just entering, carrying some of the trunks.
‘Stand in front of it," Vimes hissed.

'I'm not that tall, Sam! Or that wide!'

Thetroll looked up at them, then at the trophies, and then grinned. It's colder up here, Vimes thought.
He's quicker on the uptake.* Even Nobby won't play poker with him in the winter. Damn!

‘Something wrong? said Detritus.

Vimes sighed. What was the point? He'd spot it sooner or later.
'I'm sorry about this, Detritus,' he said, standing aside.
Detritus|ooked at the horrible trophy and nodded.

'Y eah, dere used to be alot of dat sort of fing in der old days,' he said camly, putting down the luggege.
'Dey wouldn't be de redl diamond teef, o'course. Dey'd take dem out and put bigger glassonesin.’

"You dontmind? said Lady Syhil. 'It'satroll's head! Someone actually mounted atroll's head and put it
onthewal!’

'‘Ain't ming,' said Detritus.



‘But it'ssohorrible!’

Detritus stood in thought for amoment and then opened the stained wooden box that contained al he
had felt it necessary to bring.

*Detrituss silicon-based brain was, aswith most tralls, highly sensitive to changesin temperature. When
the thermometer was very low he could be dangeroudy intellectud.

'Disisder old country, after dl, he said. 'So if it'd make you fedl better. . .'

He pulled out asmaller box and rummaged among what appeared to be bits of rock and cloth until he
found something yellowy-brown and round, like ashalow cup.

‘Should've bunged it away,’ he said, 'but it'sal | got to remember my old granny by. Shekept fingsinit.'
It'sabit of human skull, isntit? said Vimes at last.

Yep!

'‘Whose?

'Anyone ask dat troll dere his name? said Detritus, and the glint in hisvoice had abrittle edgetoiit for a
moment. Then he carefully put the bowl away. T'ings were diff'rent in dem days. Now you don't chop
our heads off an' we don't make drums outa your skin. Everyt'ing is hunky-dory. Dat'sal we haveto
know.'

He picked up the boxes again and followed Lady Sybil towards the staircase. Vimestook another ook
at the trophy head. The teeth were longer, far longer than they'd be on aredl troll. A hunter'd haveto be

very brave and very lucky to go up againg afighting troll and survive. 1t'd be so much easier to go after
an old one and later replace the ground-down stumps with sparkly fangs.

My gods, thethingswedo. . .

'Igor? he said, as the odd-job man lurched past under the weight of two more bags.
'Meth, your exthellenthy?

'I'm an excellency? said Vimesto Inigo.

'Y es, your grace.

'And gill my grace aswell?

'Y es, your grace. Y ou are His Grace His Excellency the Duke of Ankh, Commander Sir Samuel Vimes,
your grace.’



'Hang on, hang on. His Grace cancels out the Sir, | know that. It's like having an ace in poker.'

'Strictly speaking thisistrue, your grace, but great storeis set by titles here and it isbest to play with a
full deck, mmph.'

'l was once blackboard monitor at school,’ said Vimes sharply. 'For awhole term. Would that help?
Dame Venting said no one could clean ablackboard like me.’

‘A useful fact, your grace, which may possibly be hel pful in the event of atie-break, mmph, mmhm,’ said
Inigo, hisface carefully blank.

'We Igorth have awayth preferred marthter,’ said Igor. 'What wath it you were requiring?
Vimes gestured towards the heads that covered every wall.

'l want them taken down as soon as possible. | can do this, can't |, Mister Skimmer?
'Y ou are the ambassador, sir. Mmph, mmhm.'

'Wdll, they're coming down. All of them.’

Igor gave the camphor-smelling multitude aworried look. 'Even the thordfith?

'Even the swordfish,’ said Vimesfirmly.

'‘And the thnow |eopardth?

‘Both of them, yes'’

'What about the troll?

'Especidlythetroll. Seetoit.’

Igor could have been said to have looked asif hisworld had falen down around his ears were it not for
the fact that he aready |ooked asif this had happened.

'What do you want to do with them, marthter?

"That's up to you. Throw them in the river, maybe. Ask Detritus about thetroll . . . Maybe it should be
buried or something. Isthere any supper?

"Theréth fresh walago*, noggit, thclott, thwinefleth and thauthageth,' said Igor, till clearly upset about
the trophies. 'I'll thop tomorrow, if her ladythip giveth me inthtructionth.'

'I|s swineflesh the same as pork? said Vimes. People in drought-stricken areas would have paid good
money to have lgor pronounce 'sausages.

'Yes,' sad Inigo.

'‘And what's in the sausages?



'Er ... meat? said Igor, looking as though he was ready to run.
'Good. Well givethem atry.’

Vimes went upstairs and followed the sound of conversation until he reached a bedroom, where Syhil
was laying clothes on abed the Sze of asmal country. Cheery was asssting her.

The wallswere carved panels of wood. The bed was carved pands of wood. And the mad fretworker
had been hard at work here, too. Only A kind of pastry made from curtains.

Buckwhesat dumplings stuffed with Stuff.
Bpread made from parsnips, and widely considered to be much tastier than the dull wheet kind.
the floors weren't wood; they were stone, and radiated cold.

It'sabit like the inside of acuckoo clock, isn't it? said Sybil. 'Cheery has volunteered to be my lady's
maid for now.'

Cheery saluted.

'Why not? said Vimes. After aday likethis, alady's maid with along flowing beard seemed perfectly
normd.

‘Thefloorsare abit chilly, though. Tomorrow I'll measure up for some carpets,’ said Sybil firmly. 'l
know we won't be here long, but we ought to leave something for the next people.’

'Y es, dear. That would be agood idea.’

"Theré's a bathroom through there,' said Syhil, nodding. There's hot springs near here, apparently. They
pipethemin. You'll fed better for ahot bath.'

Ten minuteslater Vimes was happy to agree. The water was afunny colour and smelled alittle of what
he would politdy call bad eggs, but it was good and hot and he could fed it drawing the tension out of his
muscles.

The distressing scent of second-hand baked beans 5 oshed around him as he lay back. At the other end
of the huge bath the lump of pumice stone that held been using to rasp the dead skin off hisfeet banged
againg the sde. Vimeswatched it, unseeing, while he filed the thoughts of the day.

Thingswere starting to smell, just like the bathwater. The Scone of Stone had been stolen, had it? Now
there was a coincidence.

It had been a complete shot in the dark. But lately he was on the lucky side when it came to nocturna
targets. Someone had pinched the replica Scone, and now the real one had gone missing, and someone
in Ankh-Morpork who was good at making rubber moulds had been found dead. Y ou didn't need the
brains of Detritusin a snowdrift to suspect aconnection.

A recollection nagged at him. Someone had said something and held thought it odd at the time but then
something e se had happened and it had gone out of his mind. Something abouit . . . awelcometo Bonk.
Only...



WEéll, hewas here. No doubt about that.

Absolute confirmation of the fact was brought forth half an hour later, at supper.

Vimes cut into asausage and stared. 'What isin these? All this. . . pink stuff? he demanded.
'Er, that's meat, your grace,' said Inigo, on the other side of the table.

'Well, wher€'s the texture? Where's the white bits and the yellow bits and those green bits you aways
hope are herbs?

"To aconnoisseur here, your grace, an AnkhMorpork sausage would not be considered a sausage,
mmph, mmhm.’

'Oh, really? So what would he call it?

‘A loaf, your grace. Or possibly alog. Here, abutcher can be hanged if his sausages are not al medt,
and at that it must be from anamed domesticated animal, and | perhaps should add that by named | do
not mean that it should have been cdled " Spot" or "Ginger”, mmm mmhm. I'm sure that if your grace
would prefer the more genuine Ankh-Morpork taste, Igor could make

up some side dishes of stale bread and sawdust.'

"Thank you for that patriotic comment,’ said Vimes. 'However, theseare . . . Okay, | suppose. They just
came asabit of ashock, that'sall. No!'

He put his hand over hismug to prevent Igor from filling it with beer.
'[th there thomething wrong, marthter?

"Just water, please,’ said Vimes. 'No beer.’

"The marthter doth not drink . . . beer?

'No. And perhapsin amug without aface on it? He took another look at the stein. 'Why'sit got alid,
by theway? Areyou afraid of the rain getting in?

'I've never been quite certain of that one,' said Inigo, as Igor shuffled off. 'From observation, though, |
believe the purpose of the stein isto stop the beer being spilled while using the mug to conduct the
snging, mmm, mhm.’

'Ah, the old quaffing problem,’ said Vimes. 'What aclever idea.’
Sybil patted him on the knee. 'Y ou're not in Ankh-Morpork any more, dear,' she said.

'‘Now we're aone; your grace," said Inigo, leaning closer, 'I'm very worried about Mister Sleeps. The
acting consul, you remember? He seems to have vanished, mmm, mhm. Some of his persond items have
gone, too.'

'Holiday?



'‘Not a atimelikethis, sir! And-'

There was athud of wood against wood as Igor re-entered, pointedly carrying a stepladder. Inigo sat
back.

Vimes found that he was yawning. "We'd better talk about that in the morning,’ he said, asthe ladder
was dragged towards the horrible hunting trophies. 'It's been along day, what with one thing and

another.'

'Of course, your grace.’

The bed's mattress was s0 soft that Vimes sank into it nervoudly, afraid it might close over thetop of his
head. That was just aswell, because the pillow was . . . well, everyoneknew a pillow was a sack full of
feathers, didn't they? Not an apprentice eiderdown like this thing.

‘Just fold it up, Sam,’ said Syhil, from the depths of the mattress. ‘G'night.’

'Gnight.

'Sam...?

There was a snore from Sam Vimes. Syhbil sighed and turned over.

Vimes awoke afew times, to the sound of thuds from downgtairs.

'Snow leopards,’ he muttered, and drifted away again.

There was alouder crash.

'Moose, murmured Lady Syhil.

'Elk? mumbled Vimes.

'Def'nitely moose.”

Sometime later there was a muffled scream, athud, and a sound very much like the sound made when a
huge wooden ruler isheld against a desk and twanged.

‘Swordfish," said Sam and Sybil together, and went back to deep.
'Y ou should present your credentidsto the rulers of Bonk,' said Inigo in the morning.

Vimeswas looking out of the window. Two guards in the rainbow-coloured uniforms were standing
diffly to attention outside the embassy.

‘What'rethey doing here? he said.
'Guarding,’ said Inigo.

'Guarding who from what?



‘Just generaly guarding, mmph. | supposeit'sthought that guards give such afinished look to an
important building.

"What was that you said about credentials?

"They'rejust forma lettersfrom Lord Vetinari, confirming your appointment. Mmph, mmm.. . . theloreis
alittle complex, but at the moment the order of precedence isthe future Low King, the Lady Margolotta
and the Baron von Uberwald. Each, of course, will pretend that you are not calling on the other two. It's
called the arrangement. It's an awkward system but it keeps the peace.’

'If | understood your briefing,’ said Vimes, gill watching the guards, 'in the days of imperia Uberwald the
whole bloody show was run by the werewolves and the vampires and everyone else was lunch.'

‘Somewhat smpligtic but broadly true, mhm," said Inigo, brushing some dust off Vimess shoulder.

'And then it dl broke up and the dwarfs became powerful because there's dwarfs from one end of
Uberwad to the other and they al keep intouch. . .

"Their system certainly survives politica upheavd, yes:!

'‘Andthen. .. what wasit? A diet of beetles?

The Diet of Bugs, mmm. "Diet" being an Uberwa dean word for "meeting”, and Bugs being an important
town further upriver, famousfor its pastries made from flax. Everyone cameto an . . . arrangement. No
one would wage war on any of the others, and everyone could live in peace. No garlic to be grown, no
slver to be mined. And the werewolves and vampires promised that those things wouldn't be needed.
Mmm, mmm.

'Seemsabit trusting,' said Vimes.

'It appears to have worked, mhm.’

'What did the humansthink about it al?

'Wéll, humans have dways been a bit of background noise in the history of Uberwald, your grace.’

It must be abit dull for the undead, though.'

'Oh, the bright ones know the old days can't come back.’

'Ah, well, that's dways the trick, isn't it? Finding the bright ones? Vimes put on his hemet. '"And what're
the dwarfslike?

"Thefuture Low King is consdered pretty clever, your grace. Mhm.'
'How does he stand on Ankh-Morpork?

'He can take Ankh-Morpork or leave it aone, your grace. On balance, | believe he doesn't much like
LJS.I



'l thought it was Albrecht who didn't like us?

'No, your grace. Albrecht is the one who would be happy to see Ankh-Morpork burned to the ground.
Rhys merely wisheswe didn't exist.'

'l thought he was one of the good guys!'

"Your grace, | did hear you express some

negative sentiments about Ankh-Morpork on the way here, mhm, mhm.'

'Yes, but | livethere! I'm alowed to! That's patriotic!’

'Across thewhole of the world, your grace, there inexplicably appear to be definitions of, mmph, mmhm,
"good guy" which do not automaticaly mean "likes Ankh-Morpork”. Y ou will find out, | daresay. The
other two are alot easier to .dedl with. It may have been the Lady Margolottawho tried thelittle trick
with the guards last night. She was the one who got me to bring you back, anyway. She hasinvited you
for drinks!

Ioh.l

'She'savampire, mmm, mmm.’

‘What?

Inigo sighed. "Y our grace, | thought you understood. Vampires are smply part of Uberwad. Thisis
where they belong. I'm afraid thisis something you will have to come to termswith. | understand that
now they ... obtain blood by arrangement. Some people are ... impressed by atitle, your grace.”

'‘Good grief.’

'Quite s0. In any case, you will be safe. Remember your diplomatic immunity, mmm, mhm.’

I didn't quite see that working in the Wilinus Pass the other day.'

'Oh, they were common bandits.’

'Really? Has your man Slegps turned up? Haven't you taken thisto the Watch here?

"There's no Watch here, as you understand the term. Y ou saw them. They're. . . gate guards, enforcers
for the city rulers, mhm, mmm, not officers of the law. But enquiries are being made.”

'Does Syhil come with mefor thisbit? said Vimes, and thought: we were guards like that, not so long
ago. ..

It isusudly done by the new ambassador and hisguards.’

'Wdll, Detritusis staying here to keep an eye on her, al right? She said thismorning sheredlly thinksthis
place would be better for some decent. carpet, and there's no stopping her when she'sin atape-measure
mood. I'll take Cheery and one of the lads from outside, for the look of the thing. | assume you're

coming?



'l won't berequired, Sr. Mmm. The new coachman knows the way. Morporkian isthe diplomatic
language, after dl, and . . . | shall be making enquiries!

'Delicate ones?

'Indeed, your grace.'

'If he's been killed won't that be an act of war?

"Yesand no, your grace.’

'What? Segpswas- isour man!'

Inigo looked awkward. ‘It would depend on . .. exactly where he was and what hewasdoing. . .’

Vimes gave him ablank look, and then the penny dropped and operated his brain. 'Spying? - 'Acquiring
information. Everyone doesit, mmm, mhm.’

'Yes, but if you find adiplomat going too far you just send him home with a sharp note, don't you?
'Around the Circle Sea, your grace, that isthe case. Here they may have a different gpproach.’
‘Something rather sharper than anote?

‘Exactly. Mmm.

One of the guards was Captain Tantony. There was some minor difficulty, but the argument that, since

he was guarding Vimes, he might aswell be where Vimes was, eventudly carried some weight. Tantony
hed the look of an agonizingly logica man.

He kept giving Vimes curious |ooks as the coach rattled out of the town. Beside him sat Cheery with her
legs dangling. Vimes noticed, athough it was not the kind of thing he generaly made a habit of noticing,
that the shape of her breastplate had been subtly atered, probably by the same armourer that Angua
went to, to indicate that the chest undernegth it was not quite the same shape of chest that you got under
the armour of, say, Corpora Nobbs, although of course probably no one had a chest the same shape as
that of Corpora Nobbs.

She was wearing her high-hegled iron boots, too.
‘Look, you don't have to come," he said out loud.
"Yes, | do.'

'l mean | could go and get Detritusinstead. Although | suppose thered be even more upshot if | took a
troll into adwarf mine. | mean, rather thana. .. a. ..

'Girl,' sad Cheery helpfully.

'Er, yes! Vimesfet the coach dow to ahalt, even though they hadn't left the town yet, and he looked
out.



In front of them, acrossasmall square, wasafort of sorts, but with much larger gates than you'd expect
foritssze. AsVimes stared at them they were swung open from within.

Insdewasadope. All the fort consisted of were four walls around alarge, doping tunnel.

"The dwarfsliveunder neath the town? he said, asthe light from outside was gradually replaced by the
infrequent glow of torches. But they clearly showed the coach wasrattling past along, long line of
stationary carts. The pools of light reveaed horses, and driverstaking in groups.

‘Under quite alot of Uberwald,’ said Cheery. Thisisjust the nearest entrance, sir. Well probably have
to stop in aminute because the horses don't like- Ah.’

The coach stopped again, and the coachman banged on the side to indicate that this was the end of the
line. The queue of carts wound off down another tunnel, but the coach had stopped in asmall cavewith a
big door. A couple of dwarfswere waiting there. They had axes dung across their backs, although by
dwarf slandards this counted merely as 'politely dressed' rather than 'heavily armed'. Their attitude,
however, wasin the internationd language of people guarding gates everywhere. ‘Commander Sam
Vimes, Ankh-Morpork Ci- Ambassador from Ankh-Morpork,' said Vimes, handing one of them his
papers. At least it was not hard to assume alofty air with dwarfs.

To hissurprise, the document was read thoroughly, one dwarf looking over the other one's shoulder and
pointing out interesting sub

clauses. The officia sed was carefully examined.
One guard pointed to Cheery.'Kra'’k?”

'My officid guard,’ said Vimes. 'Included in "associated members of staff” on page two," he added
hepfully.

'Mhust searhch thy coash,’ said the guard.
'No. Diplomatic immunity,' said Vimes. Tdl 'em, Cheery.’

They listened to Cheery's urgent dwarfish. Then the other guard, whose face had indicated that there
was something on hismind and it was jumping up and down, nudged his companion and pulled him aside.

There was atorrent of whispers. Vimes couldn't understand, but he caught the word "Wilinus. And,
shortly afterwards, the word'hr grag’, dwarfish for ‘thirty".

'Oh gods,' he said. 'And adog?

'‘Good guess, Sir,' said Cheery.

The document was handed back hurriedly. Vimes could read the body language, even written smaller
than usuad: there was probably an expensive problem here, so the guards wereinclined to leaveit to

someone who earned more money than them.

One of them pulled a bellrope by the door. After some timethe door did open, revealing asmall room.



'We haveto goin, sr,' said Cheery.
‘But there's no other doors!’

Itsdl right, S’

Vimes stepped inside. The dwarfs did the door back, leaving them in the room, which waslit by asingle
candle.

'‘Some kind of waiting room? said Vimes.

Somewhere far off something wentclonk. Thefloor trembled for amoment and then Vimeshad an
uneasy sensation of movement.

"The room moves? he said.
'Yes, sr. Several hundred feet down, probably. | think it'sal done by counterweights.”

They stood slently, unsure of what to say, aswalls around them cresked and groaned. Then therewasa
rattle, a passng sensation of weight, and the room stopped moving.

"Wherever we're headed, keep your ears open,’ said Vimes. 'Something'sgoing on, | can fed it.’

The door did back. Vimeslooked out on to the night sky, underground. The starswere dl around him .
.. below him...

'l think we went down too far,’ he said. And then his brain made sense of what his eyes had seen. The
moving room had brought them out somewhere on the side of a huge cave. He waslooking at athousand
points of candlelight, spread out on the cavern floor and in other gdlleries. Now that he could grasp the

scale of things, he redlized that many of them were moving.

Theair wasfull of one huge sound made up of thousands of voices, echoed and re-echoed.
Occasiondly ashout or alaugh would stand out, but mostly it was just an endless sea of sound, beating

on the shores of the eardrum.
'| thought you peoplelived inlittle mines,’ said Vimes.
'Wdll, 1 thought humanslived in little cottages, ar," said Cheery, taking acandle from alarge rack
beside the door and lighting it. 'And then | saw Ankh-Morpork.'

There was something recognizable about the way the lights were moving. A whole congtdlation of them
was heading in towards one invisiblewall, where reflected light now indicated, very faintly, the mouth of a

largetunnd. In front of it wasarow of lights.

Think of it asalot of people heading for something that one row of peoplewas. . . guarding.

'People down there aren't happy,’ said Vimes. 'That looks like amob to me. Look, you can tell by the
way they move!

'‘Commander Vimes?



Heturned. In the gloom he could make out severd dwarfs, each with acandle fixed to hishemet. In
front of them was, presumably, another dwarf.

He'd seen dwarfslike thisin Ankh-Morpork, but always scurrying away. Thiswas adeep-down dwarf.
The robe it was wearing was made of overlapping leather plates. Instead of the smal round iron hemet
which Vimes had aways thought dwarfs were born with, it had apointed leather hat with more leather
flapsal round it. The one at the front had been tied up, to alow the wearer to look out at the world, or at
least that part of it that was underground. The generd effect was of amobile cone.

'Er, yes, that'sme,’ said Vimes.

'Welcome to Schmatzberg, your excellency. | am the King'sjar'ahk’haga, whichinyour language you
would call-

But Vimessips had been moving fast ashetried to trandate.
'ldess. . . taster? he said.

'Hah! That would be away of putting it, yes. My nameis Dee. Would you careto follow me? This
should not takelong.’

The figure swept away. One of the other dwarfs prodded Vimes very gently, indicating that he should
follow.

The sound from far below redoubled. Someone wasydling.

'Isthere aproblem? said Vimes, catching up with the fast-moving Dee.

"We have no problems!’

Ah, he'sdready lied to me, thought Vimes. Were being diplométic.

Vimestrailed after the dwarf through more caves. Or tunnéls. . . it was hard to tell, because in the
darkness VVimes could only rely on a sense of the space around him. Occasionally they passed the lighted
entrance to another cave or tunndl. Severa guards, with candles on their helmets, stood at each one.

The well-honed copper's radar was begping a him continuoudy. Something bad was going on. He could
smell thetension, the sense of quiet panic. The air wasthick with it. Occasondly other dwarfs scuttled
pag, distracted, on some mission. Somethingvery bad. People didn't know what to do next, so they
weretrying to doevery-thing. And, in the middle of this, important officers had to stop what they were
doing because some idiot from some distant city had to hand over apiece of paper.

Eventually adoor opened in the darkness. It led into alarge, roughly oblong cave that, with its
book-lined walls and paper-strewn tables, had the ook of an office about it.

'Do be seated, commander.'

A match burs into life. One candle waslit, dl lost and donein the dark.



'Wetry to make guestsfed welcome," said Dee, scuttling behind his desk. He pulled off his pointed hat
and, to Vimess amazement, put on apair of thick smoked glasses.

'Y ou had papers? he said. Vimes handed them over.

It sayshere"His Grace”,' the dwarf said, after reading them for awhile.

'Yes, that'sme!’

'‘And there'sasr.'

"That's me, too."

'And an excellency.’

"fraid s0." Vimes narrowed his eyes. 'l was blackboard monitor for awhile, too."
There was the sound of angry voices from behind adoor at the far end of the room.
"What does a blackboard monitor do? said Dee, raising hisvoice.

'What? Er, | had to clean the blackboard after lessons.’

The dwarf nodded. The voices grew louder, more intense. Dwarfish was such agood language to be
annoyed in.

'Erasing the teachings when they were learned!’ said Dee, shouting to be heard.
'Er, yes!'

‘A task given only to the trustworthy!'

'Could be, yes!'
Dee folded up the letter and handed it back, glancing briefly at Cheery.
'Well, these seem to bein order,' he said. "Would you care for adrink before you go?

‘Sorry? | thought | had to present myself to your king.' The swearing from the other side of the door was
threatening to burn through the woodwork.

'Oh, that won't be necessary’ said Dee. ‘At the moment he should. not be bothered with-'

“trivid matters? said Vimes. 'l thought it was how the thing ought to be done. | thought dwarfs dways
did the thing that ought to be done.’

‘At themoment it . . . would not be advisable,' said Dee, raising his voice again over the noise. 'I'm sure
you understand.’



‘Let'sassumeI'm very stupid,’ said Vimes.
'l assure you, your excellency, that what | see the King sees, and what | hear the King hears!’
"That's certainly true at the moment, isn't it?

Dee drummed hisfingers on hisdesk. Y our excellency, | have spent only long enoughinyour . . . city to
gain agenerd ingght into your ways, but | might fed you are making fun of me'’

'May | speak fredy?
'From what | have heard of you, your monitor-ship, you usudly do."
'Have you found the Scone of Stoneyet?

The expression on Deg'sfacetold Vimes that he had scored. And that, dmost certainly, the next thing
the dwarf said would be another lie.

'What a strange and untruthful thing to say! Thereisno possibility that the Scone could have
been stolen! This has been firmly declared! Thisisnot aliewe wish to hear repeated!’
"Youtold mel-' Vimestried. By the sound of it, therewas . afight going on behind the door now.

"The Scone will be seen by all at the coronation! Thisis not amatter for Ankh-Morpork or anyone else!
| protest at thisintrusion into our private affairs’

I merely-'
'Nor do we have to show the Scone to any pry-ing troublemaker! It isasacred trust and well guarded!”
Vimeskept quiet. Dee was better than Done It Duncan.

‘Every person leaving the Scone Caveis care-fully watched! The Scone cannot be removed! Itis
perfectly safel’ Dee was shouting now.

'Ah, | understand,’ said Vimes quietly.
'Good!'
'So, you haven'tfound it yet, then.’

Dee opened his mouth, shut it again, and then dumped back in his seet. 'l think, your grace, that you had
better-'

The door at the other end of the room rolled back. Another dwarf, cone-shaped in his robes, stamped
out, stopped, glared around him, went back through the door again, shouted some after-thoughtsto
whoever was beyond, and then made to head out of the room. He was brought up short when he amost
walked into Vimes.

The dwarf tilted its head to look up at him. There was no real facethere, just the suggestion of the glint



of angry eyes between the leather flaps.
'‘Arnak-Morporak?
Yes'

Vimes didn't understand the words that followed, but the nasty tone was unmistakable. The important
thing wasto keep smiling. That wasthe diplomatic way.

'‘Why, thank you,' hesaid. 'And may | say it-'
There was agrunt from the dwarf. He'd seen Cheery.
'Ha'ak!"he shouted.

Vimes heard agasp. There were other dwarfs clustered around the doorway. Then he glanced down at
Cheery. Her eyeswere shut. She was trembling.

'Who isthisdwarf? he said to Dee.

‘Thisis Albrecht Albrechtson,’ said the |deas Tagter.
"The runner-up?

'Yes,' said Dee hoarsely.

"Then can you tell the creature that if he usesthat word again in the presence of myself or any of my staff
there will be, aswe diplomats say, repercussions. Wrap that up in diplomacy and giveit to him, will you?

The corners of Vimess ears picked up a suggestion that not every dwarf listening was ignorant of the
language. A couple of dwarfswere dready heading purposefully towards them.

Dee babbled astream of hysterica dwarfish, just asthe other dwarfs caught up with the gaping Albrecht
and led him quietly but firmly away, but not before one of them had whispered something to the Ideas
Tader.

"The, er, the King wishes to see you," he mumbled.

Vimes looked towards the doorway. More dwarfs were hurrying through it now. Some of them were
dressed in what Vimes thought of as'normd’ dwarf clothing, othersin the heavy black leathers of the
deep-down clans. All of them glared at him asthey went past.

Then there wasjust empty floor, al the way to the door.

'Do you come too? he said.

‘Not unless he asksfor me," said Dee. | wish you luck, your monitorship.'

Beyond the door was aroom of bookshelves, stretching up, stretching away. Here and there acandle

merely changed the density of the darkness. There werelots of them, though, punctuating the distance.
Vimeswondered how big thisroom must be



'In hereisarecord of every marriage, every birth, every death, every movement of adwarf from one
mine to another, the successon of the king of each mine, every dwarf's progress throughk'zakra, mining
clams, the history of famous axes. . . and other matters of note," said a voice behind him. 'And perhaps

most importantly, every decision made under dwarf law for fifteen hundred yearsiswritten downin this
room, look you.'

Vimesturned. A dwarf, short even by dwarf standards, was standing behind him. He seemed to be
expecting areply.

'Er, every decison?
'Oh, yes!'
'Er, werethey al good? said Vimes.

"The important thing isthat they were dl made,' said the King. "'Thank you, young . . . dwarf, you may
sraighten up.'

Cheery was bowing.

‘Sorry, should | be doing that? said Vimes. "'You'e. . . not the King, are you?

'Not yet.'

1, I'm, I'm sorry, | was expecting someone more, ef . . .'

'‘Dogoon.'

... someonemore. .. kingly.'

The Low King sighed.

‘I meant . .. | mean, you look just like an ordinary dwarf,’ said Vimes weakly.

Thistimethe King smiled. He was dightly shorter than average for dwarfs, and dressed in the usua
amogt-uniform of leather and home-forged chain-mail. Helooked old, but dwarfs started looking old
around the age of five years and were still looking old three hundred years | ater, and he had that musical
cadence to his speech that Vimes associated with LIamedos. If he'd asked Vimesto pass the ketchup in
Gimlet's Whole Food Delicatessen, Vimes wouldn't have given him asecond |ook.

Thisdiplomacy busness,' said the King, 'Are you getting the hang of it, do you think?

‘It doesn't come easy, | must admit . . . er, your majesty.’

'l believe you have been, until now, awatchman in Ankh-Morpork?

'Er, yes!

'‘And you had afamous ancestor, | believe, who was aregicide?



Hereit comes, thought Vimes. 'Y ers, Stoneface Vimes,' he said, aslevelly as possible. 'I've dways
thought that was a bit unfair, though. It was only one king. It wasn't asif it was ahobby.'

‘But you don't like kings," said the dwarf.

I don't meet many, Sr," said Vimes, hoping that thiswould passfor adiplomatic answer. It seemed to
satidy theKing.

I went to Ankh-Morpork once, when | was ayoung dwarf,’ he said, walking towards along table piled
highwith scrolls

'Er, redly?

‘Lawn ornament, they called me. And . . . what wasit . . . ah, yes. . . shortarse. Some children threw
stones at me.'

I'm sorry.
'l expect you'll tell methat sort of thing doesn't happen any more.’
'It doesn't happen as much. But you aways get idiots who don't move with the times!’

TheKing 'gave Vimes apiercing glance. 'Indeed. Thetimes. . . But now they're dways
Ankh-Morpork's times, see?

'I'm sorry?

"When people say "We must move with thetimes,” they redly mean ™Y ou must do it my way." And there
are some who would say that Ankh-Morpork is. . . akind of vampire. It bites, and what it bitesit turns
into copies of itsalf. It sucks, too. It seemsal our best go to AnkhMorpork, where they livein squalor.
Youleaveusdry.'

Vimeswas at aloss. It was clear that the little figure now ditting at the long table was alot brighter than
he was, dthough right now hefdt asdim asapenny candlein any case. It was aso clear that the King
hadn't dept for quite sometime. He decided to go for honesty.

‘Can't redly answer that, S, he said, adopting avariant on histalking-to -V etinari gpproach. 'But...'
'Yes?

‘I'dwonder . . . you know, if | wasaking . . . I'd wonder why people were happier living in squalor in
Ankh-Morpork than staying back home. . . gr.’

'Ah. You'retdling me how | should think, now?

'No, gr. Just how | think. There's dwarf barsal over Ankh-Morpork, and they've got mining tools
wired to thewall, and there's dwarfsin 'em every night quaffing beer and singing sad songs about how
they wish they were back in the mountains digging for gold. But if you said to them, fine, the gate's open,
off you go and send us a postcard, they'd say, "Oh, well, yeah I'd love to, but we've just got the new
workshop finished . . . Maybenext year well go to Uberwad.™



"They come back to the mountainsto die," said the King.
Theylive in Ankh-Morpork.'

'Why isthis, do you think?

'l couldn't say. Because no onetdls them how to, | suppose.’
'And now you want our gold and iron,’

said the King. 'Istherenothing we can keep?

'‘Don't know about that either, Sir. | wasn't trained for thisjob.’

The King muttered something under his breath. Then, much louder, he said, 'l can offer you no favours,
your excellency. These are diffi-cult times, see’

‘But my redl jobisfinding thingsout,’ said Vimes, 'If thereisanything that | could do to-'

The King thrust the papers at Vimes. 'Y our letters of accreditation, your excellency. Their contents have
been noted!"

And that shutsme up, Vimesthought.

'l would ask you one thing, though,' the King went on.

'Yes, Sr?

‘Redlythirty men and adog?

'No. There were only seven men. | killed one of them because | had to.'

'How did the others die?

'Er, victims of circumstance, Sir.'

'Wdll, then . . . your secret is safe with me. Good morning, Miss Littlebottom.’

Cheery looked stunned.

The King gave her abrief amile. 'Ah, therights of the individua, afamous Ankh-Morpork invention, or
33 ?g%iy Thank you, Dee, hisexcdlency wasjust leaving. Y ou may send in the Copperhead

AsVimeswas ushered out he saw another party of dwarfs assembled in the anteroom. One or two of
them nodded at him asthey were herded in.

Dee turned back to Vimes. 'l hope you didn't tire hismajesty.’

'‘Someone el se has already been doing that, bythelook of it.'



These are deeplesstimes,’ said the Ideas Tadter.

‘Scone turned up yet? said Vimesinnocently.

"Y our excellency, if you persst in this attitude a complaint will go to your Lord Vetinari!'
'He does so look forward to them. Wasit thisway out?

It wasthe last word said until Vimes and his guards were back in the coach and the doors to daylight
were opening ahead of them.

Out of the corner of his- eye Vimes saw that Cheery was shaking.

‘Certainly hitsyou, doesn't it, the cold air after the warmth underground. . ." he ventured.

Cheery grinned in relief. 'Yes, it does,' she said.

'Seemed quite adecent sort,' said Vimes. "What was that he muttered when | said | hadn't been trained?
'Hesad, "Who has?', sir'

‘It sounded likeit. All that arguing . . . it'snot acase of Sitting on the throne and saying, "Do this, do
that,” then.'

‘Dwarfs are very argumentative, Sr. Of course, many wouldn't agree. But none of the big dwarf clansare
happy about this. Y ou know how it is the Copperheads didn't want Albrecht, and the Schmaltzbergers
wouldn't support anyone called Glodson, the Ankh-Morpork dwarfs were split both ways, and Rhys
comes from alittle coamining clan near Llamedos that isn't important enough to be on anyonessde. . .
"Y ou mean he didn't get to be king because
everyoneliked him but because no one didiked him enough?

That'sright, gr.’

Vimes glanced at the crumpled | etters that the King had thrust into his hand. By daylight he could seethe
faint scribble on one corner. There werejust two words.

MIDNIGHT, SEE?

Humming to himself, he tore the piece of paper off and rolled it into aball.

'And now for the damn vampire,’ he said.

'‘Don't worry, gr,' said Cheery. 'What's the worst she can do? Bite your head off?

"Thank you for that, corpora. Tell me. . . those robes some of the dwarfs were wearing. | know they
wear them on the surface so they're not polluted by the nasty sunlight, but why wear . them down there?

It'straditiond, gir. Er, they wereworn by the. . . wdl, it'swhat you'd call the knockermen, sir.'



'What did they do?
'Well, you know about firedamp? It's agas you get in mines sometimes. It explodes.’
Vimes saw theimagesin hismind as Cheery explained.. . .

The minerswould clear the area, if they were lucky. And the knockerman would go in wearing layer
after layer of chain-mail and leather, carrying his sack of wicker globes stuffed with ragsand oil. And his
long pole. And hisdingshot.

Down in themines, dl done, hed hear the knockers. Agi Hammerthief and dl the other things that made
noises, deep under the earth.

There could be no light, because light would mean sudden, roaring desth. The knockerman would fed!
hisway through the utter dark, far below the surface.

Therewas atype of cricket that lived in the mines. It chirruped loudly in the presence of firedamp. The
knockerman would have onein abox, tied to his hat.

When it sang, a knockerman who was either very confident or extremely suicidal would step back, light
the torch on the end of his pole and thrust it ahead of him. The more careful knockerman would step
back rather more, and dingshot aball of burning ragsinto the unseen deeth. Either way, hed trust in his
thick leather clothesto protect him from the worst of the blast.

Initially the dangerous trade did not run in families, because who'd marry aknockerman? They were
dead dwarfs waking. But sometimes ayoung dwarf would ask to become one; hisfamily would be
proud, wave him goodbye, and then speak of him asif he was dead, because that made it easier.

Sometimes, though, knockermen came back. And the onesthat survived went on to survive again,
because surviving isamatter of practice. And sometimesthey would talk alittle of whet they heard, all
aloneinthe degp mines. . . thetap-tapping of dead dwarfstrying to get back into the world, the distant
laughter of Agi Hammerthief, the heartbest of the turtle that carried the world.

Knockermen became kings.
Vimes, ligening with his mouth open,

wondered why the hell it wasthat dwarfs believed that they had no religion and no priests. Being adwarf
was areligion. People went into the dark for the good of the clan, and heard things, and were changed,
and came back to tell...

And then, fifty years ago, adwarf tinkering in Ankh-Morpork had found that if you put asmple .fine
mesh over your lantern flameit'd burn bluein the presence of the gas but wouldn't explode. It wasa
discovery of immense value to the good of dwarfkind and, as so often happens with such discoveries,
amogt immediately led to awar.

'‘And afterwards there were two kinds of dwarf,’ said Cheery sadly. 'There's the Copperheads, who al
use the lamp and the patent gas exploder, and the Schmatzbergers, who stick to the old ways. Of course
we'redl dwarfs,' shesaid, ‘but relations are rather . . . strained.’

I bet they are.’



'Oh, no, al dwarfsrecognize the need for the Low King, it'sjustthat . . .'
" . they don't quite see why knockermen are ill so powerful ?
It'sall very sad," said Cheery. 'Did | tell you my brother Snorey went off to be a knockerman?

'l don't think so.'

'He died in an explosion somewhere under Borogravia. But he was doing what he wanted to do." After a
moment she added, conscientioudy, 'Well, up to the moment when the blast hit him. After that, | don't
think 0.’

Now the coach was rumbling up the mountain on one side of the town. Vimeslooked down at thelittle
round helmet beside him. Funny how you think you know about people, he thought.

The whedl s clattered over the wood of a drawbridge.

As castles went, this one looked as though it could be taken by asmall squad of not very efficient
soldiers. Its builder had not been thinking about fortifications. Hed been influenced by fairytaes and
possibly by some of the more ornamenta sorts of cake. It was a castle for looking at. For defence,
putting a blanket over your head might be marginaly safer.

The coach stopped in the courtyard. To Vimess amazement, afamiliar figurein ashabby black coat
came shuffling up to open the door.

‘Igor?

'Y eth, marthter?

'What the hdll are you doing here?

'Er, I'm opening thith here door, marthter,’ said Igor.
‘But why aren't you-?

Thenit sole over Vimesthat Igor was different. ThisIgor had both eyes the same colour, and some of
his scarswerein different places.

‘Sorry," he mumbled. 'l thought you were Igor.’

'Oh, you mean mycouthin Igor,’ said Igor. '‘He workth down at the embathy. How'th he getting on?
'Er, he'slooking . . . well,' said Vimes. 'Pretty . . . well. Yes!

'Did he mention how Igor'th getting on, thur? said Igor, shambling away so fast that Vimes had

to run to keep up. 'Only none of uth have heard from him, not even Igor, who'th awayth been very
clothe’

'I'm sorry? Isyour whole family called Igor?



'Oh, yeth, thur. It avoidth confuthion.’
‘It does?

'Y eth, thur. Anyone who ith anyone in Uberwad wouldn't dream of employing any other thervant but an
Igor. Ah, here we are, thur. The mithtreth ith exthpecting you.'

They'd walked under an arch and Igor was opening adoor with far more studsin it than was
respectable. Thisled to ahdlway.

'Are you sure you want to come? said Vimesto Cheery. 'Sheisavampire.’
"Vampires don't worry me, Sir.’
‘Lucky for you,' said Vimes. He glanced at the slent Tantony. The man waslooking strained.

"Tdl our friend here he won't be needed and hel's to wait for usin the coach, the lucky devil,’ he said.
‘But don't trandate that last bit.'

Igor opened an inner door as Tantony dmost ran out of the hdl. 'Hith grathe hith exthel lenthy-'

'Ah, Sir Samudl,' said Lady Margolotta. ‘Do comein. | know you don't like being your grace. Isn't this
tiresome? But it has to be done, doesn't it?

It wasn't what held expected. Vampires weren't supposed to wear pearls, or jumpersin pink. In Vimess
world they didn't wear sensibleflat shoes, either. Or have asitting room in which every conceivable piece
of furniture was upholstered in chintz.

Lady Margolottalooked like someone's mother, athough possibly someone who'd had an expensive
education and a pony called Fidget. She moved like someone who had grown used to her body and, in
general, looked like what Vimes had heard described as 'awoman of a certain age'. Hed never been
quite certain what age that was.

But . . . thingsweren't quite right. There werebats embroidered on the pink jumper, and the pattern on
thefurniture had asort of . . . bat look. Thelittle dog with abow round its neck, lying curled on a
cushion, looked more like arat than adog. Vimeswasless certain about that one, though; dogs of that

nature tended to look a bit rat-like in any case. The effect was as if someone had read the music but had
never heard it played.

He redized she was politely waiting for him and bowed, iffly.

'Oh, don't bother with that, please,’ said Lady Margolotta. 'Do take a seat.' She walked over to a
cabinet and opened it. 'Do you fancy aBull's Blood?

'Isthat the drink with the vodka? Because-'

'No, said Lady Margolottaquietly. This, | am afraid, isthe other kind. Still, ve have that in common,
don't ve? Neither of usdrinks... dcohal. | believe you ver an alcohalic, Sir Samud .’

'No," said Vimes, completely taken aback. 'l wasadrunk. Y ou have to bericher than | wasto be an



acohalic!

'Ah, vell said. | have lemonade, if you vish.

And Miss Littlebottom? Ve don't have beer, you'll be pleased to hear.'

Cheery looked at Vimesin amazement. 'Er, perhaps asherry? she said.
‘Certainly. You may leave us, Igor. Isn't he atreasure? she added as Igor retired.

'He certainly looks as though he'sjust been dug up,’ said Vimes. Thiswas not going according to his
mental script.

'Oh, dl Igorslook like that. He's been in the family for dmost two hundred years. Most of him, anyway .’
‘Redly?

‘Extremdy popular vith the young ladies, for some reason. All Igorsare. I'vefound it best not to
speculate vhy.' Lady Margolottagave Vimes abright smile. 'ydll, herésto your stay, Sir Samud .’

"Y ou-know alot about me," said Vimes weakly.

'Most of it good, | assure you,' she said. 'Although you're inclined. to forget your papervork, you get
exagperated eadlly, you are far too sentimental, you regret your own lack of education and distrust
erudition in others, you are immensely proud of your city and you vonder if you may be aclasstraitor.
My ... friendsin Ankh-Morpork were unable to find out anything very bad and, believe me, they are
pretty good at that sort of thing. And you loathe vampires.'

o

'Quite understandable. V ere dreadful people, by and large.’

‘But you-'

'l try to look on the bright side," said Lady

Margolotta. '‘But, anyvay - how did you like the King?

'Hesvery . .. quiet, said Vimesthe diplomat.

"Try cunning. He vill have found out alot more about you than you did about him, I'm sure. Vould you
likeabiscuit? | don't eat them mysdlf, of course, but there's alittle man down in the town who does
vonderful chocolate. Igor?

'Y eth, mithtreth,’ said Igor. Vimes nearly sprayed hislemonade across the room.

'Hewas out of the room!" he said. 'l saw him go! | heard the door shut!"

'lgor has strange vays. Do give Sir Samud anapkin, Igor.'



'Y ou said the King was cunning,' said Vimes, mopping lemonade off his breeches.

Igor put down aplate of biscuits and shuffled out of the room.

'Did I?No, | don't think | could possibly have said that. It's not the diplomatic thing to say,’ said Lady
Margolotta smoothly. 'I'm sure ve dl support the new Low King, the choice of dvarfdom in generd, even
if they thought they ver getting atraditionaist and got an unknown quantity.’

'Did you just say that last bit? said Vimes, awash on asea of diplomacy and damp trousers.
'‘Absolutely not. Y ou know their Scone of Stone has been stolen?

‘They say it hasn't, said Vimes.

'Do you believe them?

No.

"The coronation cannot go ahead vithout it, did you know that?

'Well haveto wait until they bake another one? said Vimes.

'No. There vill be no more Low Kings,' said Lady Margolotta. 'Legitimacy, you see. The Scone
represents continuity al the vay to B'hrian Bloodaxe. They say he sat onit whileit is till soft and left his
impression, asit were.'

"Y ou mean kingship has passed from bubackside to backside?

'Humans believe in crowns, don't they?

'Yes, but a least they're at the other end!’

"Thrones, then." Lady Margolotta sighed. 'People set such store by strange things. Crowns. Relics.
Garlic. Anyway, therevill beacivil var over the leadership which Albrecht will surdly vin, and helll cease
al trading with AnkhMorpork. Did you know that? He thinks the placeis evil

'| knowitis,' said Vimes. 'And | livethere'

'I've heard that he plansto declare all dwarfsthered'hrarak,” the vampire went on. Vimes heard Cheery
gasp. ‘It means "not dwarfs'.’

"That's very big of him," said Vimes. 'l shouldn't think our ladsll worry about that."
'Um," said Cheery.

'Quite s0. The young lady looks vorried, and you'd do vell to listen to her, Sir Samud.'
'Excuse me," said Vimes, 'but what isal thisto you?

"You redly don't drink at al, Sr Samue?



No.
‘Not even vun?
'No," said Vimes, more sharply. "Y ou'd know that if you knew anything about-'

'Y et you keep haf abottle in your bottom drawer as a sort of permanent test,’ said Lady Margolotta
'Now that, Sir Samuel, suggests aman who vears his hair shirtson theinside.”

'l want to know who's been saying al thig!'
Lady Margolottasighed. Vimes got theimpression that held failed another test. 'l amrich, Sr Samud.

Vampirestend to be. Didn't you know? Lord Vetinari, | know, believesthat information is currency. But

everyvun knowsthat currency has dvays been information. Money doesn't need to talk, it merely hasto
ligen.

She stopped and sat watching Vimes, asif she'd suddenly decided to listen. Vimes moved
uncomfortably under the steedy gaze.

'How isHavelock Vetinari? she said.

‘The Patrician?Oh.. . . fine!'

'He must be quite old now.’

'I've never redly been certain how old heis,' said Vimes. 'About my age, | suppose.’

Then she stood up suddenly. This has been an interesting meeting, Sir Samud. | trust Lady Sybil isvell?
'Er, yes!

'‘Good. | am so glad. Vevill meet again, | am sure. Igor vill see you out. My regards to the Baron, vhen
you see him. Pat him on the head for me!'

'What the hell wasthat al about, Cheery? said Vimes, asthe coach set off down the hill again.
'Which bit, Sir?

‘Practically dl of it, really. Why should AnkhMorpork dwarfs object if someone saysthey're not dwarfs?
Theyknow they're dwarfs.'

"They won't be subject to dwarf law, S’

I didn't know they were!'

'l mean, it'slike. .. how you liveyour life, Sr. Marriages, burids, that sort of thing. Marriageswon't be
legal. Old dwarfswon't be alowed to be buried back home. And that'd be terrible. Every dwarf dreams
of going back home when hel's old and starting up alittle mine.’

'Every dwarf? Even the ones who wereborn in Ankh-Morpork?



'Home can mean all sorts of things, Sir,' said Cheery. 'There's other things, too. Contracts won't be vaid.
Dwarfslike good solid rules, g

'We've got lawsin Ankh-Morpork, too. More or less!’

‘Between themselves dwarfs prefer to use their own, gr.'

'l bet the Copperhead dwarfswon't like it if that happens.'

'Yes, ar. Therell beasplit. And another war.' She sighed.

'But why was she going on about drink?

'l don't know, g

'l don't like 'em. Never have done, never will.'

'Yes, gr.'

'Did you seethat rat?

'Yes, ar.!

'l think shewaslaughing a me."

The coach rolled through the streets of Bonk once more.

'How bigawar?

'A worse one than the one fifty years ago, | expect,’ said Cheery.
'l don't recall people talking about that one,’ said Vimes.

'Most humans didn't know abouit it," said Cheery. "It mostly took place underground. Undermining
passages and digging invasion tunnels and so on. Perhaps afew houses fell into mysterious holesand
people didn't get their cod, but that was about it."

'Y ou mean dwarfsjust try to collgpse mines on other dwarfs?
'Oh, yes!'

'l thought you were dl law-abiding?

'Oh, yes, sr. Very law-abiding. Just not very merciful '

Y e gods, thought Vimes, as the coach rolled over the bridge in the centre of thetown, | haven't been
sent to a coronation. I've been sent to awar that hasn't started yet.

He glanced up. Tantony was watching him intently, but looked away quickly.



Lady Margolottawatched the coach until it reached the gates of the town. She stood back alittle from
the window. There was adight overcast, but habits of preservation died hard.

"Vhat avery angry man, Igor.’

'Y eth, mithtreth.’

Y ou can seeit piling up behind his patience. | vonder how far he can be pushed?

'I've brought the hearthe around, mithtreth.’

'Oh, isit that late? We'd better be going, then. Everyvun fedls despondent if | missamesting, you know.'

The castle on the other side of the valley was much more rugged than Lady Margol otta's confectionery
item. Even o, the gates were wide open and didn't ook as though they were often closed.

The main door wastall and heavy-looking. The only thing that suggested it hadn't been ordered from the
standard castle catal ogue was the smdller, narrow door, afew feet high, setintoit.

'What's that for? said Vimes. 'Even adwarf would bump their head.'
'l suppose it depends on what shape you are when you go in,’ said Cheery darkly.

The main door opened as soon as Vimes had laid his hand on the wolf's-head knocker. But he was
reedy thistime. .

'‘Good morning, Igor, he said.

‘Good day, your exthdllenthy," said Igor, bowing.

'Igor and Igor send their regards, Igor.'

"Thank you, your exthellenthy. Thinthe you mention it, could | put aparthel on your coach for Igor?
Y ou mean the [gor at the embassy?

‘That'thwho | thaid, thur,’ said Igor patiently. 'He athked meif | could lend him ahand.’

'Y es, no problem there!’

'Good. It'th well wrapped up and the ithe will keep it nithe and freth. Would you thtep thith way? The
marthter ith changing at the moment.'

Igor shambled into awide hdl, one side of which was mostly fireplace, and bowed out.

'Did he say what | thought he said? said Vimes. 'About the hand and ice?

'It'snot what it sounds like, gir," said Cheery.



'l hope so. My gods, look at that damned thing!'

A hugered flag hung from the rafters. In the middle of it was ablack wolf's head, its mouth full of
gylized flashes of lightning.

"Their new flag, | think," said Cheery.

'l thought it was just a crest with the doubledheaded bat?

'Perhaps they thought it was time for achange, Sir-'

'Ah, your excellency! 1sn't Sybil with you?

The woman who had entered was Angua, but padded somewhat with years. She was wearing along,
loose green gown, very old fashioned by Ankh-Morpork standards, although there are some styles that

never go out of date on theright figure. She was brushing her hair as she walked acrossthe floor.

'Er, sheé's staying at the embassy today. We had rather adifficult journey. Y ou would be the Baroness
Serafine von Uberwald?

'‘And you're Sam Vimes. Syhil'sletters are dl about you. The Baron won't belong. We were out hunting
and lost track of time.”

'I expect it'salot of work, seeing to the horses," said Vimes politely.
Serafine's smile went strange for amoment. 'Hah. Yes,' shesaid. 'Can | get Igor to fetch you adrink?
'No, thank you.'

She sat down on one of the overstuffed chairs and beamed at him. 'Y ou've met the new king, your
excelency?

Thismorning.'

'l believe hel's having trouble.’

'What makes you think that? said Vimes.

Serafine looked startled. 'l thought everyone knew?

'Wéll, I've hardly been here five minutes,’ said Vimes. 'l probably don't count as everyone.’
Now, he was pleased to note, she looked puzzled.

'We. .. just heard there was some problem,’ she said.

'Oh, well ... anew king, acoronation to organize. . . A few problems are bound to occur, he said.
Wéll, hethought, so thisisdiplomacy. It'slikelying, only to a better class of people.

'Yes. Of course



'‘Anguaiswdl,' said Vimes.
'Areyou sure you won't have adrink? said Serafine quickly, standing up. ‘Ah, hereis my husband-'

The Baron entered the room like awhirlwind that had swept up severa dogs. They bounded ahead of
him and danced around him.

'Hdlo! Hdlo!' he boomed.

Vimes|looked a an enormous man - not fat, not tall, just built to perhaps one-tenth over scale. He didn't
s0 much have aface with abeard as a beard with, peeking over the top in that narrow gap between the
moustache and the eyebrows, small remnants of face. He bore down on Vimesin acloud of legping
bodies, hair and asmdl of old carpets.

Vimes was ready for the handshake when it came, but even so had to grimace as his bones were ground
together.

'‘Good of you to come, hey? Heard so much about you!'

But not enough, Vimes thought. He wondered if held ever have the use of his hand again. It was lill
being gripped. The dogs had transferred their attention to him. He was being sniffed.

'Greatest respect for Ankh-Morpork, hey? said the Baron.
'Er . .. good, said Vimes. Blood was getting no further than hiswrigt.

'Have seat!" the Baron barked. Vimes had been trying to avoid the word, but that was exactly how the
man spoke - in short, sharp sentences, every one an exclamation.

He was herded towards achair. Then the Baron let go of his hand and flung himsdlf on to the huge
carpet, the excited dogs piling on top of him.

Serafine made a noise somewhere between agrowl and the Tch!" of wifely disapprova. Obediently the
Baron pushed the dogs aside and flung himsdlf into achair.

'Y oull haveto take us as you find us, said Serafine, smiling with her mouth aone. 'This has dways been
averyinformal household.'

It'savery nice place, said Vimes weakly, staring around the enormous room. Trophy headslined the
walls, but at least there were no trolls. No weapons, either. There were no spears, no rusty old swords,
not even abroken bow, which was practicaly againgt the law of castle furnishing. He stared at the wall
again, and then a the carving over the fireplace. And then his gaze travelled down.

One of the dogs, and Vimes had to be clear abouit this - he was using the term dogs merely because they
were indoors and that was a place where the word wolf was not usually encountered - was watching
him. He'd never seen such an appraising ook on acregturésface. It was weighing him up.

There was something familiar about the pale gold hair that was asort of mane. In fact it looked quitelike
Angua, but heavier set. And there was another difference, which was smdl yet horribly significant. Like
Angua, it had this sense of movement stilled; but whereas Anguaaways looked asif she was poised to
flee, this one looked poised to leap.



"The embassy isto your liking? We owned it, you know, beforewe soldittoLordV ... Ve.. .
'Vetinari,' said Vimes, reluctantly taking his eyes off the wolf.
'Of course, your people made alot of changes,” she went on.

'Weve made afew more,' said Vimes, recalling al those patches of shiny woodwork where the hunting
trophies had been removed. 'l must say | was redlly impressed with the bathroo- I'm sorry?

There had been dmost ayelp from the Baron. Serafinewas glaring at her husband.

'Yes,' shesaid sharply, 'l gather interesting things have been done!’

'Y ou're S0 lucky to have the thermd springs,’ said Vimes. Andthis was diplomacy too, he thought, when
you let your mouth chatter away while you watched people's eyes. It'sjust like being acopper. 'Syhil
wants to go to take the waters at Bad Helsses Bad-'

Behind him he heard afaint growl from the Baron and saw the look of annoyance flash across Serafine's
face.

'I'm saying thewrong thing? he said innocently.

'My-husband isalittle unwell a the moment,’ said Serafine, in the specia wife voice which Vimes
recognized as meaning 'He think's he's fine right now but just you wait until | get him aone.’

'| suppose I'd better present my credentias,’ said Vimes, pulling out the | etter.
Serafine reached across quickly and took it from hishand. 'l shdl read it,' she said, smiling sweetly. 'Of
coursg, it'samereformaity. Everyone's heard of Commander Vimes. | mean no offence, of course, but

we were alittle surprised when the Patrician-'

'Lord Vetinari,' said Vimes hepfully, putting adight stress on the first syllable and hearing the growl on
cue.

'Yes, indeed . . . said that you would be coming. We were expecting one of themore. . . experienced . .
. diplomats.’

'Oh, | can hand around the thin cucumber sandwiches like anything,' said Vimes. 'And if you want little
golden balls of chocolate piled up in aheap, I'm your man.’

She gave him adow, blank stare. "Y our pardon, your excellency,’ she said. 'Morporkian isnot my first
Janguage and | fear we may have inadvertently mided one another. | gather that you are, inred life, a
policeman?

'Inred life, yes' said Vimes,

'Weve dways been againgt apoliceforcein Bonk,' said the Baroness. 'Wefed it interfereswith the
liberties of theindividud .

'Well, | have certainly heard that argument advanced,’ said Vimes. 'Of course, it depends on whether the



individua you are thinking of isyoursdf or the one climbing out of the bathroom' - he noted the grimace
-‘window with the family slver inasack.'

"Happily, security has never been aproblem for us,' said Serafine.
I'm not surprised,’ said Vimes. 'l mean . . . because of all thewalls and gates and things.

'l do hope you will bring Sybil to the reception this evening. But | seethat we are keeping you, and |
know you must have much to do. Igor will show you out.'

'Y eth, mithtreth,’ said Igor, behind Vimes.

Vimes could fed theriver of fury building up behind the levees of hismind. 'I'll tell Sergeant Anguayou
asked after her," he said, standing up.

'Indeed,’ said Serafine.

‘But right now I'm looking forward to aredly rdlaxingbath," said Vimes, and watched with satisfaction as
both the Baron and hiswife flinched. ‘Good day to you.'

Cheery marched along beside him across the ha lway.
‘Don't say aword until were out of here," hissed Vimes.
'Sr?

'‘Because | want to get out of here,' said Vimes.

Severd of the dogs had followed them out.

They weren't growling, they hadn't bared their teeth, but they were carrying themselves with rather more
purpose than Vimes had come to associate with groin-sniffersin general.

'I've put the parthel in the coach, your exthdlenthy' said Igor, opening the coach door and knuckling his
forehead.

'l besure to giveittolgor, said Vimes.
'Oh, not to Igor, thur. Thithith forlgor.'
'Oh, right."

Vimeslooked out of the windows as the horsestrotted away. The golden-haired wolf had cometo the
steps and was watching him leave.

He sat back as the coach rumbled out of the castle and closed his eyes. Cheery was wise enough to
remain slent.

'No wegpons on thewalls, did you notice? he said, after awhile. Hiseyeswere till shut, asif hewas
looking at a picture on the back of them. 'Most castles like that have the things hanging dl over the place.’



'Wdll, theyare werewolves, sir.’

'Does Angua ever talk about her parents?

'No, sir’

"They didn't want to talk about her, that's certain.' Vimes opened hiseyes. 'Dwarfs? he sad. 'I've aways
got on with dwarfs. And werewolves. . . well, never had a problem with werewolves. So why isthe only
person who hasn't tried to blow me out this morning the blood-sucking vampire?

'l don't know, Sir.'

'Big fireplace they had.’

'Werewolvesliketo deep in front of thefire at night, sir,’ said Cheery.

"The Baron certainly didn't seem comfortablein achair, | spotted that. And what was the motto carved
into that great big mantelpiece?'Homini. . ."'

"'Homo Homini Lupus',sir,’ said Cheery. ‘It means "Every man isawolf to another man”.’
'Hah! Why haven't | promoted you, Cheery?

‘Because | get embarrassed about shouting at other people, sir. Sir, did you notice the strange thing
about the trophiesthey had on thewall?

Vimes shut hiseyes again. 'Stag, bears, somekind of mountain lion . . . What're you asking me,
corporal?

'And did you notice something just below them?
‘Let'ssee. . . | think there was just space below them.'
'Yes, dr. With three hooksinit. Y ou could just make them out.'

Vimes hesitated. 'Do you mean,” he said carefully, ‘three hooks that might have had trophies hanging
from them until they were removed?

"Very much that sort of hook, sir, yes. Only perhaps the heads haven't been hung up yet.'
"Trolls heads?

'Who knows, sir?

The coach entered the town.

'Cheery, have you till got that silver chainmail vest you used to have?

'Er, no, Sir. | stopped wearing it because it seemed abit didoyal to Angua, sir. Why?

"Just a passing thought. Oh, ye gods, isthat Igor's parcel under the seat?



'l think s0, gir. But look, | know about Igors. If that'sared hand, the original owner hasn't got ause for
it, believeme.’

"What? He cuts bits off dead people?

‘Better than live people, ar.'

'Y ou know what | mean!’

'Sir, it's considered good manners, if one of the Igors has helped you, to put it in your will that they can

help themsdvesto any . . . partsthat might help someone else. They never ask for any money. People

just carry little cards. They're very respected in Uberwad. Very good men with ascapel and aneedle.
It'sakind of vocation, redly.’

‘But they're covered in scars and stitches!'
"They won't do to anyone el'se what they're not prepared to try on themselves!'

Vimes decided to explore the full horror of this. It took hismind off the missing trophies. ‘Arethere any .
.. lgorinas? |gorettes?

'Well, any Igor is considered agood catch for ayoung lady. . .
'Heis?

'And their daughterstend to be very attractive.

'Eyes at the same height, that sort of thing?

'Oh, yes!'

But the door, when it was finally opened in response to impatient knocking, revealed not the switchback
features of Igor but the business end of Detritus's crossbow, which was marginaly worse.

It'sus, sergeant,’ said Vimes.

The crossbow was removed, and the door opened further.
‘Sorry, Sir, but you said | wasto be on guard,’ said Detritus.
"There's no need to-'

‘Igor'sbeen hurt, sir.'

Igor was Sitting in the huge kitchen, abandage round his head. Lady Sybil wasfussng over him.

I went to look for him a couple of hours ago and there he was, flat on the snow,' she said. Sheleaned
closer to Sam Vimes. 'He doesn't remember very much.'



'Can you recall what you were doing, old chap? said Vimes, sitting down.

Igor gave him ableary look. 'Well, thur, | went out to unpack the foodthtuffth from the other coach, and
I'd jutht got hold of thomething and then al the lightth went out, thur. | reckon | mutht've thlipped.'

'Or someone hit you?

Igor shrugged. For amoment both of his shoulderswere a the same level.

"There's nothing on the coach worth stedling!" said Lady Sybil.

'Not unless someone was dying for aknuckle sandwich,’ said Vimes. 'Was anything taken?

'| checked everyt'ing againgt der list her ladyship gave me, air,' said Detritus, meeting Vimess gaze.
'Dere wasn't anyfing missing, sr.'

I'll just go and take alook for mysdlf,’ said Vimes.

When they were outside he walked over to the coach and looked at the snow around it. The cobbles
were visible here and there. Then helooked up at the grating.

‘All right, Detritus,' he said. 'Tak tome!'

‘Just afedin’, gr,' rumbled thetroll. ‘I know "fick” ismy middle name. . .’

'l didn't know you had afirst name, sergeant.’

'I don't fink dis was one of dem accidents dat happens by accident.'
'Hemight have falen off the coach when hewas unloading it,' said Vimes.
'An’' | might bethe Fairy Clinkerbdl, air.'

Vimeswasimpressed. Thiswas|owtemperature thinking from Detritus.

'Der street doorsisopen,’ said Detritus. 'l reckon Igor disturbed someone who was pinchin' stuff.’
‘But you said nothing was missing.’
'Maybe der thief took fright, Sir.’

'What, at seeing Igor? Could be. . '

Vimeslooked at the bags and boxes. Then helooked again. Things had been thrown down any old
how. That wasn't how you unpacked a coach, unless you were looking for something in areal hurry.

Who'd go to these lengths to steal food?

'Nothing was missing. . ." He rubbed his chin. "Whopacked the coach, Detritus?

'Dunno, gir. | fink her ladyship just ordered alot of stuff.’



'‘And weleft inabit of arush, too . . ." Vimes stopped. Best to leaveit there. He had an idea but, well,
where was the evidence? Y ou could say: nothing that should have been there was missing, so what must
have been taken was something thatshouldn't have been there.

No. For now, it was just something to remember.

They waked into the hall, and Vimess eyefdl on apile of cards on atable by the door.

'Der'sbeen alot of vistors,' said Detritus.

Vimestook ahandful of cards. Some of them had gold edging.

'Dem diplomatics al want you to come for drinky-poos an' stories about chickens,' the troll added
hdpfully.

'Cocktalils, | think you'l find, said Vimes, reading through the pasteboards. ‘Hmm, Klatch . . . Muntab .
..Genua. .. Lancre. .. Lancre?It'sakingdom you could spit across! They've got an embassy here?

'No, sir, mostly dey've got aletterbox.’

'Will wedl fitin?

'Dey've rented ahouse for der coronation, Sir.'
Vimes dropped the invitations back on to the table.

'l don't think | can face any of this stuff,’ he said. "A man can only drink so much fruit juice and listen to
so many bad jokes. Where's the nearest clacks tower, Detritus?

‘About fifteen miles Hubwards, Sr.'

'I'd like to find out what's going on back home. | think that this afternoon Lady Syhbil and | will have a
nice quiet ridein the country. It take her mind off things''

And then hethought, I'll wait until midnight, see?
Andit'sdill only lunchtime.

Inthe end Vimestook Igor as driver and guide, and the guards Tantony and the one he would forever
think of as Colonesque. Skimmer till hadn't returned from whatever nefari ous expedition was occupying
histime, and Vimes was damned if held leave the embassy unguarded.

Y et another word for diplomat, Vimes mused, was'spy'. The only difference was that the host
government knew who you were. The game was to outwit them, presumably.

The sun was warm, the breeze was cold, the mountain air made every peak look asif Vimes could reach
out and touch it. Outside the town snow-covered vineyards and farms clung to Sopesthat in
Ankh-Morpork would be called walls, but after awhile the pine forests closed in. Here and there, at a
curvein theroad, the river wasvisible far below.



Up on the box Igor was crooning alament.
'Hetold me Igors hedl very fast,' said Lady Syhil.
They'd haveto.'
‘Migter Skimmer said they're very gifted surgeons, Sam.’
'Except cosmeticaly, perhaps.”
The coach dowed.
'Do you come up herealot, Igor? said Vimes.
‘Mithter Thleep uthed to have me drive over onthe aweek to collect methageth, marthter.'
'I'd have thought it'd be easier to have a pickup tower in Bonk.'
"The counthil are dead againtht it, thur.’
'‘And you?
'l am very modern in my outlook, thur.’
The tower loomed quite close now. Thefirst

twenty feet or so were of stone with narrow, barred windows. Then there was a broad platform from
which the main tower grew. It was asensible arrangement. An enemy would find it hard to bregk in or
st fireto it, there was enough storage room inside to see out asiege, and the enemy would be awvare
that the ladsinside would have signdled for help thirty seconds after the attack began. The company had
money. They were like the coaching agentsin that respect. If atower went out of action, someone would
be aong to ask expensive questions. Therewas no law here; the kind of people who'd turn up would be
inclined to leave a message to the world that towers were not to be touched.

Everyone should know this, and therefore it was odd to see that the big signa arms were stationary.
The hairsrose on Vimess neck. 'Stay in the carriage, Sybil,' he said.

'| sthere something wrong?

‘I'm not sure," said Vimes, who was sure. He stepped down and nodded to Igor.

'I'm going to have alook insde,' he said. 'If thereisany . . . trouble, you'reto get Lady Sybil back to the
embassy, dl right?

Vimes leaned back into the coach and, trying not to look at Syhil, lifted up one of the seats and pulled
out the sword he had hidden there.

'Sam!' she said accusingly.

'Sorry, dear. | thought | ought to carry aspare.’



Therewas abellpull by the door of the tower. Vimestugged at it and heard a clang somewhere above.
When nothing else happened he tried the door. It swung open.

'Hello?

Therewas silence.

Thisisthe Wa' Vimes stopped. It wasn't the Watch, wasit? Not out here. The badge didn't work. He
was just an inquisitive trespassing bastard.

'‘Anyone there?

The room was piled high with sacks, boxes and barrels. A wooden stairway led up to the next floor.
Vimes climbed up into acombined bedroom and mess room; there were only two bunks, their covers
pulled back.

A chair was on thefloor. A mea was on the table, knife and fork laid down carefully. On the stove
something had boiled dry in aniron pot. Vimes opened the firebox door, and there was awhoomph as
theinrushing air rekindled the charred wood.

And, from above, thechink of metal.

Helooked at the ladder and trapdoor to the next floor. Anyone climbing it would be presenting their
head at a convenient height for a blade or a boot

"Tricky, isn't it, your grace? said someone above him. 'Y ou'd better come up.Mmm, mmhm.’
'Inigo?

'It's safe enough, your grace. There's only me here. Mmm.'

"That counts as safe, doesit?

Vimes climbed the ladder. Inigo was Sitting at atable, leafing through a stack of papers.
'Wher€e'sthe crew?

"That, your grace,' said Inigo, 'is one of the mysteries, mmm, mmm.’

'‘And the others are-?

Inigo nodded towards the steps |eading upwards. 'See for yoursdlf.'

The controls for -the arms had been comprehensively smashed. Laths and bits of wire dangled forlornly
from their complex framework.

‘Several hours of repair work for skilled men, I'd say,’ said Inigo, as Vimes returned.

"What happened here, Inigo?



'l would say the men who lived here were forced to leave, mmph, mmhm. In some disorder.’

‘Butit'safortified tower!"

'So? They haveto cut firewood. Oh, the company has rules, and then they put three young men in some
lonely tower for weeks at atime and they expect them to act like clockwork people. See the trapdoor up
to the controls? That should be locked at all times. Now you, your grace, and mysalf aswell, because we
are...are-

‘Bastards? Vimes supplied.

'Well, yes. .. mmm...wed have devised a system that meant the clacks couldn't even be operated
unless the trapdoor was shut, wouldn't we?

‘Something like that, yes.'

'‘And we'd have written into the rules that the presence of any visitor in the tower would, mmhm, be
automatically transmitted to the neighbouring towers, too."

'Probably. That'd be agtart.’

'Asitis, | suspect that any harmless-looking visitor with a nice fresh gpple pie for the lads would be
warmly welcomed,' sighed Inigo. "They do two-month shifts. Nothing to look at but trees, mmm.’

'No blood, not much sign of astruggle,' said Vimes. 'Have you checked outsde?
"There should be ahorsein the stable. It's gone. We're more or less on rock here. Thereswolf tracks,
but theré's wolf tracks everywhere around here. And the wind's blown the snow. They've. . . gone, your

grace.’

'Areyousure the men let someonein through the door? Vimes said. '"Anyone who could land on the
platform could bein one of these windowsin aningant.’

‘A vampire, mmm?
It'sathought, isn't it?
"There's no blood around . . .

'It'sashame to waste good food,’ said Vimes. 'Think of those poor starving children in Muntab. What
arethese?'

He pulled abox from under the lower bunk. Insdeit were severa tubes, about afoot long, open at one
end.

"Badger & Norma, Ankh-Morpork'," he read doud. "'Mortar Flare (Red). Light Fuse. Do Not Place In
Mouth." It'safirework, Mister Skimmer. I've seen them on ships!'

'Ah, there was something. . ." Inigo leafed through the book on the table. They could send up an
emergency flareif therewas abig problem. Y es, the tower nearest Ankh-Morpork will send



out a couple of men, and a bigger squad comes up from the depot down on the plains. They takea
downed tower very serioudy.’

'Yes, well, it could cost them money,’ said Vimes, peering into the mouth of the mortar. 'We need this
tower working, Inigo. | don't like being stuck out here.’

"Theroads aren't too bad yet. They could be here by tomorrow evening. I'm sure you shouldn't do that,
arl’

Vimes had pulled the mortar out of itstube. Helooked at Inigo quizzically.,
"They won't go off until you light the chargein the base,' he said. They're safe. And they'd make astupid
weagpon, 'cos you can't aim them worth a damn and they're only made of cardboard in any case. Come

on, let'sget it on to the roof.

‘Not until dark, your grace, mmm. That way two or three towers on each sdewill seeit, not just the
closest.

‘But if the closest towers are watching they'll certainly see-

'We don't know that there is anyone there to watch, sir. Perhaps what happened here has happened
theretoo? Mmm?

‘Good grief! You don't think-'

'No, | don't think, sir, I'm acivil servant. | advise other people, mmm, mmph. Thenthey think. My
adviceisthat an hour or two won't hurt, sr. My adviceisthat you return with Lady Sybil now, sir. | will
send up aflare as soon asit's dark and make my way back to the embassy.'

‘Hold on, I an Commander in-'

‘Not here, your grace. Remember? Here you are acivilian in the way, mmhm, mmm. I'll be safe enough-'

"The crew werent.’

"They weren't me, mmhm, mmhm. For the sake of Lady Syhbil, your grace, | advise you to leavenow.'
Vimes hesitated, hating the fact that Inigo was not only right but was, despite his claim to mindlessness,
doing the thinking that he should be doing. He was supposed to be out for an afternoon's drive with his
wife, for heaven's sake.

'Wdll, al right. Just one thing, though. Why are you here?

"Thelast time Segps was seen he was on hisway up here with amessage.’

'Ah. And am | right in thinking that your Mister Slegps was not exactly the kind of diplomat that hands
around the cucumber sandwiches?

Inigo smiled thinly. That'sright, Sr. Hewas. . . the other sort. Mmm.'



Y our sort.!

'Mmm. And now go, your grace. The sun will be setting soon. Mmm, mmm.’

Corpord Nobbs, President and Convenor of the Guild of Watchmen, surveyed histroops.
‘All right, one moretime," he said."Whadda we want?

The strike meeting had been going on for sometime, and it had been going on in abar. The watchmen
were dready alittle forgetful.

Congtable Ping raised hishand. 'Er . . . aproper

grievance procedure, acomplaints committee, an overhaul of the promotion procedures. . . er. . .
"-better crockery in the canteen," someone supplied.

-freedom from unwarranted accusations of sucrose theft-' said someone else.

'-no more than seven days straight on nights-'

-an increase in the boots allowance-'

-at least three afternoons off for grandmothers funeras per year-'

'-not having to pay for our own pigeon feed-'

-another drink.' Thislast demand met with general approval.

Congtable Shoe got to hisfeet. Hewas lill, in his spare time, organizer of the Campaign for Dead
Rights, and he knew how this sort of thing went.

'No, no, no, no,no," he said. 'Y ou've got to get it alot smpler than that. It's got to havebounce. And
rhythm. Like "Whaddawe want?Dum-deedum-dee. WWhen do we want it? Now!" See? Y ou need one
sample demand. Let'stry it again.Whaddawe want?

The watchmen looked at one another, no one quite wanting to be thefirgt.

‘Another drink? someone volunteered.

'Y eah!" said someone at the back. 'When do we want it? NOW!'

'WEell, that one seemsto have worked," said Nobby as the policemen crowded round the bar. 'What else
arewe going to need, Reg?

'Signsfor the picket,' said Constable Shoe.
"We've got to picket?

'Oh, yes!'



'Inthat case,' said Nobby firmly, ‘weve got to have abig metal drum to burn old scrap wood in, while
werepickin' at it.'

'Why? said Reg.

'Y ou gotto stand around warmin' your hands over abig drum,” said Nobby. "That's how people know
you're an officid picket and not a bunch of bums!'

‘But weare abunch of bums, Nobby. People think we are, anyway.'

‘All right, but let's be warm ones'’

The sun was afinger's width above the Rim when Vimess coach set off from the tower. Igor whipped
the horses up. Vimes|ooked out of the window at the road's edge, afew feet away and several hundred
feet abovetheriver.

'Why so fast? he shouted.

'Got to be home by thunthet!" Igor shouted. 'It'thtradithional .’

The big red sun was moving through bars of cloud.

'Oh, let him, dear, if it givesthe poor soul pleasure,” said Lady Sybil, shutting the window. ‘Now, Sam,
what happened at the tower?

'| don't redlly want to worry you, Sybil.'

'Well, now that you've got mereally worried, you may aswell tell me. All right?

Vimes gavein and explained thelittle that he knew.

‘Someone'skilled them?

'Possbly.’

"The same people that ambushed us back in that gorge?

I don't think so."

Thisisn't turning out to be much of aholiday Sam.'

'It's being unable todo anything that makes me sick,’ said Vimes. ‘Back in Ankh-Morpork . . . well, I'd
have leads, contacts, some kind of amap. Everyone hereis, well, hiding something, | think. The new king
thinks I'm afool, the werewolves treated me asif | was something the cat dragged in. The only person
who's been hadfway civil wasavampire!'

'Not the cat," said Sybil.

'What? said Vimes, mystified.



'Werewolves hate cats,' said Syhil. 'l distinctly remember that. Definitely not cat people.

'Hah. No. Dog people. They don't like words likebath orvet, either. | reckon if you threw astick at the
Baron held legp out of hischair to catch it-'

'l suppose | ought to tell you about the carpets,’ said Syhil, as the coach rocked around a corner.
'What, isn't he house-trained?

'l meant the carpetsin the embassy. Y ou know | said I'd measure up for them?Well, the measurements
aren't right on thefirst floor. . .

'l don't want to sound impatient, dear, but isthis a carpet moment?

'Sam?

'Yes,, dear?

‘Just stop thinking like a husband and start listening like a. . . acopper, will you?

Vimes marched into the embassy and summoned Detritus and Cheery. Y ou two are coming with usto
the ball tonight," he said. 'It'll be posh. Have you got anything to wear gpart from your uniform, sergeant?

'No, sir.'

'Well, go and see Igor. Theré'sagood man with aneedleif | ever saw one. How about you, Cheery?
'l do, er, have agown,' said Cheery, looking down shyly.

'You do?

'Yes, sr.

'Oh. Wéll. Good. I'm putting the two of you on the embassy st&ff, too. Cheery, you'e. . . you're
Military Attache!

'Oh," said Detritus, disappointed.

'And, Detritus, you're Cultura Attache.'

Thetroll brightened up considerably. "Y ou will not regret dis, Sir!’
I'msure |l won't, said Vimes. ‘Right now, I'd like you to come with me.’
'Isdisacultural matter, Sr?

'Broadly. Perhaps.’

Vimesled thetroll and Sybil up the stairs and into the office, where he stopped in front of awall.



‘Thisone? hesaid.

'Yes,' said hiswife. 'It's hard to notice until you measure the rooms, but that wall redlly israther thick-'
Vimesran his hands aong the panelling, looking for anything that might go ‘click’. Then he stood back.
'Give me your crossbow, sergeant.’

'Hereweare, sir.'

Vimes staggered under itsweight but managed to get it pointed at the wall.

'Isthiswise, Sam? said Syhil.

Vimes stood back to take aim, and the floorboard moved under hished. A pand inthewall swung
gently.

'Y ou scared der hdll out of it, dr,’ said Detritusloydly.

Vimes carefully handed the crossbow back and tried to look as though hed meant things to happen this
way.

He'd expected a secret passage. But thiswas atiny workroom. There were jars on shelves labelled
‘New Suet Strata, Area 21, 'Grade A Fat, the Big Hol€. There were lumps of crumbling rock, with neat
cardboard tags attached to them saying things like 'Leve #3, Shaft 9, Double-Pick Mine.

Therewas a set of drawers. One of them wasfull of make-up, including a selection of moustaches.

Wordlessly, Vimes opened one of astack of notebooks. The first pages had a pencil-drawn streetmap
of Bonk, with red lines threading throughit.

'‘Good grief, look at this," he breathed, flicking onwards. 'Maps. Drawings. Ther€'s pages of stuff about
the assaying of fat deposits. Huh, says here "The new suets, whileinitialy promising, are now suspected
of having high levels of BCBs and are likely to be soon exhausted.” Andhere it says”A werewolf putsch
isclearly planned in the chaos following the loss of the Scone. . . K. reports that many of the younger
werewolves now follow W., who has changed the nature of thegame. . ." Thisstuff . . . thisstuff is
spying. 1 wondered how Vetinari dways seemsto know so much!'

'Did you think it came to him in dreams, dear?

‘But there'sloads of details here . .. notes about people, lots of figures about dwarf mining production,
political rumours. . . | didn't know we did this sort of thing!"

'You use spies dl thetime, dear,’ said Syhil.
I do not!"
'Wdll, what about people like Foul Ole Ron and No Way Jose and Cumbling Michael?

That isnot spying, that isnot spying! That'sjust "information received”. We couldn't do thejob if we
didn't know what's happening on the street!"



'Well, perhaps Havelock just thinksintermsof . . . abigger Street, dear.’
There'sloads more of this muck. Look. Sketches, more bits of ore. . . What the hdl's this?

It was oblong, and about the size of a cigarette packet. There was around glass disc on oneface, and a
couple of leverson one side.

Vimes pushed one of them. A tiny hatch opened and the smallest head that he'd ever seen that could
speak said, "s?

I know dat!" said Detritus. 'Days a nano-imp! Dey cost over ahundred dollars! Dey'reredly smal!’
'No one's bloody fed mefor afortnight!’ the imp squeaked.

'Itsan iconograph smal enough tofit in apocket,’ said Vimes. 'Something for aspy . . . It'sasbad as
Inigo's damn one-shot crossbow. Andlook . . '

Steps led downwards. He took them carefully and swung open the little door at the end.
Wet heat dapped into him.

'Pass me down acandle, will you, dear? he said. And by itslight he looked out into along dank tunnel.
Crusted pipes, leaking steam at every joint, lined the far wall.

‘A way in and out where no one will see him, too,' he said. 'What adirty world welivein.. .

The clouds had covered the sky and the wind was whipping thick snowflakes around the tower when
Inigo finished setting up the red mortar on the platform below the big square shutters.

Helit acouple of matches but the wind streamed them out before he could even cup his hands around
them.

‘Damn. Mhm, mmm.'

He did down the ladder and into the warmth of the tower. 1t'd be better to spend the night here, he
thought, as he rummaged in drawers. The night didn't hold many terrorsfor him, but this storm had the
fed of another big snow and the mountain roads would soon be treacherous.

Findly an ideastruck him, and he opened the door of the stove and pulled out asmouldering log with the
tongs.

It burst into flame when he carried it out at the top of the tower, and he directed it into the touch hole at
the base of the tube.

The mortar fired with a'phut’ that waslost in the wind. Theflareitself tumbled invisbly up into the snow
and then, afew seconds later, exploded a hundred feet overhead, casting a brief red glare over the
forests.



Inigo had just got back into the room when there was a knock at the door, down on the ground.

He paused. There was awindow and hatch at thislevel; the designers of the tower had at least known
that it would be agood ideato be able to ook down and see who was a-knocking.

Therewas no onethere.
When he'd climbed back into the room the knock came again.

He hadn't locked the door after Vimeswent. A bit late to regret that now, heredlized. But Inigo
Skimmer had trained in an academy that made the School of Hard Knocks look like asandpit.

Helit acandle and crept down the ladder in the darkness, shadows fleeing and dancing among the
stacks of provisions.

With the candle set down on abox, he pulled the one-shot crossbow from inside his coat and, with an
effort, cocked it againg the wall. Then heflexed hisleft arm and fdlt the pam dagger easeitsdlf into

position.

He clicked hishedsin a certain way and sensed the tiny blades dide out from the toes.

And Inigo settled down to wait.

Behind him something blew the candle out.

As he turned, and the crossbow's one bolt whirred into darkness, and the pam dagger

scythed at nothing, it occurred to Inigo Skimmer that you could knock oneither side of adoor.
They redlywere very clever . . .

'‘Mhm, m-'

Cheery twirled, or at least attempted to. It was not a movement that came naturally to dwarfs.

'You look very . .. nice, said Lady Syhil. It goes all the way to the ground, too. | don't think anyone
could possibly complain.'

Unless they were remotely fashion conscious, she had to admit. The problemwasthat the. . . well, she
had to think of them asthenew dwarf women, hadn't quite settled on alook.

Lady Sybil hersdf usualy wore balgowns of alight blue, a colour often chosen by ladies of acertain age
and girth to combine the maximum of quiet style with the minimum of visbility. But dwarf girls had heard
about sequins. They seemed to have decided in their bonesthat if they were going to overturn thousands
of years of subterranean tradition they weren't going to go through al that for no damn twinset and pearls.

'‘And red isgood,’ said Lady Sybil sincerely. 'Red isavery nice colour. It'sanice red dress. Er. And the
feathers. Er. The bag to carry your axe, er-'



‘Not glittery enough? said Cheery.

‘No! No. . . if | wasgoing to carry alarge axe on my back to adiplomatic function | think I'd want it
glittery too. Er. It issuch averylarge axe, of course,' she finished lamely.

'Y ou think perhaps a smaller one might be better? For evening wear?

"That would be atart, yes.

'Perhaps with afew rubies set in the handle?

'Yes,' said Lady Sybil weekly. 'Why not, after al?

'What about me, ladyship? Detritus rumbled.

Igor had certainly risen to the occasion, applying to anumber of suitsfound in the embassy wardrobes
the same pioneering surgica skillsthat he used on unfortunate loggers and other people who may have
strayed too close to abandsaw. It had taken him just ninety minutes to construct something around
Detritus. It was definitely evening dress. Y ou couldn't get away with it in daylight. Thetroll looked likea
wall with abow tie,

'How doesit al fed? said Lady Syhil, playing for safety.

It arerather tight around der- What's dis bit called?

'l redlly have no idea,' said Lady Syhil.

It makes melurch abit,’ said Detritus. 'But | fed very diplomatic.’

'Not the crossbow, however,' said Lady Sybil.

‘Shegot her axe,' said Detritus accusingly.

‘Dwarf axes are accepted as a cultural weapon,’ said Lady Sybil. 'l don't know the etiquette here, but |
suppose you could get away with aclub.” After dl, she added to hersdlf, it's not as though anyone would
try to takeit off you.

'Der crossbow ain't cultura?

'I'm afraid not.'

'l could put, like, dlitter onit.'

‘Not enough, I'm afraid- Oh, Sam. . .

'Yes, dear? said Vimes, coming down the sairs.

"That's just your Watch dress uniforml What about your ducal regdia?

‘Can't find it anywhere,' said Vimesinnocently. 'l think the bag must have falen off the coach in the pass,
dear. But I've got a hemet with feathersin it and Igor's buffed up the breastplate until he could see his



faceinit, dthough I'm not surewhy.' He quailed at her expression. 'Dukeisamilitary term, dear. No
soldier would ever go to war intights. Not if he thought he might be taken prisoner.’

'l find thishighly suspicious, Sam.'

'Detrituswill back meup onthis’ said Vimes.

'Daysright, gir,' thetroll rumbled. Y ou distinctly said to say dat '
'‘Anyway, we'd better be goi- Good grief, isthat Cheery?

'Yes, sr,' said Cheery nervoudly.

Wi, thought Vimes, she comes from afamily where people go off in strange clothes. to face explosions
far away from the sun.

'Very nice, hesad.

Lampswerelit dl dong the tunnel to what Vimes had cometo think of as Downtown Bonk. Dwarf
guards waved the coach through after amere glance at the Ankh-Morpork crest. The ones around the
giant elevator were more uncertain. But Sam Vimes had learned alot from watching Lady Sybil. She
didn't mean to act like that, but shed been born to it, into a classthat had dways behaved thisway: you
went through the world asif there was no possibility that anyone would stop you or question you, and
mogt of thetimethat's exactly what didn't happen.

There were othersin the eevator asit rumbled downwards. Mostly they were diplomatsthat Vimes
didn't recognize, but there was aso, now, in aroped-off corner, aquartet of dwarf musicians playing
pleasant yet dightly annoying music that ate itsway into Vimess head as the interminable descent went
on.

When the doors opened he heard Sybil gasp.

'l thought you said it was like astarry night down here, Sam!”

'Er, they've certainly turned thewick up . . .

Candles by the thousand burned in brackets al around the walls of the huge cavern, but it wasthe
chandeliersthat caught the eye. There were scores of them, each at least four storeys high. Vimes,
aways ready to look for the wires behind the smoke and mirrors, made out the dwarfsworking inside
the gantries and the baskets of fresh candles being lowered through holesin the cealling. If the Fifth
Elephant wasn't amyth, at least one whole toe must be being burned tonight.

Y our grace!' Dee was advancing through the crowds.

,/Ah, Ideas Tagter,' said Vimes as the dwarf approached, 'do alow meto introduce you to the Duchess
of Ankh. .. Lady Sybil.'

‘Uh...er...yes...indeed. .. soddighted to make your acquaintance,’ Dee- murmured, caught off
guard by the charm offensive. ‘But, er. ..



Syhil had picked up the code. Vimesloathed

theword 'Duchess, so if he was using it then he wanted her to out-dutch everyone. She enveloped
Dee's pointy head in delighted Duchessness.

'Migter Dee, Sam has told me so much about you!" shetrilled. 'l understand you're quite the right-hand

man-
"-dwarf-' hissed Vimes.

-dwarf to hismgjesty! Please, youmust tell me how you have achieved such addlightful lighting effect
here!'

'Er, lots of candles,’ Dee muttered, glaring at Vimes.

'l think Dee wishes to discuss some political matters with me, dear,” said Vimes smoothly, putting his
hand on the dwarf's shoulder. 'If you'll just take the others down, I'll join you shortly, I'm sure." And he
knew that no power in the world was going to prevent Sybil sweeping on down to the reception. That

woman couldsweep. Things stayed swept after sheld gone past.

"Y ou brought atroll, you brought atroll!" muttered Dee.

'And he'san Ankh-Morpork citizen, remember,’ said Vimes. 'Covered by diplomatic immunity and a
rather bad suit."

'Even so-'
Thereisno "even 0", said Vimes.

'We are atwar withthetrolld'

'Wll, that's what diplomacy isal about, isn't it? said Vimes. ‘A way to Sop being a war? Anyway, |
understand it's been going on for five hundred years, so obviousy no oneistrying very hard.'

‘Therewill be complaints at the very highest leve!"
Vimessighed. 'More? hesaid.
‘Some are saying Ankh-Morpork is ddliberately flaunting its wickedness before the King!'

"TheKing? said Vimes pleasantly. 'He's notexactly King yet, ishe? Not until the coronation, which
involvesacertain. . . object . . .

'Yes, but of coursethat isamereformdlity.'

Vimesmoved closer. ‘But it isnt, isit? he said quietly. ‘It isthe thing and the whole of the thing. Without
the magic, thereisno king. Just someone like you, unaccountably giving orders:!’

‘Someone called Vimes teaches me about roydty? said Dee miserably.



'And without the thing, al the bets are off,' said Vimes. 'There will be awar. Explosions underground.’
Therewas atinny little- sound as he took out hiswatch and opened it. 'My word, it's midnight,’ he said.
'Follow me," Dee muttered.

'Am | being taken to see something? said Vimes.

'No, your excellency. Y ou are being taken to see where something isnot.’

'Ah. Then | want to bring Corpora Littlebottom.’

"That?Absolutely not! That would be a desecration of-'

'No, it wouldn't,’ said Vimes. 'And the reason is, shewon't come with us because we'renot going, are
we? Y ou're certainly not taking the representative of apotentially hostile power into

your confidence and revedling that your house of cardsis missing a card on the bottom layer, are you?
Of course not. We are not having this conversation. For the next hour or so well be nibbling titbitsin this

room. | haven't even just said this, and you didn't hear me. But Corpord Littlebottom is the best
scene-of -crime officer I've got, and so | want her to come dong with us!'

'Y ou've made your point, your excellency. Graphicaly, asdways. Fetch her, then.'

Vimes found Cheery standing back to back, or at least back to knees, with Detritus. They were
surrounded by aring of the curious. Whenever Detritus raised hishand to Sp hisdrink the nearby dwarfs

jumped back hurriedly.
'‘Wherearewe going, Sir?
‘Nowhere.'
'‘Ah. That sort of place.’
‘But things arelooking up,' said Vimes. 'Dee has discovered anew pronoun, even if he does spit it.'

'Sam!" said Lady Syhil, advancing through the throng, ‘they're going to performBloodaxe and
[ronhammer! Isn't that wonderful ?

‘Er...

'I'san opera, sir,' Cheery whispered. 'Part of the Koboldean Cycle. It'shistory. Every dwarf knowsit
by heart. It's about how we got laws, and kings. . . and the Scone, sir.'

'l sang the part of Ironhammer when we did it a finishing school,' said Lady Syhil. 'Not the full
five-week verson, of course. It'll be marvellousto seeit done here. It'sredlly one of the great romances

of higory.'
'Romances? said Vimes. 'Like. . . alove story? 'Yes. Of course!’

'Bloodaxe and Ironhammer were both . . . er . . . weren't both . . . Vimes began.



"They were both dwarfs, sir,' said Cheery.

'Ah. Of course.’ Vimes gave up. All dwarfs were dwarfs. If you tried to understand their world from a
human point of view it al went wrong. 'Do, er, enjoy it, dear. I'vegot to . . . The King wantsmeto. . .
I'll just be somewhere sefor awhile. Politics. . '

He hurried away, with Cheery trailing behind him.

Deeled the way through dark tunnels. When the opera began it was awhisper far away, like the seain
anancient shell.

Eventually they stopped at the edge of a cand, its waters|apping at the darkness. A smdl boat was
tethered there, with awaiting guard. Dee urged them into it.

It isimportant that you understand what you are seeing, your grace,' said Dee.
'Practicaly nothing,' said Vimes. 'And | thought | had good night vision.'

Therewas aclink in the gloom, and then alamp waslit. The guard was punting the boat under an arch
and into asmal lake. Apart from the tunndl entrance, the walls rose up sheer.

‘Arewe at the bottom of awdl? said Vimes.

"That is quite agood way of describing it.' Dee fished under his seat. He produced a curved metal horn
and blew one note which echoed up the rock walls.

After afew seconds another note floated down
from the top. There was a clanking, as of heavy, ancient chains,

‘Thisisquite ashort lift compared to some up in the mountains,’ said Deg, as an iron plate ground across
the entrance, seding it. Therés one half amile high that will take astring of barges!'

Water boiled beside the boat. Vimes saw thewalls begin to sink.
"Thisisthe only way to the Scone,' said Dee behind him.
Now the boat was rocking in the bubbling water and the walls were blurred.

'Water isdiverted into reservoirs up near the peaks. Then it isssmply amatter of opening and closing
duices, you see?

'Y es," mumbled Vimes, experiencing vertigo and seasickness in one tight green package.

Thewalls dowed. The boat stopped shaking. The water lifted them smoothly over the lip of thewell and
into alittle channdl, where there was a dock.

'Any guards below? Vimes managed, stepping out on to the blessedly solid stone.

Thereare usudly four, said Dee. 'For tonight | . . . arranged meatters. The guards understand. No oneis



proud of this. | must tell you, | disapprove most strongly of this enterprise.’

Vimes|ooked around the new cave. A couple of dwarfs were standing on alip of stone that overlooked
what was now a placid pool. By the look of it, they were the ones who operated the machinery.

'Shall we proceed? said the dwarf.

There was a passage leading off the cave, which rapidly narrowed. Vimes had to bend amost double
aong onelength. At one point meta plates clanked under hisfeet, and he felt them shift dightly. Then he
was stlanding almost upright again, passing under another arch, and there. . .

Either the dwarfs had cut into a huge geode or they had with great care lined this smal cave with quartz
crystasuntil every surface reflected the light of the two small candlesthat stood on pillarsin the middle of
the sandy floor. The effect dazzled even Vimes after the darkness of the tunnels.

'Behold," said Dee gloomily, ‘where the Scone should be'’

A round flat stone, midway between the candles and only afew inches high, clearly held nothing.

Behind it water bubbled up in anatura basin and split into two streams that flowed around the stone and
disgppeared again into another stone funndl.

‘All right,’ said Vimes. Tell meeverything.'

"It was reported missing three days ago,’ said Dee. 'Dozy Longfinger found it gone when hewent into
replace the candles!

'‘And hisjobis. . .

'Captain of the Candles.’

Ah,

'It'savery responsible position.'

'I've seen the chanddliers. And how often does he go in there?
'Hewent in there every day.'

‘Went?

'He no longer holdsthe postion.'

‘Because hel's a prime suspect? said Vimes.

'‘Because he's dead.’

'And how did that happen? said Vimes, dowly and deliberately.

'He. . . took hisown life. We're certain of this because we had to break down the door of his cave.
He'd been Captain of the Candlesfor sixty years. | think he couldn't bear the thought of suspicion falling



onhim!

"To me hedoes sound alikely suspect.’

'Hedid not steal the Scone. We know that much.’

‘But the robes you people wear could hide practically anything. Was he searched?

‘Certainly not! But .. . . I'll demondtrate,’ said Dee. He walked off aong the narrow, metafloored
corridor. 'Can you see me, your excellency?

'Y es, of course.'

Thefloor rattled as Dee came back. 'Now thistime I'll carry something . . . Y our helmet, if you please?
Just for the demongtration.’

Vimes handed it to him. The Ideas Taster walked back down the corridor. When he was halfway agong
boomed and two metd grilles dropped down out of the ceiling. A few seconds after that guards
gppeared at thefar grille, peering in suspicioudy.

Dee said afew words to them. The faces vanished. After awhilethe grillesrose dowly.

"The mechanism is complex and quite old, but we keep it in good working order,’ he said,

handing Vimes hishedmet. 'If you weigh more going out than going in, the guards will want to know why.
It'sunavoidable, it is till accurate to within afew ounces, and does not violate privacy. The only way to
best it would beto fly. Can thievesfly, your excdlency?

'Depends on which sort,’ said Vimes absently. "Who else goesin there?

'Once every Six daysthe chamber isingpected by mysdlf and two guards. The last ingpection wasfive
daysago.'

'‘Doesanyone e'se go in there? said Vimes. He noticed that Cheery had picked up ahandful of the
off-white sand that formed the floor of the Scone Cave and was letting it run between her fingers.

'Not lately. When the new king is crowned, of course, the Scone will often be brought forth for
ceremonia purposes.’

'Do you only get that white sand in here?

'Yes. Isthat important?

Vimes saw Cheery nod. 'I'mnot . . . sure, he said. 'Tell me, what intrinsic val ue has the Scone?
'Intringc?It's priceless!’

'l know it's valuable asasymbol, but what isitsvaueinitself?”

‘Priceless!'



I'mtrying to work out why athief might want to stedl it,’ said Vimes, as patiently as he could.
Cheery had lifted up the flat round stone and was |ooking undernesth it. Vimes pursed hislips.
'‘What is. . . shedoing? said Dee. The pronoun dripped with distaste.

‘Corpord Littlebottom islooking for clues,’ said Vimes. They are what we call sgns, which may help us.
Itsaskill.

'Would thisletter speed your search? said Dee. ‘It haswriting onit. That iswhat wecdl . . . Sgns,
which may hepyou.

Vimeslooked at the proffered paper. It was brown and quite stiff, and covered in runes.
'l, er, can't read those," he said.

It'saskill,’ said Dee solemnly.

'l can, gr,' said Cheery. 'Allow me?

Shetook the paper and read it. 'Er, it appearsto be aransom note, sir. From . . . the Sons of Agi
Hammerthief. They say they havethe Sconeand will . . . They say they'll destroy it, S’

'Where'sthe money? said Vimes.

"They say Rhys must renounce dl claim to be Low King,' said Dee.." There are no other conditions. The
note turned up on my desk. Buteveryone puts paperwork on my desk these days.’

'Who are the Sons of Agi Hammerthief? said Vimes, looking at Dee. 'And why didn't you tell me about
this before?

'We don't know. It's just amade-up name. Some mal contents, we assume. And | wastold you would
askme questions.’

‘But thisisn't ared crimeany more, isit? said Vimes. Thisis palitics. Why can't the King just renounce
all claim, get the Scone back, and then say he had his fingers crossed? If it's done under duress-'

'We take our ceremonies serioudy, your excellency. If Rhys renounces the throne, he cannot change his
mind next day. If he alows the Scone to be destroyed, then the kingship has no legitimacy and there will-

-betrouble’ said Vimes. And it'll spread to Ankh-Morpork, he added to himself. At the moment it's
only riots.

'Who'll become King if he abdicates?
'Albrecht Albrechtson, as everyone knows:.'
'And that will betrouble, too, said Vimes. 'Civil war, from what | hear.’

"TheKing says,’ said Dee quietly, 'that he is minded to step down nevertheless. Better any king than
chaos. Dwarfs do not like chaos!'



'It'sgoing to be chaos either way, though,' said Vimes.

‘There've been rebellions againgt kings before. Dwarfdom survives. The Crown continues. Thelore
abides. The Sconeremains. Thereis. . . asanity to come back to.’

Oh, my gods, thought Vimes. Thousands of dwarfsdie but that'sdl right if alump of rock survives. 'I'm
not a policeman here. What can | do?

"This hasn't happened!" shrieked Deg, his nerve cracking. 'But everyone knows that foreigners from
Ankh-Morpork do not mind their own business’

'Ah, youmean. . . given that you don't want people to know about this. . . it would look bad if you
appeared to be too excited, but you can't be blamed if a stupid flatfoot pokes his nose into things?

Deewaved hishandsin thear. Thiswasn't my idea!’
'Look, the security you've got here would

disgrace achildren’'s piggybank. | can think of two or three ways of getting the Scone out of here. What
about the secret passage into thisroom?

I know of no secret passage into thisroom!'

'Oh, good. At least we've ruled outsomething. Go and wait by the boat. Corporal Littlebottom and |
haveto talk about somethings.'

Deeléeft ructantly. Vimes waited until the dwarf was visblein the glow of the candles beyond the
weighbridge.

"What amess," he said. 'L ocked-room mysteries are even worse when they leave the room unlocked.'
'Y ou're thinking that Dozy might have worn bags of sand under hisrobes, aren't you, Sir? said Cheery.
No, thought Vimes, | wasn't. But now | know how a dwarf would solve this.

'Possibly,' he said aoud. 'Grubby white sand can't be uncommon. Y ou'd add a bit of sand every day,
yes? Just enough not to trigger the scales. Findly you've got . . . How much does the Scone weigh?

'About sixteen pounds, Sir.'

'All right. Dump the sand on the floor, shove the Scone under your robes, and . . . it might just work.'
‘Risky, sir.’

‘But no one thinks anyoneisredly going to try to stedl the Scone. Would you try to tell methat four
guards gitting in thet little guardhouse on atwelve-hour shift will be dert dl thetime? That's enough for a
hand of poker!"

'l supposethey rely on the fact that they know when aboat comes up, sir.'



‘Right. Big mistake. And you know what? | bet that when aboat's just gone down that'sthe time they're

least dert. Cheery, if ahuman could get in here they could get into the Scone Cave. They'd haveto be
nimble and agood swimmer, but they could doiit.’

"The guards on the gates were pretty keen, Sir.'

'Wdl,yes. Guards dways are, just after atheft. Smart as foxes and sharp asknives, just in case anyone
wondersif it wasthem who dropped off to deep at the wrong time. I'm acopper, Cheery. | know how
dull guarding can be. Especialy when you know that no oneis ever going to stedl what you're guarding.’
He scuffed the sand with his boot.

"They were looking hard at every cart that went in or out this morning. But that was because the Scone
hedbeen stolen. It's at times like thisyou get very officid, very efficient and very pointless activity. Don't
try to tell me that last week they opened every barrel and prodded every load of hay. Even the stuff
comingin? Can you see Dee? Ishe looking at me?

Cheery peered around Vimes.

'No, sir.'

‘Good.’

Vimes walked over to the tunnel, pressed his back against awall, took a deep breath and walked his
legs up the opposite wall. Then he eased hisway out over the plates of the weighbridge, inched along
with feet and

shoulderblades and, wincing &t every protest from his knees, eventually dropped down. He walked
acrossto Dee, who was talking to the guards.

'How did-"

‘Never. mind, said Vimes. 'Let'sjust say I'm longer than adwarf, shdl we?
'Haveyou solved it?

‘No. But | have anidea’

'Redlly? Already? said Dee. 'And what isthat?

I'm gtill working it out,’ said Vimes. 'But it'slucky the King told you to ask me, Dee. Onething | have
found out isthat no dwarf will give you theright answer.'

The operawas near the end as Vimes dipped into the seat beside Sybil. 'Have | missed anything? he
sad.

'It'svery good. Wherehave you been?

Y ou wouldn't beieve me.'



He stared, unseeing, at the stage. A couple of dwarfs were engaged in avery careful mock battle.

All right, then. If it was politicsit was. . . well, palitics. There was nothing he could do about palitics.
So, think about it asacrime. . .

What was thesimple solution? Best to start with the first rule of policing: suspect thevictim. Vimes
wasn't quite sure who the victim was here, though. So suspect the witness. That wasanother good rule.
That meant thelate Dozy. He could have walked out with the Scone days before he 'discovered' theloss.
He could have done just about anything. The way the thing was guarded was a joke. Nobby and Colon
could have done it better.Much better, he corrected himself, because they had deviouslittle minds and
that was what made them coppers. The guards of the Scone were honourable dwarfs, thelast people you
wanted to entrust with anything. Y ou wanted sneaky people for ajob like this.

But it made nosense. He'd be the prime suspect. Vimeswasn't well up on dwarf law, but hefigured
there was not ahuge friendly future in store for a prime suspect, especidly if no other solution was
forthcoming.

Maybe held snapped after sixty years of changing candles? That didn't sound right. Anyone who could
put up with ajob like that for ten yearswould probably run in their groove for the rest of eternity.
Anyway, Dozy had now goneto the greet big goldmine in the sky or degp underground or whatever it
was dwarfs believed in. He wasn't going to be answering any questions.

He could solvethis, Vimestold himself. Everything he needed wasthere, if only he asked theright
questions and thought the right way.

But hisVimishinginctsweretrying to tel him something ese.

Thiswasacrime- if holding a piece of property to ransom wastechnically acrime - but it wasn'tthe
crime.

There was another crime here. He knew it in the same way that a fisherman spotsthe shod by theripple
on thewater.

Thefight on stage continued. It was dowed by
the need to Stop after every gingerly exchanged axe blow for a song, probably about gold.
'Er, what'sthis al about? he said.

'It'snearly over,' whispered Sybil. They've only performed the bit concerning the baking of the Scone,
redly, but at least they've included the Ransom Aria. Ironhammer escapes from prison with the help of
Skalt, stedsthe truth that Agi has hidden, concedlsit by baking it into the Scone, and persuadesthe
guards around Bloodaxe's camp to let him pass. The dwarfs believe that truth was once g, athing . . . a
sort of ultimate rare metd, really, and thelast bit of it isinside the Scone. And the .guards can't res g,
because of the sheer power of it. The song isabout how love, like truth, will dways reved itsdlf, just as
the grain of truth inside the Scone makes the whole thing true. It's actudly one of the finest pieces of
musicintheworld. Gold ishardly mentioned at all.'

Vimes stared. He got logt in any song more complex than the sort with titles like Where Has All The
Cusgtard Gone (Jdly's Just Not The Same)?



‘Bloodaxe and Ironhammer, he muttered, aware that dwarfs around them were giving him annoyed
looks. 'Which one was-'

'Cheery told you. They were both dwarfs,' said Sybil sharply.
'Ah," sad Vimesglumly.

Hewas dwaysalittle out of hisdepth in these matters. There were men, and there were women. He
was clear on that. Sam Vimes was an uncomplicated man when it came to what poets caled ‘the lists of
love.* In some parts of the Shades, he knew, people adopted a more pickand-mix approach. Vimes
looked upon this as he looked upon a distant country; he'd never been there, and it wasn't his problem. It
amazed him what people got up to when they had time on their hands.

Hejust found it hard to imagine aworld without amap. It wasn't that the dwarfsignored sex, it redly
didn't seem important to them. If humans thought the same way, hisjob would bealot smpler.

There seemed to be a deathbed scene now. It was alittle hard for Vimes, with his shaky command of
Ankh-Morpork street dwarfish, to follow what was going on. Someone was dying, and someone else
was very sorry about it. Both the main singers had beards you could hide a chicken in. They weren't
bothering to act, apart from infrequently waving an arm in the direction of the other singer.

But there were sobs al around him, and occasionaly the trumpeting of ablown nose. Even Sybil'slower
lip wastrembling.

It'sjust asong, he wanted to say. It'snot real. Crime and streets and chases. . . they'rered. A song
won't get you out of atight corner. Try *He'd noticed that sex bore some resemblance to cookery: it
fascinated people, they sometimes bought books full of complicated recipes and interesting pictures, and
sometimes when they were redlly hungry they created vast banquetsin their imagination - but at the end
of the day they'd settle quite happily for egg and chips. If it was well done and maybe had adice of
tomato.

waving alarge bun at an armed guard in AnkhMorpork and see how far it getsyou. . .

He shouldered hisway through the throng after the performance, which from the humans present had
received the usua warm reception that such things aways got from people who hadn't redly understood
what was going on but rather felt that they should have done.

Deewastdking to ablack-clad, heavily built young man who looked vaguely familiar to Vimes. Vimes
must have looked familiar to him aswell because he gave him anod just short of offensiveness.

'Ah, your grace Vimes," he said. 'And did you enjoy the opera?
'Especially the bit about the gold,’ said Vimes. 'And you are-?
The man dlicked his heds.'Wolf von Uberwad!'

Something went 'bing' in Vimess head. And his eyes picked up details - the dight lengthening of the
incisors, theway the blond hair was so thick around the collar

'‘Anguas brother? he said.



'Yes, your grace.'

"Wolf thewalf, eh?

"Thank you, your grace,' said Wolf solemnly. That isvery funny. Indeed, yes! It isquite sometime since
| heard that one! Y our Ankh-Morpork sense of humour!’

'But you're wearing silver onyour ... uniform. Those. . . insgnias. Wolf heads biting thelightning . . .
Wolf shrugged. 'Ah, the kind of thing a policeman would notice. But they are nicke!"
'I don't recognize the regiment.’

'Wearemoreof a. .. movement,' said Wolf.

The stance was Anguass, too. It was the poised, fight-or-flight look, asif the whole body was aspring
eager to unwind and 'flight' wasn't an option. People in the presence of Anguawhen shewasin abad
mood tended to turn up their collars without quite knowing why. But the eyes were different. They
weren't like Anguas. They weren't even like the eyes of awolf.

No anima had eyeslike that, but Vimes saw them occasionally in some of Ankh-Morpork'sless

sd ubrious drinking establishments, where if you were lucky you'd get out the door before the drink
turned you blind.

Colon called that sort of person a'bottle covey', Nobby preferred 'soddin’ nutter' but whatever the name
Vimes recognized a headbutting, eye-gouging, down-and-dirty bastard when he saw one. In afight you'd
have no dternative but to lay him out or cut him down, because otherwise held do his very best to kill
you. Most bar fighterswouldn't usualy go that far, because killing a copper was known to be bad news
for the murderer and anyone else who knew him, but your true nutter wouldn't worry about that because,
while he wasfighting, hisbrain was somewhereese.

Wolf amiled. Thereisaproblem, your grace?

‘What? No. Just . . . thinking. | fedl I've met you before. .. 7
'Y ou called on my father thismorning.'

‘Ah, yes!'

'We don't dways change for visitors, your grace,' said Wolf. There was an orange light in his eyes now.
Until then Vimes had thought that 'glowing eyes was just afigure of speech.

'If you'll excuse me, | do need to talk to the Ideas Taster for amoment,’ said Vimes. 'Politics.’

Deefollowed him into aquiet spot. 'Y es?
'Did Dozy go to the Scone Cave a the same time every day?
'I believe so. It depended on his other duties.”

'So hedidn't go in at the same time every day. Right. When does the guard change?



'At each three o'clock.’

'Did he go in before the guards change or afterwards?

"That would depend on-'

'Oh dear. Don't the guards write anything down?

Dee stared at Vimes. 'Are you saying he could have gonein twicein one day?

'Verygood. But I'm sayingsomeone might have. A dwarf comes up in aboat aone, carrying a couple of
candles. Would the guards take that much interest? And ifanother dwarf carrying a couple of candles
came up an hour or so later, when the new guardswerethere. . . well, isthere any redl risk? Evenif our
faker was noticed held just have to mutter something about . . . oh, bad candles or something. Damp
wicks Anything.'

Deelooked distant. 'It's still agreat risk,' hesaid at last.

'If our thief was keeping an eye on the guard changes, and knew wherethereal Dozy was, it'd be worth
it, wouldn't it? For the Scone?

Dee shuddered and then nodded. 'In the morning the guards will be closdly questioned,’ he said.

‘By me!

'Why?

‘Because | know what kind of questions get answers. Well set up an office here. Well find out the
movements of everyone and talk to dl the guards, Okay? Even the ones on the gates. Well find out who
went in and out.’

"Y ou dready think you know something.'

'Let'ssay someideas areforming, shal we?

I will ... seeto matters.

Vimes straightened up and walked back to Lady Sybil, who stood like anidand in asea of dwarfs. She
wastaking animatedly to severd of them who Vimes vaguely recognized as performersin the opera.

'What have you been up to, Sam? she sad.

‘Palitics, I'm afraid,’ said Vimes. 'And trusting my ingtincts. Can you tell me who'swatching. us?

'Oh, it'sthat game, isit? said Syhil. She smiled happily, and in the tones of someone chatting about
inconsequentia things said, 'Practicdly everyone. But if | was handing out prizes I'd choose the rather sad
lady inthelittle group just off to your left. She's got fangs, Sam. And pearls, too. They don't exactly

accesorize.'

'Can you see Wolfgang?



'Er, no, not now you come to mention it. That's odd. He was around a moment ago. Have you been
upsetting people?
'l think I may let people upset themsalves," said Vimes.

'‘Good for you. Y ou do that so well.!

Vimes haf turned, like someone just taking in the view. In amongst the human guests the dwarfs moved
and clustered. Five or sx would come together and talk animatedly. Then one would drift away and join
another group. He might be replaced. And sometimes an entire group would spread out like the debris of

an explosion, each member heading towards another group.

Vimes got the impression that there was akind of structure behind dl this, some dow, purposeful dance
of information.Mineshaft meetings, he thought.Small groups, because there wouldn't be room for
more. And you don't talk too loudly. And then when the group decides, every member isan
ambassador for that decision. The word spreads out in circles. It's like running a society on formal

gossip.

It occurred to him that it was also away in which two plus two could be debated and weighed and
consdered and discussed until it became four-and-a-bit, or possibly an egg.*

Occasiondly adwarf would stop and stare before hurrying away.

"We're supposed to go in for supper, dear,’ said Syhil, indicating the generd drift towardsabrightly lit
cave.

*Vimes had once discussed the Ephebian idea of ‘democracy’ with Carrot, and had been rather
interested in the ideathat everyonet had a vote until he found out that while he, Vimes, would have a
vote, there was no way in the rules that anyone could prevent Nobby Nobbs from having one aswell.

Vimes could see the flaw there Straight away.

* Apart from the women, children, daves, idiots and people who weren't redlly our kind of people.

'Oh dear. Quaffing, do you think? Rats on sticks? Where's Detritus?

'Over there, talking to the cultura attache from Genua. That's the man with the glazed expression.’

Asthey got closer Vimes heard Detrituss voicein full expangve explanation:

'-and den der'sdisbig room wid al seatsinit, wid red walls and dem big gold babies climbin' up der
pillar, only don't worry, 'cos dey're notreal gold babies, dey're only made of plaster or somethin'. ..’
There was a pause as Detritus considered matters. 'An’ also | don't reckon it'srea gold, neither, ‘cos
some bugger'd have pinched it if it was.. . . and in front of der stage der'sdisbig pit where dl der
musicians Sits. And days about it for dat room. In dernext room der's al dese marble pillars, an' on der

floor dey got red carpeting-'



'Detritus? said Lady Syhil. 'l do hope you're not monopolizing this gentleman.’

'No, | bintelin" him al about der culture we got in Ankh-Morpork,' said Detritusairily. 'l know just
about every inch of der op'rahouse.’

'Yes,' said the culturd attachein astunned voice. 'And | must say I'm particularly interested in visiting the
art galery and seeing' - he shuddered - "'der picture of diswoman, | don't reckon der artist knew how to

do asmile prop'ly, but der frame's got to be worth abob or two." It sounds like the experience of a
lifetime. Good evening to you.'

'Y ou know, | don't fink he knows alot of culture, said Detritus as the man strode away .

'Do you think people will missusif we dip away? said Vimes, looking around. 'It's been along day and
| want to think about things-'

'Sam, you are theambassador, and AnkhMorpork isaworld power,' said Sybil. 'We can't just sneak
off! Peoplewillcomment.'

Vimes groaned. So Inigo wasright: when Vimes sneezes, Ankh-Morpork blowsits nose.
"Y our excellency?

He looked down at two dwarfs.

"The Low King will see you now,' said one of them.

‘Er. ..

'Wewill haveto be officidly .presented,’ Lady Sybil hissed.

‘What, even Detritus?

Yed!
‘But he'satroll!" It had seemed amusing & thetime.

Vimeswas aware of adrift in the crowds acrossthe floor of the huge cave. Therewas acertan
movement to them, aflow in the current of people towards one end of the cave. There wasredlly no

optionbut tojoinit.

The Low King was on asmall throne under one of the chandeliers. There was ametal canopy over it,
dready encrusted with marvellous st actites of wax.

Around him, watching the crowd, were four dwarfs, tal for dwarfs, and looking rather menacing in their
dark glasses. Each one was holding an axe. They spent al their time staring hard at people.

The King was taking to the Genuan ambassador. Vimes |ooked sideways a Cheery and Detritus.
Suddenly, bringing them here wasn't such agood idea. In his officia robesthe King looked alot more . .
. distant, and alot harder to please.

Hang on, hetold himsdlf. Theyare AnkhMorpork citizens. They're not doing anythingwrong. And then



he argued: they're not doing anything wrongin Ankh-Mor pork.

The line moved dong. Ther party was amost in the presence. The armed dwarfs were dl watching
Detritus now, and holding their axesin adightly lessrelaxed way. Detritus gppeared not to notice.

'Displaceiseven more cult'ral than the oprahouse,’ he said, gazing around respectfully. 'Dem
chanddiersmust weigh aton.’

He reached up and rubbed his head, and then inspected hisfingers.

Vimes glanced up. Something warm, like a buttered raindrop, hit his cheek. Ashe brushed it away he
saw the shadowsmove. . .

Things happened with treacle downess. He saw it asif he waswatching himself from alittle way away.
He saw himsdlf push Cheery and Syhil roughly, heard himsdlf shout something, and watched himself dive
towards the King, snatching the dwarf up as an axe clanged into his backplate.

Then hewasrolling, with the angry dwarf in hisarms, and the chanddier was hdfway through itsfall,
candle flames streaming, and there was Detritus, raising his hands with acalculating look on hisface. . .

Therewas amoment of stillness and sllence asthetroll caught the descending mountain of light. And
then physics returned, in an exploding cloud of dwarfs, debris, molten wax and tumbling, flaring candles.

Vimes woke up in darkness. He blinked and touched his eyes to make sure that they were open.

Then he sat up and his head thumped againgt stone, andthen there waslight, vicious yellow and purple
lights, filling hislife very suddenly. Helay back until they went away.

Hetook apersond itinerary. His cloak, helmet, sword and armour had al gone. He wasleft in his shirt
and breeches, and while this place was not freezing it had a clamminess that was already working itsway
through to his bones.

Right. ..

Hewasn't sure how long it took him to get afed for the cell, but afed it was. He moved by inches,
waving hisarms ahead of him like aman practisng avery dow martia art againgt the darkness.

Even then the senses became unrdligble in the total black. He followed thewal carefully, followed
another wall, followed awal which yielded, under hisfingertips, the outline of asmall door with ahandle,
and found thewall which had the stone dab againgt it on which held awoken.

What made thisdl the harder was having to do it with his head sunk againgt his chest. Vimes

wasn't avery tal man. If he had been, held probably have cracked his skull when he woke up.

Without any other aidsto rely on, he walked the length of the walls using his copper's pace. He knew
exactly how long it took him, swinging hislegs easily, to walk across the Brass Bridge back home. A little
bit of muzzy mentd arithmetic was needed, but eventualy he decided that the room was ten feet square.

One thing that Vimes did not do was shout 'Help! Help!' Hewasin acell. Someone hadput himinacell.
It was reasonable to assume, therefore, that whoever had done thiswasn't interested in his opinions.



He groped hisway to the stone dab again and lay down. As he did so something rattled.

His patted his pockets and brought out what felt and sounded very much like abox of matches. There
were only three left.

S0. . . resources. the clothes he stood up in and afew matches. Now to work out what the hell was
going on.

He remembered seeing the chanddlier. Hethought he remembered seeing Detritus actudly catch the
thing. And there had been alot of screaming and shouting and running around, whilein hisarmsthe King
had sworn at Vimes as only adwarf could swear. Then someone had hit him.

There was dso an ache across his back where an axe had been turned aside by hisarmour. Hefelt a
twitch of nationa pride at that thought. Ankh-Morpork armour had stood up to the blow! Admittedly it
was probably madein

Ankh-Morpork by dwarfs from Uberwad, using sted smelted from Uberwald iron, but it damn well
was Ankh-Morpork armour, just the same.

Therewas apillow on the dab, madein Uberwad. AsVimesturned his head the pillow went, very
fantly,clink. Thiswasasound he didn't associate with fegthers.

In the darkness he picked up the sack and, after resorting to histeeth, managed to rip aholein the heavy
materid.

If what he drew out had ever been part of abird, it wasn't one Vimeswould like to mest. Itfelt very
much like Inigo's one-shot. A finger inserted very gingerly into the end told Vimesthat it was loaded, too.

Just one shot, he remembered. But it was one people didn't know you had . . . On the other hand, the
Tooth Fairy probably wasn't responsible for putting it in the pillow, unless sheld been having to face some
particularly difficult children latdly.

He dipped it back into the bag when he became aware of alight. It was the faintest glow, showing that
the door contained a barred window and that there were shadowy figures on the other side of it.

'Are you awake, your grace? Thisis very unfortunate.'
'‘Dee?

s
'And you've cometo tel methishasal been someterrible mistake?

'Alas, no. | am convinced of your innocence, of course.’

‘Redlly? Metoo, growled Vimes. 'In fact I'm so convinced of my innocence | don't even know what it is
I'm innocent of! Let me out or-'

- or youwill tay in, | am afraid, said Dee. ‘It isavery strong door. Y ou are not in Ankh-Morpork,
your grace. | will of course communicate your predicament to your Lord Vetinari as soon aspossible,



but | understand that the message tower has been badly damaged-'

'My predicament is that you've locked me up! Why? | saved your king, didn't 1?7
Thereis. .. conflict.'

‘Someone | et that chandelier down!'

'Yes, indeed. A member of your staff, it appears.’

'Y ou know that can't betrue! Detritus and Littlebottom were with me when-'
'Mister Skimmer was on your staff?

'He...Yes but...I...hewouldn't-'

'I believe you have such athing in Ankh-Morpork asthe Guild of Assassins? said Dee camly. 'Correct
meif | amwrong.'

'Hewas up at the tower!
Thedamaged tower?
'It was damaged before he-' Vimes stopped. 'Why would he smash up one of the towers?

'l did not say hewould,' said Dee. Theflat cdm was till there. 'And then, your grace, it has been
suggested that you gave asignd just before the thing came down...'

'What?

'A hand to the cheek, or something. It has been suggested that you anticipated the event.’
"The thing was swaying! Look, let metalk to Skimmer!'

'Do you have supernatural powers, your grace?

Vimes hesitated. 'He's dead?

'We bdieve he became entangled in the winch mechanism in the process of releasing the chanddlier.
Three dwarfswere dead around him.’

'Hewouldn't-' Vimes stopped again. Of course hewouldn't. It'sjust that he'samember of this Guild we
have, and you certainly know that, don't you-

Dee mugt have seen his expression. 'Quite so, quite so. Everything will beinvestigated thoroughly. The
innocent have nothing to fear.’

The newsthat they have nothing to fear is guaranteed to strike terror into the hearts of innocents
everywhere.

'What have you done with Sybil ?



'Done, your grace? Why nothing. We are not barbarians. We have heard nothing but good reports of
your wife. Sheisupst, of course.!’

Vimesgroaned. 'And Detritus and

Littlebottom?

"Well, of course they were under your command, your grace. And oneisatroll and the other is. . .
dangeroudy different. And that iswhy, and precisdly for that reason, they are under house arrest in your
own embassy. We do respect the traditions of diplomacy and we will not haveit said that we have acted
out of malice. Dee sighed. 'And then, of course, there istheother matter-'

'Are you going to accuse me of stealing the Scone, too?

'Y ou laid hands on the King.'

Vimes stared. 'Huh? A ton of candlestick was about to fal on him!'

"This has been pointed out-'

'And I'm imprisoned for saving him from an assassination attempt | planned?

‘Areyou?

'‘No! Look, the thing was coming down, what € se should | have done? Tugged at the carpet and tried to
drag him away?

'Yes, yes, | understand. But precedent in thisareais very clear. In 1345, when the king at the timefell
into alake, not one member of his staff dared touch him because of the ruling, and the subsequent finding
was that they had acted correctly. It isforbidden to touch the King. | have of course explained to the
conclavethat thisis not the Ankh-Morpork way, but thisis not AnkhMorpork.'

'l don't need everyone reminding me about that!'

"Youwill remain . . . our guest while investigations continue. Food and drink will be brought to you.'

‘And light?

'Of course. Excuse our lack of congderation. Stand back from the door, please. The guardswith me are
armed and they are. . . uncomplicated people.’

The grille on the door was siwung back. A glowing cage was put on the ledge.
'What'sthis? A sick glow-worm?

Itisakind of beetle, yes. Youll find that it will very soon seem quite bright. We are very accustomed to
darkness.’

'Look,' said Vimes, asthe grille was shut again,'you know thisisridiculous! | don't know what the
position iswith Mister Skimmer, but | damn well intend to find out! And there's the Scone theft, I'm



pretty certain I'm close to working that out, too. If you let me return to the embassy where else could |
go?

"We would not wish to find out. Y ou may just fed that life would be more pleasant in AnkhMorpork.'
‘Redlly? And how would we get there?

'Y ou may have friendsin unexpected places.’

Vimesthought of the evil little wegpon in the pillow.

'Y ou will not be badly treated. Thisisour way' said Dee. 'l will return when | have news.’

Hey-"

But Dee was aretresting shape in the crepuscular, most-not-there light.

InVimesscel the glow beetle was doing its best. All it managed to achieve, though, wasto turn the
darknessinto avariety of green shadows. Y ou could find your way around without walking into walls,
but that was about the extent of it.

One shot, which they didn't know you had.

That'dprobably get him out of the door. Into a corridor. Underground. Full of dwarfs.

On the other hand, it was amazing how the evidence could stack up against you when people wanted it
to.

Anyway, Vimes was an ambassador! What had happened to diplomatic immunity? But that was hard to
argue when you were faced with uncomplicated people with weaponry; there was arisk that they'd
experiment to seeif it wastrue.

One shot they didn't expect . . .

Sometime later there was arattling of keys and the door was pulled open. Vimes could make out the
shape of two dwarfs. One was holding an axe, the other was bearing atray.

The dwarf with the axe motioned Vimesto step back.

An axewasn't agood idea, Vimes considered. It was always the weapon of choice amongst dwarfs, but
it wasn't sensible in a confined space.

Heraised his hands and, as the other dwarf walked cautiously over to the stone dab, et them move
towards the back of his neck.

These dwarfswere nervous of him. Perhapsthey didn't see humans very often. They'd remember this
one.

'‘Want to seeatrick? said Vimes.

'Grz'dak?



'Watchthis,' said Vimes, and brought his hands around and shut his eyesjust before the match flared.

He heard the axe drop asits owner tried to cover hisface. That was an unexpected bonus, but there
wasn't timeto thank the god of desperate men. Vimes plunged forward, kicked as hard as he could, and
heard an 'oof' of expelled breath. Then he legpt into the patch of darknessthat contained the other dwarf,
found ahead, spun around and rammed it into an unseen wall.

Thefirgt dwarf wastrying to get to hisfeet. Vimes fumbled for himin the gloom, pulled him up by his
jerkin and rasped:' Someone left mea

weapon. They wanted meto kill you. Remember that. | could have killed you.'
He punched the dwarf in the somach. Thiswas no timeto play by the Marquis of Fantailler rules*
Then he turned, snatched the little cage containing the light beetle and headed for the door.

There was afeding of passageway, stretching off in both directions. Vimes paused for just long enough
to sense the draught on his face and headed that way.

Another glow beetle was hanging in acage alittle disance off. It illuminated, if such abright word could
be used for alight that merely made the darknessless black, ahuge circular opening in which afan turned
lezly.

The blades were so dow that Vimeswas able to step between them, into the velvet cavern beyond.

Someone redlly wants me dead, he thought, as he inched hisway dong the nearest invisiblewal with his
face to the draught. One shot they weren't expecting . . . butsomeone was expecting it, weren't they?

*The Marquis of Fantalller got into many fightsin hisyouth, most of them asaresult of being known as
the Marquis of Fantailler, and wrote a set of rulesfor what he termed ‘the noble art of fisticuffs, which
mostly consisted of alist of places where people weren't allowed to hit him. Many people were
impressed with hiswork and later stood with noble chest out-thrust and fists balled in aspirit of manly
aggression against people who hadn't read the Marquis's book butdid know how to knock people
sensalesswith achair. The last words of asurprisingly large number of people were 'Stuff the bloody
Marquisof Fantailler-

If you want to get aprisoner out of the clink, then you give him akey, or afile. You don't givehim a
wegpon. A key might get him out; awegpon would get him killed.

He stopped, one foot over emptiness. The glow beetle revealed aholein thefloor. It had the huge
suckingness of depth.

Then he gripped the beetl€'s cage between his teeth, took afew steps back and completely migudged
the distance. He hit the other side of the hole with every rib, both armsflat on the floor beyond.

A bit of Ankh-Morpork sense of humour hissed between histeeth.

He scrabbled hisway on to the cave floor and got his breath back. Then he took the one-shot out of his



pocket, fired it into the floor, tossed it into the hole - it clattered and echoed for some time - and moved
on, keeping hisfacetowardsthe cold air.

Thiswasn't atunnel any more. It was the bottom of a shaft. But the green glow lit up something heaped
inthemiddle.

Vimes picked up a handful of snow and, when he looked up, aflake melted on hisface. Hegrinned in
the dark. The beetle light just caught the edge of the spira stairsfixed to the rock.

'Stairs turned out to be a generous description. When the shaft had been cut, the dwarfs had made holes
in the stone and hammered thick baulks of timber into them. He tried one or two. They seemed sturdy
enough. With

care, hed be ableto scramble. . .

Hewas along way up before one log snapped. He flung out his hands and caught the next one, hisgrip
dipping on the wet wood. The glow beetle disappeared downwards and Vimes, swinging back and forth
from his precarious handhold, watched the circle of dim green light dwindle to adot and vanish.

Then the redlization crept over him that there was no way he would be able to pull himsalf up. Hisfingers
were numb, but the rest of hisentire life conssted of the amount of time they could maintain agrip on the
clammy step above him.

Cdl it aminute, perhaps.

Therewerealot of thingsthat could profitably be donein aminute, but most of them couldn't be done
with no hands while hanging in darkness over along drop.

Helost hisgrip. A moment later he smacked into the spiral of logs one turn below, which parted
company with thewall.

Man and timber fell one more turn. Vimes landed with arib-bending thump across one step, while those
around it gave way. Rocking gently on the one tough log, he listened to the thuds and booms asthe falen
timber continued to the bottom of the shaft.

"1"VVimes had intended to swear, but the fall had knocked the breath out of him. He hung like afolded
pair of old trousers.

It had been along time since held dept. Whatever held been doing on the dab it hadn't been deep.
Normal deep didn't leave your mouth fedling as though glue had been poured into it.

And only this morning the new ambassador for Ankh-Morpork had strolled out to present his
credentids. Only this evening Ankh-Morpork's commander of police had set out to solve asmplelittle
theft. And now he was dangling halfway up afreezing shaft, with afew inches of old and unreliable wood
between him and a brief trip to the next world.

All he could hope for was that hiswhole life wasn't going to pass before his eyes. There were some bits
of it hedidn't want to remember.



'‘Ah ... Sr Samuel. Bad luck. You vere doing so vell.'

He opened hiseyes. A faint purple light just above him illuminated the form of the Lady Margolotta. She
was Sitting on empty space.

'Can | giveyou alift? shesad.
Vimes shook hishead muzzily.

'If it makes you fed any better, | redlydon't like doing this," said the vampire. 'It'sso . . .expected of
vun. Oh dear. That rotten old log doesn't [ook very-'

Thelog snapped. Vimes landed spreadeagled on the turn below, but only for amoment. Severd stairs
broke and dropped him afurther flight. Thistime he caught hold of one and was, once again, dangling.

Lady Margolotta descended regaly.
Far below, the broken wood boomed.

‘Now, in theory this might be an dmost survivable vay of getting back down,’ said the vampire.
'Unfortunately, | fear that the descending logs have smashed many of the vuns below.’

Vimes shifted. His handhold seemed secure. It

might just be possibleto pull himself up. . .

'l knew you were behind this," he muttered, trying to will somelifeinto his shoulder muscles.
'No, you didn't. Y ou knew that the Scone wasn't stolen, though.'

Vimes sared at the serendly floating shape. The dwarfswouldn't think that-" he began. The log under
him gave the little nasty movement that announces to any luckless passengersthat it is about to land.

Lady Margolottadrifted closer. 'I| know you hate vampires,' she said. 'It's quite usudl, for your
persondlity type. It'sthe. . . penetrative aspect. But if | vasyou, right now, I'd ask myself . .. do| hate
themwith al my life?

She held out ahand.

‘Just one bitelll end al my troubles, eh? Vimes snarled.

"Vun bite vould be vun too many, Sam Vimes!'

The wood cracked. She grabbed hiswrigt.

If he'd thought about it at al, Vimes would have expected to be dangling from avampire now. Insteed,
hewassmply floating.

‘Don'tthink of letting go, said Margolotta as they rose gently up the shaft.

'One bite would be one too many? said Vimes. He recognized -the mangled mantra. 'Yourea. .. a



teetotaller?”

'Almost four years now.’

'No blood at al?

'Oh, yes. Animdl. It'srather kinder to them than daughter, don't you think? Of course, it makesthem
docile, but frankly acow isunlikely ever to vin the Thinker of the Y ear avard. I'm on avagon, Mister
Vimes!'

Thewagon. We cdll itthe wagon,’ said Vimes weakly. 'And . . . that replaces human blood?

'Like lemonade replaces whisky. Believe me. However, theintelligent mind canfind a. . . substitute.’
The sides of the shaft dropped away and they werein clear, freezing air, which knifed through Vimess
shirt. They drifted sideways alittle, and then Vimes was dropped into kneedeep snow.

"Vun of the better things about our dwarfsisthat they don't often try something new and they never let
go of anything old," said the vampire, hovering over the snow. 'Y ou weren't hard to find.'

'Wheream |7 Vimes |ooked around at rocks and trees mounded in snow.
'In the mountains, quite along way viddershins of the town, Mister Vimes. Goodbye!'
'Y oure going to leave mehere?'

'I'm sorry? Y ou were the one who escaped. | am certainly not here. Me, avampire, interfering in the
affairs of the dwarfs? Unthinkable! But let usjust say . . . | like people to have an even chance.’

'It'sfreezing! | haven't even got acoat! What isit youwant?”

'Y ou have freedom, Migter Vimes. Ian't that what everyvun wants? Isn't it supposed to give you alovely
warm glow?

Lady Margolotta disappeared into the snow.

Vimes shivered. He hadn't realized how warm it had been underground. Or what time it was. There was
adim, avery dimlight. Wasthisjust after sunset? Wasit dmost dawn?

The flakes were piling up on his damp clothes, driven by the wind.
Freedom could get you killed.

Shelter . . . that wasessential. Thetime of day and a precise location were no use to the dead. They
awaysknew what time it was and where they were.

He moved away from the open shaft and staggered into the trees, where the snow was less deep. It
gave off alight, fainter than asick beetle, asif snow somehow absorbed it from the air asit fell.

Vimeswasn't good at forests. They were things you saw on the horizon. If held thought about them at dl
he'd imagined alot of trees, standing like poles, brown at the bottom, bushy and green at the top.



Here there were humps, and bumps, and dark branches weighted and cresking under the snow. It fell
around him with ahiss. Occasondly lumps of the stuff would dide from somewhere above, and there
would be another shower of frigid crystals as a branch sprang back.

Therewas atrack of sorts, or at least awider, smoother expanse of snow. Vimesfollowed it, on the
basisthat there was no more sensble choice. The warm glow of freedom lasted only so long.

Vimes had city eyes. He'd watched coppers develop them. A trainee copper who glanced once at a
street was just learning, and if he didn't learn quicker hed become highly experienced at dying. One
who'd been on the streets for awhile paid attention, took in details, noted shadows, saw background and

foreground and the people who were trying not to bein either. Angualooked at streetslike that. She
worked at it.

The long-term coppers, like even Nobby when he was on agood day, glanced once a a street and that
was enough, because they'd seen everything.

Maybe there were .. . country eyes. Forest eyes. Vimes saw trees, mounds, snow and not much else.
The wind was getting up. It began to howl among the trees. Now the snow stung.
Trees. Branches. Snow.

Vimes kicked a mound beside the track. Snow did off dark pine needles. He dropped to his hands and
knees and pushed forward.

Ah...

It was till cold, and there was some snow on the dead needles, but the weighted branches had spread
around thetrunk like atent. He pulled himsdlf in, congratulating himself. It waswindless here and,
contrary to al common sense, the blanket of snow above him seemed to make itwarmer. It even smelled
warm...sortof ...anima ...

Threewolves, lying lazily around the trunk of the tree, were watching him with interest.

Vimes added metaphorical freezing to the other sort. The animals didn't seem frightened.

Wolvesl|

And that was about it. It made as much senseto say: snow! Or: wind! Right now, those were more
certainkillers.

He had heard somewhere that wolves wouldn't attack you if you faced them down.

The trouble was that hewas going to deep soon. He could fed it cregping over him. He wasn't thinking
right, and every muscle ached.

Outside, the wind moaned. And His Grace the Duke of Ankh fell adeep.

He awoke with asnort and, to hissurprise, al hisarmsand legsaswell. A drop of chilled water, melted
from the roof just above by the heat of hisbody, ran down his neck. His muscles didn't hurt any more.
He couldn'tfeel most of them.



And the wolves had gone. There was trampled snow at the far end of the makeshift lair, and light so
bright that he groaned.

It turned out to be daylight, from a bright sky bluer than any Vimes had seen, so blue that it sesemed to
shade into purple at the zenith. He stepped out into a sugar-frosted world, crunchy and glittering.

Wolf tracks|ed away between the trees. It occurred to Vimes that following them would not be a

life-enhancing move; perhapslast night had been understood as time out, but today was anew day and
probably the search was on for breskfast.

The sun felt warm, the air was cold, his breath hung in front of him.

There should be people around, shouldn't there? Vimes was hazy on rural issues, but weren't there
supposed to be charcoa burners, woodcuttersand . . . hetried to think . . . little girlstaking goodiesto
granny? The stories Vimes had learned as a kid suggested that al forestswere full of bustle, activity and
the occasiona scream. But this place was Silent.

He set off in adirection that appeared to head downwards, on general principles. Food was the
important thing. He'd till got a couple of matches and he could probably make afireif he had to be out
here mother night, but it was along time since the canapes at the reception.

Thisis Ankh-Morpork, trudging over and through the snow . . .

After hadf an hour he reached the bottom of a shallow valley, where a stream splashed between
encroaching banks of ice. It steamed.

The water was warm to the touch.
He followed the banks for some way. They were criss-crossed with anima tracks. Here and there the
water pooled in degp hollows that smelled of rotten eggs. Around them the | eafless bushes were heavy

with ice, where the steam had frozen.

Food could wait. Vimes stripped off his clothes and stepped into one of the degper pools, yelping at the
hest, and then lay back.

Didn't they do something like this up in Nothingfjord? He'd heard stories. They had hot steamy baths
and then ran around in the snow hitting one another with birch logs, didn't they? Or something. There was
nothing really daft that some foreigner wouldn't do somewhere.

Gods, it felt good. Hot water was civilization. Vimes could fed the stiffnessin his muscles mdting away
inthewarmth.

After amoment or two he splashed over to the bank and rummaged through his clothes until hefound a
flattened cigar packet containing a couple of thingsthet, after the events of the past

twenty-four hours, looked like fossilized twigs.
He had two matches.

Wéll, the hdll withit. Anyone could light afire with one match.



Helay back inthe water. That was agood decision. He could fed himsdf coming back together again,
pulled into shape by the hesat within and without

'‘Ah. Your grace. . .

Wolf von Uberwad was sitting on the opposite bank. He was stark naked. A little vapour rose off him,
asif held just been exerting himsalf. Muscles gleamed as though they'd been oiled. They probably had
been.

‘A run in the snow issuch athing, isit not? said Wolf pleasantly. "Y ou are certainly learning the ways of
Uberwald, your grace. Lady Sybil isdive and well and free to go back to your city when the passes are
cleared. | know you would wish to hear that.'

Other figures were gpproaching through the trees, men and women, al of them as unsdlfconscioudy
naked as Wolf.

Vimesredized he was a dead man bathing. He could seeit in Wolf's eyes. 'Nothing like ahot dip before
breakfast, he said.

'‘Ah, yes. We aso have not, as yet, breakfasted, said Wolf. He stood up, stretched, and cleared the
pool from a standing start. Vimess breeches were picked up and examined.

'l threw Inigo's damn thing away,' said Vimes. 'l don't think afriend put it there.”
'Itisdl agreat game, your grace,' said Wolf. 'Do not reproach yoursdlf! The strongest
survive, whichisasit should be!'

'Dee planned this, did he?

Wolf laughed. The dear little Dee? Oh, he had a plan. It was agood little plan, although atouch insane.
Happily, it will no longer be required!’

"Y ou want the dwarfsto go to war?

'Strength isgood,’ said Wolf, folding Vimess clothes neatly. 'But like some other good things, it only
remains good if it isnot possessed by too many people.’ He tossed the clothes asfar as he could.

'What isit you want meto say, your grace? Wolf continued. 'Something like"Y ou are going to die
anyway 0 | might aswell tell you," perhaps?

'Well, itd beahelp,’ said Vimes.
'Y ou aregoing to die anyway.' Wolf smiled. 'Why don't you tell me?'

Taking gained time. Maybe those woodcutters and charcod burners would be dong at any minute. If
they hadn't brought their axes everyone was going to beinbig trouble.

I'm. .. pretty sure why the replica Scone was stolen in Ankh-Morpork,' said Vimes. 'lI've just got the
inkling of an ideathat a copy was made of it, which was smuggled here on one of our coaches.



Diplomats don't get searched.’

'Well done!'

‘Shame Igor came to unload when one of your boys was there, wasn't it?
'Oh, it'shard to hurt an Igor!'

'Y ou don't care, do you? said Vimes. ‘A bunch of dwarfs want Albrecht on the thro- the Scone because
they want to hang on to that old-time

certainty, and you just want dwarfs fighting. And old Albrecht wouldn't even get the right Scone back!"

‘Let ussay that just now we find our interests converge, shall we? said Wolf.

Out of the corner of hiseye Vimes saw the other werewolves spreading out around the pool.

'‘And now you've set me up,' he said. 'Pretty amateurishly, 1'd say. But impressive, because Dee couldn't
have had much time after he thought | was getting close. It would have worked, too. People aren't good
eye-witnesses. | know. They believe what they want to see and what people told them they saw. It wasa
nice touch giving me that damn one-shot. He redlly must have hoped I'd kill to escape-'

Isit not time you got out of that . . . pool? said Wolfgang.

"Y ou meanbath?" said Vimes. Yes, therewas awince. Vimesregistered it. Oh, you're walking upright
and talking, my lad, and you look strong as an ox - but something between a human and awolf has abit
of dog in them, doesn't it?

"We have an ancient custom here,' said Wolf, looking away. 'And it isagood one. Anyone can chalenge
us. It'salittle. . . chase. The grest game! A competition, if you like. If they outrun usthey win four
hundred crowns. That isavery good sum! A man may start asmal businesswith it. Of course, as| can
seeyou redize, if theydon't outrun us the question of money does not arise!’

'‘Does anyone ever win? said Vimes. Comeon, woodcutters, the people need wood!

‘Sometimes. If they train well and know the country! Many a successful man in Bonk owes hisgtart in
lifeto our little custom. In your case, well give you, oh, an hour'slead. For the sport of it!" He pointed.
'Bonk isfivemilesin that direction. Thelore saysthat you must not enter adwelling until you get there.’

'And if | don't run?

Then it will bearedly short event! We do not like Ankh-Morpork. We do not want you here!’

‘That'sodd,' said Vimes.

Wolf's broad brow wrinkled. Y our meaning?

'Oh, it'sjust that everywhere | go in Ankh-Morpork | seem to bump into people who come from

Uberwad, you see. Dwarfs, trolls, humans. All beavering away quite happily and writing letters home
saying, comeon, it'sgreat here -they don't eat you adivefor adollar.’



Wolf'slip curled, reveding aglint of incisor. Vimes had seen that look on Anguasface.. It meant she
was having abad hair ,day. And awerewolf can have abad hair day dl over.

He pushed hisluck. It was clearly too weak to move by itsdf. 'Angua's getting on well-'
'Vimes! Migter Civilized! Ankh-Morpork! You

will run!'

Hoping that hislegswould support him, Vimes climbed out on the snow of the bank, asdowly ashe
dared. There waslaughter from the were-wolves.

'Y ou go into the water wearingclothes?

Vimeslooked down at his streaming legs. 'Y ou've never seen drawers before? he said.

Woalf'slip curled again. He glanced triumphantly

at the others. 'Behold .. . . civilization!' he said.

Vimes, puffed lifeinto his cigar and looked around the frozen woodland with as much hauteur ashe
could mugter.

'Four hundred crowns, did you say? he said.

'Y esl
Vimes sneered at the forest again. "What isthat in Ankh-Morpork dollars, do you know? About adollar
fifty?

‘The question will not arise!l" Wolf bellowed.

'Well, | don't want to have to spend it al here-'

‘Run!’
'In the circumstances, then, | won't ask if you have the money onyou.'

Vimes waked away from the werewolves, glad that they couldn't see hisface and very much aware that
the skin on his back wanted to crawl around to hisfront.

He kept moving camly, hiswet drawers begin-ning to cracklein thefrogty air, until he was certain he
was out of sight of the pack.

o, let'ssee. . . they've got better strength than you, they know the country, and if they're as good as
Anguathey could track afart through a skunk's breakfast, and your legs hurt aready.

So what are the pluses here? Well, you've made Wolf redly angry.

Vimes broke into arun.



Not much of aplusthere, then, al things con-sidered.

Vimes brokeinto afaster run.

Off in the distance, wolves began to howl.

Thereisasaying: it won't get better if you picket.

Corpora Nobbs or, rather, Guild President C. W. St J. Nobbs, reflected on this. A little early snow was
fizzlinginthear over the meta drum which, in gpproved strike fashion, was glowing red-hot in front of
the Watch House.

A main problem, as he saw it, was that there was something philosophically wrong with picketing a
building that no one except awatchman wanted to enter in any case. It isimpossible to keep people out
of something that they don't want to go into. It can't be done.

The chant hadn't worked. An old lady had given him a penny.

‘Colon, Colon, Colon! Out! Out! Out!" shouted Reg Shoe happily, waving his placard.

"That doesn't sound right, Reg," said Nobby. 'Sounds like surgery.'

Helooked at the other placards. Dorfl was holding alarge, closaly worded text, detailing their
grievancesin full, with references to Watch procedures and citing anumber of philosophica texts.
Congtable Vidit's sandwich-board, on the other hand, proclaimed: "What Profiteth it aKingdom if the
Oxen be Deflated?Riddles 11, v3.'

Somehow, these cogent arguments did not seem to be bringing the city to its knees.

Heturned at the sound of a coach pulling up and looked up at adoor which had a crest consisting
mainly of-ablack shield. And above that, looking out of the window, was the face of Lord Vetinari.

'Ah, none other than Corpora Nobbs,' said Lord Vetinari.
At this point Nobby would have given quite alot to beanyone other than Corporal Nobbs.

Hewasn't sure whether, as a striker, he should salute. He saluted anyway, on the basis that a salute was
seldom out of place.

'l gather you have withdrawn your labour,’ Lord Vetinari went on. 'In your case, | am sure this presented
agood ded of difficulty.’

Nobby wasn't certain about that sentence, but the Patrician seemed quite amiable.

'Can't stand by when the security of the city's concerned, Sir,' he said, oozing affronted loyaty from
every unblocked pore.

Lord Vetinari paused long enough for the peaceful, everyday sounds of acity apparently on the brink of
catastropheto filter into Nobby's consciousness.

'Wdll, of course | wouldn't dream of interfering,’ he said at last. Thisis Guild business. I'm sure hisgrace



will understand fully when he returns.” He banged on the side of the coach. 'Drive on.'

And the coach was gone.

A thought that had been nudging Nobby for some time chose this moment to besiege him once again.

Migter Vimesisgoing to gospare.He's going to go mental.

Lord Vetinari sat back in his seet, smiling to himsdif.

'Er, did youmean that, sir? said the clerk Drumknott, who was sitting opposite.

'Certainly. Make a note to have the kitchen send them down cocoa and buns around three o'clock.
Anonymoudly, of course. It's been a crime-free day, Drurnknott. Very unusud. Even the Thieves Guildis
lyinglow.'

'Yes, my lord. | can't imagine why. When the cat'saway. . .'

'Y es, Drumknott, but mice are happily unencumbered by apprehensions of the future. Humans, on the
other hand, are. And they know that Vimesis going to be back in aweek or so, Drumknott. And Vimes
will not be happy. Indeed, he will not. And when acommander of the Watch is unhappy, he tendsto
gpread it around with abig shove.

He smiled again. Thisisthe time for sensible men to be honest, Drumknott. | only hope Colon is stupid
enough to let it continue.’

The snow fdl fagter.

'How beautiful the snow is, sgters. . .
Three women sat at the window of their lonely house, looking out at the white Uberwald winter.
'‘And how cold thevind is,’ said the second sister.

Thethird sster, who was the youngest, sighed. "Why do we always talk about the wegather?

'What elseisthere?
'Wdll, it'seither freezing cold or baking. | mean, that'sit, redly.’

"That ishow things arein Mother Uberwald,’ said the oldest sister, dowly and sternly. 'The vind and the
snow and the boiling heat of summer .. .

'Y ou know, | bet if we cut down the cherry orchard we could put in aroller-skating rink-'

No.

'How about a conservatory? We could grow pineapples.'



No.

'If we moved to Bonk we could get abig apartment for the cost of this place-'

‘Thisisour home, Iring,’ said the oldest sster. 'Ah, ahome of logt illusions and thwarted hopes. . '
"We could go out dancing and everything.'

'l remember when we lived in Bonk,' said the middle sister dreamily. 'Things vere better then.'
"Things vere avays better then," said the oldest sster.

The youngest sister sighed and looked out of the window. She gasped. "There's aman running through
the cherry orchard!’

'A man? Vot could he possibly vant?
The youngest sister strained to see. ‘It lookslike hewants. . . apair of trousers. . .

'Ah," said the middle sister dreamily. Trousers ver better then.'

The hurrying pack stopped in achilly blue valley when the howling filled the air. Angualoped back to the
dedge, lifted out her bag of clothes with her jaws, glanced at Carrot and disappeared among the drifts. A
few moments later she walked back again, doing up her shirt.

"Wolfgang's got some .poor devil playing the game,’ she said. 'I'm going to put astop toit. It

was bad enough that Father kept the tradition going, but at |east he played fair. Wolfgang cheats. They
never win.'

'Isthisthe game you told me about?

‘That'sright. But Father played by the rules. If the runner was bright and nimble he got four hundred
crowns and Father had him to dinner at the castle.’

'If helost, then your father had him for dinner out in the woods.'
Thank you for reminding me!'
'l wastrying not to be nice.’

'Y ou may have an undiscovered natural talent,’ said Angua. 'But no onehad to run, ismy point. | won't
apologize. I've been acopper in AnkhMorpork, remember. City motto: You May Not Get Killed.

‘Actudly, it's
‘Carrot! I know. Andour family mottoisHomo Homini Lupus. "A man isawolf to other men"! How

stupid. Do you think they mean that men are shy and retiring and loya and kill only to eat? Of course
not! Theymean that men act likemen towards other men, and the worse they are the more they think



they'd redlly like being wolves! Humans hate werewolves because they see the wolf in us, but wolves
hate us because they see the human inside - and | don't blame them!"

Vimes veered away from the farmhouse and sprinted towards the nearby barn. There had to be
something in there. Even a couple of sackswould do. The chafing qualities of frozen

underwear can be serioudy underestimated.

He'd been running for half an hour. Well, for twenty-five minutes, redlly. The other five had been spent
limping, wheezing, clutching a his chest and wondering how you knew if you were having a heart attack.

Theinsde of thebarn was. . . barn-like. There were stacks of hay, dusty farm implements. . . and a
couple of threadbare sacks hanging on anail. He snatched one, gratefully.

Behind him the door creaked open. He spun round, clutching the sack to him, and saw three very

sombrely dressed women watching him carefully. One of them was holding akitchen knifein atrembling
hand,

'Have you come here to ravish us? she sad.

'‘Madam! I'm being pursued by werewolves!'

The three looked a one another. To Vimes the sack suddenly seemed far too small.
'Er, vill that take you all day? said one of the women.

Vimes held the sack moretightly. 'Ladies! Please! | need trousers!'

Ve can seethat.’

'‘And aweapon, and bootsif you've got them! Please?

They went into another huddle.

"We have the gloomy and purposdless trousers of Uncle Vanya,' said one, doubtfully.

'He seldom wore them,' said another.

'And | have an axein my linen cupboard,’ said the youngest. She looked guiltily at the other two. 'L ook,
justin casel ever needed it, dl right? 1 wasn't going to chop anythingdown.'

'l would be so grateful,’ said Vimes. Hetook in the good but old clothes, the faded gentility, and played

the only card in hishand. 'l am His Grace the Duke of Ankh, dthough | appreciate thisfact is not evident
at the-'

There was athree-fold sigh.

'‘Ankh-Morpork!'



"Y ou haf amagnificent opera house and many fine galleries!

‘Such vonderful avenues!'

‘A veritable heaven of culture and sophistication and unattached men of quaity!’
'Er, | ssaidAnkh-Morpork,' said Vimes. 'Withan A andan M.

'V e have aways dreamed of going there."

'I'll have three coach tickets sent dong immediately | get home," said Vimes, hismind's ear hearing the
crunch of speeding paws over snow. '‘But, dear ladies, if you could fetch me those things-

They hurried away, but the youngest lingered by the door.
'Do you have long cold wintersin AnkhMorpork? she said.
"Just muck and dush, usudly.’

'Any cherry orchards?

'l don't think we have any, I'm afraid.’

She punched the air. 'Y esss!’

A few minuteslater Vimes was donein the barn, wearing a pair of ancient black trousersthat he'd tied
at thewaist with rope, and holding an axe that was surprisingly sharp.

He had five minutes, perhaps. Wolves probably didn't stop to worry about heart attacks.

Therewas no point in smply running. They could run faster. He needed to stay near civilization and its
halmarks, like trousers.

Maybetime was on Vimess sde. Anguawas never very takative about her world, but shehad said thet,
in either shape, awerewolf dowly lost some of the skills of theother shape. After severa hours on two
legs her sense of smell dropped from uncanny to merely good. And after too long asawaolf . . . it was
like being drunk, asfar as Vimes understood it; alittleinner part of you was il trying to give
instructions, but the rest of you was acting stupid. The human part started to lose control.

He looked around the barn again. There was aladder to an upper gallery. He climbed it and looked out
of aglasdesswindow across asnowy meadow. Therewas ariver in the distance, and what looked very
much like aboathouse.

Now, how would awerewolf think?

The werewolves dowed as they reached the building. Their leader glanced at alieutenant and nodded. It
loped off in the direction of the boathouse. The others followed Wolf insgde. Thelast became human for a
moment to pull the doors shut and drop the bar across.



Wolf stopped near the centre of the barn. Hay had been scattered over the floor in great fluffy piles.
He scraped gently with a paw, and wispsfell away from arope that was stretched taut.

Wolf took a deep breath. The other werewolves, sensing what was going to happen, looked away.
There was amoment of struggling shapelessness, and then he was risng dowly on two feet, blinking in
the dawn of humanity.

That'sinteresting, thought Vimes, up on the gallery. For a second or two after changing, they're not
entirely up on current events. . .

'Oh, your grace," said Wolf, looking around. ‘A trap? How very . . . civilized.'
He caught sight of Vimes, who was standing on the higher floor, by the window.
'What was it supposed to do, your grace?

Vimes reached down to the ail lamp. ‘It was supposed to be adecoy,' he said.

He hurled the lamp down on to the dry hay and flicked his cigar after it. Then he grabbed the axe and
climbed through the window just asthe spilled oil went whump.

Vimes dropped into the degp snow and ran towards the boathouse.

There were other tracksleading to it, not human. When he reached the door he swung wildly at the
darknessjust ingde, and his reward was a cut-off yelp.

The skiff that was housed in the tumbledown shed was a quarter full of dark water, but he didn't dare
think about bailing yet. He grabbed the dusty oars and rowed with consderable effort and not much
speed out on to theriver.

He groaned. Wolf was trotting across the snow, with the rest of the pack behind him. They al seemed to
be there.

Wolf cupped hishands. 'Very civilized, your grace! But, you see, when you set fireto abarn

full of wolves, they panic, your grace! But when they're werewolves, one of them just opens the door!
Y ou cannot kill werewolves, Migter Vimed!'

Tdl that to the one in the boathousa!' Vimes shouted, as the current took the boat.

Wolf looked into the shadows for amoment and then cupped his hands again. '‘He will recover, Mister
Vimed'

Vimes swore under his breath, because despite dl his hopes a couple of werewolves had plunged into
the water upstream and were swimming strongly towards the opposite bank. But that was a doggy thing,
waan't it? Legp joyfully into the water outdoors, but fight like hell againgt atub.

Wolfgang had started to trot along the bank. The onesin the water emerged on the far bank. Now they
were keeping pace with the boat on both sides.



But the current was carrying it dong faster now. Vimes started to bail with both hands.
'Y ou can't outrun theriver, Wolf!" he shouted.

'We don' haveto, Migter Vimes! That isnot the question! The question is, can you outswim the
waterfal? Seeyou later, Civilized!

Vimeslooked around. In the distance the river had aforeshortened look. When he concentrated, the
inner ear of terror could hear adistant roaring.

He snatched the oars again and tried to row upstream and, yes, it was possible to make headway
againgt the current. But he couldn't keep rowing faster than wolves could run, and taking on two a once
on the shore, when they were ready and waiting for him, was not an option.

If he went over the falls now, he might get to the bottom before they did.

That wasn't agood sentence, however hetriedit.

Hetook his hands off the oars and pulled in the mooring rope. If | make a couple of loops, he thought, |
can strap the axe on to my back-

He had amental picture of what could happen to aman who plunged into the cauldron below awaterfal
with a sharp piece of metal attached to his body-

GOOD MORNING.

Vimesblinked. A tal dark robed figure was now ditting in the boat.

'‘Areyou Death?

ITSTHE SCYTHE, ISN'T IT? PEOPLE ALWAY SNOTICE THE SCYTHE.
I'mgoingto die?

POSSIBLY.

'Possibly?'Y ou turn up when people are possibly going to die?

OH, YES. ITSQUITE THE NEW THING. IT'SBECAUSE OF THE UNCERTAINTY
PRINCIPLE.

'‘What's that?
I'M NOT SURE.
‘That'svery helpful.’

| THINK IT MEANSPEOPLE MAY OR MAY NOT DIE. | HAVETO SAY IT'SPLAYING HOB
WITH MY SCHEDULE, BUT | TRY TO KEEPUPWITH MODERN THOUGHT.

Theroar wasalot louder now. Vimeslay back in the boat and gripped the sides.



I'm talking to Deseth, he thought, to take my mind off things.

'Didn't | seeyou last month? | was chasing

Bigger-than-Small-Dave Dave along Peach Pie Street and | fdll off that ledge?

THAT IS CORRECT.

‘But | landed on that cart. | didn't die!’

BUT YOU MIGHTHAVE DONE.

‘But I thought we al had some kind of hour-glass thing that saidwhen we're going to die?

Now the roar was dmost physical. Vimes redoubled his grip on the boat.

OH, YES. You Do, said Degth.

‘But we might not?

NO. YOU WILL. THERE ISNO DOUBT ABOUT THAT.

‘But you said-'

YES, ITISA BIT HARD TO UNDERSTAND, ISN'T IT?APPARENTLY THERE'STHISTHING
CALLED THE TROUSERS OF TIME, WHICH ISQUITE ODD, BECAUSE TIME CERTAINLY
DOESN'T-

The boat went over the waterfall.

Vimes had athunderous sensation of pound-ing, thudding weter, followed by the echoing ringing in his
ears as he hit the pool below. Hefought his way to what passed for the surface and felt the current take
him, dam himinto arock and then roll him away in the white water.

Heflailed blindly and caught another rock, his body swinging around into apool of comparative cam.
Ashefought for breath he saw a grey shape legping from stone to stone and then another dose of hell

was unleashed asit landed, snarling, beside him.

He grabbed it desperately and hung on asit struggled to bite him. A paw flailed to gain pur-chase on the
dippery stone and then, in sudden difficulties, responding automaticdly ... it

changed. ..

It was asif the wolf shape became small and aman shape became bigger, in the same space, at the
sametime, with amoment of horrible dis-tortion as the two forms passed through one another.

And then there was that moment he'd noticed before, a second of confusion-

It was just long enough to ram the man's head againgt the rock with every ounce of strength he could
scrape together. Vimes thought he heard a crack.



Then he pushed himsdlf back out into the current and let it carry him on, while he smply struggled to stay
near the surface. There was blood in the water. Hed never killed someone with his bare hands before.
Truth totell, hed never deliberately killed at al. There had been deaths, because when people arerolling
down aroof and trying to strangle one another it's sheer luck who is on top when they hit the ground. But
that wasdifferent. He went to bed every night believing that.

Histeeth were chattering and the bright sun made his eyes ache, but hefelt . . . good.
He wanted to besat his chest and scream, in fact.
They'd been trying to kill him!

Make them stay wolves, said alittleinner voice. The more time they spent on four legsthe less bright
they'd become.

A deeper voice, red and raw, from much, much further insde, said, Kill ‘'em dl!
Theragewas boiling up now, fighting againgt the chill.
Hisfeet touched bottom.

The river was broadening here, into something wide enough to be called alake. A wide ledge of ice had
crept out from the bank, covered here and there with blown snow. Fog drifted acrossit, fog with a
sulphurous smell.

Thereweredill cliffson thefar sde of theriver. A solitary werewolf, companion to the one now drifting
on the current, was watching him from the nearest bank. Clouds were diding across the sun and snow

wasfdling again, inlarge, raggedy flakes.

Vimeswaded to the rim of ice and tried to pull himself up out of the water, but it creaked ominoudy
under hisweight and cracks zigzagged across its surface.

Thewolf came closer, moving with caution. Vimes made another desperate attempt, adab of ice came
free and tipped up, and he disappeared under the water. The cresture waited afew moments and then
inched further out over theice, growling asfine cracks spread out like stars under its paws.

A shadow moved in the shallow water below it. There was an explosion of water and breath as Vimes
broke through the ice under the werewolf, grabbed it around the waist and fell back.

A claw ripped dong Vimess side, but he gripped as hard as he could with arms and legs as they rolled
under theice. It was a desperate test of lung capacity, he knew. Buthe wasn't the one who'd just had the
alr squeezed out of him. He held on, while the water clanged in his ears and the thing scrabbled and
scratched at him and then, when there was nothing el se left but to let go or drown, he punched hisway

uptotheair.

Nothing lashed at him. He cracked hisway through the ice to the bank, dropped on his hands and knees
and threw up.

Howling started, dl around the mountains.



Vimes looked up. Blood was coursing down hisarms. The air stank of rotten eggs. And there, highon a
hill amile or so off, wasthe clacks tower .

... with itsstone walls and door that could be bolted . . .

He stumbled forward. The snow underfoot was aready giving way to coarse grass and moss. The air
was hotter now, but it wasthe clammy hesat of afever. And he looked around and redlized where he
was.

Therewas bare dirt and rock in front of him, but here and there parts of it were moving and going ‘blup'.

Everywhere he looked there were fat geysers. Rings of ancient, congealed yellow fat, so old and rancid
that even Sam Vimeswouldn't dip histoast in it unless he wasredly hungry, encircled szzling little pools.
There were even black floating bits, which on second glance turned out to be insects that were dow
learnersin ahot fat Stuation.

Vimesrecalled something Igor had said. Sometimes dwarfs working the high strata, where the fat had
congeded into akind of tallow millenniaago, found strange ancient animals, perfectly preserved but fried
toacrisp.

Probably . . . Vimesfound himsdlf laughing out

of sheer exhaugtion ... probably battered to death.

Mwahahaa

The snow wasfdling heavily now, making the fat pools spit.

He sagged to hisknees. He ached dl over. It wasn't just that his brain was writing cheques that his body
couldn't cash. It had gone beyond that. Now hisfeet were borrowing money that hislegs hadn't got, and
his back muscles were looking for loose change under the sofa cushions.

And il nothing was coming up behind him. Surely they must've crossed theriver by now?

Then he saw one. He could have sworn it hadn't been there amoment ago. Another one trotted out from
behind a nearby snowdrift.

They sa watching him.
‘Comeon, then!" Vimes yelled. 'What are you waiting for?

The pools of fat hissed and bubbled around Vimes. It was warm here, though. If they weren't going to
move, then neither was he,

He focused on atree on the edge of the fat geysers. It looked barely alive, with greasy splashes on the
end of thelonger branches, but it also looked climbable. He concentrated on it, tried to estimate the
distance and the speed he might be capable of.

Thewerewolves turned to look &t it, too.

Another one had entered the clearing at a different point. There were three watching him now.



They weren't going to run until he did, he redized. Otherwise it wouldn't befun.

He shrugged, turned away from thetree. . . and then turned back and ran. By the time he was hafway
there he was afraid his heart was going to climb up histhroat, but he ran on, jumped avkwardly, caught a
low branch, dipped, struggled gasping to hisfeet, grabbed the branch again and managed to pull himself
up, expecting a every second thefirdt tiny puncture as teeth broke his skin.

He rocked on the greasy wood. The were-wolves hadn't moved, but they were watching him with
interest.

'Y ou bastards,’ Vimes growled.

They got up and picked their way carefully towards the tree, without hurrying. Vimes climbed alittle
further up.

'‘Ankh-Morpork! Mister Civilized! Where are your wespons now, Ankh-Morpork?

It was Wolfgang's voice. Vimes peered around the snowdrifts, which were dready filling up with violet
shadows as the afternoon died.

'l got two of you!" he shouted.

'Y es, they will have big headaches|ater on! We arewerewolves, Ankh-Morpork! Quite hard to stop!'
'Y ou said that you-'

'Y our Mister Seeps could run much faster than you, Ankh-Morpork!'
'Fast enough?

‘No! And the man with thelittle black hat could fight better than you, too!'
'Wel enough?

'No!" shouted Wolfgang cheerfully.

Vimesgrowled. Even assassnsdidn't deserve

that kind of death. 'It'll be sunset soon!" he shouted.

'Yes! | lied about the sunset!”

'Wdll, wake me up at dawn, then. | could do with the deep!’

'Y ou will freeze to degth, Civilized Man!'

'‘Good!" Vimeslooked around at the other trees. Even if he could jump to one, they were dl conifers,
painful to land in and easy to fall out of.



'Ah, thismust be the famous Ankh-Morpork sense of humour, yes?

'No, that wasjugt irony," Vimes shouted, gill looking for an arboreal escape route. 'Y ou'll know when

we've got on to the famous Ankh-Morpork sense of humour when | start talking about breasts and
farting, you smug bastard!’

So, what were his options? Well, he could stay in thetree and die, or run for it and die. Of the two,
dying in one piece seemed better.

YOU'RE DOING VERY WELL FOR A MAN OF YOUR AGE.
Death was Stting on a higher branch of thetree.
'Areyou following me or what?

ARE YOU FAMILIARWITH THE WORDS 'DEATH WAS HISCONSTANT COMPANION™?

‘But | don't usually see you!"

POSSIBLY YOU ARE IN A STATE OF HEIGHTENED AWARE-NESS CAUSED BY LACK OF
FOOD, SLEEP AND BLOOD?

'Areyou going to help me?
WELL ...YES

"When?

ER, WHEN THE PAIN ISTOO MUCH TO BEAR. Desgth hesitated, and then went on. EVEN ASI|

SAY IT | REALIZE THAT THISISNT THE ANSWER YOU WERE LOOK-ING FOR,
HOWEVER.

The sun was near the horizon now, getting big and red.
Racing thesun .. . . That was another Uberwald sport, wasn't it? Be home safe before the sun sets.
Half amile or more, through deep snow on rising ground.

Someone was climbing up the tree. Hefelt it shake. He looked down. In the cold blue gloom a naked
man was quietly pulling himsdlf from branch to branch.

Vimes was enraged. They weren't supposed to do this!

There was agrunt from below as the climber dipped and recovered on the greasy wood.

HOW ARE YOU FEELING, IN YOURSELF?

'Shut up! Evenif youare ahdlucinaion!



There must besomething about werewolves he could use.

Y ou have a second's grace when they are changing shape, but they knew he knew that . . .

No wegpons. That'swhat he'd noticed in the castle. Y oualways got weaponsin castles. Spears,
battleaxes, ridiculous suits of armour, huge old swords. . . Even the vampires had afew rapiers on the

walls. That was because, sometimes, even vampires had to use aweapon.

Werewolves didn't. Even Angua hestated before reaching for a sword. To awerewolf aphysical
wespon would always be thesecond choice.

Vimeslocked hislegstogether and swung around the branch asthe werewolf came up. He caught it a
blow on the ear and, asit looked up, managed another blow right on the nose.

It gave him aringing dap and that would have ended it, except that it also pulled itself alittle further up
the tree and brought itsalf within the range of the Vimes Elbow.

It justified the capitd letter. It had triumphed in anumber of Street fights. Vimes had learned early onin
his career that the graveyards were full of people who'd read the Marquis of Fantailler. The wholeidea of
fighting was to stop the other bloke hitting you as soon as possible. It wasn't to eernmarks. Vimes had
often fought in circumstances where being able to use the hands fregly was aluxury, but it was amazing
how awell-placed elbow could make a point, possibly assisted by aknee.

Hedrove it into the werewolf's throat and was rewarded with a horrible noise. Then he grabbed a
handful of hair and pulled, let go and dammed the palm of hishand into itsface in amad attempt to
prevent it having asecond to think. He couldn't allow that - he could see the size of the man's muscles.

The werewolf reacted instead.

There was that sudden moment of morphologica inexactitude. A nose turned into amuzzle while
Vimessfist was en route, but when the wolf opened its mouth to lunge a him two things occurred to it.

Onewasthat it was high in atree, not atenable position for a shape designed for fast-paced living on the
ground. The other was gravity.

‘Down thereit'sthelore,’ Vimes panted, asits paws scrabbled for purchase on the greasy branch. 'But
up hereit'sme.’

He reached up, grabbed the branch above him, and kicked down with hisfeet.
Therewas yep, and another yelp asthewolf did and hit the next branch down.

About hafway towards the ground it tried to change back again, combining in onefdling shapeal the
quadlities of something not good at staying in trees with something not good at landing on the ground.

‘Gotchal' screamed Vimes.
Inthe forest al around a howling went up.

The branch he was clinging to snapped. For amoment he hung by the gloomy trousers of Uncle Vanya,



caught on asnag, and then their ancient fabric ripped off him and he dropped.

Hisprogresswas alittle faster, since the falling werewolf had removed alot of branches on the way
down, but the landing was softer because the werewolf was just getting to itsfedt.

Vimessflailing hand grabbed a broken branch.

Aweapon.

Thought more or less sopped when hisfingers closed. Whatever replaced it in the pathways of hisbrain
was gushing up from somewhere e se, thousands of years old.

The werewolf struggled up and turned on him. The branch caught it across the side of the head.

Steam rose off Sir Samud Vimes as he lurched forward, snarling incoherently. He smacked the club
down again. He roared. There were no words there. It was a sound from before words. If there was any
meaning init a al it was alament that he couldn't cause enough pain. . .

Thewolf whined, sumbled, rolled over . . . and changed.

The human extended a bleeding hand towards him in supplication. 'Ple-ease. . .

Vimes hesitated, club raised.

Thered rage drained away. He was on afreezing hillsde againgt a cold sunset, and they'd left him aone,
and he might just make it to the tower . . .

In one movement, changing from man to wolf asit moved, the werewolf sprang. Vimes went backwards
into the snow. He could fed the breath and the blood, but not the pain

No talons ripped, no teeth tore.
And the weight was lifted. Hands pulled the body off him.

'Bit of aclose onethere, Sir,' said avoice chearfully. '‘Best not to give them any quarter, redlly.’ There
was a spear right through the werewolf.

‘Carrot?

'Well get afiregoing. It'seasy if you dip thewood in thefat springsfirdt.’

‘Carrot?

'I shouldn't think you've eaten. There's not much game this close to the town, but weve still got some-
‘Carrot?

'Er, yes, Sr?

'What the hdll are you doing here?



It'sal abit complicated, Sr. Here, let me help

you up-'

Vimes shook him off ashetried to help him to hisfeet.

'I got thisfar, thank you, | think I'm capable of standing up,’ he said, and forced hislegsto support him.
'Y ou seem to have lost your trousers, Sir.!

'Y es, it'sthe famous Ankh-Morpork sense of humour,’ growled Vimes.

'‘Only ... Anguawill beback soon,and. .. and. . .

‘Sergeant Anguas family, captain, are in the habit of running around the woods in the snow stark bol-
stark naked!"

Yes, gr,but. ..l mean...youknow...it'snotredly...

I'll give you five minutesto find a clothes shop, shall 1? Otherwise- Look, wherethe hell aredl the
werewolves, eh? | was expecting to drop into a heap of snarling jaws, and now you're here, thank you
very much, and there's no werewolves!'

'Gavin's people chased them away, Sir. Y ou must've heard the howl go up.’

'Gavin's people, en? Wdll, that's good! That's very good! I'm pleased about that! Well done, Gavin!
Now,who the hell is Gavin?'

A howl went up from adigtant hill.
"That's Gavin,' said Carrot.
‘A wolf? Gavin'sawolf?|'ve been saved from werewolves bywol ves?'

'Itsdl right, Sr. When you think about it, it's not redlly any different from being saved from werewolves
by people.’

'When | think about it, | think perhaps| was better off lying down,’ said Vimes weekly.

‘Let'sget tothedeigh, Sr. | wastrying to say

we have got your clothes. That's how Anguatracked you.'

Ten minutes later Vimeswas sitting in front of afire with ablanket around him, and the world seemed to
make alittle more sense. A dice of venison was going down well, and Vimes was far too hungry to
bother much that the butcher appeared to have used his teeth.

"The wolves spy on the werewolves? he said.

'Sort of, sr. Gavin keegps an eye on thingsfor Angua. They're. . . old friends.’



The moment of silence went on just dightly too long.
'He sounds like avery bright wolf,’ said Vimes, in the absence of anything more diplomatic to say.
'More than that. Anguathinks he might be part werewolf, from way back.’

'Can that happen?

'She says 0. Did | tell you that he came dl the way into Ankh-Morpork? A big city? Can you imagine
what that must have been like?

Vimesturned at afaint sound behind him.

A largewolf was standing at the edge of thefirdlight. It waslooking at him intently. It wasn't just the look
of ananimal szing him up ontheleve of food/threat/thing. Behind that tare whedswere turning. And
therewasasmall but rather proud mongrd at his side, scratching furioudly.

'Isthat Gaspode? said Vimes. 'The dog that's always hanging around the Watch House?

'Yes, he. .. helped me get here,' said Carrot.

'l just don't want to ask,' said Vimes. 'Any minute now adoor's going to open in atree and Fred and
Nobby are going to step out, am | right?

I hope nat, Sir.’

Gavin lay down ashort distance from the fire and started watching Carrot.

'Captain? said Vimes.

'Yes, Sr?

"You'l notice | haven't pressed you on why you're here aswell as Angua.’

'Yes, gr.'

'Wdl? said Vimes. And now he thought he recognized thelook on Gavin's face, even though it wason a
face of an unusud shape. It was thelook you got on the face of a gentleman lounging on acorner by a
bank, watching the comings and goings, seeing how the place worked.

'l was admiring your diplomacy, Sr.'

'Hmm?What? said Vimes, gtill staring at the wolf.

'| appreciated the way you were avoiding asking questions, i’

Anguawaked into thefirdight. Vimes saw her glance around the circle and squat down on the snow
exactly hafway between Carrot and Gavin.

"They're milesaway now. Oh, hello, Mister Vimes!'



There was some more silence.
'sanyone going to tell me something? said Vimes.

'My family aretrying to upset the coronation,’ said Angua. "They're working with some dwarfs that don't
want- that want to keep Uberwald separate.’

'l think I've worked that one out. Running for

your lifethrough afreezing cold forest givesyou abit of aninsght.’

I havetotdl you, sir, my brother killed the clacks signdlers. His scent'sal over the place up there!
Gavin made anoisein histhroat.

'And another man that Gavin didn't recognize, except that he spent alot of time hiding in the forest and
watching our castle’

'l think that might have been aman caled Segps. Oneof our . . . agents,’ said Vimes.

'He did well. He managed to get to aboat afew miles downriver. Unfortunately there was awerewolf
watinginit.

It was awaterfal that did for me," said Vimes.
'Permission to speak honestly, Sir? said Angua.
‘Don't you dways?

"They could have got you any timethey liked, Sr. Redlly they could. They wanted you to get asfar asthe
tower before they redly attacked. | expect Wolfgang thought that'd be nicely symbolic or something.'

'l got three of them!’

'Y es, Sr. But you wouldn't have been able to get three of them dl at once. Wolfgang was having some
fun. That's how he's dways played the game. He's good at thinking ahead. He likes ambushes. He likes
some poor soul to get within afew yards of the finish before he legps out on them." Angua sighed. 'Look,
gr, | don't want there to be trouble-'

'He's been killing people!’

'Yes, dr. But my mother'sjust arather ignorant snob and my father's haf-gone now. He spends

so much time asawoalf he hardly knows how to act human any more. They don't livein the real world.
They redly think Uberwad can stay the same. Thereisn't alot up here, redly, but it's ours. Wolfgang'sa
murderousidiot who thinks that werewolves were born to rule. Thetroubleis, sir, he hasn't broken the
lore!

'Oh, ye gods!'

'l bet he could find plenty of witnessesto say that he gave everyone the sart the lore requires. That'sthe



rules of the game.’

'And meddling with the dwarfs affairs? He's stolen the Scone or swapped it or . . . something, | haven't
worked it al out yet, but one poor dwarf's aready dead because of it! Cheery and Detritus are under
arrest! Inigoisdead! Sybil'slocked up somewhere! And you're sayingit'sal Okay?

‘Things are different here, sir,' said Carrot. ‘It wasn't until ten years ago that they replaced trid by ordeal
herewith tria by lawyer, and that was only because they found that lawyers were nastier.’

'I've got to get back to Bonk. If they've harmed Sybil | don't carewhat the damn loreis!
‘Mister Vimes! You look donein asitid' said Carrot.

'I'll keep going. Come on. Get some of thewolvesto pull the deigh-'

'Y ou don'tget themto, Sir. You ask Gavin if they will,' said Carrot.

'Oh. Er, can you explain the Stuation to him?

I'm standing in the cold in the middle of aforest, thought Vimes amoment later, watching

aquite handsome young woman growling a conversation with awolf who iswatching her. This does not
often happen. Not in Ankh-Morpork, anyway. It's probably a daily occurrence up here.

Eventualy six wolves alowed themsalves to be harnessed, and Vimes was carried up the hill to the road.
‘Stop!'

'Sr? said Carrot.

I want aweapon! There's got to be something in the tower | can use!’

'Sir, you can use my sword! And there'sthe. . . hunting spears.’

"Y ou know what you can do with the hunting spears!’

Vimeskicked the door at the base of the tower. Fresh snow had blown in, smoothing the edges of wolf
and human tracks.

Hefédt drunk. Bitsof hisbrain were going on and off. His eyebdlsfelt as though they were lined with
towdling. Hislegs seemed only vaguely under his control.

Surely the sgndlers must've hadsomething?

Even the sacks and barrels had gone. Well, there were plenty of peasantsin the hills, and winter was
coming on, and the men who'd been here certainly had no further use for the food. Even Vimes wouldn't

cdlthat theft.

He climbed up to the next floor. The thrifty people of the forest had been up here, too. But they hadn't
taken the bloodstains off the floor, or Inigo'slittle round hat which inexplicably was wedged into the

wooden wall.



He pulled it out and saw where the thin fet on the brim had been pushed back to reveal the razor-sharp
edge.

An assassin's hat, he thought. And then, no,not an assassin's hat. He remembered the street fights he'd
seen when hewas akid, among the hard-drinking men who thought that even bareknuckle fighting was

posh. Some of them would sew arazorblade into the brim of their cap, for abit of helpinamelee. This
was the hat of aman who was aways looking for that extra edge.

It hadn't worked here.

He dropped it on the floor and his eye caught, in the gloom, the box of mortars. Even that had been
ransacked, but the tubes had Ssmply been scattered across the floor. The gods alone knew what the
scavengers thought they were.

He put them back in their box. Inigo was right about them, at least. A weapon so inaccurate that it
probably couldn't hit abarn wall from inside the barn was nogood as aweapon. But other things had
been scattered around, too. The men who'd been living rough here had left afew persond items. Pictures
had been thumbtacked to the wall. There was adiary, a pipe, someone's shaving gear. Boxes had been
tipped out on thefloor . . .

"Wed better be getting on, sir," said Carrot from the ladder.

They'd been killed. They'd been sent racing off into the dark with monsters at their hedls, and then some
blank-faced peasants who'd done nothing to help had come in here and picked over thelittle things
they'd left behind.

Damnit! Vimes growled and swept everything into abox and dragged it over to the ladder.

'WEell drop thislot off a the embassy,’ he said. 'I'm not leaving anything here for scavengers. Don't think
about arguing with me.'

‘Wouldn't dream of it, Sir. Wouldn't.dream of it.'

Vimes paused. 'Carrot? That wolf and Angua. . ." He stopped. How the hell did you continue a sentence
likethat?

‘They'reold friends, sir.’

‘They are?.

There was nothing but the usua completely open honesty anywhere in Carrot's expression.
'Oh ... we.... that's good, then,’ Vimesfinished.

A minute later they were on their way again. Anguawas running as awolf far ahead of the deigh,
alongside Gavin. Gaspode had curled up under the blankets.

And here | am again, thought Vimes, racing the sunset. Heavens know why. I'm in the company of a
werewolf and awolf that looksworse, and ditting in adeigh drawn by wolveswhich | can't steer. Try
lookingthat one up in the manudl.



He dozed among the blankets, half-open eyes watching the disc of the sun flickering between pine trees.

How could you stedl the Scone from its cave?

He'd said there were dozens of ways and there were, but they were al risky. They all depended too
much on luck and deepy guards. And thisdidn't fed like a crime that was going to rely on luck. It had to
work.

The Scone wasn't important. Itwas important that the dwarfs ended in disarray - no king, violent
arguments and fighting in the dark. And it would stay dark in Uberwald, too. And it seemed to be
important that the King was blamed. After al, he was the one who'd lost the Scone.

Whatever the plan was, it had to be done quickly. Wéll, the clacks would have been useful. What had
Wolfgang said? 'Those clever men in Ankh-Morpork'? Not dwarfs, butmen.

Rubber Sonky, floatinginhisvat . . .
Y ou dipped in awooden hand, and out of the vat you got aglove. Hand inglove. . .
It isn't whereyou put it, it'swhere people think it is. That's what matters. That's the magic.

He remembered the very firgt thought he'd had when held seen Cheery staring at the floor of the Scone's
cave, and the little policemen in Vimes's head started to clamour.

'‘What, sir? said Carrot.

'Hmm? Vimesforced open his eyes.

'Y ou just shouted, Sir.’

'What did | shout?

"Y ou shouted, "The bloody thing was never bloody stolen!” g’

"The bastards! 1knew | nearly had it! It dl fitstogether if you don't think like adwarf! Let's make sure
Syhil isdl right and then, captain, were going to-'

'Prod buttock, sir?

'Right!"

'Only onething, gr. . .

'What?

'Y ou are an escaped criminad, aren't you?

For amoment there was only the sound of the runners skimming over the snow.

'We-dl, said Vimes, 'thisisn't Ankh-Morpork, | know. Everyone keepstelling me. But, captain,



wherever you are, wherever you go, watchmen are dways watchmen.'

A solitary light burned in the window. Captain Colon sat by the candle, staring at nothing.
Regulations called for the Watch House to be manned at dl hours, and that's what he was doing.
The floorboards in the room below creaked into anew position. For many months now they'd been

wa ked on around the clock, because the main office never had fewer than half a dozen peopleinit.

Chairs, too, accustomed 'to being warmed continuoudly by arelay of bottoms, groaned gently asthey
cooled.

There was only one thought buzzing around Fred Colon's head.
Mister Vimesis going to go completely bursar. He's going to go totaly Librarian-poo.
His hand went down to the desk and came back automatically, while he looked straight ahead.

There was thecrunch of asugar lump being esten. .

Snow wasfdling again. The watchman that VVimes had named Colonesque wasleaning in his

box by the Hubward gate of Bonk. He'd perfected the art, and it was an art form, of going to deep
upright with his eyes open. It was one of the things you learned on endless nights.

A femde voice by hisear said, 'Now, there are two waysthis could go.'
His position didn't change. He continued to stare straight ahead.
"Y ou haven't seen anything. That'sthetruth, isn't it? Just nod.’
He nodded, once.

'‘Good man. You didn't hear me arrive, did you? Just nod.'

Nod.

'So you won't know when I've gone, am | right? Just nod.'

Nod.

Y ou don't want any trouble. Just nod.'

Nod.

"They don't pay you enough for this. Just nod."

Thistime the nod was quite emphétic.



'Y ou get more than your fair share of night watches asit is; anyway.'
Colonesque's jaw dropped. Whoever was standing in the shadows was clearly reading his mind.
'‘Good man. You just stand here, then, and make sure no one steals the gate.'

Colonesgue took care to continue to stare straight ahead. He heard the thud and creak of the gate being
opened and closed.

It occurred to him that the speaker had not in fact mentioned what theother way was, and he was quite
relieved about that.

'What was the other way? said Vimes as they hurried through the snow.
"Wed go and look for another way in,' said Angua
There were few people on the streets, which were whitening with the new snow again except where

wisps of steam escaped from the occasional grating. In Uberwald, it seemed, sunset madeits own
curfew. Thiswas just aswell, because Gavin was growling continuoudy under his breath.

Carrot came back from the next corner.
"There's dwarfs on guard al round the embassy,’ he said. They don't look open to negotiation, Sr.'

Vimeslooked down. They were standing on agrating.

Captain Tantony of the Bonk Watch was not happy with this duty. He'd been at the operalast night, and

later on he'd thought he saw things happening in away which, the burgomaster had ingtructed him, hadn't
happened. Of course, the thing to do was obey orders. Y ou were safeif you obeyed orders. Everyonein
the watch knew that. But these didn't fedl like safe orders.

He'd heard they did things differently in AnkhMorpork. Milord Vimeswould arrest anyone, they said.
Tantony had set up adesk in the embassy's hall so that he could keep an eye on the main doors. HEd
taken some painsto position his men around the inside of the building; he didn't trust the dwarfs on guard

outside. They'd said they'd got ordersto kill Vimes on sight, and that didn't make any sense. There had
to besome sort of atrid, didn't there?

Therewas afaint noise from upstairs. He stood up carefully and reached for his crossbow. 'Corporal
Svetlz?

There was another little sound. Tantony went to the bottom of the Sairs.

Vimes appeared at the top of them. There was blood on his shirt, and crusted on the side of hisface. To
the captain's horror he began to walk down the steps.

'l will shoot you!



‘That'sthe order, isit? said Vimes.

"Yes! Stop there!”

‘But if I'm going to be shotanyway there's no point in stopping, isthere? said Vimes. 'l don't think you're
the kind to do that, captain. Y ou've got abrain.’ Vimes steadied himsdf on the banister rail. 'Shouldn't
you have called for the rest of the guards by now, by the way?

'l tell you to stop!’

'Y ou know who | am. If you're going to fire that damn thing, do it now. But first, | suggest it would be a
redlygood career moveto tug the bellpull over there. What's the worst that would happen? Y ou've il
got the bow pointed at me. There's something you redly ought to know.'

Tantony gave him a suspicious look but took afew steps sideways and tugged the rope.

Igor stepped out from behind apillar. 'Y eth, marthter?

Tell thisyoung man where heis, will you?

'He'th in Ankh-Morpork, marthter,’ said Igor camly.

'See? said Vimes. 'And don't glare a Igor likethat. | missed it when he welcomed me here, but it's true.
Thisisanembassy, my son," he went on, walking forwards again, 'and that meansit's officialy on the soil
of the home country. Welcome to Ankh-Morpork. There's thousands of Uberwald people living in our
city. You don't want to go starting awar, do you?

‘But...but...theysad...myorders...youareacriminal!’

"The word isaccused, captain. We don't kill peoplein Ankh-Morpork just because they'reaccused.
Wi, not on purpose. And not because someonetellsusto.'

Vimestook the crossbow out of Tantony's unresisting hands and fired it into the ceiling.
'Now send your men away,' he said.

I'minAnkh-Morpork?" said the captain.

Evenin his current state Vimes thought he recognized the harmonics.

"That'sright," he said, putting an arm around him. A city which, incidentally, dwayshasajobinthe
Watch for ayoung man of ability-'

Tantony's body stiffened. He pushed Vimessarm away. Y ou insult me, milord. Thisis my country!
'Ah.' Vimeswas . aware of Carrot and Anguawatching from the landing.
‘But | will not seeit dishonoured, either,’ said the captain. "Thisisn't right. I saw what happened last night.

Y ou swept up the King and your troll caught the chanddier! And then they said you'd tried to kill the
King and you'd killed dwarfs when you escaped. . .’



'Areyou in charge of the Watch here?
'No. That's the job of the burgomaster.’
'And who giveshimhis orders?

'Everyone,' said Tantony bitterly. Vimes nodded. Been there, he thought. Been there, done that, bought
thedoublet . . .

'Are you going to stop me taking my people out of here?
'How can you do that? The dwarfs surround us!,

'We'regoing to use. . . diplomatic channdls. Just show me where everyoneis, and well be off. If it'sany
help | can hit you over the head and tieyou up. . .’

"That will not be required. The dwarf and thetroll areinthe cdlar. Her ladyship is. . . | assume she's
wherever the Baron took her.'

Vimesfet thelittle trickle of superheated ice down his spine. 'Took her? he said hoarsdly.

'Wdll, yes." Tantony stepped back from Vimess expression. 'She knew the Baroness, sir! She said they
were old friends! She said they could sort it al out! And then . . ." Tantony's voice became a mumble,
seared into slence by thelook on Vimessface.

When Vimes spoke, it was in amonotone as threatening as a Spedr.

'Y ou are tanding there in your shiny breastplate and your silly helmet and your sword without asingle
notch in the blade and your stupid trousers and you are telingme that you

let my wife be taken away bywer ewol ves?'
Tantony took a step backwards. 'It was the Baron-'

'And you don't argue with barons. Right. Y ou don't argue with anyone. Do you know what? I'm
ashamed,ashamed to think that something like you is caled awatchman. Now give me those keys!'

The man had gone red.

"Y ou've obeyed any orders,’ said Vimes. 'Don't.. . . even. . .think ... about . . . disobeying . . . that . ..
one.

Carrot reached the bottom of the stairs and put ahand on Vimes's shoulder.
'Steady, Migter Vimes!'
Tantony looked from - one to the other and made alife decision.

'l hopeyou. . . find your lady, milord.' He produced a bunch of keys and handed them over. 'l redly
do.'



Vimes, dtill fighting for breath, wordlessy passed the keysto Carrot. 'L et them out,’ he said.
'Are you going to the werewolves castle? Tantony panted.

s

'Y ou won't stand achance, milord. They do asthey please.’

"Then they've got to be stopped.’

'Y ou can't. The old one understood the rules, but Wolfgang, he doesn't obey anything!'

'All the more reason to stop him, then. Ah, Detritus.’ Thetroll saluted. 'Y ou've got your bow, | see.
Trested you well, did they?

'Dey called meaficko trall,' said Detritus

darkly. 'One of dem kicked meinnarocks.' 'Wasit this one?

No.

‘But heisther captain,’ said Vimes, stepping away from Tantony. 'Sergeant, | order you: shoot him
down.'

In one movement thetroll had the crossbow baanced on his shoulder and was sighting aong the massive
package of arrows. Tantony went pale.

'Wéll, go on,’ said Vimes. 'It was an order, sergeant.’
Detritus|lowered the bow. 'l ain't dat fick, Sir.'
'I gaveyou anorder!’

'Den you can do wid dat order what Boulder der Lintel did wid hisbag of gravel, sir! Wid respect,
o'‘course.’

Vimes waked across and patted the shaking Tantony on his shoulder.
"Just making apoint,” he said.

'However,' said-Detritus, 'if you can find der man dat kicked me innarocks, | should be happy to give
him aflick around der earhole. | know which oneit was. He's der one walkin' wid der limp.'

Lady Sybil drank her wine carefully. It didn't taste very nice. In fact, quite alot of things weren't very
nice.

Shewasn't agood cook. She'd never been taught proper cookery; at her school it had aways been



assumed that other people would be doing the cooking and that in any caseit would

befor fifty people using at least four types of fork. Such dishes as she had mastered were dainty things
ondoilies.

But she cooked for Sam because she vaguely felt that awife ought to and, besides, he was an eater who
entiredly matched her kitchen skills. Heliked burnt sausages and fried eggs that wentboing when you tried
to stick afork in them. If you gave him caviare, hed want it in batter. He was an easy man to feed, if you
aways kept somelard in the house.

But the food here tasted as though it had been cooked by someone who had never eventried before.
Sheld seen the kitchens, when Serafine had given her thelittle tour, and they'd just about do for a
cottage. The game larders, on the other hand, were the size of barns. She'd never seen so many dead

things hanging up.

It was just that she was certain that venison shouldn't be served boiled, with potatoes that were crunchy.
If they were potatoes, of course. Potatoes weren't usualy grey. Even Sam, wholiked the black lumpy
bits you got in some mashed potatoes, would have commented. But Sybil had been brought up properly;
if you can't find something nice to say about the food, find something € se to be nice abouit.

Theseare. . . redlyvery interesting plates,’ she said dutifully. 'Er, are you sure there's been no more
news? Shetried to avoid watching the Baron. He was ignoring Sybil and hiswife, and was prodding the
meat around on his plate asif held forgotten what aknife and fork were for.

'Wolfgang and hisfriends are ill out searching,’ said Serafine. ‘But thisisterrible weather for aman to
beontherun.

‘Heisnot on the run!" snapped Syhil. 'Sam isnot guilty of anything!”

'Of course, of course. All the evidenceis circumstantial. Of course," said the Baroness soothingly. 'Now,
| suggest that as soon as they have the passes clear, you and the, er, the staff get back to the safety of
Ankh-Morpork before the real winter hits. We know the country, my dear. If your husband isaive, we
can soon do something about it.'

I will not have him shamed likethid Y ousaw him savethe King!'

I'msure hedid, Sybil. I'm afraid | wastalking to my husband at the time, but | don't disbelieve you for a
minute. Is it truethat hekilled al those men in the Wilinus Pass?

'What? But they were bandits!'

At the other end of the table the Baron had picked up alump of meat and wastrying to tear it gpart with
histeeth.

'‘Wdll, of course. Yes. Of course’

Syhil pinched the bridge of her nose. Most of her would not have considered Sam Vimes guilty of
murder, actua murder, even on the evidence of three gods and a message written on the sky. But stories
did get back to her, in aroundabout way. Sam got wound up about things. Sometimes he unwound dl at
once. Thered been that bad business with thet little girl and those men over at Dolly Sisters, and when
Sam had broken into the men's lodging he found one of them had stolen one of her shoes, and she'd



heard Detritus say
that if he hadn't been there only Sam would have walked out of the room dive.

She shook her head. 'l really would like abath,’ she said. There was aclatter from the other end of the
table.

'Dear, you will haveto eat your dinner in the changing room," said the Baroness, without looking round.
She flashed Lady Sybil abrief, brittle smile. 'We do nat, in fact, havea. . . have such a, adevicein the
cadtle.' A thought occurred to her. 'We use the hot springs. So much more hygienic.'

‘Out inthe forest?
'Oh, it'squite close. And aquick run around in the snow really tones up the body.'
'l think perhapsI'll have alie-down instead,’ said Lady Syhil firmly. 'But thank you dl the same!’

She made her way to the musty bedroom, fuming in aladylike way.

She couldn't-bring hersdlf to like Serafine, and this was shocking, because Lady Sybil even liked Nobby
Nobbs, and that took breeding. But the werewolf scraped across her nerveslike afile. She remembered
that she'd never liked her at schoal, ether.

Among the other unwanted baggage that had been hegped on the young Sybil to hamper her progress
through life was the injunction to be pleasant to people and say hel pful things. People took thisto mean
that she didn't think.

Sheld hated the way Serafine had talked about dwarfs. Sheld called them 'sub-human’. Well, obviousy
mogt of them livedunderground, but Sybil rather liked dwarfs. And Serafine spoke of trolls asif they
werethings. Sybil hadn't met many tralls, but the ones she knew seemed to spend their livesraising their
children and looking for the next dollar just like everyone dse.

Wordg of dl, Serafine smply assumed that Sybil would naturally agree with her stupid opinions because
shewasalLady. Sybil Ramkin had not had an education in these things, mora philosophy not having

featured much in a curriculum that was heavy on flower-arranging, but she had ashrewd ideathat in any
possible debate the right side was where Serafine wasn't.

Sheld only ever written al those letters to her because it was what you did. Y ou dwayswrote lettersto
old friends, evenif you weren't very friendly with them.

She sat on the bed and stared at the wall until the shouting started, and when the shouting Started she
knew Sam was dive and well, because only Sam made people that angry.

She heard the key click in the lock.

Syhil rebelled.

Shewas large and she was kind. She hadn't enjoyed school much. A society of girlsisnot agood onein
which to be large and kind, because people are inclined to interpret that as 'stupid' and, worse, 'deaf".

Lady Sybil looked out of the window. She was two floors up.



Therewere bars acrossit, but they'd been designed to keep something out; from the inside they could
be lifted out of their dots. And there were musty but heavy sheets and blankets on the bed. None of this
might have suggested very

much to the average person, but lifein arather strict school for well brought-up young ladies can give
someone ared insight into the tricks of escapology.

Five minutes after the key had turned there was only one bar in the window and it was jerking and

creaking in the stonework, suggesting that quite a heavy weight was on the sheets that had been neetly
knotted around it.

Torches streamed along the castle walls. The ghastly red and black flag snapped in the wind. Vimes

looked over the side of the badge. The water was along way down, and pure white even before it
reached the waterfal. Forward and back were the only possible directions here.

He reviewed histroops. Unfortunately this did not take long. Even a policeman could count up to five.
Then there was Gavin and hiswolves, who were lurking in the trees. And findly, very definitely findly,
there was Gaspode, the Corpora Nobbs of the canine world, who'd attached himself to the group
uninvited.

What else was on hisside? Well, the enemy preferred not to use weapons. This bonus evaporated
somewhat when you remembered that they had, a will, some very nasty teeth and claws.

He sghed and turned to Angua 'l know thisisyour family, he said. 'l won't blame you if you hang
back.'

'Well seg, ar, shdl we?

'How arewe going to get in, Sir? said Carrot.
'How would you go about it, Carrot?

'Well, I'd sart by knocking, ar.'

'Redlly? Sergeant Detritus. Forward, please.
'Srl'

‘Blow the bloody doors off!"

Yessr!'

Vinesturned back to Carrot asthetroll gazed thoughtfully at the door and began making extraturnson
his crossbow's winch, grunting as the springs fought back. Their fight was unsuccessful.

Thisisn't Ankh-Morpork, see? said Vines.

Detritus hoisted the bow on to his shoulders and took a step forward.



Therewas athunk. Vines didn't see the bundle of arrows leave the bow. They were probably already
fragments by the time they'd gone afew feet. Halfway towards the doors the expanding cloud of splinters
exploded into flame from the air friction.

What hit the doors was afirebal as angry and unstoppable as the Fifth Elephant and travelling at an
gppreciablefraction of local lightspeed.

'My gods; Detritus,” muttered Vines as the thunder died away. That's not a crossbow, that's a national
emergency.’

A few bits of charred door crashed on to the cobbles.

‘Thewolveswon't comein, Mister Vines,' said Angua. ‘Gavin will follow me, but they won't come, not
evenfor him.

'Why not?
‘Because they'rewolves, sr. They don't fed a homein houses.'
The only sound was the squeak-squesk of Detritus winding up hisbow again.

‘The hell withit,' said Vines, drawing his sword and stepping forward.

Lady Syhil untucked her dress from her underwear and stepped carefully across the little courtyard. She
was somewhere around the rear of the castle, asfar as she could make out.

Sheflattened hersdlf as best she could againgt the wall when she heard a sound, and tightened her grip
on one of the iron barsthat had formerly graced the window.

A large wolf came around the corner, holding aboneinits mouth. It did not look asif it was expecting
her, and it certainly wasn't expecting theiron bar.

'Oh, I'm terribly sorry,' said Sybil automatically asit folded up on to the cobbles.

There was an explosion on the other side of the castle. That sounded like Sam.

‘Do you think they heard us, Sir? said Carrot.

‘Captain, peopleinAnkh-Morpork probably heard us. So where are dl the werewolves?

Angua pushed forward. Thisway,' she sad.

Sheled them up aflight of low steps and tried one of the doorsto the keep. It swung back dowly.

Thereweretorchesin the hal, too.



"They'll leave us somewhereto run,’ she said. 'We dways |eave people somewhere to run.’

A pair of smdler doors at the far end of the hall were pushed open. No handles, Vines noted. Paws
can't use handles.

Wolfgang stepped in. A couple of dozen werewolves escorted him, fanning out around the room and
sitting down . . . sprawling down and then watching the intruders with keen interest.

'Ah, Civilized!" said Wolfgang cheerfully. "Y ou won the game! Would you like another go? When people
have a second game we give them a handicap! We bite one of their legs off! Good joke, hey?

'I think | prefer the Ankh-Morpork sense of humour,' said Vimes. 'Where's my wife, you bastard? He
could still hear the sound of Detritus winding. That was the trouble with the big bow. It wasonly a
quick-fire weapon by geologica standards.

'And Delphine! Look at what the dog dragged in!" said Wolfgang, ignoring Vimes. He stepped forward.
Vimes heard agrowl beginin Anguasthroat, a sound which would cause ingtant obedience in many of
Ankh-Morpork's crimina population when they encountered it in adark aley. There was a deeper
rumblefrom Gavin.

Wolfgang stopped.

'Y ou haven't got the brainsfor this, Wolfie,' said Angua. 'And you couldn't plot your way out of awet
paper bag. Where's Mother? Shelooked around at the lolling werewolves. 'Hello, Uncle Ulf . . . Aunt
Hilda. .. Magweri ... Nancy ... Unity ... The pack'sal here, then? Except for Father, who | expect
isoff ralling in something. What afamily-'

'l want these disgusting people out of hereright away," said the Baroness, stepping into the hall.

She glared at Detritus. 'How dare you bring atroll into this house!"

'O-kay, it'sdl wound up,’ said Detritus cheerfully, hoisting the humming bow on to his shoulder. Where
should | fireit, Mister Vimes?

'Good grief, not inherel Thisisan enclosed building!'
‘Only until | pull distrigger, gr.'

'How verycivilized, said the Baroness. 'How very Ankh-Morpork. Y ou think you merely have to
threaten and the lesser races back down, eh?

'Have you seen your gateslatdy? said Vimes.

"We'rewerewolves!' snapped the Baroness - and it was a snap, the words sharp and clipped as though
they were barked. 'Stupid toys like that don't frighten us!'

‘But it'll dow you down for awhile. Now bring out Lady Sybil!"

‘Lady Syhil isresting. Y ou are in no position to make demands, Mister Vimes. We are not the criminds
here!



AsVimess mouth dropped open she went on: 'The gameisnot againgt the lore. It has been played for a
thousand years. And what eseisit that you think we have done? Stolen the dwarfs pet rock? We-'

'Y ou knowit wasn't stolen,’ said Vimes. 'And | know-'

"Y ou knownothing! Y ou suspect everything. Y ou havethat kind of mind."

"Y our son said-'

'My son unfortunately has honed to perfection every musclein his body except the onesfor thinking
with,' said the Baroness. 'In civilized Ankh-Morpork | daresay you can barge into people's houses and
stamp around, but here in our barbaric backwater the lore requires something beyond mere assertion.’

'l can smdll the fear,’ said Angua. ‘It's pouring off you, Mother.'

‘Sam?

They looked up. Lady Sybil was standing at the top of some stone stairs leading to alower floor,
looking bewildered and angry. She was holding an iron bar with abendiniit.

' Sybil!!
‘Shetold me you were on the run and they were all trying to save you, but that wasn't right, wasit?

It'saterrible thing to admit to yourself, but when the shoulderblades are pressed firmly againgt the
brickwork then any weapon will do, and right now Vimes saw Syhil loaded and ready tofire.

She got on with people. Practically from the moment she'd been able to talk she'd been taught how to
listen. And when Syhil listened to people she made them feel good about themsalves. It was probably
something to dowith being a. . . abig girl. Shetried to make hersalf seem small, and by default that
made those around her fedl bigger. She got on with people amost aswell as Carrot did. No wonder
even the dwarfsliked her.

She had pages to hersdlf in Twurp'sPeerage, huge ancestral anchors biting into the past, and dwarfsaso
respected someone who knew their great-great-great-grandfather's full name. And

Sybil couldn't lie, you could see her redden when shetried it. Sybil was arock. She made Detritus ook
like asponge.

"We've been having alovely run in thewoods, dear,’ he said. 'Now please come here, because | think
we're going to seethe King. And I'm going to tell him everything. I'veworked it out at last."

"The dwarfswill kill you,' said the Baroness.

'l can probably outrun adwarf,’ said Vimes. 'And now we're leaving. Angua?

Anguahadn't moved. Her eyeswere dlill fixed on her mother, and she was ill growling.

Vimes recognized the signs. Y ou spotted them in the bars of Ankh-Morpork every Saturday night.

Hackles rose, and people climbed up them, and then al that was needed was for someoneto bresk a
bottle. Or blink.



'We areleaving, Angua,' he repeated. The other werewolves were standing up and stretching.

Carrot reached out and took her arm. She turned, snarling. It was over in afraction of asecond, and in
redlity her head had hardly moved before she got agrip on hersdlf.

'Sor thiz iz the boy? said the Baroness, her voice durring. 'Y ou betrrray yourrr people forthizz?”
Her earswere lengthening, Vimes was sure. The musclesin her face were moving strangely, too.
'And what el se hass Ankh-Morrporrk taught you?

Anguashuddered. 'Self-control,’ she muttered. ‘Let'sgo, Mister Vimes!'

The werewolves closed in as they backed towards the steps.

'Don't turn your back,’ said Angualevelly. ‘Don't run.'

'Don't need tdlling,’ said Vimes. He was watching Wolfgang, who was moving obliquely acrossthe floor,
his eyesfixed on the retresting party.

They'll have to bunch up to follow us through the doorway, he thought. He glanced at Detritus. The giant
crosshow was weaving back and forth asthetroll tried to keep adl the wolvesin thefield of fire.

‘Hreit, said Angua.

‘But they're your family!" said Syhil.

"They'll hedl soon enough, believe me!'

'Detritus, don't shoot unless you haveto,' Vimes ordered, as they headed towards the drawbridge.
'He hastonow," said Angua. 'Sooner or later Wolfgang will leap, and the otherswill take-'

"There's something you ought to know, sir, said Cheery. 'Y ou redlly ought to know it, gir. It'sredlly
important.’

Vimes|looked across the drawbridge. Figures massed in the dark: Torchlight glinted off armour and
weaponry, blocking the way.

'Wéll, things couldn't get any worse," he said.

'Oh, they could if there were snakes on herewith us,' said Lady Syhbil.

Carrot turned at the sound of Vimess snort of laughter.

'Sr?

'Oh, nothing, captain. Keep your eyes on the bastards, will you? We can ded with the soldierslater.’

‘Just say theword, Sir,' said Detritus.



"You arrre trrapped now," snarled the Baroness. "Watchman! Do yourr duty!'

A figure was walking across the bridge, carrying atorch. Captain Tantony reached Vimes and glared at
him.

'Stand aside, Sir," he said. 'Stand aside, or by gods, ambassador or not, I'll arrest you!'
Their eyesmet. Then Vimes|ooked away.
‘Let'slet him through,' he said. "'The man's decided he's got aduty to do.'

Tantony nodded dightly and then marched on across the bridge until he was afew feet from the
Baroness. He saluted.

"Take these people away!' she said.

'Lady Serafine von Uberwad? said Tantony woodenly.

'Y ou knowwho | am, man!'

'l wish to talk to you concerning certain charges made in my presence.”

Vimes closed hiseyes. Oh, you poor dumbidiot . . . | didn't mean you to actualy
'Y ou what? said the Baroness.

"It has been dleged, my lady, that amember or members of your family have beeninvolved ina
conspiracy to-'

'Howdarrreyou!" screamed Serafine.
And Woalfgang legpt, and the future became a series of flickering images.
Inmid-air he changed into awolf.

Vimes grabbed the bottom of Detrituss bow and forced it upwards at the sametime asthetroll pulled
thetrigger.

Carrot was running before Wolfgang landed on Captain Tantony's chest.

Thesound of the bow echoed around the castle, above the noise of athousand whirring fragments
scything through the sky.

Carrot reached Wolfgang in aflat dive. He hit the wolf with his shoulder, and the two of them were
bowled over.

Then, like some moving magic lantern show coming back up to speed, the scene exploded.

Carrot got to hisfeet and



It must be because were abroad, thought Vimes. HE's trying to do thingsproperly.

He'd squared up to the werewolf, fists balled, a stance taken straight from Fig. | of The Noble Art of
Fisticuffs, which looked impressive right up to the point when your opponent broke your nosewith a
quart mug.

Carrot had a punch like an iron bar, and he landed a couple of heavy blows on Wolfgang as he got up.

The werewolf seemed more puzzled than hurt. Then he changed shape, caught afist in both hands and
gripped it hard. To Vimesshorror he stepped forward, without apparent effort, forcing Carrot back.

‘Don't try anything, Angua,’ said Walf, grinning happily. 'Or else I'll break hisarm. Oh, perhaps I'll break
hisarm anyway! Yed'

Vimes even heard the crack. Carrot went white. Someone holding abroken arm has dl the control they
need. Another idiot, thought Vimes. When they're down you don't let them get back up! Damn the
Marquis of Fantailler! Policing by consent was agood theory, but you had to get your opponent to lie ftill
fird.

'‘Ah! And he has other bones!' said Wolfgang, pushing Carrot away. He glanced towards Angua. 'Get
back, get back. Or I'll hurt him some more! No, | shall hurt him some moreanyway!"

Then Carrot kicked him in the sscomach.

Wolfgang went over backwards, but turned thisinto abackflip and amid-air spin. Helanded lightly,
leapt back at the astonished Carrot and punched him twicein the chest.

The blows sounded like shovels hitting wet concrete.

Wolfgang grabbed the faling man, lifted him over his head with one hand and hurled him down on to the
bridgein front of Angua. ‘Civilized man!' he shouted. 'Here heis, sgter!'

Vimes heard a sound down beside him. Gavin was watching intently, making urgent little noisesin his
throat. A tiny part of Vimes, thelittle rock-hard core of cynicism, thought: al right for you, then.

Steam was rising off Wolfgang. He shonein the torchlight. The blond hair across his shoulders gleamed
likeadipped hao.

Anguaknelt down by the body, face impassive. Vimes had been expecting a scream of rage.
He heard her crying.

Beside Vimes, Gavin whined. Vimes stared down at the wolf. He looked a Anguatrying to lift Carrot,
and then he looked at Wolfgang. And then back again.

'‘Anyone e s2? said Wolfgang, dancing back and forth on the boards. 'How about you, Civilized?
'Sam!" hissed Syhil. 'Y ou can't-'

Vimesdrew hissword. It wouldn't make any difference now. Wolfgang wasn't playing now, he wasn't
punching and running away. Those arms could push afist through Vimessribcage and out the other side



A blur went past a shoulder height. Gavin struck Wolfgang in the throat, knocking him over. They rolled

across the bridge, Wolfgang changing back to wolf shapeto lock jaw against jaw. They broke, circled,
and went for one another again.

Dreamlike, Vimes heard asmall voice say: 'He wouldn't last five minutes back homefightin' like that. The
slly bugger's gonnagetcreamed, fightin' likethat! Stuff the Marquis of flamin' Fantailler!”

Gaspode was sitting bolt upright, stubby tail vibrating.

The daftie! Thisishow you win adogfight!’

Asthewolvesrolled over and over, Wolfgang tearing at Gavin's belly, Gaspode arrived growling and
yapping and launched himsalf in the generd direction of the werewolf's hindquarters.

Therewas ayip. Gaspode's growls became somewhat muffled. Wolfgang lespt verticaly. Gavin sprang.
The three hit the parapet of the bridge together, knocked the crumbling stones aside, hung for amoment
inasnarling bal, and then dropped down into the roaring whiteness of theriver.

Thewhale of it, from the moment Tantony had crossed the bridge, had taken much less than aminute.

The Baroness was staring down into the gorge. Keeping his eye on her, Vimes spoke to Detritus.

'Are you sure you're werewolf-proof, sergeant?
'Pretty much, sir. Anyway, | got the bow wound up again.'

'Go into the castle and fetch the resident Igor, then, said Vimes camly. 'If anyone even triesto stop you,
shoot them. And shoot anyone standing near them.'’

'No problem about dat, sir.'

"We're not at home to Mister Reasonable, sergeant.’
'l do not hear him knockin', sir.'

'‘Goto it, then. Sergeant Angua?

She did not look up.
‘Sergeant Angua!’
Now she looked up.

'How canyou beso. . . so cool? she snarled. 'He'shurt.'

'l know. Go and talk to those watchmen hanging around on the other end of the bridge. They look

scared. | don't want any accidents. We're going to need them. Cheery, cover Carrot and the lad with
something. Keep them warm.'

| wish there was something to keepme warm, he thought. The thoughts came dowly, like drips of



freezing water. He fdt that ice would crackle off him if he moved, that frost would sparklein his
footsteps, that hismind wasfull of crisp snow.

'And now, madam,’ he said, turning back to the Baroness, 'you will give me the Scone of Stone!’
'HEl be back!" hissed the Baroness. 'That fal wasnothing! And hellfind you.'
'For thelast time.. . . the stone of the dwarfs.

Thewolves are waiting out there. The dwarfs are waiting down in the city. Give me the stone, and we dl
might survive. Thisisdiplomacy. Don't let metry anything dse’

'l have only to say the word-'
Anguabegan to growl.

Syhil strode towards the Baroness and grabbed her. 'Y ou never answered asingle letter! All those years
| wroteto you!"

The Baroness stared at her in amazement, as people so often did when struck with Sybil's sharp non
sequiturs.

'If you know weve got the Scone,' she said to Vimes, 'then you know it's not the real one. And much
good may it do the dwarfd!'

'Yes, you had it made in Ankh-Morpork. Madein Ankh-Morpork! They should have stamped it onthe

bottom. But someone killed the man who did it. That's murder. It's against the law.' Vimes nodded at the
Baroness. 'It'sathing we have!'

Gaspode dragged himsdlf out of the water and stood; shivering, on the shingle. Every single part of him
felt bruised. There was anasty ringing noisein his ears. Blood dripped down oneleg.

Thelast few minutes had been alittle hazy, but hedid recdl they'd involved alot of water that had hit him
likehammers

He shook himsdlf. His coat jangled where the water was aready freezing.
Out of habit, he walked over to the nearest tree and, wincing, raised aleg.
EXCUSEME.

A busy, reflective silence followed.

"That was not agood thing you just did," said Gaspode.

I'M SORRY. PERHAPS THISISNOT THE RIGHT MOMENT.

‘Not for me, no. Y ou may have caused some physica damage here.'



ITSHARD TO KNOW WHAT TO SAY.

Treesdon't normally talk back, ismy point." Gaspode sighed. 'So what happens now?
| BEG YOUR PARDON?

I'm dead, right?

NO. NO ONE ISMORE SURPRISED THAN ME, | MAY SAY, BUT YOUR TIME DOES NOT
APPEAR TO BE NOW.

Death pulled out an hourglass, held it up against the cold stars for amoment, and stalked away along the
riverbank.

"scuse me, there's no chance of alift, isthere? said Gaspode, struggling after him.

NONE WHATSOEVER.

'Only, being ashort dog in deep snow is not good for the of wossnames, if you get my-'
Death had stopped at alittle bay. Anindistinct shape lay in afew inches of water.

'Oh,' said Gaspode.

Desth leaned down. There was aflash of blue and then he vanished.

Gaspode shivered. He paddied into the water and nudged Gavin's sodden fur with his nose.

'Shouldn't belike this, he whined. 'If you was ahuman, they'd put you in abig boat on the tide and set
firetoit, an' everyoned see. Shouldn't just be you an’ me down herein the cold.'

There was something that had to be done, too. He knew it in his bones. He crawled back to the
bank and pulled himself up on to the trunk of afalen willow.

He cleared histhroat. Then he howled.

It started badly, hesitantly, but it picked up and got stronger, richer . . . and when he paused for breath
the howl went on and on, passing from throat to throat across the forest.

The sound wrapped him ashe did off the log and struggled on towards higher ground. It lifted him over
the degper snow. It wound around the trees, aplaiting of many voices becoming something with alife of
itsown. He remembered thinking: maybeit'll even get asfar as AnkhMorpork.

Maybeit'll get much further than that.

Vimes was impressed by the Baroness. She fought back in acorner.

'l know nothing about any deeths-'



A howl came up from the forest. How many wolves were there? Y ou never saw them and then, when
they cried out, it sounded as though there was one behind every tree. This one went on and on - it
sounded like a cry thrown into alake of air, the ripples spreading out across the mountains.

Anguathrew her head back and screamed. Then, breath hissing between her teeth, she advanced on the
Baroness, fingersflexing.

‘Give him ... the damn stone,’ she hissed. 'Will any ... of . .. you . . . face me? Now? Then give him the
sone!'

‘What theemth to be the trouble?

Igor lurched through the stricken gates, trailed by Detritus. He caught sight of the two bodies and hurried
over, likeavery large spider.

'Fetch the stone," growled Angua. 'And then ... we. . . will leave. | cansmdll it. Or do you want meto
take it?

Serafine glared at her, then turned on her hedl and ran back into the ruins of the castle. The other
werewolves shrank back from Anguaasif her starewasawhip.

'If you can't help these men,’ said Vimesto the knedling Igor, 'your future does not look good.'

Igor nodded. 'Thith one," he said, indicating Tantony, ‘fleth woundth, | can thtitch him up atreet, no
problem. Thith one," he tapped Carrat, . . . nasty break on the arm.' He glanced up. 'Marthter Wolfgang
been playing again?

'Can you make him well? snapped Vimes.

'No, it'th hith lucky day," said Igor. ‘I can make himbetter. 1've got thomekidneyth jutht in, alovely little
pair, belonged to young Mithter Crapanthy, hardly touched a drop of thtrong licker, thame about the
avadanche. .

'Does heneed them? said Angua.

'No, but you thould never mith an opportunity to improve yourthdf, | dwayth thay.’

Igor- grinned. It was astrange sight. The scars crawled around hisface like caterpillars.

‘Just seeto thearm,’ said Vimesfirmly.

The Baroness reappeared, flanked by several werewolves. They aso backed avay as Angua spun
around.

Takeit,' said Serafine. 'Take the wretched thing. It's afake. No crime has been committed!”
'I'm apoliceman,’ said Vimes. 'l can dwaysfind acrime.’

The deigh did under its own weight down the track towards Bonk, the town's watchmen running
adongsdeit and giving it the occasona push. With their captain down they were lost and bewildered and



in no mood to take orders from Vimes, but they did what Angua commanded because Anguawas of the
classthat traditiondly gave them orders.

Thetwo casudties were bedded down on blankets.

'Angua? said Vimes.

'Yes, Sr?

"Thereéswolves keeping pace with us. | can see them running between the trees.’
I know.'

'Arethey on our side?

‘Let'sjust say they're not on anyone ese's side yet, shall we? They don't like me much, but they know . .
. Gavin did, and right now that's what's important. Some of them are out looking for my brother.’

'Would he have survived that? It was along way down.’

'Well, it wasn't fire or slver. There's nothing but white water for miles. It probably hurt alot, but we hed
amazingly wel, sr.’

'Look, I'm sorry that-'

'No, Migter Vimes, you're not. Y ou shouldn't be. Carrot just didn't understand what Wolfgang islike.
Y ou can't best something likehimina

fair fight. | know he'sfamily, but . . . persond is not the same asimportant. Carrot aways said that.'
'Saysthat,’ said Lady Sybil sharply.

s
Carrot opened hiseyes. 'What . . . happened back there? he said.
"Wolfgang hit you, said Angua. She wiped his brow.

'What with? Carrot tried to push himsdf upwards, winced and fell back.
'What have | alwaystold you about the Marquis of Fantailler? said Vimes.
‘Sorry, Sr.'

Something bright rose from the distant forests. It vanished, and then a green light expanded into
existence. A moment later came the pop of theflare.

‘The sgndllers have got to the tower,’ said Vimes.

‘Can't thisdamn thing go any faster? said Angua



'I mean, we can contact Ankh-Morpork,’ said Vimes. After everything, he felt curioudy cheered by this.
It wasasif agpecid human howl had gone up. He wasn't floundering around loose now. Hewas
floundering on the end of avery long line. That made dl the difference.

It wasasmall public room over ashop in Bonk and, since it belonged to everybody, it looked as though
it didn't belong to anyone. There was dust in the corners, and the chairsthat were currently arranged in a
ragged circle had been chosen for their ability to be stacked nestly rather than sat on comfortably.

Lady Margolotta smiled at the assembled vampires. She liked these meetings.

The rest of the group were a pretty mixed bunch, and she wondered what their motives were. But
perhapsthey at least shared one conviction - that what you were made as wasn't what you had to be or
what you might become. . .

And thetrick wasto start small. Suck, but don't impale. Little steps. And then you found that what you
redly wanted was power, and there were much politer ways of getting it. And then you redized that
power was a bauble. Any thug had power. The true prize wascontrol. Lord Vetinari knew that. When
heavy weights were balanced on the scales, the trick was to know where to place your thumb.

And al control started with the sif.

She stood up. They watched her with dightly worried yet friendly faces.

'My name, in the short form, is Lady Margolotta Amaya K aterina Assumpta Crassina von Uberwald,
and| anavampire. ..

They chorused: 'Hello, Lady Margolotta Amaya K aterina Assumpta Crassinavon Uberwad!'

"It has been dmost four years now,' said Lady Margolotta, 'and | am il taking vun night at atime. Vun
neck would aways be vun too many. But . . . there are compensations. . .

There were no guards on the gate of Bonk, but there was acluster of dwarfs outside the embassy asthe
deigh did to ahdt. Thewolvesin the tracesjerked nervoudy and whined at Angua.

'l haveto let them go,’ she said, getting out. They've only comethisfar because they're frightened of
me...

Vimeswasn't surprised. At the moment, anything would be frightened of Angua.

Even s0, asquad of dwarfswas hurrying to the dedge.

It'd take them afew seconds to get agrip on things, Vimes redized. There were uptown guards here,
and an Igor, and awerewolf. They'd be puzzled aswdll as suspicious. That should give him atiny crack
to lever open. And, ashamed as he wasto say it, an arrogant bastard aways had the edge.

He glared at the lead dwarf. "What is your name? he demanded.

'Y ou are under-'



'Y ou know the Scone of Stone was stolen?

You...what?
Vimesreached round and pulled asack out of the deigh.

‘Bring those torches closer!" he shouted, and because he ddlivered the command in atone that said there
was nodoubt that it'd be obeyed, it was obeyed. I've got twenty seconds, he thought, and then the magic

goes avay.
'‘Now look at this," he said, lifting the thing out of the sack.
Severd dwarfsfdl to their knees. The murmuring spread out. Another howl, another rumour . . . In his

current state he could see, in hismind's bloodshot eye, the towersin the night, clicking and clacking,
deivering to Genuaexactly the message that had been sent from AnkhMorpork.

'l want to take thisto the King," he said in the hushed silence.
'Wewilltakeit-' the dwarf began, moving forward.

Vimes stepped aside.

‘Good evenin', boys,' said Detritus, standing up inthe deigh.

The tortured noises the bow's springs were making under their preternatural stress sounded like some
meta anima in extreme pain. The dwarf was a couple of feet away from severd dozen arrow points.

'On theother hand,’ said Vimes, ‘we could continue talking. Y ou look like adwarf who likesto talk.'

The dwarf nodded.

'First of al, isthere any reason why the two wounded men | have here couldn't be taken insde before
they die of their wounds?

The bow twitched in Detrituss hands.

The dwarf nodded.

"They can go inside and be treated? said Vimes.

The dwarf nodded again, still looking into abundle of arrows bigger than his head.

'Capital. See how we get on when we smply talk? Andnow | suggest that you arrest me!
Y ou wantme to arrest you?

'Yes. And Lady Sybil. We place ourselves

under your persond jurisdiction.'

That'sright,’ said Syhil. 'l demand to be arrested.’ She drew hersalf up and out, righteousindignation



radiating like abonfire, causng the dwarfs to back away from what was clearly an unexploded bosom.

'And since the arrest of its ambassador will certainly cause ... difficultieswith AnkhMorpork,' Vimes
went on, 'l strongly suggest you take us directly to the King.'

By blessed chance, the distant tower sent up another flare. Green light illuminated the snowsfor a
moment.

'What's that mean? said the dwarf captain.

'It meansthat Ankh-Morpork knows what's going on,’ said Vimes, praying that it did. 'And | don't
reckon you want to be the dwarf who started the war.'

The dwarf spoke to the dwarf besde him. A third dwarf joined them. Vimes couldn't follow the hurried
conversation, but right behind him Cheery whispered: ‘It'sabit beyond him. He doesn't want anything to
happen to the Scone.'

‘Good.'

The dwarf turned back to Vimes. "What about the troll?

'Oh, Detritus will stay in the embassy,’ said Vimes.

This seemed to lighten the tone of the debate somewhat, but it till appeared to be heavy going.

"What's happening now? whispered Vimes.

"There's no precedent for anything like this," muttered Cheery. 'Y ou're supposed to be an

assassin, but you've come back to see the King and you've got the Scone-'

'No precedent? said Sybil. "Y esthere bloody well is, pardon my Klatchian . . ." She took a deep breath
and began to sing.

'Oh,’ said Cheery, shocked.
'What? said Vimes.

The dwarfswere staring at Lady Sybil as she changed up through the gearsinto full, operatic voice. For
an amateur soprano she had an impressive ddivery and range, atouch too wobbly for the professiona
stage but exactly the kind of high coloratura to impress the dwarfs.

Snow did off roofs. Icicles vibrated. Good grief, thought Vimes, impressed. With aspiky corset and a
hat with wings on it she could be ferrying dead warriors off a battlefield . . .

‘It'sIronhammer's "Ransom” song,’ said Cheery. 'Every dwarf knowsit! Er, it doesn't trandate well, but.
.."'I come now to ransom my love, | bring agift of great wealth, none but the King can have power over
me now, stlanding in my way isagaing dl the laws of theworld, the vaue of truth isgreater thangold” . ..
er, there's dways been some debate about that |ast line, Sir, but it's generally considered acceptableif it's
aredly big truth-'



Vimes looked a the dwarfs. They were fascinated, and one or two of them were mouthing adong to the
words.

Isit going to work? he whispered.

'It'shard to think of abigger precedent than this, Sir. | mean, it'sthe song of songs! The ultimate appeal!
It'sbuilt into dwarf law, dmost! They

can't refuse. It'd be. . . not being adwarf, sir!’

AsVimeswatched, one dwarf pulled afine chain-mail handkerchief out of his pocket and blew hisnose
with awet, jingling noise. Severd otherswerein tears.

When the last note died away there was silence, and then the sudden thunder of axes banging on shields.
Itsdl right!" said Cheery. They're clapping!’

Syhil, panting with the effort, turned to her husband. She gleamed in the torchlight. 'Do you think that
wasdl right? shesaid.

'By the sound of it, you're an honorary dwarf, said Vimes. He held out hisarm. 'Shall we go?

News was going on ahead. Dwarfs were pouring out of the entrance to Downtown when the Duke and
Duchess arrived.

There were dwarfs behind them now. They were being swept dlong. And al the time, hands reached out
to touch the Scone as it passed.

Dwarfs crowded into the elevator with them. Down below, the roar of conversation stopped abruptly as
Vimes stepped out and raised the Scone above his head. Then the rock echoed and re-echoed to one
enormous cheer.

They can't even seeit, thought Vimes. To mogt of them it'satiny white dot. And that was what the
plotters had known, wasn't it? Y ou don't have to steal something to hold it hostage.

"They areto be arrested!" Dee was hurrying forward, with more guards behind him.
'Again? said Vimes. He kept the Scone doft.
'Y ou attempted to kill the King! Y ou escaped from your cdll!’

"That's something about which we could hear more evidence,' said Vimes, as camly ashe could. The
Scone was heavy. 'Y ou can't keep peoplein the dark all thetime, Dee.’

'Y ou shadl certainly not seethe King!"
"Then | will drop the Scone!’

'Do so! It won't-'



Vimes heard the gasp of the ,dwarfs behind him.
,Itwon't what? he said quietly. ‘It won't matter? But thisis theScone!!

One of the dwarfs that had accompanied them from the embassy shouted something, and severd others
took it up.

'Precedent ison your side," Cheery trandated. 'They say they can alwayskill youafter you've seenthe
King.

'Well, not exactly what | was hoping, but it'll haveto do.' Vimeslooked at Dee again. 'Y ousaid you
wanted meto find the thing, didn't you? And now, how fitting that | return it to itsrightful owner. . .’

'You...theKingis...Youmay giveit to me,' said Deg, pulling himsdlf up to the height of Vimess
chest.

'‘Absolutely not!" snapped Lady Sybil. "'When Ironhammer returned the Scone to Bloodaxe, would he
have givenit to Sogram?

Therewas agenerd chorus of dissent.

'Of course not,’ said Deg, 'Slogram was atrait-'

He stopped.

'I think,' said Vimes, 'that we had better see the King, don't you?

'Y ou can't demand that!"

Vimesindicated the press of dwarfs behind them. 'Y ou're going to beamazed a how difficult it'sgoing
to befor you, explaining that to them," he said.

It took half an hour to see the King. He had to be roused. He had to dress. Kingsdon't hurry.

In the meantime, Vimes and Sybil sat in an anteroom on chairstoo smal for them, surrounded by dwarfs
who weren't themselves sure if they were a prisoner escort or an honour guard. Other dwarfs were
peering around the doorway; Vimes could hear the buzz of excited conversation.

They weren't wasting much time looking a him. Ther gaze dwaysfel on the Sconethat he heldin his
lap. It was clear that most of them hadn't even seen it before.

Y ou poor little sods, he thought. Thisiswhat you al believe in, and before the day's out you're going to
betold it'sjust abad fake. You'll see it'saforgery. And that about wrapsit up for your little world,
doesn't it?1 set out to solve acrime and I'm going to end up committing a bigger one.

I'm going to be lucky to get out of here dive, aren't 1?

A door wasrolled open. A couple of what Vimes thought of astheheavy dwarfs stepped through and



gave everyonethe officia, professional look which said that for your comfort and convenience we have
decided not to kill you right at this very moment.

The King entered, rubbing his hands.

'Ah, your excellency," he said, pronouncing the word as a statement of fact rather than awelcome. 'l see
you have something that belongsto us.'

Dee detached himsalf from the crowd at the door.
‘I must make a serious accusation, Srel' he said.
'Really? Bring these people into the law room. Under guard, of course.’

He swept away. Vimeslooked at Sybil and shrugged. They followed the King, leaving the hubbub of the
main cavern behind.

Once again Vimeswasin the room with too many shelves and too few candles. The King sat down.

I sthe Scone heavy, your excellency?

e

It isweighted with history, see? Put it down on the table withextreme care, please. And . . . Dee?

That . . . thing," said Dee, pointing afinger, 'thatthing is. . . a fake, acopy. A forgery! Madein
Ankh-Morpork! Part of aplot which, | am sure can be proven, involvesmilord Vimed! It isnot the
Scone!'

TheKing lifted acandle alittle closer to the Scone and gaveit acritica look from severa angles.

'l have seen the Scone many times before,' he said at last, 'and | would say that this appearsto bethe
true thing and the whole of thething."

'Sire, | demand- that is, | advise you to demand a closer inspection, sire!’

'Really? said the King mildly. 'Well, | am not an expert, see? But we are fortunate, are we not, that
Albrecht Albrechtson is here for the coronation? All of dwarfdom knows, | think, that he isthe authority
on the Scone and its history. Have him summoned. | daresay heisclose a hand. | should think just about
everyoneison the other sde of that door now.'

'Indeed, sire.' Thelook of triumph on Dee's face as he swept past Vimes was amost obscene.

'I think we're going to need another song to get us out of this one, dear,” murmured Vimes.

I'mafraid | can only remember that one, Sam. The others were mainly about gold.'

Dee returned with Albrecht and afollowing of other senior and somewhat magisteria dwarfs.

'Ah, Albrecht,’ said the King. 'Do you see thison the table? It is claimed that thisis not the true thing and
the whole of thething. Y our opinion is sought, please.’ The King nodded at Vimes. 'My friend



understands Morporkian, your excellency. He just chooses not to pollutethe air by speaking it. Just his
way, see?

Albrecht glared a Vimes and then stepped up to the table.

He looked at the Scone from several angles. He moved the candles and leaned down so that he could
ingpect the crust closdly.

Hetook aknife from hisbelt, tapped the Scone with it and listened with ferocious care to the note
produced. He turned the Scone over. He sniffed at it.

He stood back, his face screwed up in a scowl, and then said, 'Hgradz?”

The dwarfs muttered among themselves, and then, one by one, nodded.

To Vimesshorror, Albrecht chipped atiny piece from the Scone and put it in his mouth.

Pagter, thought Vimes. Fresh plaster from Ankh-Morpork. And Deewill talk hisway out of it
Albrecht spat the piece out into his hand and looked up at the ceiling for amoment. While he chewed.
Then he and the King exchanged along, thoughtful Sare.

'Pakga,'sad Albrecht at last,'a p'akaga-ad . . .'

Behind the outbreak of murmuring Vimes heard Cheery trandate: "It isthe thing, and the whole of-"'

'Yes, yes,' said Vimes. And he thought: by gods, we're good. Ankh-Morpork, I'm proud of you. When
we make aforgery it's better than the rea damn thing.

Unless. . . unless|'ve missed something . . .

"Thank you, gentlemen,’ said the King. He waved ahand. The dwarfsfiled out, reluctantly, with many
backward glances a Vimes.

'Dee? Please fetch my axe from my chamber, will you? the King said. 'Y oursdlf, please. | don't want
anyone dseto handleit. Y our excelency, you and your lady will remain here. Your . . . dwarf must
leave, however. The guards are to be posted on the door. Dee?

The Ideas Taster hadn't moved.

'Dee?

‘Wh...Yes sre?

"You dowhat | tell you!

'Sire, this man's ancestor once killed aking!'

'| daresay the family have got it out of their system! Now do as| say!"



The dwarf hurried away, turning to stare a Vimesfor amoment as he | eft the cave.

The King sat back. 'Sit down, your monitorship. And your lady, too.' He put one elbow on the arm of
the chair and cupped his chin on his hand. ‘And now, Migter Vimes, tel methetruth. Tell me everything.
Tel methetruth that is more vauable than smal amounts of gold.’

I'm not sure | know it any more,' said Vimes.

'Ah. A good gtart,’ said the King. 'Tell me what you suspect, then.’

'Sire, I'd swesr that thing isasfake asatin shilling.’

'Oh. Redlly?

"Thereal Sconewasn't stolen, it was destroyed. | reckon it was smashed and ground up and mixed with
thesand initscave. You see, Sire, if people see that something's gone, and then you turn up with
something that looks likeit, they'll think "Thismust beit, it must be, because it isn't where we thought it
was." People are like that. Something disappears and something very much likeit turns up somewhere
else and they think it must somehow have got from one place to the other. . . Vimes pinched his nose.
'I'm sorry, | haven't had much deep. . .

'Y ou are doing very wdll for adespwalking man.’

‘The ... thief was working with the werewolves, | think. They were behind the"Sonsof Agi
Hammerthief" business. They were going to blackmail you off the throne. Well, youknow that. To keep
Uberwad inthe dark. If you didn't. step down thered be awar, and if you did Albrecht would get the
fake Scone.’

'What else do you think you know?

'Well, the fake was made in Ankh-Morpork. We're good at making things. | think someone had the
maker killed, but | can't find out more until 1 get back. | will find out.’

'Y ou make things very well in your city, then, to fool Albrecht. How do you think that was done?

'Y ou want the truth, sire?

‘By dl means!’

'Isit possible that Albrecht wasinvolved? Find out where the money is, my old sergeant used to say.'
'Hah. Who wasit said, "Where there are policemen, you find crimes'?

'Er,me, g, but-'

'Let usfind out. Dee should have had timeto think. Ah. . !

The door opened. The Ideas Taster stepped through, carrying a dwarfish axe. It wasamining axe, with

apick point on one side, in order to go prospecting, and ared axe blade on the other, in case anyone
tried to stop you.



'Cdll the guardsin, Dee,' said the King. 'And his excellency's young dwarf. These things should be seen,
see!

Oh, good grief, thought Vimes, watching Dee's face asthe others shuffled in. There must bea

manua. Every copper knows how this goes. Y ou let ‘'em know you know they've done something
wrong, but you don't tell ‘'em what it isand you certainly don't tell ‘'em howmuch you know, and you
keep 'em off balance, and you just talk quietly and

'Place your hands upon the Scone, Dee.!'

Dee spun around. 'Sire?

'Place your hands upon the Scone. Do as| say. Do it now.'

-you keep the threat in view but you never refer to it, oh no. Because there's nothing you can do to them
that their imagination isn't aready doing to themsalves. And you keep it up until they break, or in the case
of my old dame school, until they fed their boots get damp.

And it doesn't even leave amark.

"Tell me about the death of Lorigfinger, the candle captain,’ said the King, after Dee, with alook of
hollow apprehension, had touched the Scone.

The words rushed out. 'Oh, as| told you, sire, he-'

'If you do not keep your hands pressed upon the Scone, Dee, | will seeto it that they are fixed there.
Tdl meagain.’

1...he...took hisown life, sire. Out of shame.’

The King picked up hisaxe and turned it so that the long point faced outwards.

Tell meagan.’

Now Vimes could hear Dee's breathing, short and fast.

'Hetook hisown life, girel’

TheKing smiled at Vimes. There's an old superstition, your excellency, that since the Scone containsa
grainof truth it will glow red hot if alieistold by anyone touching it. Of course, in these more modern
times, | shouldn't think anyone bdlievesit.' He turned to Dee.

‘Tell meagain,” he whispered.

Asthe axe moved dightly the reflected light of the candles flashed aong the blade.

'Hetook hisown lifel Hedid!

'Oh, yes. You said. Thank you,' said the King. '‘And do you recall, Dee, when Slogram sent false word
of Bloodaxe's degth in battle to [ronhammer, causing Ironhammer to take hisown lifein grief, wherewas



the guilt?

'It was Slogram's, Sir,' said Dee promptly. Vimes suspected the answer had come straight from some
rote-remembered teaching.

'Yal

TheKing let the word hang in the air for awhile, and then went on: 'And who gave the order to kill the
craftsman in AnkhMorpork?

'Sire? said Dee.

"Who gave the order to kill the craftsman in Ankh-Morpork? The King'stone did not change. It wasthe
same comfortable, sing-song voice. He sounded as though he would carry on asking the question for
ever.

'l know nothing about-'

'Guards, press his hands firmly against the Scone.’

They stepped forward. Each one took an arm.

'‘Again, Dee. Who gave the order?

Dee writhed asif hishandswere burning. 'l ... 1...

Vimes could see the skin whiten on the dwarf's hands as he strained to lift them from the stone.

But it'safake. 1'd swear he destroyed the real one, so heknows it'safake, surely? It'sjust alump of
plaster, probably still dampinthemiddie! Vimestried to think. The original Scone had been in the cave,
hadn't it? Wasit? If it wasn't, where had it been? The werewolves thought they had afake, and it
certainly hadn't left hissight since. Hetried to think through the fog of fatigue.

Hed haf wondered, once, whether the original Scone had been the onein the Dwarf Bread Museum.
That would have been the way to keep it safe. No one would try to steal something that everyone knew
was afake. The whole thug was the Fifth Elephant, nothing was what it seemed, it wasall afog.

Which onewasred?

"Who gave the order, Dee? said the King.

'‘Not me! | said they must take all necessary stepsto preserve secrecy!’

‘Towhom did you say this?

'l can give you names!'

‘Later, youwill. I promise you, boyo,' said the King. 'And the werewolves?

"The Baroness suggested it! That istrue!’



‘Uberwald for the werewolves. Ah, yes. . . "joy through strength”. | expect they promised you al sorts of
things. Y ou may take your hands off the Scone. | do not wish to distress you further. But why? My

predecessors spoke highly of you, you are adwarf of power and influence. . . and then you let yoursalf
become a paw of the werewolves. Why?

'Why should they be alowed to get away with it? Dee snapped, his voice breaking with the strain.

The King looked across at Vimes. 'Oh, | suspect the werewolves will regret that they-' he began.
‘Notthem! The ... onesin Ankh-Morpork! Wearing make-up and dresses and ... and abominable
thingd' Dee pointed afinger at Cheery.'Ha'ak! How can you evenlook &t it! You lether,” and Vimeshad
seldom heard aword sprayed with so much venom,'her flaunt hersdlf,here! And it's happening
everywhere because people have not been firm, not obeyed, have et the old ways dide! Everywhere
there are reports. They're eating away at everything dwarfish with their . . . their soft clothes and paint
and beastly ways. How can you be King and alow this? Everywhere they are doing it and you do
nothing! Why shouldthey be allowed to do this? Now Dee was sobbing. '1 can't!’

Vimes saw that Cheery, to his amazement, was blinking back tears.

I see,’ said the King. 'Well, | supposethat is an explanation." He nodded to the guards. 'Take. . .her
away. Some things must wait aday or two.'

Cheery saluted, suddenly. 'Permission to go with her, sire?

'What on earth for, young . . . young dwarf?

'l expect sheld like someoneto talk to, sire. | know | would.'

'Indeed?| see your commander has no objection. Off you go, then.’

The King leaned back when the guards had |eft with their prisoner and the prisoner's new counsdllor.
'Wdll,your excellency?

‘Thisisthered Scone?

'Y ou are not certain?

‘Deewas!’

'Dee. . .isinadifficult state of mind.' The King looked at the ceiling. 'l think | will tell you this because,

your excellency, | redly do not want you going through the rest of your time here asking silly questions.
Y es, thisisthe true Scone.’

‘But how could-'

'Wait! So wasthe onethat is, yes, ground to dust in the cave by Deein her . . . madness,’ the King went
on.'Sowerethe. .. let mesee. . . five beforethat. Still untouched by time after fifteen hundred years?
What romanticswe dwarfs are! Even the very best dwarf bread crumbles after afew hundred.’

'Fakes? said Vimes. 'They wereall fakes?



Suddenly the King was holding hismining axe again. ‘This, milord, ismy family'saxe. We have owned it
for amost nine hundred years, see. Of course, sometimes it needed anew blade. And sometimesit has
required anew handle, new designs on the metalwork, alittle refreshing of the ornamentation . . . but is
this not the ninehundred-year-old axe of my family? Andbecause it has changed gently over time, it is il
apretty good axe, y'know.Pretty good. Will you tel methisis afake too? He sat back again.

Vimes remembered thelook on Albrecht's face. 'Heknew.'

'Oh, yes. A number of . . . more senior dwarfs know. The knowledge runsin families. Thefirst Scone
crumbled after three hundred years when the king of the time touched it. My ancestor was aguard who
witnessed it, see. He got accelerated promotion, you could say. I'm sure you understand me. After that,
we were alittle more prepared. We would have been looking for anew oneinfifty yearsor soin any
case. I'mglad one was made in the large dwarf city of AnkhMorpork, and | wouldn't be at al surprised if
it turns out to be an excellent keeper. Look, they've even got the currants right, see?

‘But Albrecht could have exposed you!'

'Exposedwhat? Heisnot King, but | will be very surprised if oneof hisfamily isnot King again, inthe
fullness of time. What goes around comes around, asthe Igors say.' The King leaned forward.

"Y ou have been labouring under amisapprehension; | reckon. Y ou think that because Albrecht didikes
Ankh-Morpork and has. . . oldfashioned ideas, heisabad dwarf. But | have known him for two
hundred years. Heis honest and honourable . . . more so than me, that I'm sure of. Five hundred years
ago he would have made afineking. Today, perhaps not. Perhaps. . . hah . . . the axe of my ancestors
needs a different handle. But now | am King and he accepts that with al his heart because if he did not,
he'd think he wasn't adwarf, see? Of course he will now oppose me at every turn. Being Low King was
never an easy job. But, to use one of your metaphors, we are dl floating in the same boat.

Wemay certainly try to push one another over the side, but only amaniac like Dee would make ahole
in the bottom.’

‘Corporal Littlebottom thought there'd be awar-' said Vimes weskly.

"Well, there are aways hotheads. But while we argue about who steers the boat, we don't deny that it's
an important voyage. | seeyou aretired. Let your good lady take you home. But asanightcap . . . What
isit, your excellency, that Ankh-Morpork wants?

'‘Ankh-Morpork wants the names of the murderers,” mumbled Vimes.

'No, that iswhat Commander Vimes wants. What is it thatAnkh-Mor pork wants? Gold? So ofteniit is
gold. Or iron, perhaps? Y ou use alot of iron.'

Vimesblinked. His brain had finaly given up. There was nothing left any more. He waan't certain he
could even stand up.

He remembered aword.
'Fat,’ he said blankly.

'Aha. The Fifth Elephant. Are you sure? There's some good iron now. Iron makes you strong. Fat only



makesyou dippery.’
'Fat,' parroted Vimes, feeling the darkness closing in. 'Lots of fat.'

'Wéll, certainly. The priceisten Ankh-Morpork centsabarrel but, your excellency, since | have come
to know you, | fed that perhaps-'

'Five centsabarrel for grade-one highrendered, three cents for grade two, ten cents per barrel for heavy
tallow, safe and delivered to Ankh-Morpork,' said Sybil. 'And al from the Schmatzberg Bend levelsand
measured on the Ironcrust scae. | have some doubt about the long-term quality of the Big Tusk wells!
Vimestried to focus on hiswife. She seemed, inexplicably, along way away. 'Wha?

'Er, | caught up with some reading when | wasin the embassy, Sam. Those notebooks. Sorry.’

'Would you beggar us, madam? said the King, throwing up his hands.

'We may beflexible on delivery,’ said Lady Syhil. ,

‘Klatch would pay at least ninefor grade one," said the King.

‘But the Klatchian ambassador isn't Stting here,' said Syhil.

TheKing smiled. 'Or married to you, my lady, much to hisloss. Six, five and fifteen.'

'Six, dropping to five after twenty thousand, three and haf across the board for grade two. | can give
you thirteen on tallow.’

'Acceptable, but give me fourteen on white talow and I'll allow seven on the new pae suetswe're
finding. They're making an acceptable candle, look you.'

'S, I'm afraid. Y ou haven't plumbed the full extent of those deposits, and | think it may be reasonable
to expect high levels of scrattle and BCBsin the lower layers. Besides, | think your forecasts about the
amount of those depodits are erring on the optimistic sde.’

'Wha BCBs? murmured Vimes.

‘Burnt crunchy bits,' said Sybil. 'Mostly unbelievably huge and ancient animals, deep fried.’

'Y ou astonish me, Lady Sybil,' said the King. 'l
did not know you weretrained in fat extraction.’

'Cooking Sam's breskfastsis an education in itsdlf, your magjesty.’

'Oh, wdll, far beit for amereking to argue. Six, then. Price to remain stable for two years' The King
saw Syhil's mouth open. "All right, dl right, three years. I'm not an unreasonable king.'

'Prices on the dock?

'How can | refuse?



'‘Agreed, then.'

"The paperwork will be with you in the morning. And now we really must go our separate ways,' said the
King. 'l can see hisexcelency has had along day. Ankh-Morpork will be swimming in fat. | can't
imaginewhat you'l useit dl for.'

'Makelight,' said Vimes, and, as darknessfdl at lagt, fell forward gently into the welcoming arms of
deep.

Sam Vimes awoke to the smell of hot fat.
Softness enveloped him. It practicaly imprisoned him.

For amoment he thought it was snow, except that snow wasn't usudly thiswarm. Findly, heidentified it
asthe cloud-like softness of the mattress on the ambassadorial bed.

Helet his attention drift back to thefat smell. It had .. . overtones. There was a definite burnt
component. Since Sam Vimes's spectrum of gastronomic ddlight mainly ranged from 'well fried' to
‘caramdized’, it was decidedly promising.

He shifted pogition and regretted it immediately. Every musclein hisbody squedled in protest. He lay il
and waited for thefirein his back to die down.

Bits and pieces of the previous two days assembled themsalvesin his head. Once or twice he winced.
Had hereally gone through theice like that? Was it Sam Vimeswho'd stepped up to fight the werewalf,
despite the fact that the thing was strong enough to bend asword in acircle? And had Sybil won alot of
fat off the King? And . ..

Well, here he wasin anice warm bed and by the smdll of it there was breskfast on the way.

Another piece of recollection floated into place.. Vimes groaned and forced hislegs out of the bed. No,
Wolfgang couldn't have survived that, surdly.

Naked, he staggered into the bathroom and spun the huge taps. Hot pungent water gushed out.

A minute later hewaslying full length again. It was rather too hot, but he could remember the snows,
and maybe from now on he could never be hot enough.

Some of the pain washed away.

Someone rapped on the door. 'It's me, Sam.'

'Sybil?

She camein, carrying acouple of very large towels and some fresh clothes.

'‘Good to see you up again. Igor's frying sausages. He doesn't like doing it. He thinksthey should be
boiled. And he's doing dumpie and fikkun haddock and Distressed Pudding. | didn't want the food to go



to waste, you see. | don't think | want to stay for the rest of the celebrations!
'l know what you mean. How's Carrot?
'Well, he says he doesn't want sausages.’
'‘What? He's a- He's up?

'Sitting up, at least. Igor'samarvel. Anguasaid it was abad break but he's just got some sort of device
that . . . wel, Carrot's not even got ading on now!'

'Sounds a useful man to have around,’ said Vimes, pulling on his civilized trousers.

'Anguasays lgor's got an icehouse in the cdllars and there'sfrozen jars of, of . . . well, let'sjust say he
suggested that you might like liver and onions for breakfast and | said no.'

'l like liver and onions,’ said Vimes. He thought about it. 'Up until now, anyway.'

'l think the King wantsusto go aswell. In apoliteway. A lot of very respectful dwarfs came round here
with paperwork first thing thismorning.

Vimesnodded grimly. It made sense. Ifhe was King held want Vimes out of here too. Here's some
grateful thanks, a nice trading agreement, terribly sorry to see you go, do call again, only not too soon.. . .

Breakfast was everything held dreamed of. Then he went to seetheinvaid.

Carrot was pale, grey under the eyes, but smiling. He was sitting up in bed, drinking fatsup.
'Hello, Mister Vimes! Wewon, then?

'Didn't Anguatell you?

'She went off with the wolveswhen | was adeep, Lady Sybil said.

Vimes recounted the events of the night as best he could.

Afterwards, Carrot said, 'Gavin was avery noble creature. I'm sorry he's dead. I'm sure we'd have got
onwdl.

Y ou mean every word of it, Vimesthought. | know you do. But it works out al right for you, doesn't it?
It aways does. If it had been the other way about, if it had been Gavin that attacked Wolf firg, then -I
know it would have been you that went over the fals with the bastard. But it wasn't you, wasit? If you
were dice, you'd dwaysroll sxes.

And thedicedont rall themsalves. If it wasn't againgt everything he wanted to be true about the world,
Vimes might just then have believed in destiny controlling people. And gods help the other people who
were around when abig destiny was dive in the world, bending every poor bugger around itself . . .

Out loud, he said, 'Poor old Gaspode went over too.'

'How? What was he doing?



'Er, you could say he had our lad's full attention. A redl Streetfighter.’
'Poor little soul. Hewas agood dog at heart.’

And once again words that would have sounded trite and wrong on anyone else's lips were redeemed
by theway Carrot said them.

'And what about Tantony? said Vimes.

‘Left thismorning, Lady Sybil said.

'‘Good grief! And Wolfgang played noughts and crosses on his chest!"
'Igor's adab hand with aneedle, sir.’

Afterwards, athoughtful Sam Vimes stepped out into the coach yard. An Igor was aready |oading the
luggege.

'Er, which oneareyou? said Vimes.
'Ilgor, marthter.’

'Ah. Right. And, er, are you happy here, Igor? We could do with a. . . man of your talentsin the Watch,
and no mistake.’

Igor looked down from the top of the coach: 'In Ankh-Morpork, marthter? My word. Everyone wantth
to go to Ankh-Morpork, marthter. It'th avery tempting offer. But | know where my duty lieth, your
exthdlenthy. | mutht get the plathe ready for thenext exthellenthy.'

'Oh, surely-'

'However, fortuitouthly my nephew Igor ith looking for a pothition, marthter. He thould do well in
Ankh-Morpork. He'th rather too modern for Uberwald, that'th for thure!”

'Good lad, ishe?
'Hith heart'th in the right plathe. | know that forthertain, thur.’
'Er, good. Wdll, get amessage to him, then. We're leaving as soon as we can.'

'Hewill betho exthited, thur! I've heard that in Ankh-Morpork bodieth jutht lie around in the thtreetth
for anyoneto take away!'

'It'snot quite as bad as that, Igor.’

'Ithn't it? Oh well, you can't have everything. I'll tell him directly.’ Igor lurched off in asort of high-speed
totter.

| wonder why they dl walk like that, thought Vimes. They must have one leg shorter than the other.
Either that or they're not good at choosing boots.



He sat down on the steps to the house and fished out acigar. So that wasiit, then. Bloody

politicsagain. It was dways bloody palitics, or bloody diplomatics. Bloody liesin smart clothing. Once
you got off the streets criminadsjust flowed through your fingers. The King and Lady Margolottaand
Vetinari . . . they alwayslooked at some sort of bigpicture. Vimesknew hewas, and awayswould be, a
little picture man. Dee was useful, so she'd probably get, oh, afew days breaking bread or whatever it
was they gave you herefor being naughty. After dl, dl she'd destroyed was afake, wasn't it?

Wasit?

But sheldthought she was committing amuch bigger crime. That ought to mean something, in Sam
Vimess persond gdlery of little pictures.

And the Baroness was as guilty as hell. People haddied. Asfor Wolfgang . . . well, some people were
just built guilty. It was as Smple asthat. Anything they did became a crime, smply because it wasthem
doingit.

He blew out astream of smoke.

People like that shouldn't be allowed to smplydie their way out of things.

But . . . he hadn't, had he?

The wolves had gone along way down theriver, Sybil had said, on both banks. There wasn't a sniff of
him. Further down was amass of rapids and another fal. What couldn't kill him would certainly make
himwishit could.

If he/d gone downstream. But upstream there was nothing but wild water, too, right up to the town.
No, he couldn't . . . surely no one could swim up awaterfal . . .

A chilly little feding began at the back of Vimess neck. But any sensible person would get right out of
the country, wouldn't they? The wolves were looking for him, Tantony wouldn't remember him fondly

and if Vimesjudged the King correctly then the dwarfs would have some dark little revengein store, too.

Thetrouble wasthat, if you formed a picturein your mind of a sensible person, and tried to superimpose
it on apicture of Wolfgang, you couldn't get them to meetanywhere.

There was an old saying, wasn't there: as adog returneth to hisvomit, so afool returneth to hisfolly.
Wel, that got Wolfgang comingand going.

Vimes stood up and turned around carefully. There was no one there. Sounds camein from the Street
gateway - peoplelaughing, the sound of a harness, the clank of ashove clearing up last night's snow.

He sdled into the embassy, his back to thewall, and groped hisway towards the stairs, peering into
every doorway. He ran across the expanse of the hallway, did atumbling roll, and ended up against the
far wall.

'Isthere anything wrong, Sr? said Cheery. She was watching him from the top of the gairs.



'Er, have you seen anything odd? said Vimes, dusting himsdlf off self-conscioudy. 'And | redize that
we're talking about ahousewith Igor init.'

'Could you givemeahint, Sr?

'Wolfgang, godsdammit!'

‘But he'sdead, Sir. Isn't he?

‘Not dead enough!’

'Er, what do you want me to do?

'Where's Detritus?

'Polishing hishemet, sir!" said Cheery, on the point of panic.

'What the hdll is he wagting time with that for?

'Er, er, because we're supposed to leave for the coronation in ten minutes, sir?

'Oh, yes. ..

‘Lady Syhil told meto come and find you. In averydistinct tone of voice, Sir.'

At that point Lady Sybil's voice boomed aong the corridor. 'Sam Vimes! Y ou come here!’
"That one, Sir,' Cheery added helpfully.

Vimestrailed into the bedroom. Sybil was wearing another blue dress, atiaraand afirm expression.
Isitaposh do? said Vimes. 'l thought if | put on a clean shirt-'

'Y our officid dressuniformisin the dressing room," said Syhil.

It was rather along day yesterday-'

Thisisacoronation, Samuel Vimes. It isnot acome-as-you-are! Go and get dressed, quickly.
Including, and | don't want to have to say thistwice, the hdmet with the feathers.'

‘But not the red tights," said Vimes, hoping againgt hope. 'Please?

"The red tights, Sam, go without saying.'

"They go at the knees,’ said Vimes, but it was the grumble of the defeated.

I'll ring for Igor to come and help you.'

"Thingswill have cometo a pretty passwhen | can't put my own tights on, dear, thank you.'

Vimesdressed hurriedly, listening for ...



anything. Some creak in the wrong place, perhaps.

At least thiswas a Watch uniform, even if it did have buckled shoes. It included asword. The duking
outfit didn't allow for one, which had dways struck Vimes as amazingly stupid. Y ou got made adukefor
being afighter, and then they gave you nothing to fight with.

There was atinkle of glass back in the bedroom, and Lady Sybil was astonished to see her husband
enter at arun with his sword raised.

'l dropped the top of a scent bottle, Sam! What's up with you? Even Angua says he's probably miles
away and in no shapeto cause trouble! Why're you so nervy?

Vimes put down the sword and tried to relax.

'Because our Wolfgang's adamn bottle covey, dear. | know the sort. Any norma person, they crawl off
if they get abesating. Or they have the sense to stay down, at least. But sometimes you get one who just
won't let go. Eight-stone weaklingswhol'll try to headbutt Detritus. Evil little bantamweight bastards wholll
bust a bottle on the bar and try to attack five watchmen al at once. Y ou know what | mean? Idiots wholll
go on fighting long after they should stop. The only way to put ‘'em down isto put ‘em out."

'l think | recognize thetype, yes,' said Lady Sybil, with anirony that failed to register with Sam Vimes
until some days later. She picked somelint off his cloak.

'He's going to be back. | can fed it in my water,” mumbled Vimes.

'Sam?

'Yes?

'Can | have your attention for a couple of minutes? Wolfgang is Anguas problem, not yours. | redly

need to talk to you very quietly for alittle while without you running off after werewolves' She said it asif
thiswasaminor character flaw, like atendency to leave his boots where people could trip over them.

'Er, they run afterme,’ he pointed ouit.

‘But there's dways people being found dead or trying to kill you-'

'l don't ask them to, dear.’

'Sam, I'm going to have ababy.’

Vimess head wasfull of werewolves and his automatic husbandly circuitry cut in ready to respond with
'Y es, dear,’ or 'Choose any colour you like," or 'I'll get someoneto sort it out.' Fortunately his brain itself
had its own sense of sdlf-preservation and, not wishing to be inside a skull that was stowed in by a
bedside lamp, rewrote Sybil'swords in white-hot fire across hisinner eyeball and then went and hid.

That's why the response came out as aweak 'What? How?

"The normal way, | hope.'



Vimes sat down on the bed. '‘And. . . not right now?

'l very much doubt it. But Mrs Content saysit's definite, and she's been amidwife for fifty years.
'Oh." Some more brain functions crept back. 'Good. That's.. . . good.'

'It'll probably take awhileto sink in.’

'Y es." Another neuron lit up. 'Er, everything will bedl right, will it?

'What do you mean?

'Er, yourerather, yourenotas...you. ..

'Sam, my family have beenbred for breeding. It's an aristocratic tradition. Of course everything will be dl
right.

'Oh. Good.'

Vimes sat and stared. His head felt like some vast seathat had just been parted by a prophet. Where
there should have been activity there was just bare sand and the occasiond floundering fish. But huge
steep waves were tottering on either side, and in aminute they would crash down and cause citiesto
flood a hundred miles away.

More glasstinkled, somewhere downgairs.

'Sam, Igor's probably just dropped something,’ said Syhil, seeing hisexpression. That's al. Probably
just knocked over aglass.’

Therewas asnarl and ascream, abruptly cut off.

Vimes leapt off the bed. 'Lock the door after me and push the bed against it!" He paused for amoment
in the doorway. "Without straining yoursdlf!" he added, and ran for the dairs.

Wolfgang wastrotting across the hall.

Hewas different thistime. Wolf ears sprouted from a head that was till human. Hishair had grown
around him like amane. Patches of fur were tufted on his skin, and were mostly streaked with blood.

Therest of him . . . was having trouble deciding what it was. One arm was trying to be a paw.
Vimesreached for his sword and remembered that it was back on the bed. He rummaged in his
pockets. He knew the other thing was here, he remembered picking it up off the dressing table. . .
Hisfingers closed on hisbadge. He held it out.

'Stop! In the name of the law!'

Wolfgang looked up a him, one eye glowing yelow. The other wasamess.



'Hello, Civilized, he growled. Y ou wait for me, hey?

He ducked into the corridor that led to the room where Carrot lay. Vimestried to catch him up, saw
claw-tipped fingers curl around the door and haul it out of itsframe.

Carrot wasreaching for hissword

And then Wolfgang was flying backwards under the full weight of Angua. They landed back inthehal, a
rolling bal of fur, clawsand teeth.

When werewolf fights werewolf, there are advantages to either shape. It'san eternd struggleto get a
position where hands bezat claws. And body shapes have lives of their own, adangerous attributeif itis
allowed to act unchecked. A cat'singtinct isto jump on something that moves, but thisis not a correct
action if what ismoving has afizzing fuse. The mind hasto fight its own body for control and the other
body for survival. Mix thistogether, and the noise suggests that there are four cregturesin the whirling
ball of rage. And each one of them has brought severd friends. And none of them like any of the others.

A shadow made Vimes spin around. Detritus, in shining armour, was aming the  Piecemaker over the
banigter.

‘Sergeant! No! Youll hit Anguatoo!

‘Not aproblem, sir," said Detritus, "cosit won't kill ‘'em, so dl we have to do, see, is sort out der bits dat
are Wolfgang an’ belt him over der head when he gets himself back together-'

'If you firethat in here hisbitswill be mixed up with our bits and there won't be big bits! Put the damn
thingdown!'

Wolfgang couldn't control his shape well, Vimes saw. He couldn't quite manage to be full wolf or full
human, and Anguawas making the most of that. She was ducking, weaving . . . biting.

But even if you put him down you couldn't put him out.

‘Migter Vimes!" Now it was Cheery, beckoning urgently from the passage that led to the kitchen. 'Y ou
ought to come here right now!'

She was white-faced. Vimes nudged Detritus. 'If they separate, just grab him, right? Just try to hold him
il

Igor waslying in the kitchen surrounded by broken, glass. Wolfgang must have landed on him and taken
out his perpetua anger on asoft target. The patchwork man was bleeding heavily and lay like adoll that
had been flung hard against awall. ‘Marthter, he groaned.

‘Can you do anything for him, Cheery?

'l wouldn't know whereto start, Sir!’

‘Marthter, you got to remember thith, right? Igor groaned.

'Er, yes. .. what?



'Y ou got to get me into the ithehouthe downthtairth and let Igor know, underthtand?

'Which Igor? said Vimes desperately.

'Any Igor!" Igor clutched at Vimess deeve. 'Me heart'th had it, but me liver'th right ath ninepenthe, tell
him! Nothing wrong with my brain that agood bolt of lightnin won't thort out. Igor can have meright
hand, he'th got a cuthtomer waiting. There'th yearth of good thervithe left in my lower intethtine. Left eye
not up to much, but | darethay thome poor thoul can find authe for it. The right kneeith nearly new. Old
M'th Prodzky down the road would value my hip jointth, tell him. Got al that?

'Yes, yes, | think so.'

‘Right. Remember ... What goeth around, cometh around. . .

Igor sank down.

'He'sgone, Sir,' said Cheery.

But helll soon be up and on someone e se'sfeet, Vimes thought. He didn't say it doud. Cheery was soft
hearted. Instead he said, 'Can you get him into hisicehouse? By the sound of it Anguals winning-'

Heran back into the hall. It was awreck. As he arrived Angua managed to get a headlock on Wolfgang
and ran him into awooden pillar. He staggered, and she spun and scythed hislegs from under himwith a
kick.

| taught her that, Vimes thought, as her brother landed heavily. Some of that dirty fighting - that's
Ankh-Mor pork fighting, thet is.

But Wolfgang was up again like arubber bal and somersaulting over her head. That brought him to the
front door. He smashed it open with ablow and legpt out into the street.

And...that wasit. A room full of debris,

snowflakes blowing in, and Angua sobbing on the floor.

He picked her up. She was bleeding in adozen places. That was as much of adiagnosis as Sam Vimes,
not used these days to surveying naked young women at close quarters, thought he could decently
atempt.

It'sdl right, he'sgone,' he said, because he had to say something.

It'snot dl right! HEIl lielow for awhile and then helll be back! Tknow him! 1t won't matter wherewe
go! Youveseen him! Hell just track us down and follow us and then hell kill Carrot!'

"Why?
‘Because Carrot's mine!’
Syhil advanced down the stairs, carrying Vimes's crossbow.

'Oh, you poor thing,' she said. '‘Come here, let's find something to cover you up. Sam, isn't there



something you can do?

Vimes gared at her. Built into Sybil's express on was the unquestioning assumption that he could do
something.

An hour ago held been having breskfast. Ten minutes ago held been putting on this stupid uniform. Ina
real room, with hiswife. And it had been ared world, with ared future. And suddenly the dark was

back, spattered with red rage.

Andif hegaveintoit hedlose. That wasthe beast screaming, insde, and Wolfgang was a better beast.
Vimes knew he didn't have the knack, the mindless, driving nastiness; sooner or later hisbrain would
dart operating, and kill him.

Perhaps, said hisbrain, youstart by usng me...

'Ye-es' hesad. 'Yes, | think thereissomething | cando. . .

Fireand dlver, thought Vimes, Well, sllver'sin pretty short supply in Uberwald.
'Y ou want | should come? said Detritus,, who could pick up signals.

'No, I think . . . I think | want to make an arrest. | don't want to start awar. Anyway, you need to wait
here in case he doubles back. But you could lend me your penknife.’

Vimes found a sheet in one of the broken boxes and tore off along strip. Then he took his crossbow
from hiswife,

Y ou see,now he's committed a crime in AnkhMorpork,' he said. 'That makes himmine.”
'Sam, we're not-'

'Y ou know, everyone kept telling me | wasn't in Ankh-Morpork so often that | believed it. But this
embassy is Ankh-Morpork and, right now," he hefted the bow, 'l am the law.'

'‘Sam?
'Yes, dear?
'l know that look. Don't hurt anyone else, will you?

‘Don't worry, dear. I'm going to becivilized about it."

Therewas acluster of dwarfsin the street outside, surrounding one lying on the snow in apool of blood.
'Which way? said Vimes, and if they didn't
understand hiswords they understood the question. Severa of them pointed along the street.

Ashewalked Vimes cradled the crossbow and lit athin cigar.



Nowthis he understood. He was never at ease with palitics, where good and bad were just, apparently,
two ways of looking at the samething or, at least, were described like that by the people who were on
the side Vimes thought of as'bad'.

It was al too complicated and, where it was complicated, it meant that someone was trying to fool you.
But on the street, in hot pursuit, it was al so clear. Someone was going to be gtill standing at the end of
the chase, and dl you had to concentrate on was making sure it was you.

On astreet corner acart had overturned and its driver was kneeling by a horse that had been ripped
open.

'Which way?
The man pointed.

The new dtreet waswider, busier, and there were anumber of eegant coaches moving dowly through
the crowds. Of course. . . the coronation.

But that bel onged to the world of the Duke of Ankh and, right now, he wasn't here. There was only Sam
Vimes, who didn't much like coronations.

There were screams up ahead, and the flow of people was suddenly against Vimes, so that he appeared
to be heading up-stream, like a salmon.

The street opened into alarge square. People were running now, which suggested to Vimes

that he was till moving in theright direction. It was pretty clear that you'd find Wolfgang somewhere no
one else wanted to be.

There was aflurry of movement on one side of him and a squad of the town guard trotted past. They
halted. One of them walked back. It was Tantony.

Helooked Vimes up and down. 'l have you to thank for last night? he said. There were fresh scarson
hisface, but they were dready healing. Wevegot to get an Igor, Vimes reminded himself.

"Yes,' said Vimes. 'The good bits and the bad bits.'
'And you see what happens when you stand up to awerewolf?
Vimes opened his mouth to say, ‘Isthat a uniform you're wearing, captain, or isit fancy dress? but

stopped himsdlf intime. 'No, it's what happens when you're fool enough to stand up to awerewolf with
no back-up and no firepower," he said. 'I'm sorry, but we dl have to learn that lesson. Integrity makes

Very poor armour.’

The man reddened. "What is your business here? he said.
'Our hairy friend just murdered someonein the embassy, whichis'

'Yes, yes, Ankh-Morpork territory. Butthis isn't! | am the watchman here!’



I'min hot pursuit, captain. Ah. | see you know the term?
I...1...that doesn't apply!"

'Really? Every copper knows about the rule of hot pursuit. Y ou can chase the suspect over your lega
boundary if you'rein hot pursuit. Of course,

there may be abit of lega argy-bargy once he'scauyht, but we can save that for later.'
'l intend to arrest him mysdlf for crimes committed today!”

'You'retoo young to die. Besides, | saw him first. Tell youwhat . . . After he'skilled me you can have a
go. Fair enough? Helooked Tantony in the eye. 'Now get out of theway.'

Y ou know | could have you arrested.’

'Probably, but until now I'd got you down as an intelligent man.’

Tantony nodded, and proved Vimesright. 'All right. How may we be of assstance?

'By keeping out of theway. Oh, and scraping up my remainsif this doesn't work.'

Vimes fet the man's stare on the back of his neck as he set off again.

There was a statue in the middle of the square. It was of the Fifth Elephant. Some ancient craftsman had
tried to achieve in bronze and stone the moment when the dlegorica anima had thundered down out of
the sky and gifted the country itsincredible minera wealth. Around it were idedlized and rather heavy-set
figures of dwarfs and men, holding hammers and swords, and striking noble attitudes; they probably
represented Truth, Industry, Justice and Mother's Home-Made Fat Pancakes for all Vimes knew, but he

fet truly far from homein a country where, apparently, no one wrote graffiti on public statues.

A man was sprawled on the cobbles, with awoman knegling beside him. Shelooked tearfully at Vimes
and said something in Uberwaldean. All he could do was nod.

Wolfgang jumped down from a perch on top of the statue to Bad Sculpting and landed afew yards
away, grinning.

‘Migter Civilized! Y ou want another game?

"Y ou see this badge I'm holding up? said Vimes.

It'savery smdl one!'

‘But you seeit?

'Yes, | seeyour little badge!" Wolfgang started to move sideways, arms hanging loosely by his sides.
'And I'm armed. Did you hear metell you I'm armed?

'With that silly bow?



‘But you just heard me say I'm armed, yes? said Vimes, loudly, turning to face the moving werewolf. He
puffed on hiscigar, letting aglow build up.

'Yedl Isthiswhat you cdl civilized?
Vimesgrinned. 'Yes, thisishow wedo it.
'My way is better!"

'‘And now you're under arrest,’ said Vimes. 'Come aong and make no fuss and welll tie you securely and
hand you over to whatever passesfor justice around here. | redize thismay be difficult.’

'Hah! Y our Ankh-Morpork sense of humour!'

'Y es, any minute now I'll drop my trousers. So, you're ressting arrest?
'Why these stupid questions? Now Wolfgang was almost dancing.
'Areyou resisting arrest?

"Yesindeed! Oh yes! Good joke!'

'Look a melaughing.'

Vimes tossed the crossbow aside and swung atube out from under his cloak. It was made of cardboard
and ared cone protruded from one end.

‘A stupid silly firework!" shouted Wolfgang, and charged.
'Could be," said Vimes.

He didn't bother to aim. These things were never designed for accuracy or speed. He smply removed
his cigar from his mouth and, as Wolfgang ran towards him, pressed it into the fuse hole.

The mortar jerked as the charge went off and its payload came tumbling out dowly and trailing smokein
alazy spird. It looked like the stupidest weapon since the toffee spear.

Wolfgang danced back and forth under it, grinning,, and as it passed severd feet over his head he legpt
up gracefully and caught it in his mouth.

And then it exploded.

The flares were made to be seen twenty miles away. Even with hiseyestightly shut, Vimes saw the glare
through hislids.

When the body had stopped rolling, Vimes looked around the square. People were watching from the
coaches. The crowds were silent.

There were alot of things he could say. 'Son of abitch!" would have been agood one. Or he could say,
'Welcometo civilization!" He could have said, 'Laugh this one off!" He might have said, 'Fetch!’



But hedidn't, becauseif he had said any of those things then held have known that what he had just
done was murder.

He turned away, tossed the empty mortar over his shoulder and muttered, The hdl withiit.’
At timeslikethisteetotalism bit down hard.

Tantony was watching.

'‘Don't say aword out -of place,’ said Vimes, without atering his stride. 'Just don't.’

'I thought those things shot very fast . . '

'l cut down the charge,’ said Vimes, tossing Detrituss penknifein the air and catching it again. 'l didn't
want tohurt anyone!’

'l heard you warn him that you were armed. | heard him twice resist arrest. | heard everything. | heard
everything you wanted meto hear.’

IY%I
'Of course, he might not have known that law.'

'Oh, redly? Well, | didn't know it was legal in these parts to chase some poor sod across the country
and maul him to death and, do you know, that didn't stop anyone.’ Vimes shook his head. ‘And don't
give methat pained look. Oh, yes. . . now you can say | did it wrong, you can say | ought to have
handled it differently. That sort of thing is easy to say afterwards. I'll say it mysdlf, maybe.' Inthe middle
of every night, he added to himsdlf, after I've woken up seeing those mad eyes. 'But you wanted him
stopped as much as| did. Oh yes, you did. But you couldn't, because you didn't have the means, and |
did, because | could. And you've got the luxury of judging me because you're dill dive. And that'sthe
truth of it, dl wrapped up. Lucky onefor you, eh?

The crowds parted ahead of Vimes. He could hear whispers around him.

'On theother hand,’ said Tantony, distantly, asif he hadn't heard what Vimes had just said, 'you did only
firethat thingtowarnhim. ..’

'Huh?
'Clearly youwere not to know that he would automaticaly try to catch the. . . explosive,' said Tantony,
and it seemed to Vimesthat he was rehearsing theline. 'The. . . dog-like qualities of awerewolf would

hardly have occurred to aman from the big city.'

Vimes held his gaze for amoment, and then patted him on the shoulder. 'Hold on to that thought,’ he
sad.

A coach pulled to ahalt beside him as he continued on hisway. It did to astop so silently - not ajingle
of harness, not aclop of horseshoe - that Vimes jumped sideways out of shock.

The horses were black, with black plumes on their heads. The coach was a hearse, the traditiond long
glasswindows now filled with smoked black glass. There was no driver; the reinswere smply loosely



knotted on abrassrailing.

A door swung open. A velled figure leaned out. "Y our excellency? Do let me give you alift back to the
embassy. You look sotired.’

'No, thank you,' said Vimes grimly.

'l apologize for the emphasis on black,’ said Lady Margolotta. 'It is rather expected of one on these
occasions, I'm afraid-'

Vimes swung himsdf up and into the carriage with furious speed.
"Youtdlme,' he growled, waving afinger under her nose, 'howanyone can swimup a

vertica waterfal? | was prepared to believeanything about that bastard, but even he. couldn't have
managed that."

‘Certainly that isapuzzle,’ said the vampire calmly, asthe driverless coach moved on. 'Superhuman
drength, possibly?

'‘And now he's gone and that's one up for the vampires, en?

'l vould liketo think that it's going to be ablessing for the whole country.' Lady Margol otta leaned back.
Her rat with the bow round its neck watched Vimes suspicioudly from its pink cushion. 'Wolfgang vasa
sadistic murderer, athrowback who frightened even his own family. Delphine. . . sorry, Angua. . . vill
have some peace of mind. An intelligent young lady, 1've dvays thought. Leaving here vasthe best thing
she ever did. The darknessvill be alittle lessfrightening. The vorld will be a better place’

'‘And I've handed you Uberwad? said Vimes.

'Don't be stupid. Uberwad ishuge. Thisisone smdl part of it. And now it'sgoing to change. Y ou have
been abresth of fresh air.’

Lady Margolottadrew along holder from her bag and inserted ablack cigarette. It lit itself.

‘Likeyou, | havefound consolationina. . . different vice,' she said. 'Black Scopani. They grow the
tobacco in total darkness. Do try some. Y ou could waterproof roofswith it. | believe lgor makes cigars
by rolling the leaves between histhighs" She blew out a stream of smoke. 'Or someoné's thighs, anyvay.
Of course, | am sorry for the Baroness. It must be so hard for averevolf, redizing that she'sraised a
mongter. As

for the Baron, give him abone and he's happy for hours." Another stream of smoke. 'Do look after
Angua. Happy Familiesis not apopular game among the undead.’

'Y ou helped him come back! Just like you did for me!'
'Oh, held have come back anyvay, in time. Some time when you weren't expecting him. Hed track
Angualike awolverine. Best that things ended today.' She gave him an gppraising look through the

smoke. 'Y ou're good at anger, your grace. Y ou save it up for when you need it.’

'Y ou couldn't have known I'd beat him. Y ou left me in the snow. | wasn't even armed!’



'Haveock Vetinari would not have sent afool to Uberwald.! More smoke, which writhed inthe air. ‘At
least, not astupid foal.'

Vimess eyes narrowed. 'Y ou'vemet him, haven't you?
IYS.I
'And taught him al he knows, right?

She blew smoke down her nostrils and gave him aradiant smile.

I'msorry? Y ou think 1 taught him? My dear Sir . . . Asfor vhat I'vegot out of dl this. . . vel, alittle
bresthing space. A littleinfluence. Politicsis more interesting than blood, your grace. And much morefun.
Beware the reformed vampire, Sir - the craving for blood is only a craving, and with careit can be
diverted dong different channels. Uberwad is going to need paliticians. Ah, | believe ve are here,’ she
added, dthough Vimes could.have sworn that she hadn't so much as glanced out of the window.

The door opened.

'If my Igor'still there, do tell him | vill see him Downtown. So nice to have met you. I'm sure ve shall
meet again. And do please present my fondest regardsto Lord Vetinari.'

The door shut behind Vimes. The coach moved off.

He swore, under his breath.

The hall of the embassy wasfull of Igors. Severd of them touched their forelocks, or at least the line of

dtitch marks, when they saw him. They were carrying heavy metal containers of varying sizes, on which
frost crystalswere forming.

'What'sthis? he said. 'lgor'sfunerd? Then it sank in. 'Oh, my gods. . . with party loot bags? Everyone
gets something to take home?

"Y ou could thay that, thur, you could cdl it that, said an Igor. 'But we think that putting bodieth in the
ground ith rather gruethome. All thothe wormth and thingth." He tapped the tin box under hisarm. "Thith
way, hell be mothtly up and about again in no time," he added brightly.

‘Reincarnation on the instament plan, en? said Vimes weekly.

'Motht amuthing, thur,' said the Igor gravely. 'But it'th amathing what people need. Heartth, liverth,
handth ... we keep alitht, thur, of detherving catheth. By tonight there will be thome very lucky peoplein
thethe partly'

'‘And these partsin some very lucky people?

'Well done, thur. | can thee you are awit. And one day thome poor thoul will have aredly nathty brain
injury, and' - he tapped the chilly

box again -'what goeth around cometh around.’



He nodded a Cheery, and at Vimes. '| mutht be going now, thur. Tho much to do, you know how it ith.’

'l canimagine,' said Vimes. He thought: the axe of my grandfather. Y ou change the bits around, but
ther€ll awaysbeanlgor.

"They'rereally rather selfless people, Sir,' said Cheery, when thelast Igor had lurched off. "They do alot
of good work. Er, they even took his suit and his boots because they'll be useful to someone.”

‘| know, | know. But-'

'l know what you mean, Sir. Everyone'sin the drawing room. Lady Sybil said you'd be back. She said
anyone with that look in their eye comes back.'

'We're dl going to the coronation. Might aswell see thisthrough. Isthat what you'll be wearing,
Cheery?

'Yes, gar.

‘Butit'sjust ... ordinary dwarf clothes. Trousers and everything.'

'Yes, gr.'

‘But Syhbil said you'd got afetching little green number and ahelmet with afeather iniit.'

'Yes, gar.

'Y ou're free to wear whatever you want, you know that.'

'Yes, sr. And then | thought about Dee. And | watched the King when he wastaking toyou, and . . .
well, Ican wear what | like, Sir. That's the point. | don'thave to wear that dressand | shouldn't wear it
just because other peopledon't want meto. Besides, it made melook like arather stupid lettuce.

"That'sdl abit complicated for me, Cheery.’

'It's probably adwarf thing, Sir.’

Vimes pushed open the doorsto the drawing room. 'It's over,’ he said.

'Did you hurt anyone €lse? said Syhil.

'Only Wolfgang.

'Hell be back,' said Angua.

No.

"Youkilled him?

'No. | put him down. | seeyou're up, captain.’

Carrot got to hisfeet, awkwardly, and saluted. 'Sorry | haven't been much use, sir.’



'Y ou just chose the wrong timeto fight fair. Are you well enough to come?

'Er, Anguaand | want to stay here, if it'sdl right with you, sir. Weve got thingsto talk about.And, er . . .
do.'

It was thefirst coronation Vimes had attended. He'd expected it to be ... stranger, touched somehow by
glory.

Instead it was dull, but at least it was big dull, dullness ditilled and cultivated over thousands of years
until it had developed an impressive shine, as even grimewill if you polish it long enough. It was dull
hammered into the shape and form of ceremony.

It had also been timed to test the capacity of the average bladder.
A number of dwarfs read passages from ancient scrolls. There were what sounded like excerpts

from the K oboldean Saga, and Vimes wondered desperately if they werein for another opera, but they
were over after amere hour. There were more readings from different dwarfs. At one point the King,
who had been standing alone in the centre of acircle of candldight, was presented with aleather bag, a
small mining axe and aruby. Vimes didn't catch the meaning of any of this, but by the soundsit was clear
that each item was of huge and satisfying significance to the thousands who were standing behind him.
Thousands? No, there must be tens of thousands, he thought. The bowl of the cavern wasfull of tier
upon tier of dwarfs. Maybe ahundred thousand . . .

...and hewasin the front row. No one had said anything. The four of them had smply been led there
and left, although the murmurings suggested that the presence of Detritus was causing considerable
attention. Senior, long-bearded and richly clothed dwarfs were dl around them.

Someone was being taught something. Vimes wondered who the lesson was directed at.

Findly, the Scone was brought in, smal and dull and yet carried by twenty-four dwarfson alarge bier. It
waslad, reverentidly, on astool.

He could sense the change in the air of the huge cavern, and once again he thought: there's no magic, you
poor devils, there'sno history. I'll bet my wages the damn thing was moulded with rubber from avat that
had last been used in the preparation of Sonky's Eversure Dependables, and there€'s your holy relic for
you. ..

There weremore readings, much shorter thistime.

Then the dwarfswho had been participating in the endless and baffling hours withdrew from the centre
of the cavern, leaving the King looking as smadl and done asthe Sconeitself.

He stared around him and, athough it was surely impossible for him to have seen Vimes among the
thousands in the gloom, it did seem that his gaze rested on the Ankh-Morpork party for afraction of a
second.

The King sat down.



A sigh began. It grew louder and louder, a hurricane made up of the breath of anation. It echoed back
and forth among the rocks until it drowned out al other sounds.

Vimes had half expected the Scone to explode, or crumble, or flash red-hot. Which was stupid, said a
dwindling part of himself - it was afake, anonsense, something made in Ankh-Morpork for money,
something that had dready cost lives. It was nat, it could not beredl.

But intheroaring air he knew that it was, for al who needed to believe, and in abdlief so strong that
truth was not the same asfact . . . he knew that for now, and yesterday, and tomorrow, both the thing,
and thewhole of the thing.

Angua noticed that Carrot was walking better even as they reached the forest below thefalls, and the
shove over hisshoulder hardly burdened him at dl.

There were wolf printsal over the snow.

They won't have stayed,’ she said, asthey walked between the trees. They fdt things
keenly when he died but . . . wolves ook to the future. They don't try to remember things.'
"They'relucky,’ said Carrot.

‘They'reredidtic. It'sjust that the future con-tains the next meal and the next danger. Isyour arm all
right?

It feelsasgood as new.’

They found the freezing mass of fur lying at the water's edge. Carrot pulled it out of the water, scraped
off the snow higher up the shingle, and started to dig.

After awhile hetook off hisshirt. The bruises were dready fading.

Angua sat and looked over the water, listening to the thud of the spade and the occasiona grunt when
Carrot hit atreeroot. Then she heard the soft dither of something being pulled over snow, apause, and
then the sound of sand and stones being shovelled into ahole,

'Do you want to say afew words? said Carrot.

'Y ou heard the howl last night. That's how wolvesdo it,' said Angua, still looking out across the wate.
‘There aren't any other words.'

'Perhaps just amoment's silence, then-'

She spun round. 'Carrot! Don't youremember last night? Didn't you wonder what | might become?
Didn't you worry about the future?

No.

'Why the hdll not?



It hasn't happened yet. Shall we get back? It'll be dark soon.’

'‘And tomorrow?

'I'd like you to come back to Ankh-Morpork.’

'Why? Theré€'s nothing for me there.'

Carrot patted the soil over the grave. ‘Isthere anything left for you here? he said. '‘Besides, |-
Don't you dare say the words, Angua thought. Not at atimelikethis.

And then they both became aware of the wolves. They were creegping through the trees, darker shadows
intheevening light.

"They're hunting,’ said Angua, grabbing Carrot'sarm.

'Oh, don't worry. They don't attack human beings for no reason.’

‘Carrot?

'Y es? The wolveswere closingin.

"1'm not human!’

‘But last night-'

"That was different. They remembered Gavin. Now I'm just awerewolf to them. . .

She watched him turn to look at the advancing wolves. The hairswere up on their backs. They were
growling. They moved with the strange sidle of those whose hatred could just manage to overcome their
fear. And at any moment that balance in one of them was going to tip dl the way, and then it would be al
over.

There was aleagp, and it was Carrot who made it. He grabbed the lead wolf by its neck and tail and held
on asit struggled and snapped. Itsfrantic efforts to escape resulted only in it running in acircle with
Carrot in the middle, the other wolves backing away from the whirl of grey. Then, asit sumbled, he bit it
on the back of the neck. It screamed.

Carrot let go and stood up. He looked at the

circleof wolves. They shied away. from hisgaze.

'Hmmm? he said.

The wolf on the ground whined and got to itsfeet awkwardly.

'Hmmm?

It tucked itstail between itslegs and backed off, but it still seemed to be attached to Carrot by an
invisblelead.



'Angua? sad Carrot, till watching it carefully.
'Yes?

'Can you speak wolf? 1 mean, in this shape?
‘A bit. Look, how did you know what to do?

'Oh, I'vewatched animals,’ said Carrot, asif that was an explanation. 'Please tell them- . . . tell them if
they go away now | won't harm them.’

She managed to bark out the words. It had al changed, in such atiny handful of seconds. Now Carrot
wrote the script.

'And now tell them that although I'm going away | may be back. What's the name of thisone? He
nodded at the cowering wolf.

"That's Eats Wrong Mesgt,” Anguawhispered. 'Hewsas. . . he'sthe leader now Gavin's gone!'

"Then tdl them that I'm quite happy that he should go on leading. Tell them all that.'

They watched her intently. She knew what they were thinking. Hed beaten the leader. It was dl Sorted
Out. Wolves did not have alot of mental space for uncertainty. Doubt was aluxury for speciesthat did
not live one med away from starvation. They sill had a Gavin-shaped holein their minds and Carrot had
stepped into it. Of course, it wouldn't last long. But it didn't need to.

Hedways, dwaysfindsaway in, she thought. He doesn't think about it, he doesn't plot, he smply dides
in. | saved him because he couldn't save himsalf, and Gavin saved him because . . . because. . . because
he had somereason . . . and I'm almost, dmost certain that Carrot doesn't know how he managesto

wrap the world around him. Almost certain. HeE's good and kind and born to be aking of the ancient sort
that wore oak |eaves and ruled from a seat under atree, and though hetries hard he never had acynical

thought.
I'm dmost certain.
‘Let'sgo now,' said Carrot. The coronation will be over soon, and | don't want Mister Vimesto worry.'
‘Carrot! I've got to know something.’
'Yes?

"That might happen to me. Have you ever thought about that? He was my brother, after al. Being two
things a the sametime, and never quite being one. . . we're not the most stable of creatures.”

'‘Gold and muck come 'out of the same shaft,' said Carrot.
"That'sjust adwarf saying!'

It'strue, though. You're not him.'



'Well, if it happened.. . . if it did . . . would you do what Vimes did? Carrot? Would it be you who
picked up aweapon and came after me? | know you won't lie. I've got to know. Would it be you?

A little snow did down from the trees. The wolves watched. Carrot looked up for amoment at the grey
sky and then nodded.

‘Y%_I

She sighed. 'Promise? she said.

Vimeswas surprised at how quickly the coron-ation became aworking day. There was aflourish of
echoing horns, agenera flow of the crowd and, gradualy, aqueue in front of the King.

"They haven't even given him time to get comfy!" said Lady Sybil asthey headed towards the exit.

'‘Our kingsare. . . working kings,' said Cheery, and Vimes detected the pridein her voice. '‘But now is
the time when the King awards favours!'

A dwarf caught up with Vimes and tugged his cloak respectfully.
"The King wishes to see you now, your ex-cellency," he said.

"Thereés an amighty queue!’

‘Nevertheless,' the dwarf gave a polite cough, ‘the King wishes to see you now. All of you.'
They wereled to the front of the queue. Vimes felt many eyes boring into the smal of his back.

The King dismissed the previous supplicant with arega nod asthe Ankh-Morpork party was deftly
inserted at the top of the line, supplanting adwarf whose beard went down to hisknees.

The King looked at them for amoment, and then the internd filing system threw up acard.

'Ah, it'syourselves, good as new," he said. 'Now, what wasit | was going to do? Oh, | remember . . .
Lady Sybil?

She curtsied.

'Classicdly, wegiveringsat thistime," said the King. ‘Between oursaves, many dwarfs consder thisa

bit. . . well, bath sdts, see. But | believe they are till welcome and so this, Lady Syhil, is, perhaps, a
token of thingsto come!’

It wasathin slver ring. Vimes was taken aback at this parsmony, but Sybil could accept abunch of
dead rats gracioudly.

'Oh, how wond-'

'We normally give gold,' the King went on. 'Very popular, and of course you can Sing about it. But this
has. . . rarity vaue, see. It isthefirst Slver that has been mined in Uberwald in hundreds of years!



'l thought there was arule that-' Vimes began.

'I ordered the mines re-opened last night,’ said the King pleasantly. ‘It seemed an auspicioustime. We
shdl soon have orefor sale, your excelency, but if Lady Sybil doesn't get involved in the negotiations and
bankrupt us, | for one shall be very grateful,’ the King added. 'Miss Littlebottom, | see, has not graced us
with asartorid extravaganzatoday?

Cheery stared.

'Y ou're not wearing adress,’ said the King.

'No, sire.'

‘Although | do note afew unobtrusive touches of mascaraand lipstick.'

'Yes, sre,' squeaked Cheery, on the point of death through shock.

"Therésnice. Do be sureto let me know the name of your dressmaker,' the King went on. '| may have
some custom for her in thefullness

of time. I've thought long and hard-'

Vimes blinked. Cheery had gone pale. Had anyone &l se heard that? Hadhe?
Sybil nudged himin theribs. 'Y our mouth's open, Sam,' she whispered.

So hehad heard it . . .

He heard the King's voice again. '-and abag of gold isaways acceptable.’
Cheery was gtill saring.

Vimes shook her gently by the shoulder.

"Th-thank you, sre.’

The King held out his hand. Vimeswobbled Cheery again. Completely hypnotized, she extended her
hand. The King took it and shook it.

Shocked whispers were spreading behind Vimes. The King had shaken the hand of a selfdeclared
female. ..

'‘And that leaves. . . Detritus,’ said the King. 'What adwarf should give atroll is of course abit of a
puzzle, but it occursto methat what | should give you iswhat | would give adwarf. A bag of gold, then,
for whatever purpose you chooseto useit, and-'

He stood up. He held out his hand.

Dwarfsand trollswere till fighting in the further regions of Uberwald, Vimes knew. Elsewhere, there
was a best the sort of peace you got when both sides were busy re-arming.



The whispering stopped. Silence spread out in awidening circle, all acrossthe floor of the cave.

Detritus blinked. Then hetook the hand very carefully, trying not to crushit.

Thewhispering started again. And thistime, Vimesknew, it'd go for miles.

It occurred to him that in two handshakes the white-bearded elderly dwarf had done more than adozen
devious plots could have achieved. By the time those ripples reached the edge of Uberwald they would
betidal waves. Thirty men and adog would be nothing by comparison.

‘Hmm?

'l said, what can aking giveaVimes? said the King.

'Er, nothing, I think,' said Vimes absently. Two handshakes! And very quietly, smiling, the King had

turned the customs of the dwarfs upside down. And so gently, too, that they'd spend years arguing about
it...

‘Sam!" snapped Syhil.

'Well, then, | shdl give something to your descendants,’ said the King, apparently unperturbed. A long
flat box was brought to him. He opened it to reved adwarf axe, the new meta glinting on its nest of
black cloth.

Thiswill become, in time, the axe of someone's grandfather,’ said the King. 'And no doubt over the
yearsit will need anew handle or anew blade and over the centuries the shape will changein linewith
fashion, but it will dwaysbe, in every detail and respect, the axe | give you today. And becauseit!ll

change with thetimesit'll dways be sharp. Therésagrain of truth in that, see. So nice to have met you.
Do enjoy your journey home, your excellency.'

The four were silent in the coach back to the embassy. Then Cheery said, TheKing said-'
'l heard," said Vimes.

"That was as good as saying thatheis ash-'

"Things are going to change," said Lady Sybil. "That's what the King was saying.'

'I never shook hands wid no king before," said Detritus. ‘'No dwarf, either, cometo dat.’

'Y ou shook hands with me once,’ said Cheery.

'Watchmen don't count,’ said Detritus firmly. 'Watchmen iswatchmen.'

'I wonder if it'll change anything? said Lady Syhil.

Vimes stared out of the window. It'd probably make people fed good, he thought. But trolls and dwarfs
had been fighting for centuries. Ending that sort of thing took more than ahandshake. It wasjust a



symboal.
On the other hand . . . the world wasn't moved by heroes or villains or even by policemen. It might as
well be moved by symbols. All he knew was that you couldn't hopeto try for the big stuff, like world

peace and happiness, but you might just about be able to achieve sometiny deed that'd .make the world,
inasmdl way, abetter place.

Like shooting someone.

'l forgot to say that | thought it was very kind of you, Cheery,' said Lady Syhil, 'yesterday, when you
comforted Dee!’

‘She would have had me killed by the werewolves,' said Vimes. He felt thiswas a point worth making.
'Yes, of course. But . . . it was kind, anyway,' said Sybil.
Cheery looked at her feet, avoiding Lady

Syhil's gaze. Then she coughed nervoudy and pulled asmall piece of paper out of her deeve, which she
handed wordlesdy to Vimes.

Heunfolded it.
'She gave you these names? he said. 'Some of these are very senior dwarfsin AnkhMorpork . . '

'Yes, dr,' said Cheery. She coughed again. 'Tknew she wanted someoneto talk to, and, er, | suggested
afew things she might like to talk about. Sorry, Lady Sybil. It's very hard to stop being a copper.'

'l Worked that one out along time ago,' said Sybil.

'Y ou know,' said Vimes, to break the silence, 'if weleave at first light tomorrow, we could be through
the pass before sundown.’

And it was a comfortable night, somewhere in the depths of the feather mattress. Vimes awoke a couple
of times and thought he could hear voices. Then he sank back into the softness and dreamt of warm
Sow.

He was shaken awake by Detritus. 'It's gettin' light, Sir.’
Mm.

'‘And derésalgor an' a. . . ayoung man out in der hal,' said Detritus. '‘He got abig jar full of noses and
arabbit covered in ears.’

Vimestried to get back to deep. Then he sat bolt upright.
‘What?
It'sall coveredin ears, g’

"Y ou mean one of those rabbits with big floppy ears?



'Y ou better come and see disrabbit,’ sniffed thetroll.

Vimes|eft Sybil walowing in deep, pulled on his dressing gown and pattered barefoot down to the
freezing hdl.

An Igor waswaiting anxioudy in the middle of thefloor. Vimes was getting the hang of Igorrecognition,*
and thiswas anew one. He was with amuch younger . . . er .. . man, probably barely out of histeens, at
least in places, but dready the scars and stitching indicated that relentless urge towards self-improvement
that was the hallmark of agood Igor. They just never seemed to be able to get the eyeslevel.

'Y our exthellenthy?

Youre. .. Igor, right?

'‘Amathing gueth, thur. We haven't met before, but | work for Doctor Thaumic on the other thide of the

mountain, and thith ith my thon, Igor.' He smacked the young man around the back of his head. Thay
hello to hith grathe, Igor!’

'| don't believein the peerage,’ said young Igor, sulkily. 'Nor shdl | cal any man marthter.’
"Thee? said hisfather. Thorry about thith, your grathe, but thith ith the younger generation for you. |

hope you can find ajob for him in the big thity, ‘coth he'th totaly unemployablein Uberwald. But heth a
very good thurgeon, even if - hedoeth have funny idesth. Heth got hith grandfather'th handth, you know.'

'l can seethescars,’ said Vimes.
‘Lucky little devil, they thould have been mine

*The key wasin the pattern of scars.

by rightth, but he wath old enough to go into the lottery.'

"Y ou wantto join the Watch, Igor? said Vimes.

'Yes, gr. | believe Ankh-Morpork iswhere the future lies, thur.'

Hisfather leaned closer to Vimes. "We don't menthion hith thlight thpeech impediment, marthter,’ he
whispered. 'Of courthe, it countth againtht him here, you know, in the Igor buthineth, but I'm thure people
will bekind to himin Ankh-Morpork.'

'Yes, indeed,’ said Vimes, removing his handkerchief and absentmindedly dabbing hisear. 'And, er . ..
thisrabbit?

'He's Eerieg, thur,' said young Igor.
'‘Good name. Good name. Isthat why he's got human ears all over his back?

'Early experiment, thur.’



'‘And, er, the noses?

There were about a dozen of them in alarge screwtop picklejar. And they were. . . just noses. Not cut
off anyone, asfar asVimes could see. They had little legs and were jumping hopefully up and down
againg the glass, like puppiesin a pet shop window. He thought he could hear faint ‘whedl' noises.

"The wave of thefuture, thur,’ said young Igor. 'l grow them in specid vats. | can do eyes and fingers,
too!'

'But they've got little legd’

'Oh, they wither off in afew hours after they're attached, thur. And theywant to be useful, my little
noses. Bio-artificing for the next century, thur. None of that outmoded cutting up of old bodies-'

Hisfather smacked his head again. "Y ou thee? Y ou thee? Where'th the point in that? Wathtrel! | hope
you can do thomething with him, marthter, becauthe I've jutht about given up! Not worth breaking down
for thpareth, ath we thay!'

Vimes sghed. Still, losing smal extremitieswas adaily hazard in the Watch and the lad was, fter dl, an

Igor. It wasn't asif therewere any norma people in the Watch. He could afford to put up with a
nose-breeder in exchange for surgery that didn't involve screaming and buckets of boiling

pitch.

Heindicated abox besde the young man. It was growling and rocking from side to side.

'Y ou haven't got adog too, have you? he said, trying to make it sound like ajoke.

"That's my tomatoes, said young Igor. ‘A triumph of modern igoring. They grow enormoudly.’

'Only becauthe they vithiouthly attack dl other vegetableth!’ said hisfather. ‘But I'll thay thith for the lad,
marthter, I've never known anyonelike him for redlytiny thtitching.

‘All right, dl right, he sounds the man I'm looking for,' said Vimes. 'Or close, at least. Take aseat, young
man. | just hope there's going to be room in the coaches. . .’

The door to the yard swung open, blowing in afew snowflakes and Carrot, who stamped hisfest.

‘A bit of snow overnight but the road |ooks open,’ he said. 'They say theré'saredly big one due tonight,
though, so we- Oh, good morning, sir.'

'Y ou'refit enough to travel?. said Vimes.
'We both are,' said Angua. She crossed the hal and stood next to Carrot.

Onceagain Vimeswas aware of alot of wordsthat he hadn't heard. A wise man didn't make enquiries
a atimelikethis Besides, Vimes could fed the cold coming up through hisfest.

He reached a decision. 'Give me your notebook, captain,' he said.



They watched him scribble afew lines.

'Stop at the clacks tower and send amessage on to the Yard,' he said, handing it back to Carrot. 'Tell
them you're on the way. Take young Igor here with you and get him settled in, Okay? And make areport

to hislordship.'
'Er, you're not coming? said Carrot.

'Her ladyship and | will take the other coach,’ said Vimes. 'Or buy adeigh. Very comfy things, deighs.
Andweéll, well just takeit alittle eesier. Well seethe sghts. Well dawdle aong the way. Understand?

He saw Angua smile and wondered if Sybil had confided in her.

'‘Absolutely, sir,' said Carrot.

'Oh, and, er, go dong to BurleighFr Stronginthearm's, order a couple of dozen of everything off the top
of their small arms catalogue, and get them on to the next mail coach due to Bonk for the persona

attention of Captain Tantony.'
"The mail coach rate will be very expensive, ar . . ." Carrot began.

'I didn't want you to tell methat, captain. | wanted you to say, "Yes, sr.™

'Yes, gr.'

'‘And ask at the gate about . . . three gloomy biddieswho live in abig house near here. It's got a cherry
orchard. Find out the address and when you get back send them three coach tickets to Ankh-Morpork.'

'Right, g’
'Well done. Travel safdly. I'll seeyouin aweek. Or two. Three at the outside. All right?

A few minutes later he stood shivering on the steps, watching the coach disappear into the crisp morning.

Hefdt apang of guilt, but it was only alittle pang. He gave every day to the Watch and it wastime, he
thought, for it to give him aweek. Or two. Three at the outside.

Infact, he redlized, as pangs. went it was barely aping which was, he recalled, adiaect word for
watermeadow. Right now he could see afuture, which was more than hed ever had before.

He locked the door and went back to bed.

On aclear day, from the right vantage point on the Ramtops, awatcher could see avery long way
acrosstheplains.

The dwarfs had harnessed mountain streams and built astaircase of locks that rose amile up from the
rolling grasdands, for the use of which they charged not just a pretty penny but a very handsome dollar.
Barges were dways ascending or descending, making their way down to the river Smarl and the cities of
the plain. They carried cod, iron, fireclay, pig treacle* and fat, the dull ingredients of the pudding of



avilization.

In the sharp, thin air they took several daysto get out of sght. On aclear day, you could see next
Wedneday.

The captain of one of the barges waiting for the top lock went to tip the dregs of histegpot over the side
and saw asmall dog sitting on the snowy bank. It sat up and begged, hopefully.

He turned to go back into the cabin when he thought: what anicelittle doggie.

It was such aclear thought that it dmost seemed to him that he had heard it, but he looked around and
there was no one else near him. And dogs certainly couldn't talk.

He heard himsdlf think: Thislittle doggie would be very ussful keepin' down rats that might attack the
cargo, sort of frog.'

Itmust have been histhought, he decided. There was no one € se nearby, and everyone knew dogs
didn't talk.

He said doud, 'But rats don't eat cod, do they?

Hethought, clear asday: 'Ah, well, you never know when they might try, right? Anyway, itssuch a
sweet-looking little doggie that's been strugglin' for days through deep snow, huh, not that anyone cares.’

*The treacle mines below Ankh-Morpork had long been exhausted, leaving only a street nameto
remember them by. But the collision with the Fifth Elephant had buried thousands of acres of prehistoric
sugarcane around the borders of Uberwad and the resulting dense crystalline sugar was the foundation of
alarge mining, confectionery and dentistry industry.

The bargeman gave up. Theres only so long you can argue with yourself.

Ten minutes |ater the barge was on the long drop to the plains, with asmall dog sitting &t the prow,
enjoying the breeze.

On the whole, thought Gaspode, it was aways best to look to the future.

Nobby Nobbs had made himself a shelter up against thewall of the Watch House, and was gloomily
warming his hands when a shadow loomed over him.

'What are you doing, Nobby? said Carrot.
'Huh?Captain?'

"There's no one on the gates, there's no one on patrol. Didn't anyone get my message? What's
happening?

Nobby licked hislips. 'We-dl," hesaid. Thereisn't. .. . well, there isn't aWatch at the moment. Not per
say.' Heflinched. He saw Anguabehind Carrot. 'Er, Mister Vimeswith you at al?



'What ishappening, Nobby?

'Well, yousee.. . . Fred kind of . . . and then he got al sort of . . . then next thing you know he was
setingforto. .. and thenwe. . . and then hewouldn't comeout . . . and thenwe. . . and he nailed up
thedoor . . . and Mrs Fred came and shouted at him through the letterbox . . . and most of the lads have
gone off and got other jobs. . . and now there'sjust me and Dorfl and Reg and Washpot, and we come
here turn and turn about and we shove food through the letterbox for him ... and.. . . that'sit, redly . . .
'Can we have that again with the gapsfilled in? said Carrot.

Thistook considerably longer. There were still gaps. Carrot forced them open.

'l see'hesad at last.

‘Migter Vimesis going to go spare, isn't he? said Nobby miserably.

I wouldn't worry about Mister Vimes,' said Angua. ‘Not at the moment.’

Carrot was looking up at the front door. It wasthick oak. Therewere bars at al the windows.

'Go and fetch Congtable Dorfl, Nobby," he said.

Ten minutes later the Watch House had a new doorway. Carrot stepped over the wreckage and led the
way updairs.

Fred Colon was hunched in the chair, staring fixedly at one solitary sugar lump.

'Be careful,’ whispered Angua. ‘He might bein arather fragile menta date!’

That's very likely, said Carrot. He leaned down and whispered: 'Fred?

'Mm? murmured Colon.

'On your feet, sergeant! Am 1 'urtin’ you? 1 ought to be, I'm standin' on your beard! Y ou've got five
minutes to wash and shave and be back here with shinin' mornin' facel On your feet! To the washroom!
Abou-ut turn! At the double! One-two-one-two!

It seemed to Anguathat no part of Fred Colon above the neck, except maybe for his ears, wasinvolved
inwhat happened next. Fred Colonrose at attention, executed a thudding about-turn and doubled out of
the door.

Carrot spun around towards Nobby. "Y ou too, corpora!’

Nobby, trembling with shock, saluted with both hands at once and ran after Colon.

Carrot went over to the fireplace and poked at the ashes. 'Oh dear,’ he said.

'All burnt? said Angua.

I'm afraid so.'



‘Some of those hegps were like old friends!’

'Wdll, well find out if welve missed anything important when it startsto smell,’ said Carrot.

Nobby and Colon appeared again, breathless and pink. There were afew bits of tissue stuck on Colon's
face where the shaving had been too enthusiagtic, but he was nevertheless looking better. Hewas a
sergeant again. Someone was giving him orders. His brain was moving. Theworld wastheright side up
once more.

'Fred? said Carrot.

'Yessr?

'Y ou've got abit of bird doings on your shoulder.’

I'll seeto that right now, Sir!" said Nobby, leaping sideways. He dragged a handkerchief from his
pocket, spat on it, and rubbed hurriedly at Colon's temporary pip. ‘All gone now, Fred!" he said.

'‘Wdl done,' said Carrot.

He got up and went over to thewindow. It did not, in fact, offer much intheway of aview. But he
looked out of it asif he could seeto the end of the world.

Colon and Nobby shifted uneasily. Right now they did not like the sound of silence. When Carrot did
speak they blinked asif struck in the face by acold flannd.

'What | believe there has been here,' he said, ‘isaconfused situation.’
That'sright, that'sright,’ said Nobby quickly. 'We was very confused. Fred?
He jabbed Fred Colon with his elbow, waking him from areverie of terror.
'Uh? Oh. Right. Oh, yeah. Confusion," he mumbled.

'And I'm afraid | know where the blame ultimately lies," Carrot went on, still apparently engrossed in the
spectacle of aman sweeping the Opera House steps.

In the silence Nobby'slips moved in prayer. Only the whites of Fred Colon's eyes could be seen.

It was my fault,’ said Carrot. 'l| blame mysdf: Mister Vimes|left mein charge, and | rushed off with no
thought of my duty and put everyonein an impossible position.’

Fred and Nobby were both wearing the same expression. It was the face of aman who has seen the
light at the end of the tunndl and it has turned out to be the twinkle of the Fairy of Hope.

'I fee dmost embarrassed to ask you two to get me out of this pit | have dug for mysdlf,’ said Carrot. ‘I
can't imagine wha Migter Vimesisgoing to say.’

Thelight at the end of the tunnel winked out for Fred and Nobby. Theycould imagine what Migter
Vimeswould say.



'However,' said Carrot. He returned to the desk and pulled open the bottom drawer, extracting afew
grubby pages that were clipped together.

They waited.

'However,each of these men took the King's Shilling and swore an oath to defend the King's Peace,
said Carrot, tapping the paper. 'An oath, in fact, to the King.'

'Y eah, but that was only- Aargh!" said Fred Colon.
'Sorry, Sir,' said Nobby. 'l inadvertently trod heavily on Fred's toe while standing to attention.’

There was along-drawn-out silken sound. Carrot was drawing his sword from its sheath. Helaid it on
the desk. Nobby and Colon leaned away from its accusatory point.

"They aredl good lads,’ said Carrot softly. 'I'm sure if the two of you call on each and every one of them
and explain the Situation, they will ssewherether duty lies. Tell them. . . tell them thereisdways aneasy
way, if you know whereto look. And then we can get on with our jobs, and when Mister Vimes returns
from hiswell-earned holiday the somewhat confused events of the past will be merely-'

'Confusin'? suggested Nobby, hopefully.

'Exactly,’ said Carrot. 'But I'm glad to see you made so much headway with the paperwork, Fred.'

Colon stood nailed to the spot until Nobby, saluting desperately with the other hand, dragged him out of
the office.

Angua could hear them arguing al the way down the dairs.

Carrot stood up, dusted off the chair and placed it carefully under the desk.

'Well, we'rehome,' he said.

'Yes,' said Angua, and she thought: youdo know how to do nasty, don't you? But you useit like aclaw;

it dides out when you need it, and when you don't there's no sign that it's there. He reached over and
took her hand. 'Wolves never ook back," he whispered.

THE END
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HOWEVER TRANSWORLD PUBLISHERSRESERVE THE RIGHT TO SHOW NEW RETAIL
PRICESON

COVERSWHICH MAY DIFFER FROM THOSE PREVIOUSLY ADVERTISED IN THE TEXT
OR

ELSEWHERE

12475 3THE COLOUR OF MAGIC £5.99
12848 1ITHELIGHT FANTASTIC  £5.99
131059 EQUAL RITES 0.99
13106 7 MORTE£5.99

131075 SOURCERY £5.99

13460 OWYRD SISTERS  £5.99
134619PYRAMIDS E5.99

13462 7TGUARDS! GUARDS! £5.99

13463 SMOVING PICTURES £5.99

13464 3REAPER MAN E5.99


http://fly.to/discworld

13465 1IWITCHES ABROAD £5.99

13890 8SMALL GODS £5.99

13891 6LORDS AND LADIES E5.99

14028 7 MEN AT ARMS E5.99

14029 5 SOUL MUSIC £5.99

14235 2INTERESTING TIMES £5.99

14236 0 MASKERADE 0.99

14237 9FEET OF CLAY 0.99

14542 4 HOGFATHER E5.99

14598 XJINGO £5.99

14614 STHE LAST CONTINENT  £5.99

14615 3CARPE JUGULUM £5.99

14161 5THE STREETS OF ANKH-MORPORK (with Stephen Briggs) £7.99
14324 3THE DISCWORLD MAPP(with Sephen Briggs) ~ £7.99

14608 OA TOURIST GUIDE TO LANCRE (withSephen Briggs and Paul Kidby) £6.99
14672 2DEATH'S DOMAIN (with Paul Kidby) £6.99

14429 OMORT - THE PLAY (adapted by Stephen Briggs) E4.99

14430 4AWYRD SISTERS- THE PLAY (adapted by Stephen Briggs) 14.99

14431 2GUARDS! GUARDS! -THE PLAY (adapted 6y Sephen Briggs)  E6.99
14432 OMEN AT ARMS- THE PLAY (adapted by Stephen Briggs) £6.99
139459 THE COLOUR OF MAGIC - GRAPHIC NOVEL £8.99

14159 STHE LIGHT FANTASTIC - GRAPHICNOVEL  £9.99

14556 4SOUL MUSIC: THE ILLUSTRATED SCREENPLAY f9.99

145750 WYRD SISTERS: THE ILLUSTRATED SCREENPLAY £9.99
13325 6STRATA £4.99

13326 4THE DARK SIDE OF THE SUN £4.99



13703 0GAD OMENS(with Neil Gaiman) £5.99

52595 2TRUCKERS £4.99

525863DIGGERS  E4.99

526495 WINGS £4.99

52752 1THE CARPET PEOPLE £4.99

13926 20NLY YOU CAN SAVE MANKIND E4.99
52740 8 JOHNNY AND THE DEAD £4.99

52968 0JOHNNY AND THE BOMB£4.99

All Transworld titles are available by post from:

Bookpost, PO Box 29, Douglas, Ide of Man,IM99 1BQ
Credit cards accepted. Please telephone 01624 836000,

fax 01624 837033, Internet http://mww.bookpost.co.uk

or e-mail: bookshopC enterprise.net for details.

Free postage and packing in theUK. Overseas customers. alow

£1 per book (paperbacks) and £3 per book (hardbacks).


http://www.bookpost.co.uk

