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THUD!

The first thing Tak did, he wote hinself.

The second thing Tak did, he wote the Laws.

The third thing Tak did, he wote the Wrld.

The fourth thing Tak did, he wote a cave.

The fifth thing Tak did, he wote a geode, an egg of stone.

And in the twilight of the nouth of the cave, the geode hatched and the
Brothers were born

The first Brother wal ked towards the light, and stood under the open sky.
Thus he becane too tall. He was the first Man. He found no Laws, and he was
enl i ght ened.

The second Brother wal ked towards the darkness, and stood under a roof of
stone. Thus he achi eved the correct height. He was the first Dwarf. He found
the Laws Tak had witten, and he was endar kened.

But sonme of the living spirit of Tak was trapped in the broken stone egg, and
it becane the first troll, wandering the world unbi dden and unwant ed, w thout
soul or purpose, |earning or understanding. Fearful of |ight and darkness it
shanbl es for ever in twlight, know ng nothing, |earning nothing, creating
not hi ng, being nothing ..

-From'Gd Tak “Gar' (The Things Tak Wote) trans. Prof. W W WWIdbl ood,
Unseen University Press, AMB8. In the original, the |last paragraph of the
guot ed text appears to have been added by a much | ater hand.

H m who nountain crush himno

H m who sun himstop himno

H m who hammer hi m break hi m no

H mwho fire himfear himno

H m who rai se hi m head above hi mheart H m di anond

- Translation of Troll pictograns found carved on a basalt slab in the deepest
| evel of the Ankh-Mrpork treacle mnes, in pig-treacle neasures estimted at
500, 000 years ol d.

Thud. . .

That was the sound the heavy club made as it connected with the head. The body
j erked, and sl unped back

And it was done, unheard, unseen: the perfect end, a perfect solution, a
perfect story.

But, as the dwarfs say, where there is trouble you will always find a troll
The troll saw.

It started out as a perfect day. It would soon enough be an inperfect one, he
knew, but just for these fewmnutes it was possible to pretend that it

woul dn' t .

Sam Vi mes shaved hinself. It was his daily act of defiance, a confirmation

that he was ... well, plain Sam Vi nes.
Admittedly he shaved hinself in a mansion, and while he did so his butler read
out bits fromthe Tines, but they were just ... circunmstances. It was stil

Sam Vi mes | ooki ng back at himfromthe mrror. The day he saw t he Duke of Ankh
in there would be a bad day. "Duke' was just a job description, that's all



"Most of the news is about the current ... dwarfish situation, sir,"'

said WIlikins as Vines negotiated the tricky area under the nose. He stil
used his grandad's cut-throat razor. It was another anchor to reality.

Besi des, the steel was a lot better than the steel you got today. Sybil, who
had a strange ent husiasm for nodern gadgetry, kept on suggesting he get one of
t hose new shavers, with a little nagic inp inside that had its own scissors
and did all the cutting very quickly, but Vines had held out. |If anyone was
going to be using a blade near his face, it was going to be him

' Koom Val | ey, Koom Valley,' he nuttered to his reflection. "~Anything new?
"Not as such, sir,' said WIlikins, turning back to the front page. “There is
a report of that speech by Grag Hantrusher. There was a di sturbance
afterwards, it says. Several dwarfs and trolls were wounded. Community | eaders
have appeal ed for calm'

Vi nes shook sone |ather off the blade. "Hah! | bet they have. Tell ne,
WIllikins, did you fight nuch when you were a ki d? Wre you in a gang or
anyt hi ng?'

I was privileged to belong to the Sham egger Street Rude Boys, sir,' said the
butler.

"Real ly?' said Vinmes, genuinely inpressed. “~They were pretty tough nuts, as |
recall .’

"Thank you, sir,' said WIlikins smoothly. | pride nyself | used to give
somewhat nore than | got if we needed to discuss the vexed area of turf issues
with the young nmen from Rope Street. Stevedore's hooks were their weapon of
choice, as | recall.’

"And yours ... ?'said Vinmes, agog

A cap-brimsewn with sharpened pennies, sir. An ever-present help in times of
trouble.’

'Ye gods, man! You could put soneone's eye out with something like that.'
"Wth care, sir, yes,' said WIlikins, neticulously folding a towel.

And here you stand now, in your pinstripe trousers and butlering coat, shiny
as schmaltz and fat as butter, Vimes thought, while he tidied up under the
ears. And |'m a Duke. How the world turns.

“And have you ever heard soneone say "Let's have a disturbance"?' he said.
“Never, sir,' said WIIlikins, picking up the paper again.

"Me neither. It only happens in newspapers: Vines glanced at the bandage on
his arm It had been quite disturbing, even so.

"Did it nention | took personal charge?' he said.

"No, sir. But it does say here that rival factions in the street outside were
kept apart by the valiant efforts of the Watch, sir.’'

"They actually used the word "valiant"?' said Vines.

“Indeed they did, sir.'

"Wl l, good,' Vines conceded grunpily. "Do they record that two officers had
to be taken to the Free Hospital, one of themquite badly hurt?
“Unaccountably not, sir,' said the butler

“Huh. Typical. Ch, well ... carry on.'

W I 1ikins coughed a butlery cough. “~You might wish to | ower the razor for the
next one, sir. | got into trouble with her | adyship about |ast week's little
ni ck.'

Vi nes wat ched his image sigh, and | owered the razor. Al right, WIIikins.
Tell me the worst.'

Behind him the paper was professionally rustled. “The headline on page three
is: "Vanpire Oficer For The Watch?", said the butler, and took a careful step
backwar ds.

“Dam! Who told thenf

"l really couldn't say, sir. It says you are not in favour of vanpires in the
Watch but will be interviewing a recruit today. It says there is a lively
controversy over the issue.'

"Turn to page eight, will you?'" said Vimes. Behind him the paper rustled
agai n.

"Wl l? he said. "That's where they usually put their silly political cartoon



isn't it?
"You did put the razor down, did you, sir? said WIlikins. ~Yes!'

“Perhaps it would also be just as well if you stepped away fromthe washbasin,
too, sir.'
"There's one of ne, isn't there ..: said Vines grinmy.

“Indeed there is, sir. It portrays a small nervous vanpire and, if | may say
so, a rather larger-than-life drawi ng of yourself |eaning over your desk,
hol di ng a wooden stake in your right hand. The caption is: "Any good on a

st ake-out, eh?" sir, this being a hunorous wordplay referring, on the one
hand, to the standard police procedure-'

"Yes, | think | can just about spot it,' said Vimes wearily. ~Any chance you
could nip down and buy the original before Sybil does? Every tine they run a
cartoon of me she gets hold of it and hangs it up in the library!

"M, er, Fizz does capture a very good likeness, sir,' the butler conceded.
"And | regret to say that her | adyship has already instructed ne to go down to
the Tines office on her behalf.’

Vi mes groaned.

“Moreover, sir, WIllikins went on, “her |adyship desired ne to rem nd you that

she and Young Samw Il neet you at the studio of Sir Joshua at el even sharp
sir. The painting is at an inportant stage, | gather.'
“But |-

“She was very specific, sir. She said if a conmmander of police cannot take
tinme off, who can?

On this day in 1802, the painter Methodia Rascal woke up in the night because
t he sounds of war fare were coming froma drawer in his bedside table.
Agai n.

One little light illum nated the cellar, which is to say that it |ent
different textures to the darkness and divided shadow from dar ker shadow.
The figures barely showed up at all. It was quite inmpossible, with norma

eyes, to tell who was talking.

"This is not to be tal ked about, do you understand?

"Not tal ked about? He's dead!'

"This is dwarf business! It's not to cone to the ears of the Gty Watch! They
have no place here! Do any of us want them down here?

"They do have dwarf officers-'

"Hah. D rkza. Too nmuch tine in the sun. They're just short humans now. Do they
think dwarf? And Vines will dig and dig and wave the silly rags and tatters
they call laws. Wiy should we allow such a violation? Besides, this is hardly
a nmystery. Only a troll could have done it, agreed? | said: Are we agreed?
“That is what happened,' said a figure. The voice was thin and old and, in
truth, uncertain.

“Indeed, it was a troll,' said another voice, alnpbst the twin of that one, but
with a little nore assurance

The subsequent pause was underlined by the ever-present sound of the punps.
"It could only have been a troll,"' said the first voice. "And is it not said
that behind every crime you will find the troll?

There was a small crowd outside the Watch House in Pseudopolis Yard when
Commander Sam Vimes arrived at work. It had been a fine sunny norning up unti
then. Now it was still sunny, but nothing Iike as fine.

The crowd had placards. "Bl oodsuckers out!!, Vines read, and "No Fangs!' Faces
turned towards himwith a sullen, half-frightened defiance.

He uttered a bad word under his breath, but only just.

Oto Chriek, the Tinmes iconographer, was standi ng near by, holding a sunshade
and | ooki ng dej ected. He caught Vines's eye and trudged over.

"What's in this for you, Gto?" said Vines. "Cone to get a picture of a jolly
good riot, have you?'

“It's news, conmander,' said OQto, |ooking down at his very shiny shoes.

“Who tipped you of f?



"l just do zer pictures, commander,' said Oto, looking up with a hurt
expression. 'Anyvay, | couldn't tell you even if | knew, because of zer
Freedom of zer Press.'

"Freedomto pour oil on a flane, d'you nean?' Vinmes denanded.

“That's freedom for you,' said Oto. "No vun said it vas nice.'

"But ... well, you're a vanpire, too!' said Vinmes, waving a hand towards the
protesters. “Do you like what's been stirred up?'
“It's still news, commander,' said Oto neekly.

Vimes glared at the crowd again. It was nostly human. There was one troll
al t hough adnmittedly the troll had probably joined in on general principles,
si mply because sonet hing was happeni ng. A vanpire woul d need a nmasonry dril

and a lot of patience before it could put a troll to any trouble. Still, there
was one good thing, if

you could call it that: this little sideshow took people's m nds off Koom
Val | ey.

"It's strange that they don't seemto mnd you, Oto,' he said, calmng down a
little.

“yell, I"'mnot official,' said Oto. | do not haf zer sword and zer badge. |
do not threaten. | amjust a vorking stiff. And | nake zemlaff.’

Vimes stared at the man. He'd never thought about that before. But yes ..
Little fussy Gto, in his red-lined black opera cloak with pockets for all his
gear, his shiny black shoes, his carefully cut wi dow s peak and, not | east,
his ridicul ous accent that grew thicker or thinner depending on who he was
talking to, did not ook Iike a threat. He | ooked funny, a joke, a nusic-hal
vampire. It had never previously occurred to Vinmes that, just possibly, the

j oke was on other people. Make them |l augh, and they're not afraid.

He nodded to Otto and went inside, where Sergeant Cheery Littlebottom was
standing - on a box - at the too high duty officer's desk, her chevrons al
shiny and new on her sleeve. Vimes made a nmental note to do sonethi ng about
the box. Sone of the dwarf officers were getting sensitive about having to use
it.

1 think we could do with a couple of |ads standing outside, Cheery,' he said.
“Not hi ng provocative, just a little rem nder to people that we keep the
peace.'

"l don't think we'll need that, Mster Vimes,' said the dwarf.

“I"'mnot interested in seeing a picture in the Tines showi ng the Watch's first
vanmpire recruit being nobbed by protesters, corpsergeant,' said Vinmes
severely.

"1 thought you wouldn't be, sir,' said Cheery. "So | asked Sergeant Angua to
fetch her. They came in the back way half an hour ago. She's show ng her the
building. I think they're down in the |ocker

room'

"You asked Angua to do it?'" said Vinmes, his heart sinking. 'Yessir? said
Cheery, suddenly looking worried. "Er ... is there a problenf

Vimes stared at her. She's a good orderly officer, he thought. | wish | had

two nore |ike her. And she deserved the pronotion, heavens know, but, he
rem nded hinself, she's from Uberwald, isn't she? She shoul d have renenbered
about the ... thing between them and werewol ves. Maybe it's ny fault. | tel
"emthat all coppers are just coppers.

"What? Oh, no,' he said. "“Probably not.'

A vampire and a werewolf in one room he thought, as he headed on up the
stairs to his office. Well, they' |l just have to deal with it. And that'll be
only the first of our problens.

"And | took M Pessimal up to the interview room' Cheery called after him
Vi mes stopped mid-stair.

' Pessimal ?' he said.

“The government inspector, sir? said Cheery. "The one you told ne about?

Oh yes, thought Vines. The second of our problens.



It was politics. Vines could never get a handle on politics, which was full of
traps for honest nen. This one had been sprung | ast week, in Lord Vetinari's
office, at the nornmal daily meeting ..

“Ah, Vines,' said his lordship as Vines entered. "~So kind of you to

cone. Isn't it a beautiful day?

Up until now, Vines thought, when he spotted the two ot her

people in the room

"You wanted ne, sir?" he said, turning to Vetinari again. "There's a Silicon
Anti - Def amati on League march in Water Street and |'ve got traffic backed up
all the way to Least Gate-'

“I"msure it can wait, commander

"Yes, sir. That's the trouble, sir. That's what it's doing.'

Vetinari waved a languid hand. “But full carts congesting the street, Vines,
is a sign of progress,' he decl ared.

"Only in the figurative sense, sir,' said Vines.

"Well, at any rate |'msure your nen can deal with it,' said Vetinari, nodding
to an enpty chair. “You have so many of them now. Such an expense. Do sit
down, commander. Do you know M John Smith?'

The other man at the table took the pipe out of his nobuth and gave Vines a
smle of manic friendliness.

"l don't believe wwe have had the pleasure,' he said, extending a hand. It
shoul d not be possible to roll your double-yous, but John Smith managed it.
Shake hands with a vanpire? Not bloody likely, Vimes thought, not even one
wearing a badly handknitted pull over. He sal uted instead.

"Pleased to neet you, sir,' he said crisply, standing to attention. It really
was an awful garnent, that pullover. It had a queasy zigzag pattern, in many
strange, unhappy colours. It |looked Iike something knitted as a present by a
colour-blind aunt, the sort of thing you wouldn't dare throw away in case the
rubbi sh coll ectors | aughed at you and ki cked your bins over.

"Vinmes, M Snmith is-' Vetinari began

“President of the Ankh-Morpork M ssion of the Uberwal d League of Tenperance,'
said Vimes. "And | believe the lady next to himto be Ms Doreen W nki ngs,
treasurer of same. This is about having a vanpire in the Watch, isn't it, sir?
Agai n:

“Yes, Vines, it is,
seat ed? Vinmes?'
There was no escape, Vinmes knew, as he sagged resentfully into a chair. And
this time he was going to |l ose. Vetinari had cornered him

Vi mes knew all the argunments for having different species in the Watch. They
were good argunents. Sonme of the arguments agai nst them were bad argunents.
There were trolls in the Watch, plenty of dwarfs, one werewol f, three gol ens,
an lgor and, not |east, Corporal Nobbs, [1] so why not a vampire? And the
League of Tenperance was a fact. Vanpires wearing the League's Bl ack Ri bbon
(' Not one Drop!') were a fact, too. Admittedly, vanpires who had sworn off

bl ood could be a bit weird, but they were intelligent and clever and as such a
potential asset to society. And the Watch was the nost visible arm of
government in the city. Wiy not set an exanpl e?

Because, said Vines's battered but still functional soul, you hate bl oody
vanpires. No nessing about, no dissenbling, no weasel words about “the public
won't stand for it' or “it's not the right time. You hate bl oody vanpires and
it's your bloody Watch

The other three were staring at him

said Vetinari. “And, yes, it is again. Shall we all be

"M Vinmes,' said Ms Wnkings, “ve cannot help but notice that you still haf
not enpl oyed any of our nenbers in the Vatch

Say “Watch, why don't you? Vinmes thought. | know you can. Let the twenty-third
letter of the al phabet enter your life. Ask M Snith for some, he's got nore

t han enough. Anyway, | have a new argunent. It's copper bottomned.

"M's Wnkings,' he said aloud, "no vanpire has applied to join the Watch
They're just not nentally suited to a copper's way of life. And it's Conmander
Vi mes, thank you.'



Ms Wnkings's little eyes gleamed with righteous malice.

"Oh, are you sayink vanpires are ... stupid? she said.

"No, Ms Wnkings, |'"'msaying that they're intelligent. And
there's your problem right there. Why would a cl ever person want

[1] This was a bit of a slur on Nobby, Vines had to admit. Nobby was hunan,
just like many other officers. It was just that he was the only one who had to
carry a certificate to prove it.

to risk getting their nadg- their head kicked in on a daily basis for
thirty-eight dollars a month plus all owances? Vanpires have got class, an
education, a von in front of their nane. There's a hundred better things for
themto be doing than wal king the streets as a cop. Wat do you want ne to do,
force themto join the force?

"Wwwul dn't they be offered officer rank?' said John Smith. There was sweat on
his face and his permanent smile was nmanic. Rumour had it he was finding the
Pl edge very hard goi ng.

"No. Everyone starts on the street,' said Vimes. That wasn't entirely true,
but the question had offended him “And on the Ni ght Watch, too. CGood
training. The best there is. A week of rainy nights with the msts com ng up
and the water trickling down your neck and odd noises in the shadows ... well,
that's when we find out if we've got a real copper-'

He knew it as soon as he said it. He'd wal ked right into it. They nust have
found a candi dat e!

“Veil, zat is good news!' said Ms Wnkings, |eaning back

Vi mes wanted to shake her and shout: You're not a vanpire, Doreen! You're
married to one, yes, but he didn't becone one until a tine when it is beyond
human i magi ni ng that he coul d possibly have wanted to bite you! Al the rea
Bl ack Ri bboners try to act nornmal and unobtrusive! No flow ng cl oaks, no
sucking and definitely no ripping the underw red ni ghtdresses off young

| adi es! Everyone knows John Not-A-Vanmpire-At-All Smth used to be Count Vargo
St Gruet von Vilinus! But now he snokes a pipe and wears those horrible

sweat ers and he coll ects bananas and nmekes nodel s of human organs out of

mat chsti cks because he thi nks hobbi es make you nore human! But you, Doreen?
You were born in Cockbill Street! Your mum was a washerwonman! No one woul d
ever rip your nightdress off, not without a crane! But you're so .. . into
this, right? It's a damm hobby. You try to |ook nore |ike vanpires than
vampires do! Incidentally, those fake pointy teeth rattle when you tal k!

Vi nes?,

"Hm?' Vimes was aware that people had been speaki ng.

"M Smth has sone good news,' said Vetinari

"I ndeed yes,' said John Smth, beanming manically ~Wwe have a

recruit for you, commander. A vanpire wwho wwants to be in the Wwatch!'

“Ant, of course, zer night vill not prezsent a problem' said Doreen
triunphantly. 'Ve are zer night!’

“Are you trying to tell ne that | nust-' Vinmes began

Vetinari cut in quickly. “Ch, no, commander. W all fully respect your

aut onony as head of the Watch. Cearly, you nust hire whonmsoever you think
fit. Al 1 ask is that the candidate is interviewed, in a spirit of fairness.
Yeah, right, thought Vines. And politics with Uberwald will become just that
bit easier, won't it, if you can say you even have a Bl ack Ri bboner in the
Watch. And if | turn this man down, 1'Il have to explain why. And " | just
don't like vanpires, okay?' probably won't do.

"OF course,' he said. “Send himalong."'

"He is in fact she,' said Lord Vetinari. He glanced down at his paperwork.
'Sal acia Deloresista Amanita Trigestatra Zel dana Malifee..: He paused, turned
over several pages, and said, | think we can skip sone of these, but they end
"von Hunpeding". She is fifty-one, but' he added quickly, before Vinmes could
seize on this revelation, “that is no age at all for a vanpire. Ch, and she'd
prefer to be known sinply as Sally.'



The | ocker roomwasn't big enough. Nothing |ike big enough. Sergeant Angua
tried not to inhale.

A large hall, that was fine. The open air, even better. \What she needed was
roomto breathe. Mre specifically, she needed roomnot to breathe vanpire.
Dam Cheery! But she couldn't have refused, that woul d have | ooked bad. Al

she could do was grin and bear it and fight down a pressing desire to rip out
the girl's throat with her teeth.

She nust know she's doing it, she thought. They must know that they exude this
air of effortless ease, confident in any conpany, at hone everywhere, making
everyone el se feel second class and awkward. Ch, nmy. Call ne Sally, indeed!
"Sorry about this, she said aloud, trying to force the hairs on the back of
her neck not to rise. "It's a bit close in here.' She coughed. "Anyway, this
isit. Don't worry, it always snells like this in here. And don't bother to

| ock your |ocker, all the keys are the sanme and anyway nost of the doors
spring open if you hit the frane in the right way. Don't keep valuables init,
this place is too full of coppers. And don't get too upset when someone puts
holy water or a wooden stake in there.'

“Is that likely to happen?' said Sally.

"Not likely' said Angua. "Certain. F'r instance, | used to find dog collars
and bone-shaped biscuits in mne.'

"Didn't you conpl ai n?

“What ? No! You don't conplain!' snapped Angua, w shing she could stop inhaling
right now Already she was sure her hair was a mess.

"But | thought the Watch was-'

"Look, it's nothing to do with what you ... what we are, okay?' said Angua.

“If you were a dwarf it'd be a pair of platformsoles or a stepladder or
somet hi ng, al though that doesn't happen so much these days. Mostly they try it
on everyone. It's a copper thing. And then they'll watch what you do, you see?
No one cares if you're a troll or a gnome or a zonbie or a vanpire,' much, she
added to herself, “but don't let thembelieve you're a whiner or a snitch. And
actually the biscuits were pretty good, to tell you the truth- Ah, have you
met |gor yet?

"Many tines,' said Sally. Angua forced a smle. In Uberwald, you net Igors all
the tine. Especially if you were a vanpire. ~The one here, though?' she said.
"1 don't think so.'

Ah. CGood. Angua nornally avoided lgor's |aboratory, because the snells that
emanated therefromwere either painfully chemical or horribly, suggestively
organi c, but now she'd snuff themup with relief. She headed for the door with
slightly nore speed than politeness required, and knocked.

It creaked open. Any door opened by an Igor would creak. It was a knack

"Hi, lgor,' said Sally cheerfully. “G nme six!'

Angua left themchatting. lgors were naturally servile, vanpires were
naturally not. It was an ideal match. At |east she could go and get some air
NOW.

The door opened.

"M Pessimal, sir,' said Cheery, ushering a man not nuch taller than she was
into Vinmes's office. "And here's the office copy of the

Ti nes.

M Pessinmal was neat. In fact, he went beyond neat. He was a fol ding kind of
person. His suit was cheap but very clean, his little boots sparkled. H's hair
gl eaned, too, even nore than the boots. It had a centre parting and had been
pl astered down so severely that it | ooked as though it had been painted on his
head.

Al the city's departnments got inspected fromtine to tine,

Vetinari had said. There was no reason why the Watch shoul d be passed over,
was there? It was, after all, a major drain on the city coffers.

Vi mes had pointed out that a drain was where things went to waste.



Nevert hel ess, Vetinari had said. Just nevertheless. You couldn't argue wth
“nevert hel ess.

And the outconme was M Pessimal, wal king towards Vines.

He tw nkl ed as he wal ked. Vimes couldn't think of another way to describe it.
Every nove was ... well, neat. Shovel purse and spectacles on a ribbon, 'l
bet, he thought.

M Pessinmal folded hinmself on to the chair in front of Vines's desk and opened
the clasps of his briefcase with two little snaps of doom Wth sone cerenony
he donned a pair of spectacles. They were on a bl ack ribbon

"My letter of accreditation fromLord Vetinari, your grace,' he said, handing
over a sheet of paper.

“Thank you, M ... A E. Pessimal,' said Vines, glancing at it and putting it
on one side. “And how can we help you? It's Commander Vimes when |'m at work,
by the way.'

I will need an office, your grace. And an oversight of all your paperwork. As
you know, | amtasked to give his lordship a conplete overview and

cost/benefit analysis of the Watch, with any suggestions for inprovenment in
every aspect of its activities. Your co-operation is appreciated but not
essential .’

“Suggestions for inprovenent, eh?' said Vimes cheerfully, while behind A E
Pessimal's chair Sergeant Littlebottom shut her eyes in dread. "“Jolly good.
I've al ways been known for ny co-operative attitude. | did nention about the
Duke thing, did I?

“Yes, your grace,' said A E. Pessimal primy. “Nevertheless, you are the Duke
of Ankh and it would be inappropriate to address you in any other way. | would
feel disrespectful.’

"l see. And how should | address you, M Pessinmal?' said Vines.

Qut of the corner of his eye he saw a floorboard on the other side of the room
lift al nost inperceptibly.

AL E. Pessimal will be quite acceptable, your grace,' said the inspector

"The A standing for - ?'Vimes said, taking his eyes off the board for a
nonent .

“Just A, your grace,' said A. E. Pessimal patiently. "A. E. Pessimal.' "You
nean you weren't named, you were initialled? ~Just so, your grace,' said the
little man.

“What do your friends call you?

A. E. Pessinmal |ooked as though there was one major assunption in that
sentence that he did not understand, so Vinmes took a small anount of pity on
him “Well, Sergeant Littlebottomhere will look after you,' he said with fake
joviality. "Find M A E. Pessimal an office somewhere, sergeant, and |let him
see any paperwork he requires: As much as possible, Vines thought. Bury himin
the stuff, if it keeps himaway from ne.

“Thank you, your grace,' said AL E. Pessimal. "| shall need to interview sone
officers, too.'

“Why?' said Vines.

"To ensure that ny report is conprehensive, your grace,' said M A E

Pessimal calmy

"l can tell you anything you need to know,' said Vines.

“Yes, your grace, but that is not how an inquiry works. | nust act

conpl etely independently. Quis custodiet ipsos custodes? your grace.' “| know
that one,' said Vinmes. "Wo watches the watchmen? Me, M Pessinmal.'

" Ah, but who watches you, your grace?' said the inspector, with a brief smle
"l do that, too. Al the tine,' said Vines. “Believe ne.'

"Quite so, your grace. Nevertheless, | nust represent the public

interest here. | shall try not to be obtrusive.'

“Very good of you, M Pessimal,' said Vimes, giving up. He hadn't

realized he'd been upsetting Vetinari so rmuch lately. This felt Iike one of
his games. “All right. Enjoy your hopefully brief stay with us. Do excuse ne,
this is a busy norning, what with the damm Koom Val | ey t hing and everyt hi ng.
Conme in, Fred!"



That was a trick he'd |l earned fromVetinari. It was hard for a visitor to hang
on when their replacenent was in the room Besides, Fred sweated a lot in this
hot weat her; he was a chanpion sweater. And in all these years he'd never

wor ked out that when you stood outside the office door, the | ong floorboard
seesawed slightly on the joist and rose just where Vimes could notice it.

The piece of floorboard settled again, and the door opened.

“Don't know how you do it, Mster Vines!' said Sergeant Colon cheerfully. "I
was just about to knock!'

After you' d had a decent earful, thought Vines. He was pleased to see A E
Pessi mal ' s nose winkle, though

"What's up, Fred?' he said. "Ch, don't worry, M Pessinmal was just |eaving.
Carry on, Sergeant Littlebottom Good norning, M Pessinmal.’

Fred Col on renoved his hel met as soon as the inspector had been ushered away
by Cheery, and wi ped his forehead.

It's heating up out there again,' he said. "W're in for thunderstorns, |
reckon.'

"Yes, Fred. And you wanted what, exactly?' said Vines, contriving to indicate
that while Fred was al ways wel come, just now was not the best of tinmes.

"Er ... sonething big's going down on the street, sir,' said Fred earnestly,
in the manner of one who had nenorized the phrase.

Vi nes sighed. “Fred, do you mean sonething' s happeni ng?

"Yes, sir. It's the dwarfs, sir. | nean the lads here. It's got worse. They
keep going into huddl es. Everywhere you look, sir, there's huddlin' goin' on
Only they stops as soon as anyone el se cones cl ose. Even the sergeants. They
stops and gives you a look, sir. And that's nmakin' the trolls edgy, as you

m ght expect.

"We're not going to have Koom Val l ey replayed in this nick, Fred,' said Vines.
I know the city's full of it right now, what with the anniversary com ng up
but I'Il drop like a ton of rectangul ar building things on any copper who
tries a bit of historical re-creation in the |ocker room He'll be out on his
arse before he knows it. Mike sure everyone understands that.'

"Yessir. But | ain't talking about all that stuff, sir. W all know about
that,' said Fred Colon. "This is sonething different, fresh today. It feels
bad, sir, nmakes ny neck tingle. The dwarfs know somethi ng. Sonething they
ain't sayin'.'

Vi mes hesitated. Fred Col on was not the greatest gift to policing. He was
slow, stolid and not very imaginative. But he'd plodded his way around the
streets for so long that he'd |l eft a groove and somewhere inside that stupid
fat head was something very smart, which sniffed the wind and heard the buzz
and read the witing on the wall, admttedly doing the last bit with its lips
novi ng.

“Probably it's just that damm Hantrusher who has got themstirred up again,
Fred,' he said.

"l hear them nentioning his name in their lingo, yes, sir, but there's nore to
it, I'lIl swear. | nean, they |ooked really uneasy, sir. It's something
important, sir, | can feel it in ny water.'

Vi mes considered the admssibility of Fred Colon's water as Exhibit A It
wasn't something you'd want to wave around in a court of |aw, but the gut
feeling of an ancient street nonster like Fred counted for a |l ot, one copper
to anot her.

He said, “~Wiere's Carrot?

"OFf, Sir. He pulled the swing shift and the norning shift down at Treacle

M ne Road. Everyone's doin' double shifts, sir," Fred Col on added
reproachful ly.

“Sorry, Fred, you know how it is. Look, I'Il get himon it when he cones in.
He's a dwarf, he'll hear the buzz.'

1 think he mght be just a wee bit too tall to hear this buzz, sir,
Colon, in an odd voice.

Vi mes put his head on one side.

“What nmekes you say that, Fred?

said



Fred Col on shook his head. "Just a feeling, sir,' he said. He added, in a

voi ce tinged with rem niscence and despair: It was better when there was just
you and ne and Nobby and the lad Carrot, eh? W all knew who was who in the
ol d days. W knew what one another was thinking

"Yes, we were thinking "I wi sh the odds were on our side, just for once"

Fred,' said Vimes. "Look, | know this is getting us all down, right? But I
need you senior officers to tough it out, okay? How do you |like your new

of fice?

Col on brightened up. “Very nice, sir. Shane about the door, o course.

Fi nding a niche for Fred Colon had been a problem To look at him you' d see a
man who nmight well, if he fell over a cliff, have to stop and ask directions
on the way down. You had to know Fred Col on. The newer coppers didn't. They
just saw a cowardly, stupid fat man, which, to tell the truth, was pretty nmuch
what was there. But it wasn't all that was there.

Fred had | ooked retirenent in the face, and didn't want any. Vimes had got
around the problem by giving himthe post of Custody Oficer, to the anmusenent
of all, [1] and an office in the Watch Trai ning School across the alley, which
was much better known as, and probably would for ever be known as, the old

| enbnade factory. Vimes had thrown in the job of Watch Liaison Oficer

because it sounded good and no one knew what it neant. He'd al so given him

Cor poral Nobbs, who was anot her awkward di nosaur in today's Watch

It was working, too. Nobby and Col on had a street-level know edge of the city
that rivalled Vinmes's own. They anbl ed about,

[1] As in A" Fred thought he said custard officer and volunteered!' Since
this is an exanple of office humour, it doesn't actually have to be funny.

apparently aimess and conpletely unthreatening, and they watched and they
listened to the urban equivalent of the jungle drums. And sonetines the druns
cane to them Once, Fred's sweaty little office had been the place where
bare-arnmed | adi es had m xed up great batches of Sarsaparilla and Raspberry
Lava and G nger Pop. Now the kettle was always on and it was open house for
all his old mates, ex-watchnmen and old cons - sonetinmes the sanme individual -
and Vimes happily signed the bill for the doughnuts consumed when they dropped
by to get out fromunder their wives' feet. It was worth it. O d coppers kept
their eyes open, and gossiped |ike washerwonen.

In theory, the only problemin Fred' s life now was his door

"The Historians' @Quild say we've got to preserve as much of the old fabric as
possi bl e, Fred,' said Vines.

I know that, sir, but ... well, "The Twaddl e Roont sir? | nean, really!'’
"Nice brass plate, though, Fred,' said Vines. "It's what they called the basic
soft-drink syrup, I'mtold. Inportant historical fact. You could stick a piece

of paper over the top of it.'
"We do that, sir, but the lads pull it off and snigger.'
Vines sighed. “Sort it out, Fred. If an old sergeant can't sort out that kind
of thing, the world has becone a very strange place. Is that all?
“Well, yes, sir, really. But-'
"Cnon, Fred. It's going to be a busy day.'
“Have you heard of M Shine, sir?
Do you clean stubborn surfaces with it?" said Vines.
"Er ... what, sir? said Fred. No one did perplexed better than
Fred Colon. Vines felt ashamed of hinself.
"Sorry, Fred. No, | haven't heard of M Shine. Wy?
"Oh ... nothing, really. "M Shine, himDi anond!" Seen it on
walls a fewtinmes lately. Troll graffiti; you know, carved in deep
Seens to be causing a buzz anong the trolls. Inmportant, maybe?'
Vi mes nodded. You ignored the witing on the walls at your peril. Sonetines it
was the city's way of telling you, if not what was on its bubbling mnd, then
at least what was in its creaking heart.
"Well, keep listening, Fred. I"'mrelying on you not to let a buzz becone a



sting,' said Vimes, with extra cheerfulness to keep the man's spirits up. ~And
now | 've got to see our vanpire.)

"Best of luck, Sam | think it's going to be a |long day."'

Sam thought Vines, as the old sergeant went out. Gods know he's earned it,

but he only calls ne Sam when he's really worried. Wll, we all are.

W're waiting for the first shoe to drop

Vi mes unfol ded the copy of the Tines that Cheery had left on his desk. He
always read it at work, to catch up on the news that WIIlikins had thought it
unsafe for himto hear whilst shaving.

Koom Val | ey, Koom Val |l ey. Vimes shook out the paper and saw Koom Val | ey
everywhere. Bl oody, bl oody Koom Vall ey. Gods danm the wetched pl ace, although
obvi ously they had al ready done so - dammed it and then forsaken it. Up cl ose
it was just another rocky wasteland in the mountains. In theory it was a | ong
way away, but lately it seened to be getting a lot closer. Koom Valley wasn't
really a place now, not any nore. It was a state of mind

If you wanted the bare facts, it was where the dwarfs had anbushed the trolls
and/or the trolls had anbushed the dwarfs, one ill-fanmed day under unkind
stars. Onh, they'd fought one another since Creation, as far as Vines
understood it, but at the Battle of Koom Valley that nutual hatred becane, as
it were, Oficial, and as such had devel oped a kind of nobile geography. Were
any dwarf fought any troll, there was Koom Valley. Even if it was a punch-up
in a pub, it was Koom Valley. It was part of the mythol ogy of both races, a
rallying cry, the ancestral reason why you couldn't trust those short,

bear ded/ bi g, rocky bastards.

There had been plenty of such Koom Vall eys since that first one. The war
between the dwarfs and the trolls was a battle of natura



forces, like the war between the wind and the waves. It had a monentumof its
own.

Sat urday was Koom Val | ey Day and Ankh-Morpork was full of trolls and dwarfs,
and you know what? The further trolls and dwarfs got fromthe nmountains, the
nore that bl oody, bloody Koom Valley mattered. The parades were okay; the

Wat ch had got good at keeping them apart, and anyway they were in the norning

when everyone was still nostly sober. But when the dwarf bars and the trol
bars enptied out in the evening, hell went for a stroll with its sl eeves
rol I ed up.

In the bad ol d days the Watch would find business el sewhere, and turned up
only when stewed tenpers had run their course. Then they'd bring out the
hurry-up wagon and arrest every troll and dwarf too drunk, dazed or dead to
nmove. It was sinple.

That was then. Now, there were too many dwarfs and trolls - no, nental
correction, the city had been enriched by vibrant, grow ng conmunities of
dwarfs and trolls - and there was nore ... yes, call it venomin the air. Too
much ancient politics, too many chi ps handed down from shoul der to shoul der
Too nuch boozi ng, too.

And then, just when you thought it was as bad as it could be, up popped G ag
Hancrusher and his chuns. Deep-downers, they were called, dwarfs as
fundanmental as the bedrock. They'd turned up a nonth ago, occupied sonme old
house in Treacle Street and had hired a bunch of local lads to open up the
basements. They were grags'. Vimes knew just enough dwarfish to know that grag
nmeant renowned master of dwarfish |ore. Hancrusher, however, had mastered it
in his own special way. He preached the superiority of dwarf over troll, and
that the duty of every dwarf was to followin the footsteps of their
forefathers and renove trollkind fromthe face of the world. It was witten in
some holy book, apparently, so that nade it okay, and probably conpul sory.
Young dwarfs listened to him because he tal ked about history and destiny and
all the other words that always got trotted out to put a gloss on slaughter

It was heady stuff, except that brains weren't involved. Malign idiots |ike

hi mwere the reason you saw dwarfs wal ki ng around now not just with the
“cultural' battle-axe but heavy mail, chains, norningstars, broadswords ..

all the dumb, in-your-face swaggering that was known as °cl ang.

Trolls listened too. You saw nore lichen, nore clan graffiti, nore
body-carvi ng and rmuch, much bi gger clubs being dragged around.

It hadn't always been like this. Things had | oosened up a lot in the last ten
years or so. Dwarfs and trolls as races would never be chunms, but the city
stirred themtogether and it had seened to Vines that they had managed to get
along with no nore than surface abrasions.

Now the nelting pot was full of |unps again.

Gods damm Hantrusher. Vimes itched to arrest him Technically, he was doing
not hi ng wrong, but that was no barrier to a copper who knew his business. He
could certainly get himunder Behaviour Likely To Cause A Breach O The Peace.
Vetinari had been against it, though. He'd said it'd only inflane the
situation, but how rmuch worse could it get?

Vimes closed his eyes and recalled that little figure, dressed in heavy bl ack
| eat her robes and hooded so that he would not conmit the crinme of seeing
daylight. Alittle figure, but with big words. He renenbered:

"Beware of the troll. Trust himnot. Turn himfromyour door. He is nothing, a
nmere accident of forces, unwitten, unclean, the mneral world s pale, jealous
echo of living, thinking creatures. In his head, a rock; in his heart, a
stone. He does not build, he does not delve, he neither plants nor harvests.
H s nascency was a deed of theft and everywhere he drags his club he steals.
When not thieving, he plans theft. The only purpose in his mserable life is
its ending, relieving fromthe wetched rock his all-too-heavy burden of
thought. | say this in sadness. To kill the troll is no nmurder. At its very
worst, it is an act of charity.'



It was round about that tine that the nob had broken into the hall.

That was how rmuch worse it could be. Vimes blinked at the newspaper again,
this time seeking anything that dared suggest that people in Ankh-Morpork
still lived in the real world

'"Ch, damm!' He got up and hurried down the stairs, where Cheery practically
cowered at his thundering approach.

"Did we know about this?" he demanded, thunping the paper down on the
Qccurrences Ledger.

" Know about what, sir?' said Cheery.

Vi mes prodded a short illustrated article on page four, his finger stabbing at
the page. “See that?' he growl ed. “That pea-brained idiot at the Post Ofice
has only gone and i ssued a Koom Val |l ey stanp!’

The dwarf | ooked nervously at the article. "Er ... two stanps, sir,' she said.
Vi mes | ooked closer. He hadn't taken in nmuch of the detail before the red m st
descended. Oh yes, two stanps. They were very nearly identical. They both
showed Koom Val | ey, a rocky area ringed by mountains. They both showed the
battle. But in one, little figures of trolls were pursuing dwarfs fromright
to left, and, in the other, dwarfs were chasing trolls fromleft to right.
Koom Val | ey, where the trolls anbushed the dwarfs and the dwarfs anbushed the
trolls. Vimes groaned. Pick your own stupid history, a snip at ten pence,

hi ghly col | ect abl e.

"The Koom Vall ey Menorial |ssue,' he read. "But we don't want themto renmenber
it! W want themto forget it!’

“It's only stanps, sir,' said Cheery. | nean, there's no | aw agai nst stanps.

“There ought to be one agai nst being a bl oody fool!'

“If there was, sir, we'd be on overtine every day!' said Cheery, grinning.
Vines relaxed a little. “Yep, and no one could build cells fast enough
Remenber the cabbage-scented stanp | ast nonth?

"Send your expatriate sons and daughters the fam liar odour of honme"? They
actually caught fire if you put too many of themtogether!’

"l still can't get the snell off ny clothes, sir.'

"There are people living a hundred mles away who can't, | reckon. Wat did we
do with the bloody things in the end?

I put themin No. 4 evidence |ocker and left the key in the lock,' said
Cheery.

" But Nobby Nobbs al ways steals anything that-' Vinmes began

“That's right, sir!' said Cheery happily. | haven't seen themfor weeks.'

There was a crash fromthe direction of the canteen, followed by shouting.
Sonething in Vines, perhaps the very part of himthat had been waiting for the
first shoe, propelled himacross the office, down the passage and to the
canteen's doorway at a speed that left dust spiralling on the floor

What nmet his eyes was a tableau in various shades of guilt. One of the trestle
tabl es had been knocked over. Food and cheap tinware was strewn across the
floor. On one side of the mess was troll Constable Mca, currently being held
between troll Constables Bl uejohn and Schist; on the other was dwarf Constable
Brakenshield, currently being lifted off the ground by probably human Corpor al
Nobbs and definitely human Const abl e Haddock.

There were watchmen at the other tables too, all caught in the act of rising.
And, in the silence, audible only to the fine-tuned ears of a nman searching
for it, was the sound of hands pausing an inch away fromthe weapon of choice,
and very slowy being | owered.

"All right,' said Vines, in the ringing vacuum “Who's going to be the first
to tell me a huge whopper? Corporal Nobbs?'

"Well, Mster Vines,' said Nobby Nobbs, lowering the mute Brakenshield to the

floor,'. .. er ... Brakenshield here ... picked up Mca's ... yes, picked up
Mca's nmug by nmistake, as it were ... and
we all spotted that and junped up, yes. .: Nobby speeded up, the really

steep fibs now successfully negotiated,'. .. and that's how the table got



knocked over ... 'cos,' and here Nobby's face assumed an expression of
virtuous inbecility that was really quite frightening to see, “he'd have
really hurt himself if he'd taken a swig of troll coffee, sir.'

I nside, Vimes sighed. As stupid | ame excuses went, it wasn't actually a bad
one. For one thing it had the virtue of being conpletely unbelievable. No
dwarf would come close to picking up a nug of troll espresso, which was a

nmol ten chem cal stew with rust sprinkled on the top. Everyone knew this, just
as everyone knew that Vimes could see that Brakenshield was hol ding an axe
over his head and Constabl e Bl uejohn was still frozen in the act of wenching
a club off Mca. And everyone knew, too, that Vinmes was in the nood to sack
the first bloody idiot to make a wong nove and, probably, anyone standing
near him

"That's what it was, was it?' said Vines. "So it wasn't, as it mght be,
someone making a nasty remark about a fellow officer and others of his race,
perhaps? Some little bit of stupidity to add to the nmess of it that's floating
around the streets right now?

"Oh, nothing like that, sir,' said Nobby. “Just one of them... things.
"Nearly a nasty accident, was it?" said Vines. "Yessir!'

"Veéll, we don't want any nasty accidents, do we, Nobby ..

"No sir!’

“None of us want nasty accidents, | expect,' said Vinmes, |ooking around the

room Sone of the constables, he was grinmy glad to see, were sweating with
the effort of not noving. "And it's so easy to have em when your mnd isn't
firmy on the job. Understood?

There was a general nuttering.

I can't hear you!'

This time there were audible riffs on the theme of " Yessir!'

"Right,' snapped Vinmes. ~Now get out there and keep the peace,

because as sure as hell you won't do it in here!' He directed a speci al

gl are at Constabl es Brakenshield and M ca, and strode back

to the main office, where he al nbst bunped into Sergeant Angua. “Sorry, sir, |
was just fetching-' she began. | sorted it out, don't worry,' said Vines.
"But it was that close.' “Sone of the dwarfs are really on edge, sir. | can
snell it,' said Angua.

“You and Fred Colon,' said Vines.

I don't think it's just the Hantrusher thing, sir. It's something ..
dwar fi sh.'

"Well, | can't beat it out of them And just when the day couldn't get any
worse, |'ve got to interview a dammed vanpire.'

Too late Vinmes saw the urgent |ook in Angua's eyes.

“Ah ... | think that would be nme,' said a snall voice behind him

Fred Col on and Nobby Nobbs, having been rousted fromtheir |engthy coffee
break, proceeded gently up Broadway, giving the of uniforman airing. Wat
with one thing and another, it was probably a good idea not to be back at the
Yard for a while.

They wal ked Ii ke nen who had all day. They did have all day. They had chosen
this particular street because it was busy and wi de and you didn't get too
many trolls and dwarfs in this part of town. The reasoning was faultless: in
lots of areas, right now, dwarfs or trolls were wandering around in groups or
alternatively, staying still in groups in case any of those wandering bastards
tried any trouble in this neighbourhood. There had been little flare-ups for
weeks. I n these areas, Nobby and Fred considered, there wasn't much peace, so
it was a waste of effort to keep what little was left of



it, right? You wouldn't try keeping sheep in places where all the sheep got
eaten by wolves, right? It stood to reason. It would ook silly. Wereas in
big streets |like Broadway there was |ots of peace which, obviously, needed
keepi ng. Common sense told themthis was true. It was as plain as the nose on
your face, and especially the one on Nobby's face.

"Bad business,' said Colon, as they strolled. “|'ve never seen the dwarfs |ike
this.'

It always gets tricky, sarge, just before Koom Valley Day,' Nobby observed.
“Yeah, but Hantrusher's really got themon the boil and no m stake.' Col on
removed his helmet and wiped his brow °| told Sam about ny water and he was

i mpressed.’

"Wl l, he would be,' Nobby agreed. "It would inpress anyone.'

Col on tapped his nose. “There's a storm com ng, Nobby.'

"Not a cloud in the sky, sarge,' Nobby observed.

"Figure of speech, Nobby, figure of speech.' Col on sighed, and gl anced
sideways at his friend. When he continued, it was in the hesitant tones of a
man with something on his mnd. “As a matter of fact, Nobby, there was another
matter about which, per say, | wanted to speak to you about, nman to-' there
was only the tiniest hesitation, " -nan:

“Yes, sarge?'

“Now you know, Nobby, that |'ve always taken a pers'nal interest in your nora
wel | -bei ng, what with you havin' no dad to put your feet on the proper path.
.. Col on managed.

“That's right, sarge. | would have strayed no end if you hadn't,' said Nobby
vi rtuously.

Vel l, you know you was telling ne about that girl you're goin' out wth, what
was her nane, now...

' Tawneee, sarge?

“That's the ... bunny. The one you said worked in a club, right?" "“That's
right. Is there a problem sarge? said Nobby anxiously.

"Not as such. But when you was on your day off |ast week me an' Constable

Jol son got called into the Pink PussyCat C ub, Nobby. You know? There's

pol e-danci ng and tabl e-danci ng and stuff of that nature? And you know of Ms
Spuddi ng what lives in New Cobbl ers?'

"A' Ms Spudding with the wooden teeth, sarge?

“The very sane, Nobby,' said Colon nmagisterially. “She does the cleaning in
there. And it appears that when she cone in at eight o' clock in the norning
ae-em wth no one el se about, Nobby, well, | hardly Iike to say this, but it
appears she took it into her head to have a twirl on the pole.’

They shared a nonment of silence as Nobby ran this imge in the cinema of his

i magi nati on and hastily consigned nuch of it to the cutting-roomfl oor

"But she must be seventy-five, sarge!' he said, staring at nothing in

fasci nated horror.

A girl can dream Nobby, a girl can dream O course, she forgot she wasn't as
linber as she used to be, plus she got her foot caught in her |ong drawers and
pani cked when her dress fell over her head. She was in a bad way when the
manager cane in, having been upside down for three hours with her false teeth
fallen out on the floor. Wuldn't let go of the pole, too. Not a pretty sight
- | trust | do not have to draw you a picture. Conme the finish, Precious

Jol son had to rip the pole out top and bottomand we slid her off. That girl's

got the muscles of a troll, Nobby, I'll swear it. And then, Nobby, when we was
bringi ng her round behind the scenes this young | ady wearing two sequins and a
boot| ace comes up and says she's a friend of yours! | did not know where to
put ny face!'

"You' re not supposed to put it anywhere, sarge. They throw you out for that
sort of thing,' said Nobby.

"You never told ne she was a pol e-dancer, Nobby!' Fred wail ed.

"Don't say it like that, sarge: Nobby sounded a little hurt. “This is



nmodern times. And she's got class, Tawneee has. She even brings her own pole.
No hanky- panky.'

"But, | nmean ... showin' her body off in |ewd ways, Nobby! Dancing around

wi t hout her vest and practic'ly no drawers on. |Is that any way to behave?
Nobby consi dered this deep netaphysical question from various angles. "FEr
yes?' he ventured.

“Anyway, | thought you were still wal king out with Verity Pushpran? That's a
handy little seafood stall she runs,' Colon said, sounding as though he was
pl eadi ng a case.

"Oh, Hammerhead's a nice girl if you catch her on a good day, sarge,' Nobby
conceded.

“You nmean those days when she doesn't tell you to bugger off and chase you
down the street throwi ng crabs at you?'

"Exactly those days, sarge. But good or bad, you can never get rid of the
snell of fish. And her eyes are too far apart. | nean, it's hard to have a
relationship with a girl who can't see you if you stand right in front of
her.'

"1 shouldn't think Tawneee can see you if you're up close, either!' Colon

burst out. “She's nearly six feet tall and she's got a bosomlike ... well,
she's a big girl, Nobby.' Fred Colon was at a | oss. Nobby Nobbs and a dancer
with big hair, a big snile and ... general bigitigy? Look upon this picture,

and on this! It did your head in, it really did.

He struggled on. “She told nme, Nobby, that she's been Mss May on the
centrefold of Grls, Gggles and Garters! Wll, | nean. .. !

"What do you nean, sarge? Anyway, she wasn't just Mss May, she was the first
week in June as well,' Nobby pointed out. "It was the only way they had room
“Err, well, | ask you,' Fred floundered, “is a girl who displays her body for
money the right kind of wife for a copper? Ask yourself that!’

For the second time in five mnutes, what passed for Nobby's face winkled up
i n deep thought.

“Is this a trick question, sarge?" he said, at last. ''Cos | know for a fact
t hat Haddock has got that picture pinned up in his |ocker and every time he
opens it he goes "Phwoar, will you look at th-"

“How did you neet her, anyway?' said Col on quickly.
“What ? Ch, our eyes net when | shoved an QU in her garter, sarge,' said Nobby

happi | y.

"And ... she hadn't just been hit on the head, or something? | don't think
so, sarge

"She's not ... ill, is she?" said Fred Colon, exploring every likelihood.

"No, sarge!' “Are you sure?

“She says perhaps we're two halves of the sanme soul, sarge,' said

Nobby dreamily.

Col on stopped with one foot raised above the pavenent. He

stared at nothing, his |lips moving.

“Sarge?' said Nobby, puzzled by this.

“Yeah ... yeah,' said Colon, nore or less to hinself. “Yeah. | can see that.
Not the same stuff in each half, obviously. Sort of ... sieved.

The foot |landed. "I say!'

It was nore of a bleat than a cry, and it cane fromthe door of

the Royal Art Museum A tall, thin figure was beckoning to the

wat chnen, who strolled over

“Yessir?' said Colon, touching his helmet. “We've had a burglareah, officer!’
"Burglar rear?' said Nobby.

"Oh dear, sir,' said Colon, putting a warning hand on the corporal's

shoul ders. "~ Anything taken?

“Years. | rather think that's hwhy it was a burgl areah, you see?' said

the man. He had the attitude of a preoccupied chicken, but Fred

Col on was inpressed. You could barely understand the nan, he was



that posh. It was not so nuch speech as nodul ated yawning. I'm Sir Reynold
Stitched, curator of Fine Art, and | was hwal ki ng t hrough the Long Gal |l ereah
and ... oh, dear, they took the Rascal!"’

The man | ooked at two bl ank faces.

'Met hodia Rascal ?' he tried. "The Battle of Koom Valley? It is a priceless
work of art!'

Col on hitched up his stomach. “Ah,' he said, "that's serious. We'd better take
alook at it. Er ... | nmean, the locale where it was situated in.

“Years, years, of course,' said Sir Reynold. "Do cone this hway. | amgiven to
understand that the nodern hWatch can learn a Il ot just by |ooking at the place
where a thing was, is that not so?

“Like, that it's gone?' said Nobby. “Ch, years. We're good at that.'

"Er ... quite so,' said Sir Reynold. “Do cone this way.'

The wat chnen foll omed. They had been inside the nmuseum before, of course. Most
citizens had, on days when no better entertainment presented itself. Under the
governance of Lord Vetinari it had hosted fewer nodern exhibitions, since his
lordship held Views, but a gentle stroll anongst the ancient tapestries and
rather brown and dusty paintings was a pleasant way of spending an afternoon
Plus, it was always nice to | ook at the pictures of big pink wonmen with no

cl ot hes on.

Nobby was having a problem “Here, sarge, what's he going on about?' he

whi spered. "It sounds like he's yawning all the tine. Wat's a galler rear?
A gallery, Nobby. That's very high-class talkin', that is." "I can hardly
understand him'

“Shows it's high class, Nobby. It wouldn't be nuch good if people |ike you
coul d understand, right?

“Good point, sarge,' Nobby conceded. | hadn't thought of that.'

"You found it missing this nmorning, sir? said Colon, as they trailed after
the curator into a gallery still littered with | adders and dust sheets.

“Years indeed!

"So it was stolen | ast night, then?

Sir Reynold hesitated. "Er ... not necessarileah, |I'mafraid. W have been
refurbi shing the Long Gall ereah. The picture was too big to nove, of course,
so hwe've had it covered in heavy dust sheets for the past nonth. But when we
took them down this norning, there hwas only the frane! Observe!'

The Rascal occupied - or rather, had occupied - a franme some ten feet high and
fifty feet long which, as such, was pretty close to being a work of art inits
own right. It was still there, fram ng nothing but uneven, dusty plaster

"1 suppose sone rich private collector has it now,' Sir Reynold npaned. But
how coul d he keep it a secret? The canvas is one of the nost recognizable
paintings in the world! Every civilized person would spot it in an instant!’
"What did it look like? said Fred Col on

Sir Reynold perfornmed that downshift of assunptions that was the normal
response to any conversation w th Ankh-Morpork's Finest.

“1 can probabl eah find you a copy,' he said weakly. “But the original is fifty
feet long! Have you never seen it?

"Well, | remenber being brought to see it when | was a kiddie, but it's a bit
long, really. You can't really see it, anyway. | nmean, by the tine you get to
the other end you've forgotten what was happeni ng back up the line, as it
were. '

"Alas, that is regrettableah true, sergeant,' said Sir Reynold. “~And hwhat is
so vexing is that the hwhol e point of this refurbishnent hwas to build a
special circular roomto hold the Rascal. H s ideah, you know, hwas that the
vi ewer should be hwholly encircled by the nmural and feel right in the thick of
the action, as it hwere. You hwoul d be there in Koom Valleah! He called it
panoscopic art. Say hwhat you |ike about the current interest, but the extra
visitors hwould have made it possible to display the picture as hwe believe he
intended it to be displayed. And now this!'’



“If you were going to nove it, why didn't you just take it down and put it
away nice and safe, sir?

"You mean roll it up? said Sir Reynold, horrified. “That could cause such a

| ot of damage. Ch, the horror! No, hwe had a very careful exercise planned for
next hweek, to be done with the utnmobst diligence: He shuddered. “hWen | think
of someone just hacking it out of the frame | feel quite faint-'

"Hey, this nmust be a clue, sarge!' said Nobby, who had returned to his default
activity of nooching about and poking at things to see if they were val uable.
"Look, someone dunped a | oad of stinking ol rubbish here!’

He' d wandered across to a plinth which did, indeed, appear to be piled high
with rags.

"Don't touch that, please!' said Sir Reynold, rushing over. "That's Don't Tal k
to Me About Mondays! It's Daniellarina Pouter's nmost controversial hwork! You
didn't nove anything, did you?' he added nervously. “It's literalleah

pricel ess and she's got a sharp tongue on her!’

“It's only a lot of old rubbish,' Nobby protested, backing away.

"Art is greater than the sumof its nmere nechani cal conponents, corporal,’
said the curator. “Surely you hwould not say that Caravati's Three Large Pink
hwnmen and One Piece of Gauze is just, ahem "a lot of old pignent"?

"What about this one, then?' said Nobby, pointing to the adjacent plinth.
"It's just a big stake with a nail init! Is this art, too?

“Freedon? If it hwas ever on the market, it hwoul d probableah fetch thirty

t housand dol lars,' said Sir Reynold.

"For a bit of wood with a nail init? said Fred Colon. "Wwo did it?

“After he viewed Don't Talk to Me About Mondays! Lord Vetinari graciousleah
had Ms Pouter nailed to the stake by her ear,' said Sir Reynold. "“However, she
did nmanage to pull free during the afternoon.'’

"1 bet she was nmad!' sai d Nobby.

"Not after she hwon several awards for it. | believe she's planning to nai
herself to several other things. It could be a very exciting exhibition.'

"Tell you what, then, sir,' said Nobby hel pfully. "Wy don't you |l eave the o
big frame where it is and give it a new name, like Art Theft?

"No,' said Sir Reynold coldly. “That would be foolish.'

Shaking his head at the way of the world, Fred Col on wal ked right up to the
wal |l so cruelly, or cruelleah, denuded of its covering. The painting had been
crudely cut fromits frame. Sergeant Col on was not a hi gh-speed thinker, but
that point struck himas odd. If you've got a nonth to pinch a painting, why
botch the job? Fred had a copper's view of humanity that differed in sone
respects fromthat of the curator. Never say that people wouldn't do

somet hing, no matter how strange it was. Probably there were sone mad rich
peopl e out there who would buy the painting, even if it neant only ever
viewing it in the privacy of their own mansion. People could be like that. In
fact, knowing that this was their big secret probably gave thema | ovely tight
little shiver inside

But the thieves had slashed the painting out as if they didn't care about
maki ng a sale. There were several ragged inches all along the- Just a nonent

Fred stood back. A Clue. There it was, right there. He got a lovely tight
little shiver inside. "This painting,' he declared, “this painting ... this
pai nting which isn't here, | nean, obviously, was stolen by a ... troll."'

"My goodness, how can you tell?' said Sir Reynold.

“I"mvery glad you asked ne that question, sir,' said Fred Colon, who was. I
have detected, you see, that the top of the circular nuriel was cut really
close to the frame.' He pointed. "Now, your troll would easily be able to
reach up with his knife, right, and cut along the edge of the frame at the top
and down a bit on each side, see?

But your average troll don't bend that well, so when it came to cutting al ong
the bottom right, he nade a bit of a ness of the job and left it all jagged.
Plus, only a troll could carry it away. A stair carpet's bad enough, and a
rolled-up nuriel would be a | ot heavier than that!’



He beaned

"Wl |l done, sergeant!' said the curator

“Good thinking, Fred,' said Nobby.

“Thank you, corporal,' said Fred Col on generously.

"Or it could have been a couple of dwarfs with a stepladder,' Nobby went on
cheerfully. “The decorators have left a few behind. They're all over the

pl ace.'

Fred Col on sighed. "Y see, Nobby' he said, "it's comments like that, nmade in
front of a nmenber of the public, that are the reason why |I'm a sergeant and
you ain't. If it was dwarfs, it would be neat all round, obviously. Is this
pl ace | ocked up at night, M Sir Reynol d?'

"OF course! Not just |ocked, but barred! Ad John is meticul ous about it. And
he lives in the attics, so he can nmake this place like a fortress.'

"This'd be the caretaker?' said Fred. "We'll need to talk to him' “Certainly
you may,' said Sir Reynold nervously. “Now, | think

hwe may have sonme details about the painting in our storeroom

["Il, er, just go and, er, find them.

He hurried off towards a small doorway.

"1 wonder how they got it out?' said Nobby, when they were al one.

"Who says they did?" said Fred Colon. "Big place like this, full of attics and
cellars and odd corners, well, why not stash it away and wait a while? You get
in as a custoner one day, see, hide under a sheet, take out the nuriel in the
night, hide it somewhere, then go out with the customers next day. Sinple,
eh?' He beaned at Nobby. “You've got to outsmart the crimnal mnd, see?

"Or they could' ve just smashed down a door and pushed off with the muriel in
the mddl e of the night,' said Nobby. “Wiy ness about with a cunning plan when
a sinple one will do?

Fred sighed. "I can see this is going to be a conplicated case, Nobby.'

"You should ask Vinesy if we can have it, then,' said Nobby. "1 nean, we

al ready know the facts, right?

Hovering in the air, unsaid, was: Were would you like to be in the next few
days? Qut there where the axes and clubs are likely to be flying, or in here
searching all the attics and cellars very, very carefully? Think about it. And
it wouldn't be cowardice, right? 'cos a fanous nmuriel like this is bound to be
part of our national heritage, right? Even if it is just a painting of a | oad
of dwarfs and trolls having a scrap

I think I will do a proper report and suggest to Mster Vinmes that maybe we
shoul d handl e this one,' said Fred Colon slowy. "It needs the attention of
mature officers. D you know rmuch about art, Nobby?

“If necessary, sarge.'

“Ch, come on, Nobby!'

“What ? Tawneee says what she does is Art, sarge. And she wears nore clothes
than a ot of the wonen on the walls around here, so why be sniffy about it?
“Yeah, but. ..' Fred Colon hesitated here. He knew in his heart that spinning
upsi de down around a pole wearing a costunme you could floss with definitely
was not Art, and being painted lying on a bed wearing nothing but a smle and
a small bunch of grapes was good solid Art, but putting your finger on why
this was the case was a bit tricky.

"No urns,' he said at |ast.

“What urns?' sai d Nobby.

"Nude wonen are only Art if there's an urninit,' said Fred Colon. This
sounded a bit weak even to him so he added, "or a plinth. Both



is best, o' course. It's a secret sign, see, that they put in to say that it's
Art and okay to |l ook at.'

“What about a potted plant?

"That's okay if it's in an urn

“What about if it's not got an urn or a plinth or a potted plant?' said Nobby.
“Have you one in mind, Nobby?' said Colon suspiciously.

“Yes, The Goddess Anoia [1] Arising fromthe Cutlery,' said Nobby. "They've
got it here. It was painted by a bloke with three i's in his nane, which
sounds pretty artistic to ne.'

“The nunmber of i's is inmportant, Nobby,' said Sergeant Colon gravely, “but in
t hese situations you have to ask yourself: where's the cherub? If there's a
little fat pink kid holding a mrror or a fan or sinmlar, then it's stil

okay. Even if he's grinning. Obviously you can't get urns everywhere.'

"All right, but supposing-' Nobby began

The di stant door opened, and Sir Reynold canme hurrying across the marble floor
with a book under his arm

“Ah, I'mafraid there is no copy of the painting; he said. "Cearly, a copy
that did it justice hwould be quite hard to nake. But, er, this rather
sensationalist treatise has many detail ed sketches, at |east. These days every
visitor seens to have a copy, of course. Did you know that nore than two

t housand, four hundred and ninety individual dwarfs and trolls can be
identified by arnour or body markings in the original picture? It drove Rasca
quite mad, poor fellow It took himsixteen years to conplete!’

“That's nothing,' said Nobby cheerfully. “Fred here hasn't finished painting
his kitchen yet, and he started twenty years ago!’

“Thank you for that, Nobby,' said Colon, coldly. He took the book fromthe
curator. The title was The Koom Vall ey Codex. “Mad how?' he said.

[1] Anocia is the Ankh-Mrpork Goddess of Things That Get Stuck in Drawers.

"Wl I, he neglected his other work, you see. He was constantly noving his

| odgi ngs because he couldn't pay the rent and he had to drag that huge canvas
with him Inmagine! He had to beg for paints in the street, which took up a | ot
of his time, since not nany people have a tube of Burnt Urber on them He said
it talked to him too. You'll find it all in there. Rather dranmatized,

fear.'

"The painting tal ked to hinP'

Sir Reynold made a face. "W believe that's what he neant. W don't really
know. He did not have any friends. He was convinced that if he went to sleep
at night he would turn into a chicken. He'd leave little notes for hinself
saying, "You are not a chicken", although sonetinmes he thought he was |ying.
The general belief is that he concentrated so much on the painting that it
gave himsonme kind of brain fever. Towards the end he hwas sure he hwas | osing
his mnd. He said he could hearh the battle.’

“How do you know that, sir? said Fred Colon. “You said he didn't have any
friends.'

“Ah, the incisive intellect of the policeman!' said Sir Reynold, smiling. “He
left notes to hinself, sergeant. Al the tinme. Hwhen his |ast |andl ady entered
his room she found many hundreds of them stuffed in old chicken-feed sacks.
Fortunately, she couldn't read, and since she'd fixed in her mind the ideah
that the | odger was sone sort of genius and therefore m ght have sonething she
could sell, she called in a neighbour, a Mss Adelina Happily, hwho painted
wat er col ours, and Mss Happily called in a friend hwho framed pictures, who
hurriedly sumoned Ephrai m Dowster, the noted | andscape artist. Schol ars have
puzzl ed over the notes ever since, seeking sone insight into the poor man's
tortured mnd. They are not in order, you see. Sone are very ... odd.'

“Odder than "You are not a chicken"?' said Fred.

"Yes,' said Sir Reynold. "Onh, there is stuff about voices, onens, ghosts ..

He al so hwote his journal on random pi eces of paper, you know, and never gave
any indication as to the date or hwhere



he hwas staying, in case the chicken found him And he used very guarded

| anguage, because he didn't hwant the chicken to find out.'

“Sorry, | thought you said he thought he was the chick-' Col on began

"hwho can fathom the thought processes of the sadl eah disturbed, sergeant?
said Sir Reynold wearily.

"Er ... and does the painting talk? said Nobby Nobbs. "Stranger things have
happened, right?

“Ahah, no,' said Sir Reynold. At least, not in ny time. Ever since that book
was reprinted there's been a guard in here during visiting hours and he says
it has never uttered a word. Certainly it has always fascinated people and

t here have al ways been stories about hidden treasure there. That is hwhy the
book has been republished. People | ove a nystereah, don't they?

"Not us,' said Fred Col on

"l don't even know what a mster rear is,' said Nobby, |eafing through the
Codex. "Here, | heard about this book. My friend Dave who runs the stanp shop
says there's this story about a dwarf, right, who turned up in this town near
Koom Val |l ey, nore'n two weeks after the battle, an' he was all injured 'cos
he'd been ambushed by trolls, an' starvin, right, an' no one knew nmuch
dwarfish but it was |like he wanted themto follow himand he kept sayin' this
word over and over again which turned out, right, to be dwarfish for
"treasure"; right, only when they foll owed himback to the valley, right, he
died on the way an' they never found nothin, an' then this artist bloke found
some ... thing in KoomValley and hid the place where he'd found it in this
pai nting, but it drove himbananas. Like it was haunted, Dave said. He said

t he governnment hushed it up.

' Yeah, but your mate Dave says the government always hushes

things up, Nobby,' said Fred. “Well, they do.'

"Except he always gets to hear about 'em and he never gets hushed up,' said
Fred.

"1 know you like to point the finger of scoff, sarge, but there's a |lot goes
on that we don't know about.'

“Like what, exactly?' Colon retorted. "Nane nme one thing that's going on that
you don't know about. There - you can't, can you?

Sir Reynold cleared his throat. “That is certainly one of the theoreahs,' he
sai d, speaking carefully as people tended to after hearing the Col on- Nobbs
Brains Trust crossing purposes. “~Regrettably, Methodia Rascal's notes support
just about any theoreah one may prefer. The current popul ariteah of the
painting is, | suspect, because the book does indeed revisit the old story
that there's some huge secret hidden in the painting.'

"Oh?' said Fred Col on, perking up. “Wat kind of secret?

"I have no idea. The | andscape hwas painted in great detail. A pointer to a
secret cave, perhaps? Somnething about the positioning of some of the

conbat ants? There are all kinds of theoreahs. Rather strange people cone al ong
with tape measures and rather hworryingly intent expressions, but | don't

t hi nk they ever find anything.'

" Perhaps one of them pinched it?" Nobby suggest ed.

"l doubt it. They tend to be rather furtive individuals who bring sandw ches
and a flask and stay here all day. The sort of people who | ove anagrans and
secret signs and have little theoreahs and pinples. Probably quite harnl ess
except to one another. Besides, hwhy steal it? W |ike people to take an
interest init. | don't think that kind of person would want to take it hone,
because it would be too large to fit under the bed. Did you know that Rasca
wrote that sonetinmes in the night he heard screans? The noise of battle, one
is forced to assune. So sad:

“Not sonething you'd want over the fireplace, then,' said Fred Col on
"Precisely, sergeant. Even if it hwere possible to have a fireplace fifty feet
l ong."'

“Thank you, sir. One other thing, though. How nmany doors are there into this
pl ace?

“Three,' said Sir Reynold pronptly. “But two are always |ocked.' “But if the



troll-"

“-or the dwarfs,' said Nobby.

"Or, as ny junior colleague points out, the dwarfs tried to get it out-'
“Gargoyles,' said Sir Reynold proudly. “Two hwatch the main door constantl eah
fromthe building opposite, and there's one each on the other doors. And there
are staff on during the day, of course.’

"This may sound a silly question, sir, but have you | ooked everywhere?

“1've had the staff searching all nmorning, sergeant. It would be a very big

and very heavy roll. This place is full of odd corners, but it would be very
obvi ous.

Col on saluted. "Thank you, sir. W'IlIl just have a | ook around, if you don't
m nd:

"Yes - for urns,' said Nobby Nobbs.

Vi mes eased hinself into his chair and | ooked at the damed vanpire. She could
have passed for sixteen; it was certainly hard to believe that she was not a

| ot younger than Vinmes. She had short hair, which Vinmes had never seen on a
vampire before, and | ooked, if not like a boy, then like a girl who woul dn't

m nd passing for one.

"Sorry about the ... remark down there,' he said. "It's not been a good week
and it's getting worse by the hour.'

"You don't have to be frightened,' said Sally. "If it's any help, | don't like
this any nore than you do.'

"I amnot frightened,' said Vines sharply.

"Sorry, Mster Vines. You snell frightened. Not badly,' Sally

added. "But just a bit. And your heart is beating faster. | amsorry if | have
of fended. | was just trying to put you at your ease.'

Vi nes | eaned back. "Don't try to put me at ny ease, Mss von Hunpeding,' he
said. "It nakes nme nervous when people do that. It's not as though | have any
ease to be put at. And do not comment on ny snell either, thank you. Ch, and
it's Commander Vinmes or sir, understand? Not Mster Vines.'

"And | would prefer to be called Sally' said the vanpire

They | ooked at each other, both aware that this was not going well, both
uncertain that they could make it go any better
"So ... Sally ... you want to be a copper?' said Vines.

“A policeman? Yes.'

“Any history of policing in your famly?' said Vines. It was a standard
openi ng question. It always helped if they'd inherited sonme i dea about
copperi ng.

"No, just the throat-biting,' said Sally.

There was anot her pause.

Vi mes si ghed.

"Look, | just want to know one thing,' he said. “Did John Not-A-Vanpire-At-Al
Smith and Doreen W nkings put you up to this?

"No!' said Sally. | approached them And if it's any help to you, | didn't
think there'd be all this fuss, either.’

Vi mes | ooked surprised.

"But you applied to join,' he said.

"Yes, but | don't see why there has to be all this ... interest!’

"Don't blanme ne. That was your League of Tenperance.'

"Real ly? Your Lord Vetinari was quoted in the newspaper,' said Sally. "Al
that stuff about the lack of species discrimnation being in the finest
traditions of the Watch.'

"Hah!' said Vimes. "Well, it's true that a copper's a copper as far as |'m
concerned, but the fine traditions of the Watch, M ss von Hunpedi ng, |argely
consi st of finding sonewhere out of the rain,

munpi ng for free beer round the backs of pubs, and al ways keepi ng two

not ebooks!"

"You don't want ne, then?' said Sally. | thought you needed all the recruits



you could get. Look, |I'm probably stronger than anyone on your payroll who
isn'"t atroll, I"'mquite clever, | don't mnd hard work and |'ve got excellent
night vision. I can be useful. | want to be useful

“Can you turn into a bat?

She | ooked shocked. “Wat? What kind of question is that to ask ne?
“Probably anmpngst the less tricky ones,' said Vinmes. “Besides, it mght be
useful . Can you?

" No.

“Ch, well, never mnd-'

I can turn into a lot of bats,' said Sally. "One bat is hard to do because
you have to deal with changes in body mass, and you can't do that if you' ve
been Reforned for a while. Anyway, it gives nme a headache.’

“What was your |ast job?

"Didn't have one. | was a musician.'

Vi nes brightened up. “Really? Sonme of the |ads have been tal king about setting
up a Watch band.’

"Coul d they use a cello?

" Probably not.'

Vi mes drunmed his fingers on the desk. Well, she hadn't gone for his throat
yet, had she? That was the problem of course. Vanmpires were fine right up
until the point where, suddenly, they weren't. But, in truth, right now, he
had to adnmit it: he needed anyone who coul d stand upright and finish a
sentence. This damm business was taking its toll. He needed nen out there al
the tine, just to keep the lid on things. Oh, right now it was just scuffles
and stone-throwi ng and breaki ng wi ndows and runni ng away, but all that stuff
added up, |ike snowfl akes on an aval anche sl ope. Peopl e

needed to see coppers at atine like this. They gave the illusion that the
whol e worl d hadn't gone insane.

And the Tenperance League were pretty good and very supportive of their
nmenbers. It was in the interests of themall that no one found thensel ves
standing in a strange bedroomw th an enbarrassingly full feeling. They'd be
wat chi ng her

"We've got no room for passengers in the Watch,' he said. "We're too pressed
right now to give you any nore than what is |aughingly known as on-the-job

training, but you'll be on the streets fromday one ... Er, how are you with
t he daylight thing?
"I'mfine with long sleeves and a wide brim | carry the kit, anyway.

Vi mes nodded. A snmall dustpan and brush, a phial of animal blood and a card
sayi ng:

Hel p, | have crunbled and | can't get up

Pl ease sweep nme into a heap and crush vi al

I am a Bl ack Ri bboner and will not harm you
Thanki ng you i n advance.

Hs fingers rattled on the desktop again. She returned his stare.

"All right, you're in,' Vinmes said at last. “On probation, to start wth.
Everyone starts that way. Sort out the paperwork with Sergeant Littl ebottom
downstairs, report to Sergeant Detritus for your gear and orientation |lecture
and try not to | augh. And now you' ve got what you want, and we're not being
official ... tell ne why.'

“Pardon?' said Sally.

“A vanpire wanting to be a copper?' said Vines, |leaning back in his chair. "I
can't quite make that fit, "Sally".'

"1 thought it would be an interesting job in the fresh air which would offer
opportunities to help people, Comrander Vines.'

"Hmm ' said Vines. “If you can say that without smiling you m ght nake a
copper after all. Wl cone to the job, |lance-constable. | hope you have-'

The door slammed. Captain Carrot took two steps into the room saw Sally and
hesi t at ed.



' Lance- Constabl e von Humpedi ng has just joined us, captain,' said Vines.
"Er ... fine ... hello, miss,' said Carrot quickly, and turned to Vimes. “Sir,
soneone's killed Hancrusher!'

Ankh- Morpork's Finest strolled back down towards the Yard. "What |'d do, said
Nobby, “is cut the painting up into little bits, like, oh, a few inches
across?

“That's di amonds, Nobby. It's how you get rid of stolen dianonds.'

"All right, then, how about this one? You cut the nuriel up into bits the size
of ordinary paintings, okay? Then you paint a painting on the other side of
each one, an' put 'emin franes, an' |eave 'emaround the place. No one wl|
notice extra paintings, right? An' then you can go an' pinch 'emwhen the fuss
has di ed down.'

“And how do you get them out, Nobby?'

"Well, first you get sonme glue, and a really long stick, and-' Fred Col on
shook his head. "Can't see it happening, Nobby.'

"All right, then, you get sone paint that's the sane colour as the

wal I's, and you glue the painting to the wall somewhere it'll fit, and
you paint over it with your wall paint so it looks just like wall.' “Got a
convenient bit of wall in mnd, then? "~How about inside the frame that's

t here al ready, sarge?
"Bl oody hell, Nobby, that's clever,' said Fred, stopping dead. "Thank you,

sarge. That neans a lot, comng fromyou.' “But you've still got to get it
out, Nobby."

"Renenber all those dust sheets, sarge? | bet in a few weeks' tine

a couple of blokes in overalls will be able to wal k out of the place

with a big white roll under their arnms and no one'd think tw ce

about it, 'cos they'd, like, be thinkin' the nuriel had been pinched

weeks before.'

There were a few nonments of silence before Sergeant Col on said,

in a hushed voice: “That's a very dangerous mnd you got there,

Nobby. Very dangerous indeed. How d you get the new paint off,

t hough?

"Oh, that's easy,' said Nobby. “And | know where to get sone

pai nters' aprons, too.

“Nobby!' said Fred, shocked.

"All right, sarge. You can't blame a man for dreaming, though.' “This could be
a feather in our caps, Nobby. And we could do with one now.'

“Your water playing up again, sarge?

“You may | augh, Nobby, but you've only got to | ook around,' said

Fred gloomly. “It's just gang fights now, but it's going to get worse,

you mark my words. All this scrapping over something that

happened t housands of years ago! | don't know why they don't go

back to where they cane fromif they want to do that!’

"Most of 'emcome fromhere now,' said Nobby.

Fred grunted his disdain for a nere fact of geography. "~ War

Nobby. Huh! What is it good for?' he said.

'Dunno, sarge. Freeing slaves, nmaybe?' 'Absol- Well, okay.
"Defending yourself froma totalitarian aggressor? “All right, I'll grant you
that, but-' “Saving civilization against a horde of-'

"It doesn't do any good in the long run is what |'m saying,



Nobby, if you'd listen for five seconds together,' said Fred Col on sharply.
“Yeah, but in the |Iong run what does, sarge?'

"Say that again paying attention to every word, wll you?' said Vines.
"He's dead, sir. Hanctrusher is dead. The dwarfs are sure
of it.,

Vines stared at his captain. Then he glanced at Sally and said, | gave you an
order, Lance-Constabl e Hunpedi ng. Go and get joined up!’
Wien the girl had hurried out, he said, | hope you're sure about it as well,

captain .

"It's spreading through the dwarfs like, like-' Carrot began. Al cohol?' Vines
suggest ed.

“Very fast, anyway,' Carrot conceded. "Last night, they say. Atroll got into
his place in Treacle Street and beat himto death. | heard sone of the |ads

tal king about it.'

“Carrot, wouldn't we know if sonething like that had happened?' said Vines,
but in the theatre of his mnd Angua and Fred Colon uttered their cassandraic
war ni ngs agai n. The dwarfs knew sonet hing. The dwarfs were worri ed.

"Don't we, sir? said Carrot. | nean, |'ve just told you.'

"l mean, why aren't his people shouting it in the streets? Politica
assassination and all that sort of thing? Shouldn't they be scream ng bl oody
nmur der ? Who told you this?

“Constabl e Ironbender and Corporal Ri ngfounder, sir. They're steady | ads.

Ri ngf ounder's up for sergeant soon. Er ... there was something else, sir. |
did ask them why we hadn't heard officially,
and Ironbender said ... you won't like this, sir ... he said the Watch

wasn't to be told.' Carrot watched Vimes carefully. It was hard to see
t he change of expression on the comrander's face, but certain

smal |l nuscles set firmy

“On whose orders?' said Vines.

“Soneone cal |l ed Ardent, apparently. He's Hantrusher's ... interpreter,
suppose you could say. He says it's dwarf business.

"But this is Ankh-Morpork, captain. And nmurder is Murder.' "Yes, sir.'
"And we are the Gty Watch,' Vinmes went on. "It says so on the

door .

“Actually it nostly says "Copers are Barstuds" on the door at the
nonment, but |'ve got soneone scrubbing it off,' said Carrot. "~And
'That means if anyone gets murdered, we're responsible,' said

Vi nes.

1 know what you nean, sir,' said Carrot carefully. “Does Vetinari know?'
"l can't immgine that he doesn't.'

"Me neither.' Vines thought for a nonment. ~Wat about the

Ti mes? There's plenty of dwarfs working there.

1'd be surprised if they passed it on to humans, sir. | only got to
hear about it because I'ma dwarf and Ri ngfounder really wants

to make sergeant and frankly | overheard them but | doubt if the
printing dwarfs would nmention it to the editor.'

“Are you telling ne, captain, that dwarfs in the Watch woul d keep

a nurder secret?

Carrot | ooked shocked. “Ch no, sir!' "Good!

'They'd just keep it secret fromhumans. Sorry, sir.

The inmportant thing is not to shout at this point, Vimes told

hinself. Do not ... what do they call it ... go spare? Treat this as a
| earning exercise. Find out why the world is not as you thought it



was. Assenble the facts, digest the information, consider the inplications.
Then go spare. But with precision

"Dwarfs have al ways been | aw abiding citizens, captain,' he said. "They even
pay their taxes. Suddenly they think it's okay not to report a possible

nmur der ?

Carrot could see the steely glint in Vimes's eyes. "Wll, the fact is-'he
began.

" Yes?'

"You see, Hantrusher is a deep-down dwarf, sir. | nean really deep down. Hates

comng to the surface. They say he lives at subsub-basenent |evel
"1 know all that. So?

"So how far down does our jurisdiction go, sir? said Carrot. "Wat? As far
down as we |ike!"’

"Er, does it say that anywhere, sir? Mst of the dwarfs here are from

Copper head and LI amedos and Uberwal d,' said Carrot. "“Those places have surface
| aws and underground laws. | knowit's not the same here but ... well, it's
how t hey see the world. And of course Hantrusher's dwarfs are al

deep-downers, and you know how ordinary dwarfs think about them'

They come bl oody cl ose to worshi pping them Vines thought, pinching the bridge
of his nose and shutting his eyes. It just gets worse and worse.

"All right,' he said. "But this is Ankh-Mrpork and we have our own | aws.
There can be no harmin us just checking up on the health of brother
Hancrusher, can there? W can knock on the door, can't we? Say we've got good
reason to ask? I know it's only a runmour, but if enough people believe a

runour like that we will not be able to keep a lid onit.'

"Good idea, sir.'

"Go and tell Angua | want her along. And ... oh, Haddock. And Ri ngfounder,
maybe. You conme too, of course.' “Er, not a good idea, sir. | happen to know

nost deep- downers

are nervous about ne. They believe I'mtoo hunman to be a dwarf.’

"Real | y?'

Six feet three inches in his stockinged feet, thought Vimes. Adopted and
raised by dwarfs in a little dwarf mne in the nountains. H's dwarfish nane is
Kzad- bhat, which neans Head Banger. He coughed. "Wy on earth should they
think that, | wonder?' he said.

Al right, | know|I'm... technically human, sir, but size has traditionally
never been a dwarfish definition of a dwarf. Hantrusher's group aren't happy
about me, though.'

“Sorry to hear it. I'Il take Cheery, then.'

“Are you mad, sir? You know what they think about fermale dwarfs who actually
admt it!'

"All right, then, I'll take Sergeant Detritus. They'll believe in him al
right, won't they?

"Could be said to be a bit provocative, sir-' Carrot began doubtfully.
"Detritus is an Ankh- Morpork copper, captain, just like you and nme,' said
Vines. ' | suppose |'m acceptable, am1?

"Yes, sir, of course. | think you worry them though."'
I do? Ch: Vimes hesitated. "Well, that's good. And Detritus is an officer of
the law. We've still got sone |aw here. And as far as |'mconcerned, it goes

deep. Al the way down.'

Bl oody stupid thing to say, Vines thought five mnutes |ater as he wal ked
through the streets at the head of the little squad. He cursed hinself for
saying it.

Coppers stayed alive by trickery. That's how it worked. You had your Watch
Houses with the big blue lights outside, and you nade certain there were

al ways burly watchnmen visible in the big public places, and you swanked around
like you owned the place. But you didn't own it. It was all snoke and mirrors.
You magicked a little policeman into everyone's head. You relied on people
giving in, knowing the rules. But in truth a hundred well-arned people could



wi pe out the Watch, if they knew what they were doing. Once sone madman fi nds
out that a copper taken unawares dies just |ike anyone else, the spell is

br oken.

Hancrusher's dwarfs don't believe in the City Watch? That could turn out to be
a problem Maybe bringing a troll along was provocative, but Detritus was a
citizen, gods damm it, just l|like everyone else. If you-

' Dudd| e- dum duddl e- dum duddl e- dum*

Ah, yes. No matter how bad things were, there was always roomfor themto get
just that little bit worse ...

He pulled the smart brown box out of his pocket and flipped it open. The

poi nty-eared face of a small green inp stared up at himw th that w stful,
hopel ess smle which, in its various incarnations, he'd come to know and

dr ead.

“Good Morning, Insert Nane Here! | amthe Dis-Organi zer Mark Five, "The
CGooseberry"TM How may |-' it began, speaking fast in order to get as mnuch
sai d as possible before the inevitable interruption.

1 swear | switched you off,' said Vines.

“You threatened ne with a hammer,' said the inp accusingly, and rattled the
tiny bars. "He threatens state-of-the-Craft technomancy wi th a hammer,
everybody!' it shouted. "He doesn't even fill in the registration card! That's
why | have to call himlnsert Nam'

"1 thought you'd got rid of that thing, sir,' said Angua as Vines snapped the
lid shut. "I thought it had had an ... accident.' 'Hah!' said a nmuffled voice
fromthe box.

'Sybil always gets ne a new one,' said Vinmes, naeking a face. "A better one.
But | know this one was turned off.’

The box's lid thrust upwards.

"1 wake up for alarnms!' the inp shrieked. “Ten colon Forty-Five Sit

for Damm Portrait!’

Vi mes groaned. The portrait with Sir Joshua. He'd get into

trouble for this. He'd already missed two sittings. But this dwarf

thing was ... inportant.

"I won't be able to nake it,' he munbl ed.

"Then woul d you |ike to engage the handy-to-use Bl uenose tm

I nt egrat ed Messenger Service?'

“What does that do?' said Vines with deep suspicion. The

successi on of Di s-Organizers he had owned had proved quite

successful at very nearly sorting out all the problens that stenmed
fromowning themin the first place.

"Er, basically, it means ne running with a nmessage to the nearest

clacks tower really fast,' said the inp hopefully.

“And do you cone back?' said Vines, hope also rising.

“Absol utel y!'

“Thank you, no,' said Vines.

"How about a game of Splong! TM specially devised for the Mrk

Five?' pleaded the inmp. "I have the bats right here. No? Perhaps you

woul d prefer the ever-popular Guess My Weight in Pigs? O | could

whi stl e one of your favourite tunes? My i HUM tm function enabl es

me to renenber up to one thousand five hundred of your

all-tinme-'

"You could try learning to use it, sir,' said Angua, as Vines once

again shut the lid on the protesting voice.

"Did use one,' said Vines.

"Yup. As a doorstop,' runbled Detritus, behind him

“I'"mjust not at home with technomancy, all right?' said Vines.

"End of discussion. Haddock, nip along to Moon Pond Lane, will

you? Present ny apologies to Lady Sybil, who will be at Sir Joshua's



studio there. Tell her I'mvery sorry, but this has come up and it needs
careful handling.'

Well, it does, he thought, as they headed onward. It probably needs nore
careful handling than I'mgoing to give it. Wll, to hell with that. It cones
to something if you have to tread carefully even to find out if there's been a
nmur der .

Treacle Street was just the kind of area the dwarfs col onized - on the edge of
the | ess pleasant parts of town, but not all the way there. You tended to

noti ce the dwarf outposts: a patchwork of wi ndows testified to a two-storey
house having been turned into a threestorey house while remaining exactly the
same hei ght; an excess of small ponies pulling small carts; and, of course,

all the really short people wearing beards and hel nets was a definite cl ue.
Dwarfs dug down, too. It was a dwarf thing. Up here, far fromthe river, they
could probably get to sub-basenment |evel wi thout being up to their necks in
wat er .

There were a |l ot of themout and about this norning. They weren't particularly
angry, insofar as Vines could tell when the avail able area of expression

bet ween eyebrows and noustache was a few square inches, but it wasn't usual to
see dwarfs just standing around. They tended to be somewhere working hard,
usual ly for one another. No, they weren't angry, but they were worried. You
didn't need to see faces to sense that. Dwarfs as a whole weren't happy about
newspapers, regarding such news as a |over of fine grapes would regard

rai sins. They got their news fromother dwarfs, to ensure that it was new and
fresh and full of personality, and no doubt it grew all kinds of extras in the
telling. This crowd was waiting uncertainly for news that it was going to
becone a riot.

For now, the crowd parted to let themthrough. The presence of Detritus caused
a wake of nuttering, which the troll cleverly decided not to hear

"Feel that?' said Angua, as they wal ked up the street. "Through your feet?

"l don't have your senses, sergeant,' said Vines.

“It's a constant thud, thud, underground,' said Angua. | can feel the street
shaking. | think it's a punp.'

“Punping out nore cellars, maybe?' said Vimes. Sounds |ike a big undertaking.
How far down could they go? he wondered. AnkhMorpork is nmostly built on

Ankh- Morpork, after all. There's been a city here since for ever.

It wasn't just a random crowd, when you |ooked closely. It was al so a queue,

al ong one side of the street, noving very slowy towards a side door. They
were waiting to see the grags. Please cone and say the death words over ny
father ... Please advise ne on the sale of nmy shop ... Please guide ne in ny
business ... | ama long way fromthe bones of ny grandfathers, please help ne
stay a dwarf...

This was not the tine to be d rkza. Strictly speaking, nmost Ankh- Mr pork
dwarfs were d'rkza; it neant sonething like "not really a dwarf' They didn't
live deep underground and come out only at night, they didn't mne netal, they
l et their daughters show at |least a few indications of femninity, they tended
to be alittle slipshod when it came to sonme of the cerenonies. But the whiff
of KoomValley was in the air and this was no tinme to be nostly a dwarf. So
you paid attention to the grags. They kept you on the straight seam

And, until now, that had been fine by Vines. Up until now, though, the grags
in the city had stopped short of advocating mnurder

He |iked dwarfs. They nade reliable officers, and tended to be naturally

| aw abi ding, at least in the absence of alcohol. But they were all watching
him He could feel the pressure of their gaze.



St andi ng around wat chi ng peopl e was, of course, Ankh-Mrpork's |eading

i ndustry. The place was a net exporter of penetrating stares. But these were
the wwong kind. The street felt not exactly hostile, but alien. And yet it was
an Ankh-Morpork street. How could he be a stranger here?

Maybe | shoul dn't have brought a troll, he thought. But where does that |ead?
Pi ck your own copper froma chart?

Two dwarfs were on guard outside Hantrusher's house. They were nore heavily
armed than the average dwarf, insofar as that was possible, but it was
probably the bl ack | eather sashes they wore that were doing the trick of
keepi ng the nmood subdued. These declared to those who recogni zed them t hat
they were working for deep-down dwarfs and, as such, partook a little of the
magi c, mana, awe or fear that they engendered in the average, backsliding
dwar f .

They started to give Vinmes the | ook of all guards everywhere, which in sunmary
is this: the default position is that you' re dead; only ny patience stands in
the way. But Vimes was ready for it. Any five hells you cared to nanme knew
that he'd used it hinself often enough. He countered with the al oof expression
of someone who didn't notice guards.

"Commander Vinmes, City Watch,' he said, holding up his badge.

"l need to see Grag Hantrusher imediately.' “He's not seeing anyone,' said
one of the guards. "Ch. So he is dead, then?' said Vines.

He felt the answer. He didn't even have to see Angua's little nod. The dwarfs
had been dreadi ng the question, and were sweati ng.

To their shock and horror, and al so sonmewhat to his own surprise, he sat down
on the steps between them and pulled a packet of cheap cigars out of his
pocket .

"I won't offer one to you |l ads because | know that you aren't allowed to snoke
on duty' he said convivially. "I don't allow ny boys to do it. The only reason
| can get away with it is that there's

no one to tell me off, haha.' He blew a stream of blue smoke. "Now, | am as
you know, head of the Gty Watch. Yes?

The two dwarfs, staring straight ahead, both nodded inperceptibly.

“Good,' said Vimes. “And that nmeans you, that's both of you, are inpeding ne
in the execution of nmy duty. That gives ne, oooh, a whole range of options.
The one |'mthinking of right now is sumoni ng Constable Dorfl. He's a gol em
Not hi ng i mpedes himin the execution of his duty, believe me. You'll be

pi cking bits of that door off the floor for weeks. And I wouldn't stand in his
way, if I was you. Ch, and it'd be |awful, which neans that if anyone puts up

a fight it gets really interesting. Look, I"'monly telling you this because
|'ve done ny share of guarding over the years, and there are tinmes when
| ooki ng tough works and there are times - and this, | suggest, is one of them

- when goi ng and asking the peopl e inside what you should do next is a very
good career nove.'

"Can't |eave our post,' said a dwarf.

"Don't worry about that,' said Vines, standing. “1'll stand guard for you.'
"You can't do that!'

Vi mes bent down to the dwarf's ear.

1 am Commander of the Watch,' he hissed, no longer M Friendly. He pointed at
the cobbl estones. "This is ny street. | can stand where | like. You are
standing on ny street. It's the public highway. That means that there are
about a dozen things | could arrest you for, right now. That woul d cause
trouble, right enough, but you would be bang in the niddle of it. My advice to
you, one guard to another, is to hop off smartly and speak to sonmeone hi ghe-
further up the | adder, okay?'

He saw worried eyes peering out from between the ranpant eyebrows and the

| uxuri ant noustache and spotted the tiny little tells he'd cone to recognize,
and added: “Of you go, ma'am'

The dwarf hanmmered on the door. The hatch slid back. Wi spering transpired.
The door opened. The dwarf hurried in.



The door closed. Vimes turned, took up station beside it, and stood to
attention slightly nore theatrically than necessary.

There were one or two outbreaks of laughter. Dwarfs they m ght be, but in
Ankh- Mor pork peopl e al ways wanted to see what woul d happen next.

The remai ning guard hissed, "We're not allowed to snmoke on duty!

' Qops, sorry,' said Vimes, and renoved the cigar, tucking it

behind his ear for later. This got a few nore chuckles. Let 'em I augh

said Vimes to hinself. At |east they're not throw ng things.

The sun shone down. The crowd stood still. Sergeant Angua stared at the sky,
her face carefully blank. Detritus had settled into the absolute, rock-like
stillness of a troll with nothing to do right now Only R ngfounder |ooked
uneasy. This probably was not a good tinme and place to be a dwarf with a
badge, Vinmes thought. But why? Al we've been doing in the |ast couple of
weeks is trying to stop two bunches of idiots fromkilling one another

And now this. This norning was going to cost himan earful, he thought,

al t hough in fact Sybil never shouted when she told himoff. She just spoke
sadly, which was a | ot worse

The bl oody family portrait, that was the trouble. It seemed to involve an
awful lot of sittings, but it was a tradition of Sybil's famly and that was
that. It was nore or less the sanme portrait, every generation: the happy
fam |y group, against a panorama of their rolling acres. Vimes had no rolling
acres, only aching feet, but as the inheritor of the Rankin wealth he was,
he'd | earned, also the owner of Crundells, a huge stately home out in the
country. He hadn't even seen it yet. Vines didn't nind the countryside if it
stayed put and didn't attack, but he liked pavenent under his feet and didn't
much care for being pictured as sone kind of squire. So far his excuses for
avoiding the internm nable sittings had been reasonable, but it was a close-run
thing ...

More time passed. Some of the dwarfs in the crowd wandered off. Vinmes didn't
nove, not even when he heard the hatch in the

door open for a nmonent and then slide back. They were trying to wait himout.
"Tcha-tcha-runptiddl e-tiddl e-tiddle-tiddle-tchum chum

Wt hout | ooking down, maintaining the stolid thousand-mle stare of a guard,
Vimes pulled the D s-Organi zer out of his pocket and raised it to his lips.
"1 know you were turned off,' he grunted.

" Pop-Up For Al arms, renmenber?' said the inp.

"How do | stop you doing that?

"The correct formof words is in the manual, Insert Nane Here,' said the inp
primy

“Wiere is the manual ?'

"You threw it away,' said the inp, full of reproach. "“You always do. That's
why you never use the right conmands, and that is why | did not "go away and
stick ny head up a duck's bottont yesterday. You have an appointnment to see
Lord Vetinari in half an hour.'

I will be busy' nuttered Vines.

"Woul d you like ne to remind you again in ten mnutes?

"Tell me, what part of "Stick your head up a duck's bottom didn't you
understand?' Vinmes replied, and plunged the thing back into his pocket.

So, it had been half an hour. Half an hour was enough. This was going to be
drastic, but he'd seen the | ooks the dwarfs were giving Detritus. Runmour was
an evil poison.

As he stepped forward, ready to go and sumon Dorfl and all the problens that
i nvading this place would entail, the door opened behind him

" Commander Vi nes? You may cone in.'

There was a dwarf in the doorway. Vines could just make out his shape in the
gloom And for the first time he noticed the synbol chal ked on the wall over
the door: a circle, with a horizontal line through it.



“Sergeant Angua will acconpany ne,' he said. The sign struck Vines as vaguely
unsettling; it seened to be a stanp of ownership that was rather nmore enphatic
than, for exanple, a little plaque saying ~Mn Repos'.

"The troll will stay outside,' said the figure flatly.
“Sergeant Detritus will stand guard, along with Corporal Ringfounder,' said
Vi nes.

This restatenment of fact seened to pass nuster, suggesting that the dwarf
probably knew a | ot about iron but nothing about irony. The door opened
further, and Vines stepped inside.

The hall was bare, except for a few stacked boxes, and the air snelled of-
What ? Stale food. AOd enpty houses. Seal ed-up roons. Attics.

The whol e house is an attic, Vinmes thought. The thud, thud from bel ow was
really noticeable here. It was |like a heartbeat.

"This way, if you please,' said the dwarf, and ushered Vines and Angua into a
side room Again, the only furnishings were nore wooden boxes and, here and
there, some well-worn shovels.

"We do not often entertain. Please be patient,' said the dwarf, and backed
out. The key clicked in the |ock

Vi nes sat down on a box.

"Polite,' said Angua. Vines put one hand to his ear and jerked a thunb towards
the danp, stained plaster. She nodded, but nouthed the word "“corpse' and
poi nt ed downwar ds.

“Sure? said Vines

Angua tapped her nose. You couldn't argue with a werewol f's nose.

Vi mes | eaned back agai nst a bigger box. It was confort itself to a man who'd
| earned to sl eep | eaning agai nst any avail abl e wall

The plaster on the opposite wall was crunbling, green with danmp and hung with
dusty ol d spider webs. Soneone, though, had

scratched a synbol in it so deeply that bits of the plaster had fallen out. It

was another circle, this tine with two diagonal |ines slashed through it. Sone
passion there; not what you'd expect around dwarfs.
"You are taking this very well, sir,' said Angua. “You must know this is

del i berate di scourtesy.'

"Being rude isn't against the law, sergeant.' Vinmes pulled his hel net over his
eyes and settled down.

The little devils! Play silly buggers with me, will they? Try to wind ne up
will they? Don't tell the Watch, eh? There are no no-go areas in this city.
"Il see to it they find that out. Ch yes.

There were nore and nore of the deep-downers in the city these days, although
you very sel dom saw t hem out si de the dwarf areas. Even there, you didn't
actually see any of them as such, you just saw their dusty black sedan chairs
bei ng muscl ed through the crowds by four other dwarfs. There were no w ndows;

t here was not hing outside that a deep-downer could possibly want to see.

The city dwarfs regarded themwi th awe, respect and, it had to be said, a
certain anount of enbarrassnent, |ike some honoured but slightly |oopy

rel ati ve. Because somewhere in the head of every city dwarf there was a little
voi ce that said: you should live in a nine, you should be in the nountains,
you shoul dn't wal k under open skies, you should be a real dwarf. In other
words, you shouldn't really be working in your uncle's pignment and dye factory
in Dolly Sisters. However, since you are, you could at least try to think like
a proper dwarf. And part of that meant being guided by the deepdowners, the
dwarfs' dwarfs, who live in caves niles bel ow the surface and never see the
sun. Somewhere down there in the dark was true dwarfishness. They had the
knowi ng of it, and they could guide you ..

Vimes had no problemwith that at all. It made as much sense as what npst
humans bel i eved, and nost dwarfs were nodel citizens, even at two-thirds

scal e.

But deciding that nmurder could be kept in the fam ly? thought Vimes. Not on ny
Wat ch!

After ten mnutes the door was unl ocked and anot her dwarf stepped inside. He



was dressed as what Vines thought of as “standard city dwarf', which neant
basic helnmet, | eather, chain nmail and battl e-axe/m ning pick, but hold the
spi ky club. He also had a bl ack sash. He | ooked fl ustered.

" Commander Vinmes! What can | say? | do apol ogi ze for the way you have been
treated!’

| bet you do. Aloud, Vimes said, ~And who are you?

“Apol ogies again! | amHelnclever, and | amthe ... the nearest word is,

per haps, "daylight face"? | do those things that have to be done above ground.
Do cone into ny office, please!" He trotted off, leaving themto foll ow him
The office was downstairs, in the stone-walled basenent. It |ooked quite cosy.
Crates and sacks were piled up against one wall. There wasn't much food in
deep caves, after all; the sinmple life for dwarfs down bel ow happened because
of quite conplex lives for a lot of dwarfs above. Hel ntl ever |ooked |ike
little nore than a servant, making sure that his masters were fed, although he
probably thought the job was rather grander than that. A curtain in the corner
probably conceal ed a bed; dwarfs did not go in for dainty living.

A desk was covered in paperwork. Beside it, on a small table, was an octagona
board covered in little playing pieces. Vimes sighed. He hated ganmes. They
made the world | ook too sinple.

"Oh, do you play at all, commander?' said Hel ntlever, with the hungry | ook of
a true enthusiast. Vinmes knew the type, too. Show polite interest, and you'd
be there all night.

“Lord Vetinari does. It's never interested me,' said Vines.[1]

[1] Vinmes had never got on with any game nuch nore conplex than darts. Chess
in particular had al ways annoyed him It was the dunb way the pawns went off
and sl aughtered their fell ow pawns while the kings | ounged about doing nothing
that always got to him if only the pawns united, maybe tal ked the rooks
round, the whole board coul d ve been a republic in a dozen noves.

"Hel ncl ever's not a common dwarf nanme. You're not related to the Hel ntlevers
in Tall ow Lane, are you?

He'd neant it as no nore than a bit of non-controversial icebreaking, but he
m ght as well have cursed. Hel ntlever | ooked down and nmunbl ed: "Er, yes ..

but to a ... grag, even a novice, all of dwarfdomis his ... famly. It would
not be ... really not be. . He faltered into silence and then sone other part
of his brain took over. He | ooked up brightly. "~Sone coffee, perhaps? | shal
fetch sone.

Vi mes opened his nouth to say no, but didn't. Dwarfs made good cof fee, and
there was a snell of it wafting fromthe next room Besides, the nervousness
radi ati ng of f Hel ntl ever suggested he'd been drinking a ot of it today. No
harmin encouraging himto have nore. It was sonmething he told his officers:
peopl e got worried around coppers, if the officer knew his stuff, and jittery
peopl e gave too much away.

Whil e the dwarf was gone he took in nore of the room and his eye spotted the
words The Koom Val | ey Codex on the spine of a book, half concealed in the
paper wor k.

That bl oody vall ey again, with added weirdness this time. Actually, Sybil had
bought a copy, along with nost of the reading population of the city, and had
dragged himalong to | ook at that poor nman's wetched picture in the Royal Art
Miseum A painting with secrets? Oh yes? And how cone sone nmad young human
artist a hundred years ago knew the secret of a battle fought thousands of
years before? Sybil said that the book clained he'd found somet hing on the
battlefield but it was haunted and voi ces drove himto believe he was a

chi cken. O sonmet hi ng.

When the nugs were brought in, with just a little spilled on Hel nclever's desk
because his hand was shaking, Vimes said: | nust see Grag Hantrusher, sir.'
“I'"'msorry, that is not possible.'’

The answer canme out flat and level, as if the dwarf had been

practising. But there was a flicker in his eyes, and Vimes glanced up at a



very large grille in the wall

At this point, Angua gave a little cough. Okay, thought Vinmes, soneone's

[ i stening.

"M Helm... clever,' he said, “| have reason to suppose that a serious crine
has been comm tted on Ankh-Morpork soil. He added: “That is to say, under it.
But Ankh- Morpork's, anyway.'

Once again, Helntlever's strange cal m gave himaway. There was a hunted | ook
in his eyes. '| amsorry to hear it. How may | assist you to solve it?

Oh well, thought Vinmes, | did say | don't play ganes.

"By showing ne the dead body you have downstairs,' he said.

He was obscenely pl eased at the way Hel nclever deflated. Tine

to press home ... He took out his badge.

"My authority, M Helntlever. | will search this place. | would prefer to do
so with your perm ssion.'

The dwarf was trenmbling, with fear or anxiety or, probably, both. "~You wll

i nvade our prem ses? You cannot! Dwarf |aw'

“This is Ankh-Mrpork,' said Vines. "All the way to the top, all the way to
the bottom Invasion is not the issue. Are you really telling me | cannot
search a basenment? Now take ne to Grag Hantrusher or whoever is in charge!l
Now!

"I - 1 refuse your request!’

"It wasn't a request!’

And now we reach our own little Koom Valley, Vinmes thought, as he stared into
Hel ntl ever's eyes. No backing down. We both think we're right. But he's wong!
A movenent nade hi m gl ance down. Hel ntlever's trenbling finger had teased out
the spilled coffee into a circle. As Vinmes stared, the dwarf's fingers drew
two lines across the circle. He | ooked back up into eyes bul ging with anger
fear ... and just a hint of something else ..

“Ah. Commander Vines, is it? said a figure in the doorway.

It might have been Lord Vetinari speaking. It was that sane |evel tone,

i ndi cating that he had noticed you and you were, in sone small way, a
necessary chore. But it was com ng from anot her dwarf, presumably, although he
wore a rigid, pointed black hood which brought himup to the height of the
aver age human.

El sewhere he was conpl etely shrouded, and that was the wellchosen word, in
over | appi ng bl ack | eather scales, with just a narrow slit for the eyes. Wre
it not for the quiet authority of the voice, the figure in front of Vines
could be m staken for a very sonbre Hogswatch decoration

“And you are - ? said Vines.

"My nane is Ardent, commander. Hel ntlever, go about your chores!'’

As the “daylight face' scuttled off at speed, Vimes turned in his seat and
all oned his hand to brush across the sticky synbol, wiping it out. “And do you
want to be hel pful too?" he said.

“If | can be,' said the dwarf. "Please follow ne. It would be preferable if

t he sergeant did not acconpany you.'

(Way? ?

“The obvious reason,' said Ardent. “She is openly fenale.'

“What ? So? Sergeant Angua is very definitely not a dwarf,' said

Vines. "You can't expect everyone to conformto your rules!’

"Why not?' said the dwarf. “You do. But could we just, together

for a noment, proceed to ny office and di scuss matters?

“1'll be fine, sir,' said Angua. "It's probably the best way.'

Vimes tried to relax. He knew he was letting hinself get steaned

up. Those silent watchers in the street had got through to him and

the | ook he'd got from Hel ntl ever needed sone thinking about.

But

"No, he said.

"You will not make that small concession? said Ardent.

"1 am al ready neking several big ones, believe me,' said Vines.

The hi dden eyes under the pointy cowW stared at himfor a few seconds.



"Very well,' said Ardent. "Please follow ne.

The dwarf turned and opened a door behind him stepping into a snmall square
room He beckoned themto follow and, when they were inside, pulled a |ever.
The room shook gently, and the walls began to rise. "This is-'Ardent began
“-an elevator,' said Vimes. “Yes, | know. | saw them when | nmet the Low King
in Uberwald.'

The dropping of the name did not work.

"The Low King is not ... respected here,' said Ardent. " | thought he was the
ruler of all dwarfs?' said Vines. “A conmon m sconception. Ah, we have
arrived.' The elevator stopped with barely a jerk.

Vi nes stared.

Ankh- Mor pork was built on Ankh-Morpork. Everyone knew that. They had been

buil ding with stone here ten thousand years ago. As the annual flooding of the
Ankh brought nore silt, so the city had risen on its walls until attics had
become cellars. Even at basenment |evel today, it was always said, a man with a
pi ckaxe and a good sense of direction could cross the city by knocking his way
t hr ough underground wal I s, provided he could al so breathe nud.

What had this place been? A pal ace? The tenple of a god who'd subsequently
slipped everyone's nenory? It was a big space, dark as soot, but there was a
gl ow that managed to show up beautiful vaulting in the roof above. A strange
gl ow.

"Wurns,' said Ardent. “Fromthe deep caves in the nountains around Ll anedos.
W brought themwi th us and they breed very fast here. They find your silt
quite nourishing. |I'msure they shine nore, too.'

The gl ow noved. It did not illum nate nuch, but it showed up the shape of
things, and it was heading towards the elevator, flow ng over the wonderful
cei ling.

"They head for heat and novenent, even now,' said the hooded dwarf.

TEr ... why?'

Ardent gave a little laugh. “In case you die, commander. They think you are
sone rat or small deer that has tunbled into their cave. Nourishnent is rare
in the Deeps. Every breath you exhale is food. And when eventually you expire,
they will ... descend. They are very patient. They will |eave nothing but
bones."

I was not intending to expire here,' said Vines.

"OF course not. Follow nme please,' said Ardent, |leading thempast a big round
door. There were nore on the other side of the room and several gaping tunnel
nout hs.

"How far down are we?

"Not far. About forty feet. W are good at digging.'

“Inthis city? said Vimes. "Wiy aren't we trying to breathe under water? And
calling it water is giving it the best of it.'

"We are very good at keeping water out, too. Alas, it appears we are |ess good
at keeping out Samuel Vimes: The dwarf stepped into a smaller room its
ceiling thick with brilliant vurms, and notioned to a couple of dwarf-sized
chairs. "Do sit down. Can | offer you refreshnent?

"No, thank you,' said Vines. He sat down gingerly on a chair that brought his
knees up alnmost to his chin. Ardent sat down behind a small desk made of stone
slabs and, to Vimes's amazenent, took off his headgear. He | ooked quite young,
with a beard that was actually trimed.

"How far do all these tunnels run?' Vines said.

"l don't propose to tell you,' said Ardent |evelly.

"So you're undermining my city?

"Ch, commander! You've been to the caves in Uberwal d. You've



seen how dwarfs can build. W are craftsmen. Do not think that your house is
about to collapse.’

"But you're not just building basements! You're mning!' said Vines.

“In a sense. W would say we are mning for holes. Space, conmander, that is
what we are digging for. Yes, we are mning for holes. Although our bores have
found deep treacle, you will be interested to hear-'

"You can't do this!'

"Can we not? But we are doing it, nevertheless,' said Ardent calny.

"You are burrow ng under other people's property?

"Rabbits burrow, commander. W dig. And, yes, we are. How far

down does ownership go, after all? And how far up?

Vi mes | ooked at the dwarf. Cal mdown, he thought. You can't

deal with this. This is too big. It's something for Vetinari to decide.
Stick to what you know. Stick to what you can deal with.

“I'"minvestigating reports of a death,' he said.

"Yes. Grag Hantrusher. A terrible msfortune,' said Ardent with a

cal mess that was enraging.

“1've heard it was a vicious nurder.

“That would be a fair description:

“You admit it?' said Vines.

1"l choose to assune that you nean by that: "Do | adnmit there has been a
mur der ?" commander. Yes. There has. And we are dealing with it.'

* How?'

"We are discussing the appoi ntment of a zadkrdga,' said Ardent, folding his
hands. “That is "one who snelts" One who finds the pure ore of truth in the
dross of confusion.'

" Di scussing? Have you seal ed off the scene of the crinme yet?'

"The snelter may order that, commander, but we already know that the crinme was
conmitted by a troll.' Ardent's face now bore an

expression of anused contenpt that Vines longed to renpbve. “~How do you know
this? Was it w tnessed?

"Not as such. But a troll's club was found beside the body,' said

the dwarf.

"And that's all you have to go on?' Vines stood up. '|'ve had

enough of this. Sergeant Angua!'’

"Sir?" said Angua, beside him

“"Let's go. W're going to find the nmurder scene while there's still

any clues left to find!"'

"You have no business in the |ower areas!' snapped Ardent, standing up.
"How are you going to stop nme?

"How are you going to get past |ocked doors?'

“How are you going to find out who nurdered Hantrusher?' | told you, a troll
club was found!'

"And that's it? "W found a club so a troll did it?" Is anyone going

to believe that? You' re prepared to start a war in ny city with a piece

of flimflamlike that? Because, believe nme, that's what's going to

happen when this gets out. Try it and I'll arrest you!'

"And start a war in your city? said Ardent.

Dwarf and man gl ared at one another, while they got their

breath. On the ceiling above them vurnms congregated, feasting on

spittle and rage.

"Why woul d anyone but a troll strike down the grag?' said Ardent.

“Good! You're asking questions!' Vinmes |eaned across the desk. "If

you really want answers, unlock those doors!'

"No! You cannot go down there, Blackboard Mnitor Vines!'

The dwarf could not have put nore venomin the words “child

nur der er

Vi nes stared.

Bl ackboard nonitor. Well, he had been, in that little street school

nore than forty-five years ago. Mum had insisted. Gods knew where she'd sprung



the penny a day it cost, although nmost of the time Dame Slightly had been
happy to accept paynent in old clothes and firewood or, preferably, gin.
Nurmbers, letters, weights, neasures; it was not what you'd call a rich
curriculum Vimes had attended for nine nonths or so, until the streets
demanded he | earn nmuch harder and sharper | essons. But, for a while, he'd been
trusted to hand out the slates and clean the bl ackboard. Ch, the heady,
strutting power of it, when you're six years old!

Do you deny it?' said Ardent. “You destroy witten words? You adnmitted as
much to the Low King in Uberwald."'

"It was a joke!' said Vines.

"Oh? Then you do deny it?

“What ? No! He was inpressed by ny titles and | just threw that one in for.
fun.'

“Then you deny the crime?" Ardent persisted.

"Crinme? | cleaned the bl ackboard so that new things could be witten on it!
How is that a crinme?

"You did not care where those words went?' said Ardent. "~Care? They were just
chal k dust!’

Ardent sighed and rubbed his eyes.

"Busy night?' said Vines.

“Commander, | understand that you were young and may not have realized what
you were doing, but you nust understand that to us you appear to be proud of
being conplicit in the nost heinous of crines: the destruction of words.'
"Sorry? Rubbing out "Ais for Apple" is a capital crinme?

"One that would be unthinkable for a true dwarf,' said Ardent. "Really? But |
have the trust of the Low King hinself,' said Vimes. “So | understand. There
are six venerabl e grags bel ow us,

commander, and in their eyes the Low King and his kind have

strayed fromthe true seam He is,' Ardent rattled off a sentence in
staccato dwarfish too fast for Vines to catch it, and then transl ated,

“wi shy-washy. Dangerously liberal. Shallow He has seen the light.'

Ardent was watching himcarefully. Think hard. From what Vines could renenber,
the Low King and his circle had been pretty crusty types. These peopl e think
they' re soppy |iberals.

' Wshy-washy?' he said.

“Indeed. | invite you, therefore, to derive fromthat statement sonething of
the nature of those | serve bel ow.'

Ah, thought Vines. There's something there. Just a hint. Friend Ardent is a
t hi nker.

“When you say "he has seen the light" you sound as if you nean corrupted,' he
sai d.

"Sonething like that, yes. Different worlds, commander. Down here, it would be
unwi se to trust your netaphors. To see the light is to be blinded. Do you not
know that in darkness the eyes open w der?'

"Take me to see these people down below,' said Vines.

"They will not listen to you. They will not even | ook at you. They have
nothing to do with the Wrld Above. They believe it is a kind of bad dream |
have not dared tell them about your "newspapers" printed every day and

di scarded |i ke rubbish. The shock would kill them"

But dwarfs invented the printing engine, Vines thought. Cbviously they were
the wong kind of dwarf. |'ve seen Cheery throw stuff in the wastepaper bin,
too. It seens like nearly all dwarfs are the wong sort, eh?

“What exactly is your job, M Ardent?' said Vines.

"I amtheir chief liaison with the Wrld Above. The steward, you could say.'
"1 thought that was Hel ntlever's job?

“Hel ntl ever? He orders the groceries, relays ny orders, pays the mners and so
on. The chores, in fact,' said Ardent disdainfully. "He is a novice and his
job is to do what | tell him It is | who speak for the grags.'



"You talk to bad dreanms on their behal f?

"You could put it that way, | suppose. They would not let a proud word-killer
become a snelter. The idea would be abom nable.' They gl ared at one anot her
Once again, we end up in KoomValley, Vines told hinself. “They won't-'

"Perm ssion to make a suggestion?' said Angua quietly.

Two heads turned. Two nouths said: ~Well?

"The ... snelter. The seeker of the truth. Miust they be a dwarf?" O course!’
said Ardent.

“Then what about Captain Carrot? He's a dwarf.'

"We know of him He is an ... anomaly,' said Ardent. "His claimto

dwar fi shness i s debatable.’

"But nmpst dwarfs in the city accept that he's a dwarf,' said Angua. “And he's
a copper, too.'

Ardent flopped back into his seat. "To your dwarfs here, yes, he is a dwarf.
He woul d be unacceptable to the grags.'

“There's no dwarf law that says a dwarf can't be nore than six feet tall,
sir.'

"The grags are the law, woman,' Ardent snapped. “They interpret |laws that go
back for tens of thousands of years.'

"Well, ours don't,' said Vimes. “But nurder is murder anywhere. The news has
got out. You' ve already got the dwarfs and the trolls sinmrering nicely, and
this will bring it all right to the boil. Do you want a war?'

"Wth the trolls? That is-'

"No, with the city. A place inside the walls where the | aw doesn't run? Hs
| ordship won't accept that one.'

“You woul d not dare!’

“Look into my eyes,' said Vines.

“There are far nore dwarfs than there are watchnen,' said Ardent, but the
amused expression had fl ed.

"So what you are telling ne is that lawis just a matter of nunbers?' said
Vines. | thought you dwarfs practically worshi pped the idea of law. Is

nunbers all it is? I'll swear in nore nmen, then. Trolls, too. They're
citizens, just like ne. Are you sure every dwarf is on your side? I'll raise
the regiments. 1'll1 have to. | know how things run in LI anedos and Uberwal d
but they don't run like that here. One law, M Ardent. That's what we've got.
If | let people slamtheir front door on it, I mght as well shut down the
Watch.'

Vi nes wal ked to the doorway. “That's nmy offer. Now I'm goi ng back to the
Yar d-'

TWait!!

Ardent sat staring at the desktop, drunming his fingers on it.
"l do not have ... seniority here,' he said.

“Let me talk to your grags. | promise to rub out no words.'

"No. They will not talk to you. They do not talk to humans. They are waiting
bel ow. They had word of your arrival. They are frightened. They do not trust
humans. '

Why ?

"Because you are not dwarfs,' said Ardent. "“Because you are ... a sort of
dream'

Vi nes put his hands on the dwarf's shoulders. “Then let's go

downstairs, where you can talk to them about nightnmares,' he said,

and you can point out which one is ne.'

There was a long silence until Ardent said, "Very well. This is
under protest, you understand.'
1"l be happy to make a note of that,' said Vimes. “Thank you for

your co-operative attitude.'

Ardent stood up and produced a ring of conplex keys fromhis
robes.

Vimes tried to keep track of the journey, but it was hard. There
were twists and turns, in dimtunnels that all seenmed alike.



There was not a trace of water anywhere. How far did the tunnels

go? How far down? How far out? Dwarfs mined through granite.

They could probably stroll through river nud.

In fact in nost places the dwarfs hadn't so nmuch nmined as cl eaned house,
taking away the silt, tunnelling fromone ancient, dripping roomto another
And, sonehow, the water went away.

There were things glittering, possibly magical, half seen in dark archways as
t hey passed. And odd chanting. He knew dwarfish, in a ~The axe of ny aunt is
in your head' kind of way, and it didn't sound like that at all. It sounded
like short words rattled out at very high speed.

And with every turn he felt the anger com ng back. They were being led in
circles, were they? For no other reason than pique. Ardent forged ahead,

| eaving Vines to blunder al ong behind and occasionally bunmp his head.

H s tenper was bubbling. This was nothing nore than a bl oody runaround! The
dwarfs didn't care about the |aw, about him about the world up above. They
underm ne our city and they don't obey our |aws! There's been a damm nurder

He admits it! Why am | putting up with this ... this stupid play-acting!
He was passing yet another tunnel nouth, but this one had a piece of board
nailed across it. He pulled out his sword, yelled, | wonder what's down

here?', smashed the board and set off down the tunnel, with Angua foll ow ng.
“Is this wise, sir? she whispered, as they plunged al ong.
"No. But I'"'mup to here with M Ardent,' Vines growmed. | tell you, another

twisty tunnel and 1'Il be back here with the heavy nmob, politics or not.'
“Cal mdown, sir!'
"Wl l, everything he says and does is an insult! It makes ny blood boil!' said

Vi mes, striding onwards and ignoring the shouts of Ardent behind him
“There's a door ahead, sir!’

Al right, I"'mnot blind! Just half blind!' Vimes snapped.

He reached out. The big round door had a wheel in its centre, and dwarf runes
chal ked all over it.

"Can you read them sergeant?

"Er. .. "Mortal Danger! Flooding! No Entry!"' said Angua. "More or less, sir.
They' re pressure doors. |'ve seen these used before in other mnnes.

*Chai ned shut, too,' said Vines, reaching out. "Looks like solid iron- OM"'
"Sir?

“Gashed ny hand on a nail!' Vimes rammed his hand into a pocket, where wi thout
fail Sybil sawto it that a cl ean handkerchi ef was | odged on a daily basis.
A nail in an iron door, sir?" said Angua, |ooking closely.

"Arivet, then. Can't see a thing in this gloom Wy they-'

"You must follow nme. This is a mne! There are dangers!' said Ardent, catching
up with them

"You still get flooding? said Vines.

It is to be expected! W know how to cope! Now, stay close to ne!’

1'd be nore inclined to do that, sir, if | thought we were taking a direct
route!' said Vimes. "Qtherwise | might |ook for short cuts!'

"We are nearly there, commander,' said Ardent, wal king away. “Nearly there!’

Ai M ess and hopel ess, the troll wandered ..

H s nanme was Brick, although currently he couldn't remenber this. H's head
ached. It really ached. It was der Scrape that did it. Wat did dey al ways
say? Wien you sinkin' to where you was cookin' up Scrape you was so | ow even
der cockroaches had to bend down to spitting on you?

Last night ... what had happenin'? What bits did he see, what

bits did he do, what bits in der thunmpin', scaldin' cauldron of his brain were
real ? The bit with der giant woolly el ephants, dey prob'ly weren't real. He
was pretty sure there weren't any giant woolly el ephants in dis city, 'cos if
dere were, he woul d' ve seen 'em before, and dere'd be big steamin' turds in
der streets an' similar, you wouldn't miss '"em..

He was called Brick because he had been born in the city, and trolls, being
made of netanorphorical rock, often take on the nature of the local rocks. Hs



hide was a dirty orange, with a network of horizontal and vertical lines; if
Brick stood up close to a wall, he was quite hard to see. But nobst people
didn't see Brick anyway. He was the kind of person whose nere existence is an
insult to all decent folk, in their opinion

Dat mine wi' demdwarfs, was dat real ? You go an' find a place to lie down and
wat ch der pretty pitchurs, suddenly you're in dis dwarf hol e? That coul dn'a

binreal! Only ... word on der street was dat sone troll had got into a dwarf
hol e, yeah, and everyone was |lookin'" for dat troll an' not to shake him by der
han' ... Der word said der Breccia wanted to find out real hard, and by der

sound of it dey were not happy. Not happy that sone dwarf who'd been puttin’
der bad word on the clans was offed by a troll? Were dey mad? Actually, it
didn't matter if dey was mad or not, 'cos they had ways of asking questions
dat didn't heal for nonths, so he better keepin' out dere way.

On der other hand ... a dwarf wouldn't know one troll from another, right? And
no one el se had seen him So act normal, right? He'd be fine. He'd be fine.
Anyway, it couldn'a bin him...

It occurred to Brick - yeah, dat's ny nane, knew it all der tine - that he

still had a bit of the white powder at the bottom of the bag. Al he needed to
do now was find a startled pigeon and sonme al cohol, any al cohol at all, and
he'd be fine. Yeah. Fine. Nothin' to worry about at al

Yeah.

When Vimes stepped out into the brilliant daylight the first thing he did was

draw a deep breath. The second thing he did was draw his sword, wincing as his
sore hand protested.

Fresh air, that was the stuff. He'd felt quite dizzy underground, and the tiny
cut on his hand itched like mad. He'd better get lgor to take a ook at it.
You coul d probably catch anything in the rmuck down there.

Ah, that was better. He could feel hinmself cooling down. The air down there
had made himfeel really strange.

The crowd was a lot nore |ike a mob now, but he saw at the second gl ance that
it was what he thought of as a plumcake nob. It doesn't take many people to
turn a worried, anxious crowd into a nob. A shout here, a shove there,

somet hing thrown here ... and with care every hesitant, nervous individual is
being drawn into a majority that does not in fact exist.

Detritus was still standing |like