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The rumor spread through the city like wildfire (which had quite often spread through Ankh-Morpork since its citizens had learned the words fire insurance).


The dwarfs can turn lead into gold


It buzzed through the fetid air of the Alchemists quarter, where they had been trying to do the same thing for centuries without success but were certain that theyd manage it by tomorrow, or next Tuesday at least, or the end of the month for definite.


It caused speculation among the wizards at Unseen University, where they knew you could turn one element into another element, provided you didnt mind it turning back again next day, and where was the good in that? Besides, most elements were happy where they were.


It seared into the scarred, puffy, and sometimes totally missing ears of the Thieves Guild, where people put an edge on their crowbars. Who cared where the gold came from?


The dwarfs can turn lead into gold


It reached the cold but incredibly acute ears of the Patrician, and it did that fairly quickly, because you did not stay ruler of Ankh-Morpork for long if you were second with the news. He sighed and made a note of it, and added it to a lot of other notes.


The dwarfs can turn lead into gold


It reached the pointy ears of the dwarfs.


Can we?


Damned if I know. I cant.


Yeah, but if you could, you wouldnt say. I wouldnt say, if I could.


Can you?


No!


Ah-ha!





It came to the ears of the night watch of the city guards, as they did gate duty at ten oclock on an icy night. Gate duty in Ankh-Morpork was not taxing. It consisted mainly of waving through anything that wanted to go through, although traffic was minimal in the dark and freezing fog.


They hunched in the shelter of the gate arch, sharing one damp cigarette.


You cant turn something into something else, said Corporal Nobbs. The Alchemists have been trying it for years.


They a can genrally turn a house into a hole in the ground, said Sergeant Colon.


Thats what Im talking about, said Corporal Nobbs. Cant be done. Its all to do withelements. An alchemist told me. Everythings made up of elements, right? Earth, Water, Air, Fire, andsunnink. Well-known fact. Everythings got em all mixed up just right.


He stamped his feet in an effort to get some warmth into them.


If it was possible to turn lead into gold, everyoned be doing it, he said.


Wizards could do it, said Sergeant Colon.


Oh, well, magic, said Nobby dismissively.


A large cart rumbled out of the yellow clouds and entered the arch, splashing Colon as it wobbled through one of the puddles that were such a feature of Ankh-Morporks highways.


Bloody dwarfs, he said, as it continued on into the city. But he didnt say it too loudly.


There were a lot of them pushing that cart, said Corporal Nobbs reflectively. It lurched slowly around a corner and was lost to view.


Probly all that gold, said Colon.


Hah. Yeah. Thatd be it, then.





And the rumor came to the ears of William de Worde, and in a sense it stopped there, because he dutifully wrote it down.


It was his job. Lady Margolotta of Uberwald sent him five dollars a month to do it. The Dowager Duchess of Quirm also sent him five dollars. So did King Verence of Lancre, and a few other Ramtop notables. So did the Seriph of Al-Khali, although in this case the payment was half a cartload of figs, twice a year.


All in all, he considered, he was onto a good thing. All he had to do was write one letter very carefully, trace it backwards onto a piece of boxwood provided for him by Mr. Cripslock, the engraver in the Street of Cunning Artificers, and then pay Mr. Cripslock twenty dollars to carefully remove the wood that wasnt letters and make five impressions on sheets of paper.


Of course, it had to be done thoughtfully, with spaces left after To my Noble Client the, and so on, which he had to fill in later, but even deducting expenses it still left him the best part of thirty dollars for little more than one days work a month.


A young man without too many responsibilities could live modestly in Ankh-Morpork on thirty or forty dollars a month; he always sold the figs, because although it was possible to live on figs you soon wished you didnt.


And there were always additional sums to be picked up here and there. The world of letters was a closed bomysterious papery object to many of Ankh-Morporks citizens, but if they ever did need to commit things to paper quite a few of them walked up the creaky stairs past the sign William de Worde: Things Written Down.


Dwarfs, for example. Dwarfs were always coming to seek work in the city, and the first thing they did was send a letter home saying how well they were doing. This was such a predictable occurrence, even if the dwarf in question was so far down on his luck that hed been forced to eat his helmet, that William had Mr. Cripslock produce several dozen stock letters which only needed a few spaces filled in to be perfectly acceptable.


Fond dwarf parents all over the mountains treasured letters that looked something like this:




Dear Mume & Dad,


Well, I arrived here all right and I am staying, at 109 Cockbill Street The Shades Ankh-Morpk. Everythyng is fine. I have got a goode job working for Mr. CMOT Dibbler, Merchant Venturer and will be makinge lots of money really soon now. I am rememberinge alle your gode advyce and am not drinkynge, in bars or mixsing with Trolls. Well thas about itte mut goe now, looking forwade to seing you and Emelia agane, your loving son,


Tomas Brokenbrow




who was usually swaying while he dictated it. It was twenty pence easily made, and as an additional service William carefully tailored the spelling to his clients and allowed them to choose their own punctuation.


On this particular evening, with the sleet gurgling in the downspouts outside his lodgings, William sat in the tiny office over the Guild of Conjurors and wrote carefully, half listening to the hopeless but painstaking catechism of the trainee conjurors at their evening class in the room below.


pay attention. Are you ready? Right. Egg. Glass


Egg. Glass, the class droned listlessly.


Glass. Egg


Glass. Egg


Magic word


Magic word


Fazammm. Just like that. Ahahahahaha


Faz-ammm. Just like that. Aha-ha-ha-ha-ha


William pulled another sheet of paper towards him, sharpened a fresh quill, stared at the wall for a moment, and then wrote as follows:




And finally, on the lighter Side, it is being said that the Dwarfs can Turn Lead into Gold, though no one knows whence the rumor comes, and Dwarfs going about their lawful occaions in the City are hailed with cries such as, e.g., Hollah, short stuff, lets see you make some Gold then! although only Newcomers do this because all here know what happens if you call a Dwarf short stuff, viz., you are Dead.


Yr. obdt. servant, William de Worde.




He always liked to finish his letters on a happier note.


He fetched a sheet of boxwood, lit another candle, and laid the letter facedown on the wood. A quick rub with the back of a spoon transferred the ink, and thirty dollars and enough figs to make you really ill were as good as in the bank.


Hed drop it in to Mr. Cripslock tonight, pick up the copies after a leisurely lunch tomorrow, and with any luck should have them all away by the middle of the week.


William put on his coat, wrapped the woodblock carefully in some waxed paper, and stepped out into the freezing night.





The world is made up of four elements: Earth, Air, Fire, and Water. This is a fact well known even to Corporal Nobbs. Its also wrong. Theres a fifth element, and generally its called Surprise.


For example, the dwarfs found out how to turn lead into gold by doing it the hard way. The difference between that and the easy way is that the hard way works.





The dwarfs dwarfhandled their overloaded, creaking cart along the street, peering ahead in fog. Ice formed on the cart and hung from their beards.


All it needed was one frozen puddle.


Good old Dame Fortune. You can depend on her.





The fog closed in, making every light a dim glow and muffling all sounds. It was clear to Sergeant Colon and Corporal Nobbs that no barbarian horde would be including the invasion of Ankh-Morpork in their travel plans for this evening. The watchmen didnt blame them.


They closed the gates. This was not the ominous activity that it might appear, since the keys had been lost long ago and latecomers usually threw gravel at the windows of the houses built on top of the wall until they found a friend to lift the bar. It was assumed that foreign invaders wouldnt know which windows to throw gravel at.


Then the two watchmen trailed through the slush and muck to the Water Gate, by which the river Ankh had the good fortune to enter the city. The water was invisible in the dark, but the occasional ghostly shape of an ice floe drifted past below the parapet.


Hang on, said Nobby, as they laid hands on the windlass of the portcullis. Theres someone down there.


In the river? said Colon.


He listened. There was the creak of an oar, far below.


Sergeant Colon cupped his hands around his mouth and issued the traditional policemans cry of challenge.


Oi! You!


For a moment there was no sound but the wind and the gurgling of the water. Then a voice said: Yes?


Are you invading the city or what?


There was another pause. Then:


What?


What what? said Colon, raising the stakes.


What were the other options?


Dont mess me aboutare you, down there in the boat, invading this city?


No.


Fair enough, said Colon, who on a night like this would happily take someones word for it. Get a move on, then, cos were going to drop the gate.


After a while the splash of the oars resumed, and disappeared downriver.


You reckon that was enough, just askin em? said Nobby.


Well, they ought to know, said Colon.


Yeah, but


It was a tiny little rowin boat, Nobby. Of course, if you want to go all the way down to them nice icy steps on the jetty


No, Sarge.


Then lets get back to the Watch House, all right?





William turned up his collar as he hurried towards Cripslock the engraver. The usual busy streets were deserted. Only those with the most pressing business were out of doors. It was turning out to be a very nasty winter indeed, a gazpacho of freezing fog, snow, and Ankh-Morporks ever-present, ever-rolling smog.


His eye was caught by a little pool of light by the Watchmakers Guild. A small hunched figure was outlined in the glow.


He wandered over.


A hopeless sort of voice said, Hot sausages? Inna bun?


Mr. Dibbler? said William.


Cut-Me-Own-Throat Dibbler, Ankh-Morporks most enterprisingly unsuccessful businessman, peered at William over the top of his portable sausage-cooking tray. Snowflakes hissed in the congealing fat. William sighed.


Youre out late, Mr. Dibbler, he said, politely.


Ah, Mr. Worde. Times is hard in the hot sausage trade, said Dibbler.


Cant make both ends meat, eh? said William. He couldnt have stopped himself for a hundred dollars and a shipload of figs.


Definitely in a period of slump in the comestibles market, said Dibbler, too sunk in gloom to notice. Dont seem to find anyone ready to buy a sausage in a bun these days.


William looked down at the tray. If Cut-Me-Own-Throat Dibbler was selling hot sausages, it was a sure sign that one of his more ambitious enterprises had gone wahooni-shaped yet again. Selling hot sausages from a tray was by way of being the ground state of Dibblers existence, from which he constantly sought to extricate himself and back to which he constantly returned when his latest venture went all fruity. Which was a shame, because Dibbler was an extremely good hot sausage salesman. He had to be, given the nature of his sausages.


I should have got a proper education like you, said Dibbler despondently. A nice job indoors with no heavy lifting. I could have found my nitch, ifn I have got a good education.


Nitch?


One of the wizards told me about em, said Dibbler. Everythings got a nitch. You know. Like: where they ought to be. What they was cut out for?


William nodded. He was good with words. Niche? he said.


One of them things, yes. Dibbler sighed. I missed out on the semaphore. Just didnt see it coming. Next thing you know, everyones got a clacks company. Big money. Too rich for my blood. I couldve done all right with the Fung Shooey, though. Sheer bloody bad luck there.


Ive certainly felt better with my chair in a different position, said William. That advice had cost him two dollars, along with an injunction to keep the lid on the privy down so that the Dragon of Unhappiness wouldnt fly up his bottom.


You were my first customer and I thank you, said Dibbler. I was all set up, Id got the Dibbler wind chimes and the Dibbler mirrors, it was all gravy all the wayI mean, everything was positioned for maximum harmony, and thensmack. Bad karma plops on me once more.


It was a week before Mr. Passmore was able to walk again, though, said William. The case of Dibblers second customer had been very useful for his newsletter, which rather made up for the two dollars.


I wasnt to know there really is a Dragon of Unhappiness, said Dibbler.


I dont think there was until you convinced him that one exists, said William.


Dibbler brightened a little. Ah, well, say what you like, Ive always been good at selling ideas. Can I convince you the idea that a sausage in a bun is what you desire at this time?


Actually Ive really got to get this along to William began, and then said, Did you just hear someone shout?


Ive got some cold pork pies, too, somewhere, said Dibbler, ferreting in his tray. I can give you a convincingly bargain price on


Im sure I heard something, said William.


Dibbler cocked an ear.


Sort of like a rumbling? he said.


Yes.


They stared into the slowly rolling clouds that filled Broad Way.


Which became, quite suddenly, a huge tarpaulin-covered cart, moving unstoppably and very fast


And the last thing William remembered, before something flew out of the night and smacked him between the eyes, was someone shouting, Stop the press!





The rumor, having been pinned to the page by Williams pen like a butterfly to a cork, didnt come to the ears of some people, because they had other, darker things on their mind.


Their rowboat slid through the hissing waters of the river Ankh, which closed behind it slowly.


Two men were bent over the oars. The third sat in the pointy end. Occasionally it spoke.


It said things like, My nose itches.


Youll just have to wait till we get there, said one of the rowers.


You could let me out again. It really itches.


We let you out when we stopped for supper.


It didnt itch then.


The other rower said, Shall I hit him up alongside the ing head with the ing oar again, Mr. Pin?


Good idea, Mr. Tulip.


There was a dull thump in the darkness.


Ow.


Now no more fuss, friend, otherwise Mr. Tulip will lose his temper.


Too ing right. Then there was a sound like an industrial pump.


Hey, go easy on that stuff, why dont you?


Aint ing killed me yet, Mr. Pin.


The boat oozed to a halt alongside a tiny, little-used landing stage. The tall figure who had so recently been the focus of Mr. Pins attention was bundled ashore and hustled away down an alley.


A moment later there was the sound of a carriage rolling away into the night.


It would seem quite impossible, on such a mucky night, that there could have been anyone to witness this scene.


But there was. The universe requires everything to be observed, lest it cease to exist.


A figure shuffled out from the shadows of the alley, close by. There was a smaller shape wobbling uncertainly by its side.


Both of them watched the departing coach as it disappeared into the snow.


The smaller of the two figures said, Well, well, well. Theres a fing. Man all bundled up and hooded. An interesting fing, eh?


The taller figure nodded. It wore a huge old greatcoat several sizes too big, and a felt hat that had been reshaped by time and weather into a soft cone that overhung the wearers head.


Scraplit, it said. Thatch and trouser, a blewit the grawney man. I told im. I told im. Millennium hand and shrimp. Bugrit.


After a bit of a pause it reached into its pocket and produced a sausage, which broke into two pieces. One bit disappeared under the hat, and the other got tossed to the smaller figure who was doing most of the talking or, at least, most of the coherent talking.


Looks like a dirty deed to me, said the smaller figure, which had four legs.


The sausage was consumed in silence. Then the pair set off into the night again.


In the same way that a pigeon cant walk without bobbing its head, the taller figure appeared unable to walk without a sort of low-key, random mumbling:


I told em, I told em. Millennium hand and shrimp. I said, I said, I said. Oh, no. But they only run out, I told em. Sod em. Doorsteps. I said, I said, I said. Teeth. Wassa name of age, I said I told em, not my fault, matterofact, matterofact, stand to reason


The rumor did come to its ears later on, but by then it was part of it.


As for Mr. Pin and Mr. Tulip, all that need be known about them at this point is that they are the kind of people who call you friend. People like that arent friendly.





William opened his eyes. Ive gone blind, he thought.


Then he moved the blanket.


And then the pain hit him.


It was a sharp and insistent sort of pain, centered right over the eyes. He reached up gingerly. There seemed to be some bruising and what felt like a dent in the flesh, if not the bone.


He sat up. He was in a sloping-ceilinged room. A bit of grubby snow crusted the bottom of a small window. Apart from the bed, which was just a mattress and blanket, the room was unfurnished.


A thump shook the building. Dust drifted down from the ceiling.


He got up, clutching at his forehead, and staggered to the door. It opened into a much larger room or, more accurately, a workshop.


Another thump rattled his teeth.


William tried to focus.


The room was full of dwarfs, toiling over a couple of long benches. But at the far end several of them were clustered around something like a complex piece of weaving machinery.


It went thump again.


William winced.


Whats happening? he said.


The nearest dwarf looked up at him and nudged a colleague urgently. The nudge passed itself along the rows, and the room was suddenly filled wall to wall with a cautious silence. A dozen solemn dwarf faces looked hard to William.


No one can look harder than a dwarf. Perhaps its because there is only quite a small amount of face between the statutory round iron helmet and the beard. Dwarf expressions are more concentrated.


Um, he said. Hello?


One of the dwarfs in front of the big machine was the first to unfreeze.


Back to work, lads, he said, and came and looked William sternly in the groin.


You all right, Your Lordship? he said.


William rubbed his forehead.


Umwhat happened? he said. I, uh, remember seeing a cart, and then something hit


It ran away from us, said the dwarf. Load slipped, too. Sorry about that.


What happened to Mr. Dibbler?


The dwarf put his head on one side.


Was he the skinny man with the sausages? he said.


Thats right. Was he hurt?


I dont think so, said the dwarf carefully. He sold young Thunderaxe a sausage in a bun, I do know that.


William thought about this. Ankh-Morpork had many traps for the unwary newcomer.


Well, then is Mr. Thunderaxe all right? he said.


Probably. He shouted under the door just now that he was feeling a lot better but would stay where he was for the time being, said the dwarf. He reached under a bench and solemnly handed William a rectangle wrapped in grubby paper.


Yours, I think.


William unwrapped his wooden block. It was split right across where a wheel of the cart had run over it, and the writing had been smudged. He sighed.


Scuse me, said the dwarf, but what was it meant to be?


Its a block prepared for a woodcut, said William. He wondered how he could possibly explain the idea to a dwarf from outside the city. You know? Engraving? Aa sort of very nearly magical way of getting lots of copies of writing? Im afraid I shall have to go and make another one now.


The dwarf gave him an odd look, and then took the block from him and turned it over and over in his hands.


You see, said William, the engraver cuts away bits of


Have you still got the original? said the dwarf.


Pardon?


The original, said the dwarf patiently.


Oh, yes. William reached inside his jacket and produced it.


Can I borrow it for a moment?


Well, all right, but I shall need it again to


The dwarf scanned the letter a while, and then turned and hit the nearest dwarf a resounding boing on the helmet.


Ten point across three, he said. The struck dwarf nodded, and then its right hand moved quickly across the rack of little boxes, selecting things.


I ought to be getting back so I can William began.


This wont take long, said the head dwarf. Just you step along this way, will you? This might be of interest to a man of letters such as yourself.


William followed him along the avenue of busy dwarfs to the machine, which had been thumping away steadily.


Oh. Its an engraving press, said William vaguely.


This ones a bit different, said the dwarf. Wevemodified it. He took a large sheet of paper off a pile by the press and handed it to William, who read:

[image: image]


What do you think? said the dwarf shyly.


Are you Gunilla Goodmountain?
 

Yes. What do you think?


Weellyouve got the letters nice and regular, I must say, said William. But I cant see whats so new about it. And youve spelled hitherto wrong. There should be another H after the first T. Youll have to cut it all out again unless you want people to laugh at you.


Really? said Goodmountain. He nudged one of his colleagues.


Just give me a ninety-six-point uppercase H, will you, Caslong? Thank you. Goodmountain bent over the press, picked up a spanner, and busied himself somewhere in the mechanical gloom.


You must have a really steady hand to get the letters so neat, said William. He felt a bit sorry that hed pointed out the mistake. Probably no one would have noticed in any case. Ankh-Morpork people considered that spelling was a sort of optional extra. They believed in it in the same way they believed in punctuation; it didnt matter where you put it, so long as it was there.


The dwarf finished whatever arcane activity he had been engaged in, dabbed with an inked pad at something inside the press, and got down.


Im sure it wontthumpmatter about the spelling, said William.


Goodmountain opened the press again and wordlessly handed William a damp sheet of paper.


William read it.


The extra H was in place.


How? he began.


This is a very nearly magical way of getting lots of copies quickly, said Goodmountain. Another dwarf appeared at his elbow, holding a big metal rectangle. It was full of little metal letters, back to front. Goodmountain took it and gave William a big grin.


Want to make any changes before we go to press? he said. Just say the word. A couple of dozen prints be enough?


Oh dear, said William. This is printing, isnt it






The Bucket was a tavern, of sorts. There was no passing trade. The street was, if not a dead end, then seriously wounded by the areas change in fortunes. Few businesses fronted onto it. It consisted mainly of the back ends of yards and warehouses. No one even remembered why it was called Gleam Street. There was nothing very sparkling about it.


Besides, calling a tavern the Bucket was not a decision destined to feature in Great Marketing Decisions of History. Its owner was Mr. Cheese, who was thin, dry, and only smiled when he heard news of some serious murder. Traditionally he had sold short measure but, to make up for it, had shortchanged as well. However, the pub had been taken over by the City Watch as the unofficial policemens pub, because policemen like to drink in places where no one else goes and they dont have to be reminded that they are policemen.


This had been a benefit in some ways. Not even licensed thieves tried to rob the Bucket now. Policemen didnt like their drinking disturbed. On the other hand, Mr. Cheese had never found a bigger bunch of petty criminals than those wearing the Watch uniform. He saw more dud dollars and strange pieces of foreign currency cross his bar in the first month than hed found in ten years in the business. It made you depressed, it really did. But some of the murder descriptions were quite funny.


He made part of his living by renting out the rats nest of old sheds and cellars that backed onto the pub. They tended to be occupied very temporarily by the kind of enthusiastic manufacturer who believed that what the world really, really needed today was an inflatable dartboard.


But there was a crowd outside the Bucket now, reading one of the slightly misprinted posters that Goodmountain had nailed up on the door. He followed William out and nailed up the corrected version.


Sorry about your head, he said. Looks like we made a bit of an impression on you. Have this one on the house.


William skulked home, keeping in the shadows in case he met Mr. Cripslock. But he folded his printed sheets into their envelopes and took them down to Hub Gate and gave them to the messengers, reflecting as he did so that he was doing this several days before he had expected to.


The messengers gave him some very odd looks.


He went back to his lodgings and had a look at himself in the mirror over the washbasin.


A large R, printed in bruise colors, occupied a lot of his forehead.


He stuck a bandage over it.


And he still had eighteen more copies. As an afterthought, and feeling rather daring, he looked through his notes for the addresses of eighteen prominent citizens who could probably afford it, wrote a short covering letter to each one offering this service forhe thought for a while, and then carefully wrote $5and folded the free sheets into eighteen envelopes. Of course, he could always have asked Mr. Cripslock to do more copies as well, but it had never seemed right. After the old boy had spent all day chipping out the words, asking him to sully his craftsmanship by making dozens of duplicates seemed disrespectful. But you didnt have to respect lumps of metal and machines. Machines werent alive.


That, really, was where the trouble was going to start. And there was going to be trouble. The dwarfs had seemed quite unconcerned when hed told them how much of it there was going to be.





The coach arrived at a large house in the city. A door was opened. A door was shut. Another door was knocked on. It was opened. It shut. The carriage pulled away.


One ground-floor room was heavily curtained, and only the barest gleam of light filtered out. Only the faintest of noises filtered out, too, but any listener would have heard a murmur of conversation die down. Then a chair was knocked over and several people shouted, all at once.


That is him!


Its a trickisnt it?


Ill be damned!


If it is him, so are we all!


The hubbub died away. And then, very calmly, someone began to talk.


Good. Good. Take him away, gentlemen. Make him comfortable in the cellar.


There were footsteps. A door opened and closed.


A more querulous voice said: We could simply replace


No, we could not. I understand that our guest is, fortunately, a man of rather low intelligence. There was this about the first speakers voice. It spoke as if disagreeing was not simply unthinkable, but impossible. It was used to being in the company of listeners.


But he looks the spit and image


Yes. Astonishing, isnt it. Let us not overcomplicate matters, though. We are a bodyguard of lies, gentlemen. We are all that stands between the city and oblivion, so let us make this one chance work. Vetinari may be quite willing to see humans become a minority in their greatest city, but frankly his death by assassination would beunfortunate. It would cause turmoil, and turmoil is hard to steer. And we all know that there are people who take too much of an interest. No. There is a third way. A gentle slide from one condition to another.


And what will happen to our new friend?


Oh, our employees are known to be men of resource, gentlemen. Im sure they know how to deal with a man whose face no longer fits, eh?


There was laughter.





Things were a little fraught in Unseen University just at the moment. The wizards tended to scuttle from building to building, glancing at the sky.


The problem, of course, was the frogs. Not rains of frogs, which were uncommon now in Ankh-Morpork, but specifically foreign treefrogs from the humid jungles of Klatch. They were small, brightly colored, and happy little creatures who secreted some of the nastiest toxins in the world, which is why the job of looking after the large vivarium where they happily passed their days was given to first-year students, on the basis that if they got things wrong there wouldnt be too much education wasted.


Very occasionally, a frog was removed from the vivarium and put into a rather smaller jar where it briefly became a very happy frog indeed, and then went to sleep and woke up in that great big jungle in the sky.


And thus the university got the active ingredient that it made up into pills and fed to the Bursar, to keep him sane. At least, apparently sane, because nothing was that simple at good old UU. In fact he was incurably insane and hallucinated more or less continually, but by a remarkable stroke of lateral thinking his fellow wizards had reasoned, in that case, that the whole business could be sorted out if only they could find a formula that caused him to hallucinate that he was completely sane.*


This had worked well. There had been a few false starts. For several hours, at one point, he had hallucinated that he was a bookcase. But now he was permanently hallucinating that he was a bursar, and that almost made up for the small side effect which also led him to hallucinate that he could fly.


Of course, many people in the universe have also had the misplaced belief that they can safely ignore gravity, mostly after taking some local equivalent of dried frog pills, and that has led to much extra work for elementary physics and caused brief traffic jams in the street below. When a wizard hallucinates that he can fly, things are different.


Bursaar! You come down here right this minute! Archchancellor Mustrum Ridcully barked through his megaphone. You know what I said about going higher than the walls!


The Bursar floated gently down towards the lawn.


You wanted me, Archchancellor?


Ridcully waved a piece of paper at him.


You were tellin me the other day we were spendin a ton of money with the engraver, werent you? he barked.


The Bursar got his mind up to something approaching the correct speed.


I was? he said.


Breakin the budget, you said. Remember it distinctly.


A few cogs meshed in the jittery gearbox of the Bursars brain.


Oh, yes. Yes. Very true, he said. Another gear clonked into place. A fortune every year, Im afraid. The Guild of Engravers


Chap here saysthe Archchancellor glanced at the sheethe can do us ten copies of a thousand words each for a dollar. Is that cheap?


I think, uh, there must be a miscarving there, Archchancellor, said the Bursar, finally managing to get his voice into the smooth and soothing tones he found best in dealing with Ridcully. That sum would not keep him in boxwood.


Says hererustledown to ten-point size, said Ridcully.


The Bursar lost control for a moment.


Ridiculous!


What?


Sorry, Archchancellor. I mean, that cant be right. Even if anyone could consistently carve that fine, the wood would crumble after a couple of impressions.


Know about this sort of thing, do you?


Well, my great-uncle was an engraver, Archchancellor. And the print bill is a major drain, as you know. I think I can say with some justification that I have been able to keep the Guild down to a very


Dont they invite you to their annual blowout?


Well, as a major customer of course the University is invited to their official dinner, and as the designated officer I naturally see it as part of my duties to


Fifteen courses, I heard.


and of course there is our policy of maintaining a friendly relationship with the other Gui


Not including the nuts and coffee.


The Bursar hesitated. The Archchancellor tended to combine wooden-headed stupidity with distressing insight.


The problem, Archchancellor, he tried, is that we have always been very much against using movable type printing for magic purposes because


Yes, yes, I know all about that, said the Archchancellor. But theres all the other stuff, more of it every dayforms and charts and gods know what. You know Ive always wanted a paperless office


Yes, Archchancellor, thats why you hide it all in cupboards and throw it out of the window at night.


Clean desk, clean mind, said the Archchancellor. He thrust the leaflet into the Bursars hand.


Just you trot down there, why dont you, and see if its just a lot of hot air. But walk, please.





William felt drawn back to the sheds behind the Bucket next day. Apart from anything else, he had nothing to do and he didnt like being useless.


There are, it has been said, two types of people in the world. There are those who, when presented with a glass that is exactly half full, say: this glass is half full. And then there are those who say: this glass is half empty.


The world belongs, however, to those who can look at the glass and say: Whats up with this glass? Excuse me? Excuse me? This is my glass? I dont think so. My glass was full! And it was a bigger glass! Whos been pinching my beer?


And at the other end of the bar the world is full of the other type of person, who has a broken glass, or a glass that has been carelessly knocked over (usually by one of the people calling for a larger glass), or who had no glass at all, because he was at the back of the crowd and had failed to catch the barmans eye.


William was one of the glassless. And this was odd, because hed been born into a family that not only had a very large glass indeed but could afford to have people discreetly standing around with bottles to keep it filled up.


It was self-imposed glasslessness, and it had started at a fairly early age when hed been sent away to school.


Williams brother, Rupert, being the elder, had gone to the Assassins School in Ankh-Morpork, widely regarded as being the best school in the world for the full-glass class. William, as the less important son, had been sent to Hugglestones, a boarding school so bleak and spartan that only the upper glasses would send their sons there.


Hugglestones was a granite building on a rain-soaked moor, and its stated purpose was to make men from boys. The policy employed involved a certain amount of wastage, and consisted, in Williams recollection at least, of very simple and violent games in the healthy outdoor sleet. The small, slow, fat, or merely unpopular were mown down, as nature intended, but natural selection operates in many ways and William found that he had a certain capacity for survival. A good way to survive on the playing fields of Hugglestones was to run very fast and shout a lot while inexplicably always being a long way from the ball. This had earned him, oddly enough, a reputation for being keen, and keenness was highly prized at Hugglestones, if only because actual achievement was so rare.


He had been truly keen on anything involving words. At Hugglestones this had not counted for a great deal, since most of its graduates never expected to have to do much more with a pen than sign their names, a feat that most of them could manage after three or four years, but it had meant long mornings peacefully reading anything that took his fancy while the hulking front-row forwards who would one day be at least the deputy-leaders of the land learned how to hold a pen without crushing it.


William left with a good report, which tends to be the case with pupils that most of the teachers could only vaguely remember. Those who could recall William had a hazy picture of someone always arriving just too late at some huge and painful collision of bodies. A keen boy, they decided. The staff at Hugglestones prized keenness, believing that in sufficient quantities it could take the place of lesser attributes like intelligence, foresight, and training.


Afterwards, his father had faced the problem of what to do with him.


He was the younger son in any case, and family tradition sent youngest sons into some church or other, where they couldnt do much harm on a physical level. But too much reading had taken its toll. William found that he now thought of prayer as a sophisticated way of pleading with thunderstorms.


Going into land management was just about acceptable, but it seemed to William that land managed itself pretty well, on the whole. He was all in favor of the countryside, provided that it was on the other side of a window.


A military career somewhere was unlikely. William had a rooted objection to killing people he didnt know.


He enjoyed reading and writing. He liked words. Words didnt shout or make loud noises, which pretty much defined the rest of his family. They didnt involve getting muddy in the freezing cold. They didnt hunt inoffensive animals, either. They did what he told them to. So, hed said, he wanted to write.


His father had erupted. In his personal world, a scribe was only one step higher than a teacher. Good gods, man, they didnt even ride a horse! So there had been Words.


As a result, William had gone off to Ankh-Morpork, the usual destination for the lost and the aimless. There hed made words his living, in a quiet sort of way, and considered that hed got off easy compared to brother Rupert, who was big and good-natured and a Hugglestones natural apart from the accident of birth.


And then there had been the war against Klatch


It was an insignificant war, which was over before it started, the kind of war that both sides pretended hadnt really happened, but one of the things that did happen in the few confused days of wretched turmoil was the death of Rupert de Worde. He had died for his beliefs; chief among them was the very Hugglestonian one that bravery could replace armor, and that Klatchians would turn and run if you shouted loud enough.


Williams father, during their last meeting, had gone on at some length about the proud and noble traditions of the de Wordes. They had mostly involved unpleasant deaths, preferably of foreigners, but somehow, William gathered, the de Wordes had always considered that it was a decent second prize to die themselves. A de Worde was always to the fore when the city called. That was why they existed. Wasnt the family motto Le Mot Juste? The Right Word in the Right Place, said Lord de Worde. He simply could not understand why William did not want to embrace this fine tradition and he dealt with it, in the manner of his kind, by not dealing with it.


And now a great frigid silence had descended between the de Wordes, which made the winter chill seem like a sauna.


In this gloomy frame of mind, it was positively cheering to wander into the print room to find the Bursar arguing the theory of words with Goodmountain.


Hold on, hold on, said the Bursar. Yes, indeed, figuratively a word is made up of individual letters but they have only a he waved his long fingers gracefully theoretical existence, if I may put it that way. They are, as it were, words partis in potentia, and it is, I am afraid, unsophisticated in the extreme to imagine that they have any real existence unis et separato. Indeed, the very concept of letters having their own physical existence is, philosophically, extremely worrying. Indeed, it would be like noses and fingers running around the world all by themselves


Thats three indeeds, thought William, who noticed things like this. Three indeeds used by a person in one brief speech generally meant an internal spring was about to break.


We got whole boxes of letters, said Goodmountain flatly. We can make any words you want.


Thats the trouble, you see, said the Bursar. Supposing the metal remembers the words it has printed? At least engravers melt down their plates, and the cleansing effect of fire will


Scuse me, Your Reverence, said Goodmountain. One of the dwarfs had tapped him gently on the shoulder and handed him a square of paper. He passed it up to the Bursar.


Young Caslong here thought you might like this as a souvenir, he said. He took it down directly from the case and pulled it off on the stone. Hes very quick like that.


The Bursar tried to look the young dwarf sternly up and down, although this was a pretty pointless intimidatory tactic to use on dwarfs, since they had very little up to look down from.


Really? he said. How very His eyes scanned the paper.


And then bulged.


But these arewhen I saidI only just saidhow did you know I was going to sayI mean, my actual words he stuttered.


Of course theyre not properly justified, said Goodmountain.


Now just a moment the Bursar began.


William left them to it. The stone he could work outeven the engravers used a big flat stone as a workbench. And hed seen dwarfs pulling paper sheets off the metal letters, so that made sense too. And what the Bursar said had been unjustified. It wasnt as if metal had a soul.


He looked over the head of a dwarf who was busily assembling letters in a little metal hod, the stubby fingers darting from box to box in the big tray of type in front of him. Capital letters all in the top, small letters all in the bottom. It was even possible to get an idea of what the dwarf was assembling, just by watching the movements of his hands across the tray.


M-a-k-e-$-$-$-I-n-n-Y-o-u-r-e-S-p-a-r-e-T-y-m he murmured.


A certainty formed. He glanced down at the sheets of grubby paper beside the tray.


They were covered with the dense spiky handwriting that identified its owner as an anal retentive with a poor grip.


There were no flies on C.M.O.T. Dibbler. He would have charged them rent.


With barely a conscious thought, William pulled out his notebook, licked his pencil, and wrote, very carefully, in his private shorthand:


Amzg scenes hv ocrd in the Ct with the Openg o t Prntg Engn at the Sgn o t Bucket by G. Goodmountain, Dwf, which hs causd mch interet amng all prts inc. chfs of comere.


He paused. The conversation at the other end of the room was definitely taking a more conciliatory turn.


How much a thousand? said the Bursar.


Even cheaper for bulk rates, said Goodmountain. Small runs no problem.


The Bursars face had that warm glaze of someone who deals in numbers and can see one huge and inconvenient number getting smaller in the very near future, and in those circumstances philosophy doesnt stand much of a chance. And what was visible of Goodmountains face had the cheerful scowl of someone whos worked out how to turn lead into still more gold.


Well, of course, a contract of this size would have to be ratified by the Archchancellor himself, said the Bursar, but I can assure you that he listens very carefully to everything I say.


Im sure he does, Your Lordship, said Goodmountain cheerfully.


Uh, by the way, said the Bursar, do you people have an Annual Dinner?


Oh, yes. Definitely, said the dwarf.


When is it?


When would you like it?


William scribbled: Mch busins sms likly wth a Certain Educational Body in t Ct, and then, because he had a truly honest nature, he added, we hear.


Well, that was pretty good going. Hed got one letter away only this morning and already he had an important note for the next one


except, of course, the customers werent expecting another one for almost a month. He had another certain feeling that by then no one would be very interested. On the other hand, if he didnt tell them about it, someone would be bound to complain. There had been all that trouble with the rain of dogs in Treacle Mine Road last year, and it wasnt as if that had even happened.


But even if he got the dwarfs to make the type really big, one item of gossip wasnt really going to go very far.


Blast.


Hed have to scuttle around a bit and find some more.


On an impulse, he wandered over to the departing Bursar.


Excuse me, sir, he said.


The Bursar, who was feeling in a very cheerful mood, raised an eyebrow in a good-humored way.


Hmm? he said. Its Mr. de Worde, isnt it?


Yes, sir. I


Im afraid we do all our own writing down at the University, said the Bursar.


I wonder if I could just ask you what you think of Mr. Goodmountains new printing engine, sir? said William.


Why?


ErBecause Id quite like to know? And Id like to write it down for my newsletter. You know? Views of a leading member of Ankh-Morporks thaumaturgical establishment?


Oh? The Bursar hesitated. This is the little thing you send out to the Duchess of Quirm and the Duke of Sto Helit and people like that, isnt it?


Yes, sir, said William. Wizards were terrible snobs.


Er. Well, thenyou can say that I said it is a step in the right direction that willerbe welcomed by all forward-thinking people and will drag the city kicking and screaming into the Century of the Fruitbat. He watched eagle-eyed as William wrote this down. And my name is Dr. A. A. Dinwiddie, D.M. (7th), D. Thau., B.Occ., M.Coll., B.F. Thats Dinwiddie with an O.


Yes, Dr. Dinwiddie. Erthe Century of the Fruitbat is nearly over, sir. Would you like the city to be dragged kicking and screaming out of the Century of the Fruitbat?


Indeed.


William wrote this down. It was a puzzle why things were always dragged kicking and screaming. No one ever seemed to want to, for example, lead them gently by the hand.


And Im sure you will send me a copy when it comes out, of course, said the Bursar.


Yes, Dr. Dinwiddie.


And if you want anything from me at any other time, dont hesitate to ask.


Thank you, sir. But Id always understood, sir, that Unseen University was against the use of movable type?


Oh, I think its time to embrace the exciting challenges presented to us by the Century of the Fruitbat, said the Bursar.


Wethats the one were just about to leave, sir.


Then its high time we embraced them, dont you think?


Good point, sir.


And now I must fly, said the Bursar. Except that I mustnt.






Lord Vetinari, the Patrician of Ankh-Morpork, poked at the ink in his inkwell. There was ice in it.


Dont you even have a proper fire? said Hughnon Ridcully, High Priest of Blind Io and unofficial spokesman for the citys religious establishment. I mean, Im not one for stuffy rooms, but its freezing in here!


Brisk, certainly, said Lord Vetinari. Its odd, but the ice isnt as dark as the rest of the ink. What causes that, do you think?


Science, probably, said Hughnon vaguely. Like his wizardly brother, Archchancellor Mustrum, he didnt like to bother himself with patently silly questions. Both gods and magic required solid, sensible men, and the brothers Ridcully were solid as rocks. And, in some respects, as sensible.


Ah. Anywayyou were saying?


You must put a stop to this, Havelock. You know theunderstanding.


Vetinari seemed engrossed in the ink.


Must, Your Reverence? he said calmly, without looking up.


You know why were all against this movable type nonsense!


Remind me againlook, it bobs up and down


Hughnon sighed. Words are too important to be left to machinery. Weve got nothing against engraving, you know that. Weve nothing against words being nailed down properly. But words that can be taken apart and used to make other wordswell, thats downright dangerous. And I thought you werent in favor, either?


Broadly, yes, said the Patrician. But many years of ruling this city, Your Reverence, have taught me that you cannot apply brakes to a volcano. Sometimes it is best to let these things run their course. They generally die down again after a while.


You have not always taken such a relaxed approach, Havelock, said Hughnon.


The Patrician gave him a cool stare that went on for a couple of seconds beyond the comfort barrier.


Flexibility and understanding have always been my watchwords, he said.


My god, have they?


Indeed. And what I would like you and your brother to understand now, Your Reverence, in a flexible way, is that this enterprise is being undertaken by dwarfs. And do you know where the largest dwarf city is, Your Reverence?


What? Ohlets seetheres that place in


Yes, everyone starts by saying that. But its Ankh-Morpork, in fact. There are more than fifty thousand dwarfs here now.


Surely not?


I assure you. We have currently very good relationships with the dwarf communities in Copperhead and Uberwald. In dealings with the dwarfs, I have seen to it that the citys hand of friendship is permanently outstretched in a slightly downward direction. And in this current cold snap I am sure we are all very glad that bargeloads of coal and lamp oil are coming down from the dwarf mines every day. Do you catch my meaning?


Hughnon glanced at the fireplace. Against all probability, one lump of coal was smoldering all by itself.


And of course, the Patrician went on, it is increasingly hard to ignore this new type, aha, of printing when vast printeries now exist in the Agatean Empire and, as I am sure you are aware, in Omnia. And from Omnia, as you no doubt know, the Omnians import vast amounts of their holy Book of Om and these pamphlets theyre so keen on.


Evangelical nonsense, said Hughnon. You should have banned them long ago.


Once again the stare went on a good deal too long.


Ban a religion, Your Reverence?


Well, when I say ban, I mean


Im sure no one could call me a despot, Your Reverence, said Lord Vetinari severely.


Hughnon Ridcully made a misjudged attempt to lighten the mood. Not twice at any any rate, ahaha.


Im sorry?


I saidnot twice at any rateahaha.


I do apologize, but you seem to have lost me there.


It was, uh, a minor witticism, Havmy lord.


Oh. Yes. Ahah, said Vetinari, and the words withered in the air. No, Im afraid you will find that the Omnians are quite free to distribute their good news about Om. But take heart! Surely you have some good news about Io.


What? Oh. Yes, of course. He had a bit of a cold last month, but hes up and about again.


Capital. That is good news. No doubt these printers will happily spread the word on your behalf. Im sure they will work to your exacting requirements.


And these are your reasons, my lord?


Do you think I have others? said Lord Vetinari. My motives, as ever, are entirely transparent.


Hughnon reflected that entirely transparent meant either that you could see right through them or that you couldnt see them at all.


Lord Vetinari shuffled through a file of paper. However, the Guild of Engravers has put its rates up three times in the past year.


Ah. I see, said Hughnon.


A civilization runs on words, Your Reverence. Civilization is words. Which, on the whole, should not be too expensive. The world turns, Your Reverence, and we must spin with it. He smiled. Once upon a time nations fought like great grunting beasts in a swamp. Ankh-Morpork ruled a large part of that swamp because it had the best claws. But today gold has taken the place of steel and, my goodness, the Ankh-Morpork dollar seems to be the currency of choice. Tomorrowperhaps the weaponry will be just words. The most words, the quickest words, the last words. Look out of the window. Tell me what you see.


Fog, said the High Priest.


Vetinari sighed. Sometimes the weather had no sense of narrative convenience.


If it was a fine day, he said sharply, you would see the big semaphore tower on the other side of the river. Words flying out and back from every corner of the continent. Not long ago it would take me the better part of a month to exchange letters with our ambassador in Genua. Now I can have a reply tomorrow. Certain things become easier, but this makes them harder in other ways. We have to change the way we think. We have to move with the times. Have you heard of c-commerce?


Certainly. The merchant ships are always


I mean that you may now send a clacks all the way to Genua to order aa pint of shrimps, if you like. Is that not a notable thing?


They would be pretty high when they got here, my lord!


Certainly. That was just an example. But now think of a prawn as merely an assemblage of information! said Lord Vetinari, his eyes sparkling.


Are you suggesting that prawns could travel by semaphore? said the High Priest. I suppose that you might be able to flick them from


I was endeavoring to point up the fact that information is also bought and sold, said Lord Vetinari. And also that what was once considered impossible is now quite easily achieved. Kings and lords come and go and leave nothing but statues in a desert, while a couple of young men tinkering in a workshop change the way the world works.


He walked over to a table on which was spread out a map of the world. It was a workmans map; this is to say, it was a map used by someone who needed to refer to it a lot. It was covered with notes and markers.


Weve always looked beyond the walls for the invaders, he said. We always thought change came from outside, usually on the point of a sword. And then we look around and find that it comes from the inside of the head of someone you wouldnt notice in the street. In certain circumstances it may be convenient to remove the head, but there seem to be such a lot of them these days.


He gestured towards the busy map.


A thousand years ago we thought the world was a bowl, he said. Five hundred years ago we knew it was a globe. Today we know it is flat and round and carried through space on the back of a turtle. He turned and gave the High Priest another smile. Dont you wonder what shape it will turn out to be tomorrow?


But a family trait of all the Ridcullys was not to let go of a thread until youve unraveled the whole garment.


Besides, they have these little pincer things, you know, and would probably hang on like


What do?


Prawns. Theyd hang on to


You are taking me rather too literally, Your Reverence, said Vetinari sharply.


Oh.


I was merely endeavoring to indicate that if we do not grab events by the collar they will have us by the throat.


Itll end in trouble, my lord, said Ridcully. Hed found it a good general comment in practically any debate. Besides, it was so often true.


Lord Vetinari sighed. In my experience, practically everything does, he said. That is the nature of things. All we can do is sing as we go.


He stood up. However, I will pay a personal visit to the dwarfs in question. He reached out to ring a bell on his desk, stopped, and with a smile at the priest moved his hand instead to a brass-and-leather tube that had hung from two brass hooks. The mouthpiece was in the shape of a dragon.


He whistled into it, and then said:


Mr. Drumknott? My coach, please.


Is it me, said Ridcully, giving the newfangled speaking tube a nervous glance, or is there a terrible smell in here?


Lord Vetinari gave him a quizzical look and glanced down.


There was a basket just underneath his desk. In it was what appeared to be, at first glance and certainly at first smell, a dead dog. It lay with all four legs in the air. Only the occasional gentle expulsion of wind suggested that some living process was going on.


Its his teeth, he said coldly. The dog Wuffles turned over and regarded the priest with one baleful black eye.


Hes doing very well for a dog of his age, said Hughnon, in a desperate attempt to climb a suddenly tilting slope. How old would he be now?


Sixteen, said the Patrician. Thats over a hundred in dog years.


Wuffles dragged himself into a sitting position and growled, releasing a gust of stale odors from the depths of his basket.


Hes very healthy, said Hughnon, while trying not to breathe. For his age, I mean. I expect you get used to the smell.


What smell? said Lord Vetinari.


Ah. Yes. Indeed, said Hughnon.





As Lord Vetinaris coach rattled off through the slush towards Gleam Street it may have surprised its occupant to know that, in a cellar quite nearby, someone looking very much like him was chained to the wall.


It was quite a long chain, giving him access to a table and chair, a bed, and a hole in the floor.


Currently, he was at the table. On the other side of it was Mr. Pin. Mr. Tulip was leaning menacingly against the wall. It would be clear to any experienced person that what was going on here was good cop, bad cop with the peculiar drawback that there were no cops. There was just an apparently endless supply of Mr. Tulip.


SoCharlie, said Mr. Pin, how about it?


Its not illegal, is it? said the man addressed as Charlie.


Mr. Pin spread his hands. Whats legality, Charlie? Just words on paper. But you wont be doing anything wrong.


Charlie nodded uncertainly.


But ten thousand dollars doesnt sound like the kind of money you get for doing something right, he said. Not for just saying a few words.


Mr. Tulip here once got even more money than that for saying just a few words, Charlie, said Mr. Pin soothingly.


Yeah, I said, Give me all the ing cash or the girl gets it, said Mr. Tulip.


Was that right? said Charlie, who seemed to Mr. Pin to have a highly developed death wish.


Absolutely right for that occasion, yes, he said.


Yes, but its not often people make money like that, said the suicidal Charlie. His eyes kept straying to the monstrous bulk of Mr. Tulip, who was holding a paper bag in one hand and, in the other hand, a spoon. He was using the spoon to ferry a fine white powder to his nose, his mouth, and once, Charlie would have sworn, his ear.


Well, you are a special man, Charlie, said Mr. Pin. And afterwards you will have to stay out of sight for a long time.


Yeah, said Mr. Tulip, in a spray of powder. There was a sudden strong smell of mothballs.


All right, but why did you have to kidnap me, then? One minute I was locking up for the night, next minutebang! And youve got me chained up.


Mr. Pin decided to change tack. Charlie was arguing too much for a man in the same room as Mr. Tulip, especially a Mr. Tulip who was halfway through a bag of powdered mothballs. He gave him a big friendly smile.


Theres no point in dwelling on the past, my friend, he said. This is business. All we want is a few days of your time, and then you end up with a fortune andand I believe this is important, Charliea lifetime in which to spend it.


Charlie was turning out to be very stupid indeed.


But how do you know I wont tell someone? he insisted.


Mr. Pin sighed. We trust you, Charlie.


The man had run a clothes shop in Pseudopolis. Small shopkeepers had to be smart, didnt they? They were usually sharp as knives when it came to making just the right amount of wrong change. So much for physiognomy, thought Mr. Pin. This man could pass for the Patrician even in a good light, but while by all accounts Lord Vetinari would have already worked out all the nasty ways the future could go, Charlie was actually entertaining the idea that he was going to come out of this alive and might even outsmart Mr. Pin. He was actually trying to be cunning! He was sitting a few feet away from Mr. Tulip, a man trying to snort crushed moth repellent, and he was trying guile. You almost had to admire the man.


Ill need to be back by Friday, said Charlie. Itll all be over by Friday, will it?





The shed that was now leased by the dwarfs had in the course of its rickety life been a forge and a laundry and a dozen other enterprises, and had last been used as a rocking horse factory by someone who had thought something was the Next Big Thing when it was by then one day away from becoming the Last Big Thing. Stacks of half-finished rocking horses that Mr. Cheese had been unable to sell for the back rent still filled one wall all the way to the tin roof. There was a shelf of corroding paint tins. Brushes had fossilized in their jars.


The press occupied the center of the floor, with several dwarfs at work. William had seen presses. The engravers used them. This one had an organic quality, though. The dwarfs spent as much time changing the press as they did using it. Extra rollers appeared, endless belts were threaded into the works. The press grew by the hour.


Goodmountain was working in front of several of the large sloped boxes, each one of which divided into several dozen compartments.


William watched the dwarfs hand fly over the little boxes of leaden letters.


Whys there a bigger box for the Es?


Cos thats the letter we use most of.


Is that why its in the middle of the box?


Right. Es then Ts then As


I mean, people would expect to see A in the middle.


We put E.


But youve got more Ns than Us. And U is a vowel.


People use more Ns than you think.


On the other side of the room, Caslongs stubby dwarf fingers danced across his own boxes of letters.


You can almost read what hes working on William began.


Goodmountain glanced up. His eyes narrowed for a moment.


MakemoremoneyinnyoureSpareTime he said. Sounds like Mr. Dibbler has been back.


William stared down at the box of letters again. Of course, a quill pen potentially contained anything you wrote with it. He could understand that. But it did so in a clearly theoretical way, a safe way. Whereas these dull gray blocks looked threatening. He could understand why they worried people. Put us together in the right way, they seemed to say, and we can be anything you want. We could even be something you dont want. We can spell anything. We can certainly spell trouble.


The ban on movable type wasnt exactly a law. But he knew the engravers didnt like it, because they had the world operating just as they wanted it, thank you very much. And Lord Vetinari was said not to like it, because too many words only upset people. And the wizards and the priests didnt like it because words were important.


An engraved page was an engraved page, complete and unique. But if you took the leaden letters that had previously been used to set the words of a god, and then used them to set a cookery book, what did that do to the holy wisdom? For that matter, what would it do to the pie? As for printing a book of spells, and then using the same type for a book of navigationwell, the voyage might go anywhere.


On cue, because history likes neatness, he heard the sound of a carriage drawing up in the street outside. A few moments later Lord Vetinari stepped inside and stood leaning heavily on his stick and surveying the room with mild interest.


WhyLord de Worde, he said, looking surprised. I had no idea that you were involved in this enterprise


William colored as he hurried over to the citys supreme ruler. Its Mister de Worde, my lord.


Ah, yes. Of course. Indeed. Lord Vetinaris gaze traversed the inky room, paused a moment on the pile of madly smiling rocking horses, and then took in the toiling dwarfs. Yes. Of course. And are you in charge?


No one is, my lord, said William. But Mr. Goodmountain over there seems to do most of the talking.


So what exactly is your purpose here?


Er William paused, which he knew was never a good tactic with the Patrician. Frankly, sir, its warm, my office is freezing, andwell, its fascinating. Look, I know its not really


Lord Vetinari nodded and raised a hand.


Be so good as to ask Mr. Goodmountain to come over here, will you?


William tried to whisper a few instructions into Gunillas ear as he hustled him over to the tall figure of the Patrician.


Ah, good, said the Patrician. Now, I would just like to ask one or two questions, if I may?


Goodmountain nodded.


Firstly, is Mr. Cut-My-Own-Throat Dibbler involved in this enterprise in any significant managerial capacity?


What? said William. He hadnt been expecting this.


Shifty fellow, sells sausages


Oh, him. No. Just the dwarfs.


I see. And is this building built on a crack in space-time?


What? said Gunilla.


The Patrician sighed.


When one has been ruler of this city as long as I have, he said, one gets to know with a sad certainty that whenever some well-meaning soul begins a novel enterprise they always, with some kind of uncanny foresight, site it at the point where it will do maximum harm to the fabric of reality. There was that Holy Wood moving picture fiasco a few years ago, yes? And that Music with Rocks business not long after, we never got to the bottom of that. And of course the wizards seem to break into the Dungeon Dimensions so often they might as well install a revolving door. And Im sure I dont have to remind you what happened when the late Mr. Hong chose to open his Three Jolly Luck Take-Away Fish Bar in Dagon Street during the lunar eclipse. Yes? You see, gentlemen, it would be nice to think that someone, somewhere in this city, is engaged in some simple enterprise that is not going to end up causing tentacled monsters and dread apparitions to stalk the streets eating people. So


What? said Goodmountain.


We havent noticed any cracks, said William.


Ah, but possibly on this very site a strange cult once engaged in eldritch rites, the very essence of which permeated the neighborhood, and which seeks only the rite, ahaha, circumstances to once again arise and walk around eating people?


What? said Gunilla. He looked helplessly at William, who could only add:


They made rocking horses here.


Really? Ive always thought there was something slightly sinister about rocking horses, said Lord Vetinari, but he looked subtly disappointed. Then he brightened up. He pointed to the big stone on which the type was arranged.


Aha, he said. Innocently taken from the overgrown ruins of a megalithic stone circle, this stone is redolent with the blood of thousands, I have no doubt, who will emerge to seek revenge, you may depend upon it.


It was cut specially for me by my brother, said Gunilla. And I dont have to take that kind of talk, mister. Who do you think you are, coming in here and talking daft like that?


William stepped forward at a healthy fraction of the speed of terror.


I wonder if I might just take Mr. Goodmountain aside and explain one or two things to him? he said quickly.


The Patricians bright, enquiring smile did not so much as flicker.


What a good idea, he said, as William frog-marched the dwarf to a corner. He will be sure to thank you for it later.


Lord Vetinari stood leaning on his stick and looking at the press with an air of benevolent interest, while behind him William de Worde explained the political realities of Ankh-Morpork, especially those relating to sudden death. With gestures.


After thirty seconds of this, Goodmountain came back and stood foursquare in front of the Patrician, with his thumbs in his belt.


I speak as I find, me, he said. Always have done, always will


And what is it that you call a spade? said Lord Vetinari.


What? Never use spades, said the glowering dwarf. Farmers use spades. But I call a shovel a shovel.


Yes, I thought you would, said Lord Vetinari.


Young William here says youre a ruthless despot who doesnt like printing. But I say youre a fair-minded man who wont stand in the way of an honest dwarf making a bit of a living, am I right?


Once again, Lord Vetinaris smile remained in place.


Mr. de Worde, a moment, please


The Patrician put his arm companionably around his shoulders and walked William gently away from the watching dwarfs.


I only said that some people call you William began.


Now, sir, said the Patrician, waving this away, I think I might just be persuaded, against all experience, that we have here a little endeavor that might just be pursued without filling my streets with inconvenient occult rubbish. It is hard to imagine such a thing in Ankh-Morpork, but I could just about accept it as a possibility. And it so happens that I feel the question of printing is one that might, with care, be reopened.


You do?


Yes. So I am minded to allow your friends to proceed with their folly.


Er, theyre not exactly William began.


Of course, I should add that, in the event of there being any problems of a tentacular nature, you would be held personally responsible.


Me? But I


Ah. You feel that I am being unfair? Ruthlessly despotic, perhaps?


Well, I, er


Apart from anything else, the dwarfs are a very hardworking and valuable ethnic grouping in the city, said the Patrician. On the whole, I wish to avoid any low-level difficulties at this time, what with the unsettled situation in Uberwald and the whole Muntab question.


Wheres Muntab? said William.


Exactly. How is Lord de Worde, by the way? You should write to him more often, you know.


William said nothing.


I always think it is a very sad thing when families fall out, said Lord Vetinari. There is far too much mutton-headed ill feeling in the world. He gave William a companionable pat. Im sure you will see to it that the printing enterprise stays firmly in the realms of the cult, the canny, and the scrutable. Do I make myself clear?


But I dont have any control ov


Hmm?


Yes, Lord Vetinari, said William.


Good. Good! The Patrician straightened up, turned, and beamed at the dwarfs.


Jolly good, he said. My word. Lots of little letters, all screwed together. Possibly an idea whose time has come. I may even have an occasional job for you myself.


William waved frantically at Gunilla from behind the Patricians back.


Special rate for government jobs, the dwarf muttered.


Oh, but I wouldnt dream of paying any less than other customers, said the Patrician.


I wasnt going to charge you less than


Well, Im sure weve all been very pleased to see you here, Your Lordship, said William brightly, swiveling the Patrician in the direction of the door. We look forward to the pleasure of your custom.


Are you quite sure Mr. Dibbler isnt involved in this concern?


I think hes having some things printed, but thats all, said William.


Astonishing. Astonishing, said Lord Vetinari, getting into his coach. I do hope he isnt ill.


Two figures watched his departure from the rooftop opposite.


One of them said, very, very quietly, !


The other said, You have a point of view, Mr. Tulip?


And hes the man who runs the city?


Yeah.


So wheres his ing bodyguards?


If we wanted to scrag him, here and now, how useful would, say, four bodyguards be?


As a ing chocolate kettle, Mr. Pin.


There you are, then.


But I could knock him over from here with a ing brick!


I gather there are many organizations who hold Views on that, Mr. Tulip. People tell me this dump is thriving. The man at the top has a lot of friends when everything is going well. You would soon run out of bricks.


Mr. Tulip looked down at the departing coach.


From what I hear he mostly doesnt do a ing thing! he complained.


Yeah, said Mr. Pin smoothly. One of the hardest things to do properly, in politics.


Both Mr. Tulip and Mr. Pin brought different things to their partnership, and in this instance what Mr. Pin brought was political savvy. Mr. Tulip respected this, even if he didnt understand it. He contented himself with muttering, Itd be simpler to ing kill him.


Oh, for a ing simple world, said Mr. Pin. Look, lay off the Honk, eh? That stuffs for trolls. Its worse than Slab. And they cut it with ground glass.


s chemical, said Mr. Tulip sullenly.


Mr. Pin sighed.


Shall I try again? he said. Listen carefully. Drugs equals chemicals, but, and please listen to this part, sheesh, chemicals do not equal drugs. Remember all that trouble with the calcium carbonate? When you paid the man five dollars?


Made me feel good, muttered Mr. Tulip.


Calcium carbonate? said Mr. Pin. Even for you, I meanlook, you put up your actual nose enough chalk that someone could probably cut your head off and write on a blackboard with your neck.


That was the major problem with Mr. Tulip, he thought as they made their way to the ground. It wasnt that he had a drug habit. He wanted to have a drug habit. What he had was a stupidity habit, which cut in whenever he found anything being sold in little bags, and this had resulted in Mr. Tulip seeking heaven in flour, salt, baking powder, and pickled beef sandwiches. In a street where furtive people were selling Clang, Slip, Chop, Rhino, Skunk, Triplin, Floats, Honk, Double Honk, Gongers, and Slack, Mr. Tulip had an unerring way of finding the man who was retailing curry powder at what worked out as six hundred dollars a pound. It was so ing embarrassing.


Currently he was experimenting with the whole range of recreational chemicals available to Ankh-Morporks troll population, because at least when dealing with trolls Mr. Tulip had a moderate chance of outsmarting somebody. In theory Slab and Honk shouldnt have any effect on the human brain, apart from maybe dissolving it. Mr. Tulip was hanging in there. Hed tried normality once, and hadnt liked it.


Mr. Pin sighed again. Come on, he said. Lets feed the geek.


In Ankh-Morpork it is very hard to watch without being watched in turn, and the two barely visible heads were indeed under observation.


They were being watched by a small dog, variously colored but mainly a rusty gray. Occasionally it scratched itself, with a noise like someone trying to shave a wire brush.


There was a piece of string around its neck. It was attached to another piece of string or, rather, to a length made up of pieces of string inexpertly knotted together.


The string was being held in the hand of a man. At least, such might be deduced from the fact that it disappeared into the same pocket of the grubby coat as one sleeve, which presumably had an arm in it, and theoretically therefore a hand on the end.


It was a strange coat. It stretched from the pavement almost to the brim of the hat above it, which was shaped rather like a sugarloaf. There was a suggestion of gray hair around the join. One arm burrowed in the suspicious depths of a pocket and produced a cold sausage.


Two men spyin on the Patrician, said the dog. An interestin fing.


Bugrem, said the man and broke the sausage into two democratic halves.






William wrote a short paragraph about Patrician Visits The Bucket and examined his notebook.


Amazing, really. Hed found no less than a dozen items for his newsletter in only a day. It was astonishing what people would tell you if you asked them.


Someone had stolen one of the golden fangs of the statue of Offler the Crocodile God; hed promised Sergeant Colon a drink for telling him that, but in any case had got some way towards payment by appending to his paragraph the phrase: The Watch Are Mightily in Pursuit of the Wrongdoer, and Are Confident of Apprehenion at an Early Juncture.


He was not entirely sure about this, although Sergeant Colon had looked very sincere when he said it.


The nature of truth always bothered William. He had been brought up to tell it or, more correctly, to own up and some habits are hard to break if theyve been beaten in hard enough. And Lord de Worde had inclined to the old proverb that as you bend the twig, so grows the tree. William had not been a particularly flexible twig. Lord de Worde had not, himself, been a violent man. Hed merely employed them. Lord de Worde, as far as William could recall, had no great enthusiasm for anything that involved touching people.


Anyway, William always told himself, he was no good at making things up; anything that wasnt the truth simply unraveled for him. Even little white lies, like I shall definitely have the money by the end of the week, always ended in trouble. That was telling stories, a sin in the de Worde compendium that was worse than lying; it was trying to make lies interesting. So William de Worde told the truth, out of cosmic self-defense. Hed found a hard truth less hard than an easy lie.


There had been rather a good fight in the Mended Drum. William was very pleased with that one: Whereupon Brezock the Barbarian picked up a table and delivered a blow to Moltin the Snatcher, who in his turn seized hold of the Chandeliers and swung thereon, the while crying, Take that, thou B*st*rd that you are!!! at which juncture, a ruckus commenced and 5 or 6 people were hurt


He took it all down to the Bucket.


Gunilla read it with interest; it seemed to take very little time for the dwarfs to set it up in type.


And it was odd, butonce it was in type, all the letters so neat and regular


it looked more real.


Boddony, who seemed to be second in command of the print room, squinted at the columns of type over Goodmountains shoulder.


Hmm, he said.


What do you think? said William.


Looks a bitgray, said the dwarf. All the type bunched up. Looks like a book.


Well, thats all right, isnt it? said William. Looks like a book sounded like a good thing.


Maybe you want it more sort of spaced out? said Gunilla.


William stared at the printed page. An idea crept over him. It seemed to evolve from the page itself.


How about, he said, if we put a little title on each piece?


He picked up a scrap of paper and doodled: 5/6 Hurt in Tavern Brawl.


Boddony read it solemnly.


Yes, he said eventually. That lookssuitable. He passed the paper across the table.


What do you call this news sheet? he said.


I dont, said William.


Youve got to call it something, said Boddony. What do you put at the top?


Generally something like To my Lord The William began. Boddony shook his head.


You cant put that, he said. You want something a bit more general. More snappy.


How about Ankh-Morpork Items, said William. Sorry, but Im not much good at names.


Gunilla pulled his little hod out of his apron and selected some letters from one of the cases on the table. He screwed them together, inked them, and rolled a sheet of paper over them.


William read: Ankh-Morpork tImes.


Messed that up a bit. Wasnt paying attention, muttered Gunilla, reaching for the type. William stopped him.


I dont know, he said. Er. Leave it as it isjust make it a bigger T and a smaller i.


Thats it, then, said Gunilla. All done. All right, lad? How many copies do you want?


Ertwenty? Thirty?


How about a couple of hundred? Gunilla nodded at the dwarfs, who set to work. Its hardly worth going to press for less.


Good grief! I cant imagine theres enough people in the city thatd pay five dollars!


All right, charge em half a dollar. Then itll be a fifty dollars for us and the same for you.


My word, really?


William stared at the beaming dwarf.


But Ive still got to sell them, he said. Its not as though theyre cakes in a shop. Its not like


He sniffed. His eyes began to water.


Oh dear, he said. Were going to have another visitor. I know that smell.


What smell? said the dwarf.


The door creaked open.


There was this to be said about the Smell of Foul Ole Ron, an odor so intense that it took on a personality of its own and fully justified the capital letter: after the initial shock the organs of smell just gave up and shut down, as if no more able to comprehend the thing than an oyster can comprehend the ocean. After some minutes in its presence, wax would start to trickle out of peoples ears and their hair would begin to bleach.


It had developed to such a degree that it now led a semi-independent life of its own, and often went to the theater by itself, or read small volumes of poetry. Ron was outclassed by his smell.


Foul Ole Rons hands were thrust deeply into his pockets, but from one pocket issued a length of string, or rather a great many lengths of string tied into one length. The other was attached to a small dog of the grayish persuasion. It may have been a terrier. It walked with a limp and also in a kind of oblique fashion, as though it was trying to insinuate its way through the world. It walked like a dog who has long ago learned that the world contains more thrown boots than meaty bones. It walked like a dog that was prepared, at any moment, to run.


It looked up at William with crusted eyes and said: Woof.


William felt that he ought to stand up for mankind.


Sorry about the smell, he said. Then he stared at the dog.


Whats this smell you keep on about? said Gunilla. The rivets on his helmet were beginning to tarnish.


It, er, belongs to Mr. erRon, said William, stillgiving the dog a suspicious look. People say its glandular.


He was sure hed seen the dog before. It was always in the corner of the picture, as it wereambling through the streets, or just sitting on a corner, watching the world go by.


What does he want? said Gunilla. Dyou think he wants us to print something?


Shouldnt think so, said William. Hes a sort of beggar. Only they wont let him in the Beggars Guild anymore.


He isnt saying anything.


Well, usually he just stands there until people give him something to go away. Eryou heard of things like the Welcome Wagon, where various neighbors and traders greet newcomers to an area?


Yes.


Well, this is the dark side.


Foul Ole Ron nodded, and held out a hand. Sright, Mister Push. Dont try the blarney gobble on me, juggins, I told em, I aint slanging the gentry, bugrit. Millennium hand and shrimp. Dang.


Woof.


William glared at the dog again.


Growl, it said.


Gunilla scratched somewhere in the recesses of his beard.


One thing I already noticed about this here town, he said, is that peoplell buy practically anything off a man in the street.


He picked up a handful of the news sheets, still damp from the press.


Can you understand me, mister? he said.


Bugrit.


Gunilla nudged William in the ribs. Does that mean yes or no, dyou think?


Probably yes.


Okay. Well, see here now, if you sell these things at, oh, twenty pence each, you can keep


Hey, you cant sell it that cheap, said William.


Why not?


Why? Becausebecausebecause, well, anyone will be able to read it, thats why!


Good, cos that means anyonell be able to pay twenty pence, said Gunilla calmly. Theres lots more poor folk than rich folk and its easier to get money out of em. He grimaced at Foul Ole Ron. This may seem a strange question, he said, but have you got any friends?


I told em! I told em! Bugrem!


Probably yes, said William. He hangs out with a bunch oferunfortunates that live under one of the bridges. Well, not exactly hangs out. More droops.


Well, now, said Gunilla, waving the copy of the Times at Ron, you can tell them that if they can sell these to people for twenty pence each, Ill let you keep one nice shiny penny.


Yeah? And you can put yer nice shiny penny where the sun dont shine, said Ron.


Oh, so you Gunilla began. William laid a hand on his arm.


Sorry, just a minuteWhat was that you said, Ron? he said.


Bugrit, said Foul Ole Ron.


It had sounded like Rons voice and it had seemed to come from the general area of Rons face, it was just that it had demonstrated a coherence you didnt often get.


You want more than a penny? said William carefully.


Got to be worth five pence a time, said Ron. More or less.


For some reason Williams gaze was dragged down to the small gray dog. It returned it amiably and said Woof?


He looked back up again.


Are you all right, Foul Ole Ron? he said.


Gottle ogeer, gottle ogeer, said Ron mysteriously.


All righttwo pence, said Gunilla.


Four, Ron seemed to say. But lets not mess about, okay? One dollar per thirty?


Its a deal, said Goodmountain, who spat on his hand and would have held it out to seal the contract if William hadnt gripped it urgently.


Dont.


Whats wrong?


William sighed. Have you got any horribly disfiguring diseases?


No!


Do you want some?


Oh. Gunilla lowered his hand. You tell your friends to get round here right now, okay? he said. He turned to William.


Trustworthy, are they?


Wellsort of, said William. Its probably not a good idea to leave paint thinners around.


Outside, Foul Ole Ron and his dog ambled down the street. And the strange thing was that a conversation was going on, even though there was technically only one person there.


See? I told you. You just let me do the talkin, all right?


Bugrit.


Right. You stick with me and you wont go far wrong.


Bugrit.


Really? Well, I spose thatll have to do. Bark, bark.





Twelve people lived under the Misbegot Bridge and in a life of luxury, although luxury is not hard to achieve when you define it as something to eat at least once a day and especially when you have such a broad definition of something to eat. Technically they were beggars, although they seldom had to beg. Possibly they were thieves, although they only took what had been thrown away, usually by people hurrying to be out of their presence. Outsiders considered that the leader of the group was Coffin Henry, who would have been the citys champion expectorator if anyone else had wanted the title. But the group had the true democracy of the voteless. There was Arnold Sideways, whose lack of legs only served to give him an extra advantage in any pub fight, where a man with good teeth at groin height had it all his own way. And if it wasnt for the duck whose presence on his head he consistently denied, the Duck Man would have been viewed as well-spoken and educated and as sane as the next man. Unfortunately, the next man was Foul Ole Ron.


The other eight people were Altogether Andrews.


Altogether Andrews was one man with considerably more than one mind. In a rest state, when he had no particular problem to confront, there was no sign of this except a sort of background twitch and flicker as his features passed randomly under the control of, variously, Jossi, Lady Hermione, Little Sidney, Mr. Viddle, Curly, the Judge, and Tinker; there was also Burke, but the crew had only ever seen Burke once and never wanted to again, so the other seven personalities kept him buried. Nobody in the body answered to the name of Andrews. In the opinion of the Duck Man, who was probably the best in the crew at thinking in a straight line, Andrews had probably been some innocent and hospitable person of a psychic disposition who had simply been overwhelmed by the colonizing souls.


Only among the gentle crew under the bridge could a consensus person like Andrews find an accommodating niche. Theyd welcomed him, or them, to the fraternity around the smoky fire. Someone who wasnt the same person for more than five minutes at a time could fit right in.


One other thing that united the crewalthough probably nothing could unite Altogether Andrewswas a readiness to believe that a dog could talk. The group around the smoldering fire believed they had heard a lot of things talk, such as walls. A dog was easy by comparison. Besides, they respected the fact that Gaspode had the sharpest mind of the lot and never drank anything that corroded the container.


Lets try this again, shall we? he said. If you sell thirty of the things, youll get a dollar. A whole dollar. Got that?


Bugrit.


Quack.


Haaargghhhgak!


How much is that in old boots?


Gaspode sighed. No, Arnold. You can use the money to buy as many old


There was a rumble from Altogether Andrews, and the rest of the crew went very still. When Altogether Andrews was quiet for a while, you never knew who he was going to be.


There was always the possibility that it would be Burke.


Can I ask a question? said Altogether Andrews, in a rather hoarse treble.


The crew relaxed. That sounded like Lady Hermione. She wasnt a problem.


YesYour Ladyship? said Gaspode.


This wouldnt bework, would it?


The mention of the word sent the rest of the crew into a fugue of stress and bewildered panic.


Haaarukgak!


Bugrit!


Quack!


No, no, no, said Gaspode hurriedly. Its hardly work, is it? Just handing out stuff and takin money? Doesnt sound like work to me.


I aint working! shouted Coffin Henry. I am socially inadequate in the whole area of doing anything!


We do not work, said Arnold Sideways. We is gentlemen of les-u-are.


Ahem, said Lady Hermione.


Gentlemen and ladies of les-u-are, said Arnold gallantly.


This is a very nasty winter. Extra money would certainly come in handy, said the Duck Man.


What for? said Arnold.


We could live like kings on a dollar a day, Arnold.


What, you mean someoned chop our heads off?


No, I


Someoned climb up inside the privy with a red-hot poker and


No! I meant


Someoned drown us in a butt of wine?


No, thats dying like kings, Arnold.


I shouldnt reckon there is a butt of wine big enough that you couldnt drink your way out of it, muttered Gaspode. So, what about it, masters? Oh, and mistress, ocourse. Shall Ishall Ron tell that lad were up for it?


Indeed.


Okay.


Gawwwarkpt!


Bugrit!


They looked at Altogether Andrews. His lips moved, his face flickered. Then he held up five democratic fingers.


The ayes have it, said Gaspode.





Mr. Pin lit a cigar. Smoking was his one vice. At least, it was his only vice that he thought of as a vice. The others were just job skills.


Mr. Tulips vices were also limitless, but he owned up to cheap aftershave because a man has to drink something. The drugs didnt count, if only because the only time hed ever got real ones was when theyd robbed a horse doctor and hed taken a couple of big pills that had made every vein on his body stand out like a purple hosepipe.


The pair were not thugs. At least, they did not see themselves as thugs. Nor were they thieves. At least, they never thought of themselves as thieves. They did not think of themselves as assassins. Assassins were posh, and had rules. Pin and Tulipthe New Firm, as Mr. Pin liked to refer to themdid not have rules.


They thought of themselves as facilitators. They were men who made things happen, men who were going places.


It has to be added that when one says they thought it means Mr. Pin thought. Mr. Tulip used his head all the time, from a distance of about eight inches, but he was not, except in one or two unexpected areas, a man given much to using his brain. On the whole, he left Mr. Pin to do the polysyllabic cogitation.


Mr. Pin, on the other hand, was not very good at sustained, mindless violence, and admired the fact that Mr. Tulip had an apparently bottomless supply. When they had first met, and had recognized in each other the qualities that would make their partnership greater than the sum of its parts, hed seen that Mr. Tulip was not, as he appeared to the rest of the world, just another nut job. Some negative qualities can reach a pitch of perfection that changes their very nature, and Mr. Tulip had turned anger into an art.


It was not anger at anything. It was just pure, platonic anger from somewhere in the reptilian depths of the soul, a fountain of never-ending red-hot grudge; Mr. Tulip lived his life on that thin line most people occupy just before they haul off and hit someone repeatedly with a wrench. For Mr. Tulip, anger was the ground state of being. Pin had occasionally wondered what had happened to the man to make him as angry as that, but to Tulip the past was another country with very, very well guarded borders. Sometimes Mr. Pin heard him screaming at night.


It was quite hard to hire Mr. Tulip and Mr. Pin. You had to know the right people. To be more accurate, you had to know the wrong people, and you got to know them by hanging around a certain kind of bar and surviving, which was kind of a first test. The wrong people, of course, would not know Mr. Tulip and Mr. Pin. But they would know a man. And that man would, in a general sense, express the guarded opinion that he may know how to get in touch with men of a Pin-like or Tulipolitic disposition. He could not exactly recall much more than that at the moment, due to memory loss brought on by lack of money. Once cured, he may indicate in a general kind of way another address where you would meet, in a dark corner, a man who would tell you emphatically that he had never heard of anyone called Tulip or Pin. He would also ask where you would be at, say, nine oclock tonight.


And then you would meet Mr. Tulip and Mr. Pin. They would know you had money, they would know you had something on your mind, and, if you had been really stupid, they now knew your address.


And it had therefore come as a surprise to the New Firm that their latest client had come straight to them. This was worrying. It was also worrying that he was dead. Generally the New Firm had no problem with corpses, but they didnt like them to speak.


Mr. Slant coughed. Mr. Pin noticed that this created a small cloud of dust. For Mr. Slant was a zombie.


I must reiterate, said Mr. Slant, that I am a mere facilitator in this matter


Just like us, said Mr. Tulip.


Mr. Slant indicated with a look that he would never in a thousand years be just like Mr. Tulip, but he said: Quite so. My clients wished me to find someexperts. I found you. I gave you some sealed instructions. You have accepted the contract. And I understand that as a result of this you have made certainarrangements. I do not know what those arrangements are. I will continue not to know what those arrangements are. My relationship with you is, as they say, on the long finger. Do you understand me?


What ing finger is that? said Mr. Tulip. He was getting jittery in the presence of the dead lawyer.


We see each other only when necessary, we say as little as possible.


I hate ing zombies, said Mr. Tulip. That morning hed tried something hed found in a box under the sink. If it cleaned drains, hed reasoned, that meant it was chemical. Now he was getting strange messages from his large intestine.


I am sure the feeling is mutual, said Mr. Slant.


I understand what youre saying, said Mr. Pin. Youre saying that if this goes bad youve never seen us in your life


Ahem Mr. Slant coughed.


Your afterlife, Mr. Pin corrected himself. Okay. What about the money?


As requested, thirty thousand dollars for special expenses will be included in the sum already agreed.


In gems. Not cash.


Of course. And my clients would hardly write you a check. It will be delivered tonight. And perhaps I should mention one other matter. His dry fingers shuffled through the dry papers in his dry briefcase, and he handed Mr. Pin a folder.


Mr. Pin read it. He turned a few pages quickly.


You may show it to your monkey, said Mr. Slant.


Mr. Pin managed to grab Mr. Tulips arm before it reached the zombies head. Mr. Slant did not even flinch.


Hes got the story of our lives, Mr. Tulip!


So? I can still rip his ing stitched-on head right off!


No, you cannot, said Mr. Slant. Your colleague will tell you why.


Because our legal friend here will have made a lot of copies, wont you, Mr. Slant? And probably lodged them in all kinds of places in case he diin case


of accidents, said Mr. Slant smoothly. Well done. You have had an interesting career so far, gentlemen. You are quite young. Your talents have taken you a long way in a short time and given you quite a reputation in your chosen profession. While of course I have no idea about the task you are undertakingno idea whatsoever, I must stressI have no doubt that you will impress us all.


Does he know about the contract in Quirm? said Mr. Tulip.


Yes, said Mr. Pin.


That stuff with the wire netting and the crabs and that ing banker?


Yes.


And the thing with the puppies and that kid?


He does now, said Mr. Pin. He knows nearly everything. Very clever. You believe you know where the bodies are buried, Mr. Slant.


Ive talked to one or two of them, said Mr. Slant. But it would appear that you have never committed a crime within Ankh-Morpork, otherwise, of course, I could not talk to you.


Who says weve never committed a ing crime in Ankh-Morpork? Mr. Tulip demanded.


As I understand it, you have never been to this city before.


Well? Weve had all ing day.


Have you been caught? said Mr. Slant.


No!


Then you have committed no crime. May I express the hope that your business here does not involve any kind of criminal activity?


Perish the thought, said Mr. Pin.


The City Watch here are quite dogged in some respects. And the various Guilds jealously guard their professional territories.


We hold the police in high regard, said Mr. Pin. We have a great respect for the work they do.


We ing love policemen, said Mr. Tulip.


If there was a policemans ball, we would be among the first to buy a ticket, said Mr. Pin.


Specially if it was mounted on a plinth, or a little display stand of some sort, said Mr. Tulip, cos we like beautiful things.


I just wanted to be sure that we understood one another, said Mr. Slant, snapping his case closed. He stood up, nodding to them, and walked stiffly out of the room.


What a Mr. Tulip began, but Mr. Pin raised a finger to his lips. He crossed silently to the door and opened it. The lawyer had gone.


He knows what were ing here for, Mr. Tulip whispered hotly. Whats he ing pretending for?


Because hes a lawyer, said Mr. Tulip. Nice place, this, he added, in a slightly overloud voice.


Mr. Tulip looked around.


Nah, he said dismissively. I fort that at the start, but its just a late eighteenth-century copy of the ing Baroque Style. They got dimensions all wrong. Didja see them pillars in the hall? Didja? ing sixth-century Ephebian with Second Empire Djelibeybian ing finials! It was all I could do not to laugh.


Yes, said Mr. Pin. As I have remarked before, Mr. Tulip, in many ways you are a very unexpected man.


Mr. Tulip walked over to a shrouded picture and tweaked the cloth aside. Well, me, its a ing de Quirm, he said. I seen a print of it. Woman Holding Ferret. He did it just after he moved from Genua and was influenced by ing Caravati. Look at that ing brushwork, will ya? See the way the line of the hand draws the ing eye into the picture? Look at the quality of the light on the landscape you can see through the ing window there. See the way the ferrets nose follows you around the room? Thats ing genius, that is. I dont mind telling you that if I was here by myself Id be in ing tears.


Its very pretty.


Pretty? said Mr. Tulip, despairing of his colleagues taste. He walked over to a statue by the door and stared hard at it, then ran his fingers lightly across the marble.


I fort so! This is a ing Scolpini! Id bet anything. But Ive never seen it in a catalogue. And its been left in an empty house, where anyone could just ing walk in and nick it!


This place is under powerful protection. You saw the seals on the door.


Guilds? Bunch of ing amateurs. We could go through this place like a hot knife through ing thin ice, and you know it. Amateurs and rocks and lawn ornaments and dead men walking aboutwe could knock this ing place over.


Mr. Pin said nothing. A similar idea had occurred to him, but in him, unlike his colleague, deed did not automatically follow upon what passed for thought.


The Firm had, indeed, not operated in Ankh-Morpork before. Mr. Pin had kept away because, well, there were plenty of other cities, and an instinct for survival had told him that the Big Wahooni* should wait a while. Hed had a Plan, ever since hed met Mr. Tulip and found that his own inventiveness combined with Tulips incessant anger promised a successful career. Hed developed their business in Genua, Pseudopolis, Quirmcities smaller and easier to navigate than Ankh-Morpork, although, these days, it seemed they increasingly resembled it.


The reason that they had done well, hed realized, was that sooner or later people went soft. Take the trollish Breccia, frinstance. Once the Honk and Slab route had been established all the way to Uberwald, and the rival clans had been eliminated, the trolls had got soft. The tons acted like society lords. It was the same everywherethe big old gangs and families reached some kind of equilibrium with society and settled down to be a specialist kind of businessman. They cut down on henchmen and employed butlers instead. And then, where there was a bit of difficulty, they needed muscle that could thinkand there was the New Firm, ready and willing.


And waiting.


One day thered be time for a new generation, Mr. Pin thought. One with a new way of doing things, one without the shackles of tradition holding them back. Happening people. Mr. Tulip, for example, happened all the time.


Hey, will you ing look at this? said the happening Tulip, who had uncovered another painting. Signed by Gogli, but its a ing fake. Look at the way the light falls here, wilya? And the leaves on this tree? If ing Gogli painted that, it was with his ing foot. Probably by some ing pupil


While they had been marking time in the city, Mr. Pin had followed Mr. Tulip, trailing scouring powder and canine worming tablets, through one after another of the citys art galleries. The man had insisted. It had been an education, mostly for the curators.


Mr. Tulip had the instinct for art which he did not have for chemistry. Sneezing icing sugar and dribbling foot powder, he was ushered into private galleries, where he ran his bloodshot eye over nervously proffered trays of ivory miniatures.


Mr. Pin had watched in silent admiration while his colleague spoke colorfully and at length on the differences between ivory faked the old way, with bones, and the ing new way the ing dwarfs have come up with, using ing refined oil, chalk and ing Spirits of Nacle.


Hed lurched over to the tapestries, declaimed at length about high and low weaving, burst into tears in front of a verdant scene, and then demonstrated that the gallerys prized thirteenth-century Sto Lat tapestry couldnt be more than a hundred years old because, see that ing bit of purple there? No way was that ing dye around then. Andwhats this? An Agatean embalming pot from the Pgi Su Dynasty? Someone took you to the ing cleaners, mister. The glaze is rubbish.


It was astounding, and Mr. Pin had been so enthralled that he had all but forgotten to slip a few small valuable items into his pocket. But in truth he was familiar with Tulip on art. When they had occasionally to torch a premises, Mr. Tulip always made sure that any truly irreplaceable pieces were removed first, even though that meant taking extra time to tie the inhabitants to their beds. Somewhere under that self-inflicted scar tissue and at the heart of that shuddering anger was the soul of a true connoisseur with an unerring instinct for beauty. It was a strange thing to find in the body of a man who would mainline bath salts.


The big doors at the other end of the room swung open, revealing the dark space beyond.


Mr. Tulip? said Mr. Pin.


Tulip drew himself away from a painstaking examination of a possible Tapasi table, with its magnificent inlay work involving dozens of ing rare veneers.


Huh?


Time to meet the bosses again, said Mr. Pin.





William was just getting ready to leave his office for good when someone knocked at his door.


He opened it cautiously, but it was pushed the rest of the way.


You utter, utterungrateful person!


It wasnt a nice thing to be called, especially by a young lady. She could use a simple word like ungrateful in a way that would require a dash and an ing in the mouth of Mr. Tulip.


William had seen Sacharissa Cripslock before, generally helping her grandfather in his tiny workshop. Hed never paid her much attention. She wasnt particularly attractive, but she wasnt particularly bad-looking, either. She was just a girl in an apron, doing slightly dainty things in the background, such as light dusting and arranging flowers. Insofar as hed formed any opinion of her, it was that she suffered from misplaced gentility and the mistaken belief that etiquette meant good breeding. She mistook mannerisms for manners.


Now he could see her a lot plainer, mostly because she was advancing towards him across the room, and in the light-headed way of people who think theyre just about to die he realized that she was quite good-looking if considered over several centuries. Concepts of beauty change over the years, and two hundred years ago Sacharissas eyes would have made the great painter Caravati bite his brush in half; three hundred years ago the sculptor Mauvaise would have taken one look at her chin and dropped his chisel on his foot; a thousand years ago the Ephebian poets would have agreed that her nose alone was capable of launching at least forty ships. And she had good medieval ears.


Her hand was quite modern, though, and it caught William a stinging blow on the cheek.


That twenty dollars a month was nearly all we had!


Sorry? What?


All right, he isnt very fast, but in his day he was one of the best engravers in the business!


Ohyes. Er He had a sudden flash of guilt about Mr. Cripslock.


And you took it away, just like that!


I didnt mean to! The dwarfs justthings just happened!


Youre working for them?


Sort ofwith them said William.


While we starve, I suppose?


Sacharissa stood there panting. She had a well-crafted supply of other features that never go out of fashion at all and are perfectly at home in any century. She clearly believed that severe, old-fashioned dresses toned these down. They did not.


Look, Im stuck with them, said William, trying not to stare. I mean, stuck with the dwarfs. Lord Vetinari was verydefinite about it. And its suddenly all become very complicated


The Guild of Engravers is going to be livid about this, you do know that? she demanded.


Eryes. A desperate idea struck William rather harder than her hand. Thats a point. You wouldnt like to, er, be official about that, would you? You know: We are livid, says spokesmspokeswoman for the Guild of Engravers?


Why? she said suspiciously.


Im desperate for things to put in my next edition, said William desperately. Look, can you help me? I can give youoh, twenty pence an item, and I could use at least five a day.


She opened her mouth to snap a reply, but calculation cut in.


A dollar a day? she said.


More, if theyre nice and long, said William wildly.


For that letter thing you do?


Yes.


A dollar?


Yes.


She eyed him with mistrust. You cant afford that, can you? I thought you only got thirty dollars yourself. You told Grandfather.


Things have moved on a bit. I havent caught up with it myself, to tell you the truth.


She was still looking at him doubtfully, but natural Ankh-Morpork interest in the distant prospect of a dollar was gaining the upper hand.


Well, I hear things, she began. Andwell, writing things down? I suppose thats a suitable job for a lady, isnt it? Its practically cultural.


Erclose, I suppose.


I wouldnt like to do anything that wasntproper.


Oh, Im sure its proper.


And the Guild cant object to that, can they? Youve been doing it for years, after all


Look, Im just me, said William. If the Guild object, theyll have to sort it out with the Patrician.


Wellall rightif youre sure its an acceptable job for a young lady


Come down to the printing works tomorrow, then, said William. I think we ought to be able to produce another paper of news in a few days.





This was a ballroom, still plush in red and gold, but musty in the semidarkness and ghostly with its shrouded chandeliers. The candlelight in the center was dimly reflected from the mirrors around the walls; they had probably once brightened the place up considerably, but over the years some sort of curious tarnish had blotched its way across them, so that the reflections of the candles looked like dim subaqueous glows through a forest of seaweed.


Mr. Pin was halfway across the floor when he realized that the only footsteps he could hear were his own. Mr. Tulip had veered off in the gloom and was dragging the shroud off something that had been pushed against one wall.


Well, Ill be a the man began. This is a ing treasure! I fort so! A genuine ing Intaglio Ernesto, too. See that mother-of-pearl work there?


This isnt the time, Mr. Tulip


He only made six of them. Oh, no, they havent even kept it ing tuned!


Godsdammit, were supposed to be professionals


Perhaps yourcolleague would like it as a present? said a voice from the center of the room.


There were half a dozen chairs around the circle of candlelight. They were an old-fashioned kind, and the backs curved out and up to form a deep leathery arch that had, presumably, been designed to keep out the drafts but now gave the occupants their own deep pools of shadow.


Mr. Pin had been here before. Hed admired the setup. Anyone in the ring of candles couldnt see who was in the depths of the chairs, while at the same time being fully visible themselves.


It occurred to him now that the arrangement also meant that the people in the chairs couldnt see who was in the other chairs.


Mr. Pin was a rat. He was quite happy with the description. Rats had a lot to recommend them. And this layout had been dreamed up by someone who thought like him.


One of the chairs said: Your friend Daffodil


Tulip, said Mr. Pin.


Your friend Mr. Tulip would perhaps like part of your payment to be the harpsichord? said the chair.


Its not a ing harpsichord, its a ing virginal, growled Mr. Tulip. One ing string to a note instead of two! So called because it was an instrument for ing young ladies!


My word, was it? said one of the chairs. I thought it was just a sort of early piano!


Intended to be played by young ladies, said Mr. Pin smoothly. And Mr. Tulip does not collect art, he merelyappreciates it. Our payment will be in gems, as agreed.


As you wish. Please step into the circle


ing harpsichord, muttered Mr. Tulip.


The New Firm came under the hidden gaze of the chairs as they took up their positions.


What the chairs saw was this:


Mr. Pin was small and slim and, like his namesake, slightly larger in the head than ought to be the case. If there was a word for him apart from rat it was dapper; he drank little, he watched what he ate and considered that his body, slightly malformed though it was, was a temple. He also used too much oil on his hair and parted it in the middle in a way that was twenty years out of style, and his black suit was on the greasy side, and his little eyes were constantly moving, taking in everything.


It was hard to see Mr. Tulips eyes, because of a certain puffiness probably caused by too much enthusiasm for things in bags.* The bags had also possibly caused the general blotchiness and the thick veins that stood out on his forehead, but Mr. Tulip was in any case the kind of heavyset man who is on the verge of bursting out of his clothes and, despite his artistic inclinations, projected the image of a would-be wrestler who had failed the intelligence test. If his body was a temple, it was one of those strange ones where people did odd things to animals in the basement, and if he watched what he ate, it was only to see it wriggle.


Several of the chairs wondered, not if they were doing the right thing, since that was indisputable, but whether they were doing it with the right people. Mr. Tulip, after all, wasnt a man youd want to see standing too close to a naked flame.


When will you be ready? said a chair. How is yourprotg today?


We think Tuesday morning would be a good time, said Mr. Pin. By then hell be as good as hes going to get.


And there will be no deaths involved, said a chair. This is important.


Mr. Tulip will be as gentle as a lamb, said Mr. Pin.


Unseen gazes avoided the sight of Mr. Tulip, who had chosen this moment to suck up his nose a large quantity of Slab.


Er, yes, said a chair. His Lordship is not to be harmed any more than strictly necessary. Vetinari dead would be more dangerous than Vetinari alive.


And at all costs there must be no trouble with the Watch.


Yeah, we know about the Watch, said Mr. Pin. Mr. Slant told us.


Commander Vimes is running a veryefficient Watch.


No problem, said Mr. Pin.


And it employs a werewolf.


White powder fountained into the air. Mr. Pin had to slap his colleague on the back.


A ing werewolf? Are you ing crazy?


Uhwhy does your partner keep saying ing, Mr. Pin? said a chair.


You must be out of your ing minds! Tulip growled.


Speech impediment, said Pin. A werewolf? Thank you for telling us. Thank you very much. Theyre worse than vampires when theyre on the trail! You do know that, do you?


You were recommended to us as men of resource.


Expensive men of resource, said Mr. Pin.


A chair sighed. There are seldom any other kind. Very well, very well. Mr. Slant will discuss this with you.


Yeah, but theyve got a sense asmell that you wouldnt believe, Mr. Tulip went on. Moneys no use to a ing dead man.


Are there any other surprises? said Mr. Pin. Youve got bright watchmen and one of ems a werewolf. Anything else? Theyve got trolls too?


Oh, yes. Several. And dwarfs. And zombies.


In a Watch? What kind of a city are you running here?


We are not running the city, said a chair.


But we care about the way it is going, said another.


Ah, said Mr. Pin. Right. I remember. You are concerned citizens. He knew about concerned citizens. Wherever they were, they all spoke the same private language, where traditional values meant hang someone. He did not have a problem with this, broadly speaking, but it never hurt to understand your employer.


You could have got someone else, he said. Youve got a guild of Assassins here.


A chair made a sucking sound between its teeth.


The trouble with the city at present, it said, is that a number of otherwise intelligent people find the status quoconvenient, even though it will undoubtedly ruin the city.


Ah, said Mr. Pin. They are unconcerned citizens.


Precisely, gentlemen.


Theres a lot of them?


The chair ignored this.


We look forward to seeing you again, gentlemen. Tomorrow night. When, I trust, you will announce your readiness. Good evening.


The circle of chairs was silent for a while after the New Firm had left. Then a black-clad figure entered soundlessly through the big doors, approached the light, nodded, and hurried away.


Theyre well outside the building, said a chair.


What ghastly people.


We should have used the Assassins Guild, though.


Hah! Theyve done rather well out of Vetinari. In any case, we do not want him dead. However, it occurs to me that the Guild may eventually have a contract


Quite so. When our friends have safely left the citythe roads can be so dangerous at this time of year.


No, gentlemen. We will stick to our plan. The one called Charlie will be kept around until everything is entirely settled, in case he could be of further use, and then our gentlemen will take him a long, long way away to, hah, pay him off. Perhaps later we will call the Assassins in, just in case Mr. Pin has any clever ideas.


Good point. Although it does seem such a waste. The things one could do with Charlie


I told you, it would not work. The man is a clown.


I suppose you are right. Better something once-and-for-all, then.


Im sure we understand one another. And nowthis meeting of the Committee to Unelect the Patrician is declared closed. And hasnt happened.





Lord Vetinari by habit rose so early that bedtime was merely an excuse to change his clothes.


He liked the time just before a winters dawn. It was generally foggy, which made it hard to see the city, and for a few hours there was no sound but the occasional brief scream.


But the tranquillity was broken this morning by a cry just outside the Palace gates.


Hoinarylup!


He went to the window.


Squidaped-oyt!


The Patrician walked back to his desk and rang the bell for his clerk Drumknott, who was dispatched to the walls to investigate.


It is the beggar known as Foul Ole Ron, sir, he reported five minutes later. Selling thispaper full of things.


Drumknott held it between two fingers as though expecting it to explode. Lord Vetinari took it and read through it. Then he read through it again.


Well, well, he said. The Ankh-Morpork Times. Was anyone else buying this?


A number of people, my lord. People coming off the night shifts, market people, and so on.


I see no mention of Hoinarylup or Squidaped-oyt.


No, my lord.


How very strange. Lord Vetinari read for a moment, and said, Hm-hm. Clear my appointments this morning, will you? I will see the Guild of Town Criers at nine oclock and the Guild of Engravers at ten past.


I wasnt aware they had appointments, sir.


They will have, said Lord Vetinari. When they see this, they will have. Well, wellI see fifty-six people were hurt in a tavern brawl.


That seems rather a lot, my lord.


It must be true, Drumknott, said the Patrician. Its in the paper. Oh, and send a message to that nice Mr. de Worde, too. I will see him at nine-thirty.


He ran his eye down the gray type again.


And please also put out the word that I wish to see no harm coming to Mr. de Worde, will you?


Drumknott, usually so adept in his understanding of his masters requirements, hesitated a moment.


My lord, do you mean that you want no harm to come to Mr. de Worde, or that you want no harm to come to Mr. de Worde?


Did you wink at me, Drumknott?


No, sir!


Drumknott, I believe it is the right of every citizen of Ankh-Morpork to walk the streets unmolested.


Good gods, sir! Is it?


Indeed.


But I thought you were very much against movable type, sir. You said that it would make printing too cheap, and people would


Sheearna-plp! shouted the newspaper seller, down by the gates.


Are you poised for the exciting new millennium that lies before us, Drumknott? Are you ready to grasp the future with a willing hand?


I dont know, my lord. Is special clothing required?





The other lodgers were already at the breakfast table when William hurried down. He was hurrying because Mrs. Arcanum had Views about people who were late for meals.


Mrs. Arcanum, proprietress of Mrs. Eucrasia Arcanums Lodging House for Respectable Working Men, was what Sacharissa was unconsciously training to be. She wasnt just respectable, she was Respectable; it was a lifestyle, religion, and hobby combined. She liked respectable people who were Clean and Decent; she used the phrase as if it was impossible to be one without being the other. She kept respectable beds and cooked cheap but respectable meals for her respectable lodgers, who, apart from William, were mostly middle-aged, unmarried, and extremely sober. They were mainly craftsmen in small trades, and were almost all heavily built, well scrubbed, owned serious boots, and were clumsily polite at the dining table.


Oddly enoughor at least, oddly enough to Williams expectations of people like Mrs. Arcanumshe wasnt adverse to dwarfs and trolls. At least, the Clean and Decent ones. Mrs. Arcanum rated Decency above species.


It says here fifty-six people were hurt in a brawl, said Mr. Mackleduff, who by dint of being the longest-surviving lodger acted as a kind of president at mealtimes. He had bought a copy of the Times on his way home from the bakery, where he was night-shift foreman.


Fancy, said Mrs. Arcanum.


I think it must have been five or six, said William.


Says fifty-six here, said Mr. Mackleduff sternly. In black and white.


It must be right, said Mrs. Arcanum, to general agreement, otherwise they wouldnt let them put it in.


I wonder whos doing it? said Mr. Prone, who traveled in wholesale boots and shoes.


Oh, theyd be special people for doing this, said Mr. Mackleduff.


Really? said William.


Oh, yes, said Mr. Mackleduff, who was one of those large men who were instantly expert on anything. They wouldnt allow just anyone to write what they like. That stands to reason.


So it was in a thoughtful mood that William made his way to the shed behind the Bucket.


Goodmountain looked up from the stone where he was carefully setting the type for a playbill.


Theres a spot of cash for you over there, he said, nodding to a bench.


It was mostly in coppers. It was almost thirty dollars.


William stared at it.


This cant be right, he whispered.


Mr. Ron and his friends kept coming back for more, said Goodmountain.


Butbut it was only the usual stuff, said William. It wasnt even anything very important. Juststuff that happened.


Ah, well, people like to know about stuff that happened, said the dwarf. And I reckon we can sell three times as many tomorrow if we halve the price.


Halve the price?


People like to be in the know. Just a thought. The dwarf grinned again. Theres a young lady in the back room.


In the days when this place had been a laundry, back before the prerocking horse age, one area had been partitioned off with some cheap paneling to waist height, to segregate the clerks and the person whose job it was to explain to customers where their socks had gone. Sacharissa was sitting primly on a stool, clutching her handbag to her with her elbows close to her sides in order to expose herself to as little of the grime as possible.


She gave him a nod.


Now, why had he asked her to come along? Oh, yesshe was sensible, more or less, and did her grandfathers books and, frankly, William didnt meet many literate people. He met the sort to whom a pen was a piece of difficult machinery.


If she knew what an apostrophe was, he could put up with the fact that she acted as if she was living in a previous century.


Is this your office now? she whispered.


I suppose so.


You didnt tell me about the dwarfs!


Do you mind?


Oh, no. Dwarfs are very law-abiding and respectable, in my experience.


William now realized that he was talking to a girl who had never been in certain streets when the bars were closing.


Ive already got two good items for you, Sacharissa went on, as if imparting State secrets.


Eryes?


My grandfather says this is the longest, coldest winter he can remember.


Yes?


Well, hes eighty. Thats a long time.


Oh.


And the meeting of the Dolly Sisters Baking and Flower Circle Annual Competition had to be canceled last night because the cake table got knocked over. I found out all about it from the secretary, and Ive written it all down neatly


Oh? Um. Is that really interesting, do you think?


She handed him a page torn from a cheap exercise book.


He read:


The Dolly Sisters Baking and Flower Circle Annual Competition was held in the Reading Room in Lobbin Clout Street, Dolly Sisters. Mrs. H. Rivers was the President. She welcomed all members and commented on the Sumptuous Offerings. Prizes were awarded as follows


William ran his eye down the meticulous list of names and awards.


Specimen in Jar? he queried.


That was the competition for dahlias, said Sacharissa.


William carefully inserted the word dahlia after the word specimen, and read on.


A fine display of Loose Stool Covers?


Well?


Ohnothing. William carefully changed this to Loose Covers for Stools, which was barely an improvement, and continued to read with the air of a jungle explorer who might expect any kind of exotic beast to spring out of the peaceful undergrowth. The piece concluded:


however, everyones Spirits were Dampened when a naked man, hotly pursued by Members of the Watch, burst through the Window and ran around the Room, causing much Disarray of the Tarts before being Apprehended by the Trifles.


The meeting closed at 9 P.M. Mrs. Rivers thanked all Members.


What do you think? said Sacharissa, with just a hint of nervousness.


You know, said William, in a sort of distant voice, I think it is quite likely that it would be impossible to improve this piece in any way. Umwhat would you say was the most important thing that happened at the meeting?


Her hand flew to her mouth in dismay.


Oh, yes! I forgot to put that in! Mrs. Flatter won first prize for her sponge! Shes been runner-up for six years, too.


William stared at the wall.


Well done, he said. I should put that in, if I was you. But you could drop in at the Watch House in Dolly Sisters and ask about the naked man


I shall do no such thing! Respectable women dont have anything to do with the Watch!


I meant, ask why he was being chased, of course.


But why should I do that?


William tried to put words around a vague idea.


People will want to know, he said.


But wont the Watch mind me asking?


Well, theyre our Watch. I dont see why they should. And perhaps you could find some more really old people to ask about the weather. Who is the oldest inhabitant in the city?


I dont know. One of the wizards, I expect.


Could you go to the university and find him and ask him if he ever remembers it being colder than this?


Is this where you put things in the paper? said a voice at the doorway.


It belonged to a small man with a beaming red face, one of those people blessed with the permanent expression of someone who has just heard a rather saucy joke.


Only I grew this carrot, he went on, and I reckon its grown into a very interesting shape. Eh? What dyou think, eh? Talk about a giggle, eh? I took it down to the pub and everyone was killin emselves! They said I should put it in your paper!


He held it aloft. It was a very interesting shape. And William went a very interesting shade.


Thats a very strange carrot, said Sacharissa, eyeing it critically. What do you think, Mr. de Worde?


Ereryou go along to the university, why dont you? And Ill see to thisgentleman, said William, when he felt he could speak again.


My wife couldnt stop laughin!


What a lucky man you are, sir, said William, solemnly.


Its a shame you cant put pictures in your paper, eh?


Yes, but I think I may be in enough trouble already, said William, opening his notebook.


When the man and his hilarious vegetable had been dealt with, William wandered out into the printing shop. The dwarfs were talking in a group, around a trapdoor in the floor.


Pumps frozen again, said Goodmountain. Cant mix up any more ink. Old man Cheese says there used to be a well somewhere round here


There was a shout from below. A couple of dwarfs descended the ladder.


Mr. Goodmountain, can you think of any reason I should put this in the paper? said William, handing him Sacharissas report of the Flowers and Cookery meeting. Its a bitdull


The dwarf read the copy.


Theres seventy-three reasons, he said. Thats cos theres seventy-three names. I expect people like to see their names in the paper.


But what about the naked man?


Yeahshame she didnt get his name.


There was another shout from below.


Shall we have a look? said Goodmountain.


To Williams complete lack of surprise, the little cellar under the shed was much better built than the shed itself. But then, practically everywhere in Ankh-Morpork had cellars that were once the first or even second or third floors of ancient buildings, built at the time of one of the citys empires when men thought that the future was going to last forever. And then the river had flooded and brought mud with it, and walls had gone higher and, now, what Ankh-Morpork was built on was mostly Ankh-Morpork. People said that anyone with a good sense of direction and a pickax could cross the city underground by simply knocking holes in walls.


Rusted tins and piles of timber rotted to tissue strength were piled up against one wall. And in the middle of the wall was a bricked-up doorway, the more recent bricks already looking worn and tatty compared to the ancient stone surrounding them.


Whats through there? said Boddony.


The old street, probably, said William.


The street has a cellar? What does it keep there?


Oh, when parts of the city keep getting badly flooded, people just keep building on up, said William. This was probably a ground-floor room once, you see. People just bricked up the doors and windows and built on another story. In some part of the city, they say, theres six or seven levels underground. Mostly full of mud. And thats choosing my words with care


I am looking for Mister William der Worde, rumbled a voice above them.


An enormous troll was blocking out the light from the cellar trapdoor.


Thats me, said William.


Der Patrician will see you now, said the troll.


I didnt have an appointment with Lord Vetinari!


Ah, well, said the troll, youd be amazed at how many people has appointments wid der Patrician an dey dont know it. So youd better hurry. I would hurry, if I was you.





There was no sound but the ticking of the clock. William watched in apprehension as, apparently forgetting his presence, Lord Vetinari read his way through the Times again.


What a veryinteresting document, said the Patrician, suddenly laying it aside. But Im forced to askwhy?


Its just my news sheet, said William. But bigger. Erpeople like to know things.


Which people?


Welleveryone, really.


Do they? Did they tell you this?


William swallowed. Wellno. But you know Ive been writing my newsletter for some time now


For various foreign notables and similar people. Lord Vetinari nodded. People who need to know. Knowing things is part of their profession. But you are selling this to anyone in the street, is that correct?


I suppose so, sir.


Interesting. Then you wouldnt entertain the idea, would you, that a state is, say, rather like one of those old rowing galleys? The ones which had banks of oarsmen down below, and a helmsman and so on above? It is certainly in everyones interest that the ship does not founder but, I put it to you, it is perhaps not in the interest of the rowers that they know of every shoal avoided, every collision fended offit would only serve to worry them and put them off their stroke. What the rowers need to know is how to row, hmm?


And that the helmsman is a good one, said William. He couldnt stop the sentence. It said itself. It was out there, hanging in the air.


Lord Vetinari gave him a stare, then went on for several seconds beyond the necessary time. Then his face instantly broke into a broad smile.


To be sure. And so they should, so they should. This is the age of words, after all. Fifty-six hurt in tavern brawl, eh? Astounding. What further news do you have for us, sir?


Well, erits been very cold


Has it? Has it, indeed? My word! On his desk, the tiny iceberg bumped against the side of Lord Vetinaris inkwell.


Yes, and there was a bit of afracasat some cookery meeting last night


A fracas, eh?


Well, probably more of a rumpus, really.* And someone has grown a funny-shaped vegetable.


Thats the stuff. What shape?


Aan amusing shape, sir.


Could I give you a little bit of advice, Mr. de Worde?


Please do, sir.


Be careful. People like to be told what they already know. Remember that. They get uncomfortable when you tell them new things. New thingswell, new things arent what they expect. They like to know that, say, a dog will bite a man. That is what dogs do. They dont want to know that a man bites a dog, because the world is not supposed to happen like that. In short, what people think they want is news, but what they really crave is olds. I can see youve got the hang of it already.


Yes, sir, said William, not at all sure he fully understood this, but certain that he didnt like the bit he did understand.


I believe the Guild of Engravers has some things it wishes to discuss with Mr. Goodmountain, William, but I have always thought that we should go forward to the future.


Yes, sir. Quite hard to go any other way.


Once again, there was the too-long stare and then the sudden unfreezing of the face.


Indeed. Good day, Mr. de Worde. Ohand do tread carefully. Im sure you wouldnt want to become newswould you?





William turned over the Patricians words as he walked back to Gleam Street, and it is not wise to be thinking too deeply when walking the streets of Ankh-Morpork.


He walked past Cut-Me-Own-Throat Dibbler with barely a nod, but in any case Mr. Dibbler was otherwise engaged.


He had two customers. Two at once, unless one was daring another, was a great rarity. But these two were worrying him. They were inspecting the merchandise.


C.M.O.T. Dibbler sold his buns and pies all around the city, even outside the Assassins Guild. He was a good judge of people, especially when it involved judging when to step innocently around a corner and then run like hell, and he had just decided that he was really unlucky to be standing here and also that it was too late.


He didnt often meet killers. Murderers, yes, but murderers usually had some strange reason and in any case generally murdered friends and relations. And hed met plenty of assassins, but assassination had a certain style and even certain rules.


These men were killers. The big one with the powdery streaks down his jacket and the smell of mothballs was just a vicious thug, no problem there, but the small one with the lank hair had the smell of violent and spiteful death about him.


You didnt often look into the eyes of someone whod kill because it seemed like a good idea at the time.


Moving his hands carefully, Dibbler opened the special section of his tray, the high-class one that contained sausages whose contents were (1) meat (2) from a known four-footed creature (3) probably land-dwelling.


Or may I recommend these, gentlemen, he said, and because old habits die hard he couldnt stop himself from adding, Finest pork.


Good, are they?


Youll never want to eat another, sir.


The other man said, How about the other sort?


Pardon?


Hooves and pig snot and rats what fell in the ing mincer.


What Mr. Tulip here means, said Mr. Pin, is a more organic sausage.


Yeah, said Mr. Tulip. Im very ing environmental like that.


Are you sure? No, no, fine! Dibbler raised a hand. The manner of the two men had changed. They were clearly very sure of everything. We-ell, you want a bada less good sausage, thener?


With ing fingernails in it, said Mr. Tulip.


Well, erI doI could Dibbler gave up. He was a salesman. You sold what you sold. Let me tell you about these sausages, he went on, smoothly shifting an internal motor into reverse. When someone chopped off his thumb in the abattoir, they didnt even stop the grinder. You probly wont find any rat in them cos rats dont go near the place. Theres animals in there thatwell, you know how they say life began in some kind of big soup? Same with these sausages. If you want a bad sausage, you wont get better than these.


You keep em for your special customers, do you? said Mr. Pin.


To me, sir, every customer is special.


And you got mustard?


People call it mustard, Dibbler began, getting carried away, but I call it


I like ing mustard, said Mr. Tulip.


really great mustard, said Dibbler, not missing a beat.


Well take two, said Mr. Pin. He did not reach for his wallet.


On the house! said Dibbler. He stunned two sausages, enbunned them, and thrust them forward. Mr. Tulip took both of them, and the mustard pot.


Do you know what they called a sausage-in-a-bun in Quirm? said Mr. Pin, as the two walked away.


No? said Mr. Tulip.


They call it le sausage-in-le-bun.


What, in a ing foreign language? Youre ing kidding!


Im not a ing kidder, Mr. Tulip.


I mean, they ought to call it aasausage dans lar derriere, said Mr. Tulip. He took a bite of his Dibbler delight. Hey, thats what this ing thing tastes of, he added, with his mouth full.


In a bun, Mr. Tulip.


I know what I meant. This is a ing awful sausage


Dibbler watched them go. It wasnt often you heard language like that in Ankh-Morpork. Most people talked without leaving gaps in their sentences, and he wondered what the word ing meant.





A crowd was gathered outside a large building in Welcome Soap, and the cart traffic was already backed up all the way to Broad Way. And, thought William, wherever a large crowd is gathered, someone ought to write down why.


The reason in this case was clear. A man was standing on the flat parapet just outside the fourth-story window, back against the wall, staring downwards with a frozen expression.


Far below, the crowd were trying to be helpful. It was not in the robust Ankh-Morpork nature to dissuade anyone in this position. It was a free city, after all. So was the advice.


Much better to try the Thieves Guild! a man yelled. Six floors, and then youre on good solid cobbles! Crack your skull first go!


Theres proper flagstones around the Palace, advised the man next to him.


Well, certainly, said his immediate neighbor. But the Patricianll kill him if he tries to jump from up there, am I right?


Well?


Wellits a question of style, isnt it?


Tower of Arts good, said a woman confidently. Nine hundred feet, almost. And you get a good view.


Granted, granted. But you also get a long time to think about things. On the way down, I mean. Not a good time for introspection, in my view.


Look, Ive got a load of prawns on my wagon and if Im held up any longer theyre gonna be walking home, moaned a carter. Why doesnt he just jump?


Hes thinking about it. Its a big step, after all.


The man on the edge turned his head when he heard a shuffling noise. William was sidling along the ledge, trying hard not to look down.


Morning. Come to try and talk me out of it, ave yer?


II William really tried not to look down. The ledge had looked a lot wider from below. He was regretting the whole thing. I wouldnt dream of it


Im always open to being talked out of it.


Yes, yeserwould you care to give me your name and address? said William. There was a hitherto unsuspected nasty breeze up here, gusting treacherously around the rooftops. It fluttered the pages of his notebook.


Why?


Erbecause from this height onto solid ground its often hard to find out that sort of thing afterwards, said William, trying not to breathe out too much. And if Im going to put this in the paper, itd look much better if I say who you were.


What paper?


William pulled a copy of the Times out of his pocket. It rattled in the wind as he wordlessly handed it over.


The man sat down and read it, his lips moving, his legs dangling over the drop.


So this is, like, things that happen? he said. Like a town crier, but written down?


Thats right. Sowhat was your name?


What do you mean, was?


Well, you knowobviously said William wretchedly. He waved his hand towards the void, and almost lost his balance. If you


Arthur Crank.


And where did you live, Arthur?


Prattle Alley.


And what was your job?


There you go with the was again. The Watch usually give me a cup of tea, you know.


A warning bell went off in Williams head.


Youjump a lot, do you?


Only the difficult bits.


And they are?


The climbing-up bits. I dont do the actual jumping, obviously. Thats not a skilled job. Im more into the cry for help aspect.


William tried to grip sheer wall.


And the help you want is?


Could you make it twenty dollars?


Or you jump?


Ah, well, not exactly jump, obviously. Not the whole jump. Not as per such. But I shall continue to threaten to jump, if you get my drift.


The building seemed a lot higher to William than it had when he climbed the stairs. The people below were a lot smaller. He could make out faces looking up. Foul Ole Ron was there, with his scabby dog and the rest of the crew, because they had an uncanny gravitational attraction to impromptu street theater. He could even make out Coffin Henrys Will Threaten for Food sign. And he could see the queues of wagons, by now paralyzing half the city. He could feel his knees buckling


Arthur grabbed him.


Oi, this is my patch, he said. Find your own spot.


You said the jumping off wasnt a skilled job, said William, trying to concentrate on his notes as the world spun gently around him. What was your job, Mr. Crank?


Steeplejack.


Arthur Crank, you come down here right this minute!


Arthur looked down.


Oh gawds, theyve gone and fetched the wife, he said.


Constable Fiddyment here says youre the distant pink face of Mrs. Crank paused to listen again to the watchman standing next to her, interferin with the merc-ant-ile well-beinof the city, you ole fool!


Cant argue with the wife, said Arthur, giving William a sheepish look.


Ill hide your trousers another time, you silly ole man! You come down here or Ill give you what for!


Three happy married years, said Arthur cheerfully, waving at the distant figure. The other thirty-two havent been too bad, either. But she cant cook cabbage worth a damn.


Really? said William, and dreamily fell forward.


He woke up lying on the ground, which was what hed expected, but still in a three-dimensional shape, which he hadnt. He realized that he was not dead. One reason for this was the face of Corporal Nobbs of the Watch looking down at him. William considered that he had lived a relatively blameless life and, if he died, did not expect to encounter anything with a face like Corporal Nobbss, the worst thing ever to hit a uniform if you didnt count seagulls.


Ah, youre all right, said Nobbs, looking slightly disappointed.


Feelfaint, William murmured.


I could give you the kiss of life if you like, said Nobbs.


Unbidden by William, various muscles spasmed and jerked him vertical so fast that his feet momentarily left the ground.


Much better now! he shouted.


Only we learned it down the Watch House and I havent had a chance to try it yet


Fit as a fiddle! William wailed.


Ive been practicing on my hand and everything


Never felt better!


Old Arthur Cranks always doing that, said the watchman. Hes just after tobacco money. Still, everyone clapped when he carried you down. Its amazing how he can still climb drainpipes like that.


Is it really William felt oddly empty.


It was great when you were sick. I mean, from four stories up, it looked quite pretty. Someone ought to have taken a picture


Got to be going! William screamed.


I must be going mad, he thought, as he hurried towards Gleam Street. Why the hell did I do it? It wasnt as if it was my business.


Except, come to think of it, it is now.






Mr. Tulip burped.


Whatre we going to do now? he said.


Mr. Pin had acquired a map of the city, and was examining it closely.


We are not your old-style bother boys, Mr. Tulip. We are thinking men. We learn. We learn fast.


Whatre we going to do now? Mr. Tulip repeated. Sooner or later hed be able to catch up.


Were going to buy ourselves a little insurance, thats what were going to do. I dont like no lawyer having all that muck on us. Ahhere we are. Its the other side of the university.


Were going to buy some magic? said Mr. Tulip.


Not exactly magic.


I fort you said this city was a ing pushover?


It has its good points, Mr. Tulip.


Mr. Tulip grinned. ing right, he said. I want to go back to the Museum of Antiquities!


Now, now, Mr. Tulip. Business first, pleasure later, said Mr. Pin.


I want to ing see all of em!


Later on. Later on. Can you wait twenty minutes without exploding?


The map led them to the Thaumatological Park, just hub-wards of Unseen University. It was still so new that the modern flat-roofed buildings, winners of several awards from the Guild of Architects, hadnt even begun to let in water and shed window-panes in a breeze.


An attempt had been made to pretty up the immediate area with grass and trees, but since the site had been partly built on the old ground known as the unreal estate this had not worked as planned. The area had been a dump for Unseen University for thousands of years. There was a lot more below that turf than old mutton bones, and magic leaks. On any map of thaumic pollution, the unreal estate would be the center of some worrying concentric circles.


Already the grass was multicolored and some of the trees had walked away.


Nevertheless, several businesses were thriving there, products of what the Archchancellor, or at least his speechwriter, had called a marriage between magic and modern business; after all, the modern world doesnt need very many magic rings and magic swords, but it does need some way to keep its appointments in order. Lot of garbage, really, but I suppose it makes everyone happy. Is it time for that lunch yet?


One of the results of this joyful union was now on the counter in front of Mr. Pin.


Its the Mk II, said the wizard, who was glad there was a counter between him and Mr. Tulip. Ercutting edge.


Thats good, said Mr. Tulip. We ing love cutting edges.


How does it work? said Mr. Pin.


Its got contextual help, said the wizard. All you have to do is, er, open the lid.


To the wizards horror a very thin knife appeared magically in his customers hand and was used to release the catch.


The lid sprang back. A small green imp sprang up.


Bingely-bingely-bee


It froze. Even a creation of biothaumic particles will hesitate when a knife is pressed to its throat.


What the hells this? said Mr. Pin. I said I want something that listens!


It does listen, it does listen! said the wizard hurriedly. But it can say things too!


Like what? Bingely-bingely?


The imp gave a nervous cough.


Good for you! it said. You have wisely purchased the Dis-organizer Mk II, the latest in biothaumaturgic design, with a host of useful features and no resemblance whatsoever to the Mk I, which you may have inadvertently destroyed by stamping on it heavily! it said, adding, This device is provided without warranty of any kind as to reliability, accuracy, existence or otherwise or fitness for any particular purpose and Bioalchemic Products specifically does not warrant, guarantee, imply or make any representations as to its merchantability for any particular purpose and furthermore shall have no liability for or responsibility to you or any other person, entity or deity with respect of any loss or damage whatsoever caused by this device or object or by any attempts to destroy it by hammering it against a wall or dropping it into a deep well or any other means whatsoever and moreover asserts that you indicate your acceptance of this agreement or any other agreement that may be substituted at any time by coming within five miles of the product or observing it through large telescopes or by any other means because you are such an easily cowed moron who will happily accept arrogant and unilateral conditions on a piece of highly priced garbage that you would not dream of accepting on a bag of dog biscuits and is used solely at your own risk.


The imp took a deep breath. May I introduce to you the rest of my wide range of interesting and amusing sounds, Insert Name Here?


Mr. Pin glanced at Mr. Tulip. All right.


For example, I can go tra-la!


No.


An amusing bugle call?


No.


Ding!?


No.


Or I can be instructed to make droll and diverting comments when performing various actions.


Why?


Ersome people like us to say things like Ill be back when you open the box again, or something like that


Why do you do noises? said Mr. Pin.


People like noises.


We dont, said Mr. Pin.


We ing hate noises, said Mr. Tulip.


Good for you! I can do lots of silence, the imp volunteered. But suicidal programming forced it to continue: And would you like a different color scheme?


What?


What color would you like me to be? As it spoke, one of the imps long ears slowly turned purple and its nose became a vaguely disquieting shade of blue.


We dont want any colors, said Mr. Pin. We dont want noises. We dont want cheerfulness. We just want you to do what youre told.


Perhaps you would like to take a moment to fill in your registration card? said the imp desperately, holding it up.


A knife thrown at snake speed snapped the card out of its hand and nailed it to the desk.


Or perhaps you would like to leave it until later


Your man here Mr. Pin began. Where did he go?


Mr. Tulip reached behind the counter and hauled up the wizard.


Your man here says youre one of those imps that can repeat everything you hear, said Pin.


Yes, Insert Name Here, sir, said the imp.


And you dont make stuff up?


They cant, the wizard panted. They have no imagination at all.


So if someone heard it, theyd know it was real?


Yes, indeed.


Sounds just the thing were looking for, said Mr. Pin.


And how will you be paying? said the wizard.


Mr. Pin snapped his fingers. Mr. Tulip drew himself up and out, squared his shoulders, and cracked knuckles that were like two bags of pink walnuts.


Before we ing talk about paying, said Mr. Tulip, we want to talk to the bloke that wrote that ing warranty.





What William now had to think of as his office had changed quite a lot. The old laundry fixings, dismembered rocking horses, and other rubbish had been spirited away, and two desks stood back to back in the middle of the floor.


They were ancient and battered and to stop them wobbling they needed, against all common sense, bits of folded cardboard under all four legs.


I got them from the secondhand shop along the road, said Sacharissa, nervously. They werent very expensive.


Yes, I can see that. ErMiss CripslockIve been thinkingyour grandfather can engrave a picture, can he?


Yes, of course. Why have you got mud all over you?


And if we got an iconograph and learned how to use it to take pictures, William went on, ignoring this, could he engrave the picture that the imp paints?


I suppose so.


And do you know any good iconographers in the city?


I could ask around. What happened to you?


Oh, there was a threatened suicide in Welcome Soap.


Any good? Sacharissa looked startled at the sound of her own voice. I mean, obviously I wouldnt wish anyone to die, but, er, weve got quite a lot of space


I might be able to make something off it. He, er, saved the life of the man who climbed up to talk him down.


How brave. Did you get the name of the man who climbed up after him?


Um, no. Erhe was a Mystery Man, said William.


Oh, well, thats something. Theres some people waiting to see you outside, said Sacharissa. She glanced at her notes. Theres a man whos lost his watch, a zombie whowell, I cant make out what he wants, theres a troll who wants a job, and theres someone whos got a complaint about the story of the fight at the Mended Drum and wants to behead you.


Oh, dear. All rightone at a time


The watch loser was easy.


It was one of the new clockwork ones my father gave to me, said the man. Ive been looking for it all week!


Its not exactly


If you can put in the paper that Ive lost it, maybe someone who has found it will turn it in? said the man, with unwarranted hopefulness. And I will give you sixpence for your trouble.


Sixpence was sixpence. William made a few notes.


The zombie was more difficult. For a start he was gray, shading to green in places, and smelled very strongly of artificial hyacinth aftershave, some of the more recent zombies having realized that their chance of making friends in their new life would be greatly improved if they smelled of flowers rather than just smelled.


People like to know about people who are dead, he said. His name was Mr. Bendy, and he pronounced it in a way that made it clear that the Mr. was very much a part of the name.


They do?


Yes, said Mr. Bendy, emphatically. Dead people can be very interesting. I expect people would be very interested in reading about dead people.


Do you mean obituaries?


Wellyes, I suppose they would be. I could write them in an interesting way.


All right. Twenty pence each, then.


Mr. Bendy nodded. It was clear that he would have done it for nothing. He handed William a wad of yellow, crackling paper. Heres an interesting one to start you off, he said.


Oh? Whose is it?


Mine. It is very interesting. Especially the bit where I died.


The next man to come in was in fact a troll. Unusually for trolls, who usually wore just enough to satisfy humanitys mysterious demands for decency, this one actually wore a suit. At least, it was largely tubes of cloth that covered his body, and suit was about the only word.


m Rocky, he mumbled, looking down. Ill take any job, guv.


What was your last job? said William.


Boxer, guv. But I wasnt happy wiv it. Kept getting knocked down.


Can you write or take pictures? said William, wincing.


No, guv. I can do heavy liftin. n I can whistle tunes, guv.


Thatsa good talent, but I dont think we


The door flew open and a thick-shouldered, leather-clad man burst in, flourishing an ax.


You got no right putting that about me in the paper! he said, waving the blade under Williams nose.


Who are you?


Im Brezock the Barbarian, and I


The brain works fast when it thinks it is about to be cut in half.


Oh, if its a complaint you have, you have to take it up with the Complaints, Beheadings, and Horsewhippings Editor, said William. Mr. Rocky here.


Dats me, boomed Rocky cheerfully, laying a hand on the mans shoulder. There was only room for three of his fingers. Brezock sagged.


Ijustwant to say, said Brezock, slowly, that you put in I hit someone with a table. I never done that. Whatd people think of me if they heard I go around hitting people with a table? Whatd that do to my reputation?


I see.


I knifed him. A tables a sissy weapon.


We shall certainly print a correction, said William, picking up his pencil.


You couldnt add that I tore Slicer Gadleys ear off with my teeth, could you? Thatd make people sit up. Ears arent easy to do.


When they had all gone, Rocky to sit on a chair outside the door, William and Sacharissa stared at one another.


Its been a very strange morning, he said.


Ive found out about the winter, said Sacharissa. And there was an unlicensed theft from a jewelry shop in the Artificers Street. They got quite a lot of silver.


How did you find that out?


One of the journeyman jewelers told me. Sacharissa gave a little cough. He, um, always comes to have a little chat with me when he sees me walking past.


Really? Well done!


And while I was waiting for you I had an idea. I got Gunilla to set this in type. She shyly pushed a piece of paper across the desk.

[image: Image]


It looks more impressive at the top of the page, she said nervously. What do you think?


What are all the fruit salads and leaves and things? said William.


Sacharissa blushed. I did that. A bit of unofficial engraving. I thought it might make it lookyou know, high class and impressive. Erdo you like it?


Its very good, said William hurriedly. Very niceer, cherries


Grapes.


Yes, of course, I meant grapes. Whats the quote from? Its very meaningful without, er, meaning anything very much.


I think its just a quote, said Sacharissa.





Mr. Pin lit a cigarette and blew a stream of smoke into the still damp air of the wine cellar.


Now, it seems to me what we got here is a failure to communicate, he said. I mean, its not like were asking you to memorize a book or anything. You just got to look at Mr. Tulip here. Is this hard? Lots of people do it without any kinda special training.


I sort ofl-l-lose my bottle, said Charlie. His feet clanked against several empty ones.


Mr. Tulip is not a scary man, said Mr. Pin. This was flying in the face of the current evidence, he had to admit. His partner had bought a twist of what the dealer had sworn was Devil Dust but which looked to Mr. Pin very much like powdered copper sulfate, and this had apparently reacted to the chemicals from the Slab which had been Mr. Tulips afternoon snack and turned one of his sinuses into a small bag of electricity. His right eye was spinning slowly, and sparks twinkled on his nasal hairs.


I mean, does he look scary? Mr. Pin went on. Remember, you are Lord Vetinari. Understand? Youre not going to take anything from some guard. If he talks back to you, just look at him.


Like this, said Mr. Tulip, half his face flashing on and off.


Charlie leapt back.


Not quite like that, perhaps, said Mr. Pin. But close.


I dont want to do this anymore! Charlie wailed.


Ten thousand dollars, Charlie, said Mr. Pin. Thats a lot of money.


Ive heard of this Vetinari, said Charlie. If this goes wrong, hell have me thrown in the scorpion pit!


Mr. Pin spread his hands expansively. Well, the scorpion pit isnt as bad as its cracked up to be, you know?


Its a ing picnic compared to me, rumbled Mr. Tulip, his nose lighting up.


Charlies eyes sought a way out. Unfortunately, one of them was cleverness. Mr. Pin hated the sight of Charlie trying to be clever. It was like watching a dog try to play the trombone.


Im not doing it for ten thousand dollars, he said. I meanyou need me


He let it hang in the air, which was very much what Mr. Pin was considering doing with Charlie.


We had a deal, Charlie, he said mildly.


Yeah, wellI reckon theres more money in this now, said Charlie.


What do you think, Mr. Tulip?


Tulip opened his mouth to reply, but sneezed instead. A thin bolt of lightning earthed itself on Charlies chain.


Maybe we could go to fifteen thousand, said Mr. Pin. And thats coming out of our share, Charlie.


Yeah, well said Charlie. He was as far away from Mr. Tulip as possible now, because the mans dry hair was standing out from his head.


But we want to see some extra effort, right? said Mr. Pin. Starting right now. All you have to do is saywhat do you have to say?


You are relieved of your post, my man. Go away, said Charlie.


Except we dont say it like that, do we, Charlie? said Mr. Pin. Its an order. You are his boss. And you have to give him a haughty starelook, how can I put it? Youre a shopkeeper. Imagine that hes asked for credit.





It was six in the morning. Freezing fog held the city in its breathless grip.


Through the mists they came, and into the press room behind the Bucket they lurched, and out into the mists they went again, on a variety of legs, crutches, and wheels.


Mrpikeerah-Tis!


Lord Vetinari heard the cry and sent the overnight clerk down to the gate again.


He noted the title. He smiled at the motto.


He read the words:


[image: image]



And Lord Vetinari smiled.


And someone knocked softly at the door.


And he glanced at the clock.


Come, he said.


Nothing happened. After a few seconds, the soft knock came again.


Come in.


And there was the pregnant silence again.


And Lord Vetinari touched an apparently ordinary part of his desktop.


And a long drawer appeared out of what had seemed to be the solid walnut of the desk, sliding forward as though on oil. It contained a number of slim devices on a bed of black velvet, and a description of any one of them would certainly involve the word sharp.


And he chose one, held it casually by his side, crossed soundlessly towards the door and turned the handle, stepping back quickly in case of a sudden rush.


No one pushed.


And the door, yielding to an unevenness in the hinges, swung inwards.





Mr. Mackleduff smoothed out the paper. It was already accepted by all around the breakfast table that, as the man who bought the paper, he was not simply its owner but, as it were, its priest, replaying its contents to the appreciative masses.


It says here a man in Martlebury Street has grown a vegetable thats a funny shape, he said.


I should very much like to see that, said Mrs. Arcanum. There was a choking noise from further down the table. Are you all right, Mister de Worde? she added, as Mr. Prone thumped him on the back.


Yesyes, really, gasped William. Ssorry. Some tea went down the wrong way.


Theres good soil over that way, opined Mr. Cartwright, traveling seed salesman.


William concentrated desperately on his toast, while over his head every item was presented with the care and veneration of a blessed relic.


Someone held up a shopkeeper at knifepoint, Mr. Mackleduff went on.


Soon we will not be safe in our beds, said Mrs. Arcanum.


I dont think this is the coldest winter for more than a hundred years, though, said Mr. Cartwright. Im sure that one we had ten years ago was worse. Hit my sales something cruel.


Its in the paper, said Mr. Mackleduff, in the quiet voice of someone laying down an ace.


It was a very strange obituary that you read out, too, said Mrs. Arcanum. William nodded silently over his boiled egg. Im sure its not usual to talk about the things someones done since they died.


Mr. Longshaft, who was a dwarf and something in the jewelry business, helped himself to another slice of toast.


I suppose it takes all sorts, he said, calmly.


The city is getting rather crowded, though, said Mr. Windling, who had some unspecified clerical job. Still, at least zombies are human. No offense meant, of course.


Mr. Longshaft smiled faintly as he buttered the toast, and William wondered why he always disliked people who said no offense meant. Maybe it was because they found it easier to say no offense meant than actually to refrain from giving offense.


Well, I suppose we have to move with the times, said Mrs. Arcanum. And I hope that other poor man finds his watch.


In fact Mr. Harry was waiting outside the office when William arrived. He grabbed his hand and shook it.


Amazing, sir, amazing! he said. How did you do it? It must be magic! You put that notice in your newspaper and when I got home, blow me down if the watch wasnt in my other jacket! Gods bless your paper, say I!


Inside, Goodmountain gave William the news. The Times had sold eight hundred copies so far today. At five pence each, Williams share came to forty dollars. In pennies, it came to quite a large heap on the desk.


This is insane, said William. All we did was write things down!


There is a bit of a problem, lad, said Goodmountain. Are you going to want to do another one for tomorrow?


Good gods, I hope not!


Well, Ive got a story for you, said the dwarf glumly. I hear the Guild of Engravers are already setting up their own press. Theyve got a lot of money behind em, too. They could put us right out of business when it comes to general printing.


Can they do that?


Of course. They use presses anyway. Type isnt hard to make, especially when youve got a lot of engravers. They can do really good work. To be honest, we didnt reckon theyd cotton on this soon.


Im amazed!


Well, younger members of the Guild have seen the work coming out of Omnia and the Agatean Empire. Turns out theyve been looking for a chance like this. I hear there was a special meeting last night. A few changes of officers.


That must have been worth seeing.


So if you could keep your paper going said the dwarf.


I dont want all this money! William wailed. Money causes problems!


We could sell the Times cheaper, said Sacharissa, giving him an odd look.


Wed only make more money, said William gloomily.


We couldwe could pay the street vendors more, said Sacharissa.


Tricky, said Goodmountain. A body can only take so much turpentine.


Then we could at least make sure they get a good breakfast, said Sacharissa. A big stew with named meat, perhaps.


But Im not even sure there is enough news to fill a William began, and stopped. That wasnt the way it worked, was it. If it was in the paper, it was news. If it was news it went in the paper, and if it was in the paper it was news. And it was the truth.


He remembered the breakfast table. They wouldnt let them put it in the paper if it wasnt true, would they?


William wasnt a very political person. But he found himself using unfamiliar mental muscles when he thought about they. Some of them had to do with memory.


We could employ more people to help us get the news, said Sacharissa. And what about news from other places? Pseudopolis and Quirm? We just have to talk to passengers getting off the coaches


Dwarfs would like to hear whats been happening in Uberwald and Copperhead, said Goodmountain, stroking his beard.


It takes nearly a week for a coach to get there from here! said William.


So? Its still news.


I suppose we couldnt use the clacks, could we? said Sacharissa.


The semaphore towers? Are you mad? said William. Thats really expensive!


Well? You were the one who was worried we had too much money!


There was a flash of light. William spun around.


Athing occupied the doorway. There was a tripod. There were a pair of skinny, black-clad legs behind it and a large black box on top of it. One black-clad arm extended out from behind the box and was holding a sort of small hod, which was smoking.


Nice vun, said a voice from behind the box. The light vas shinink so good off the dvarfs helmet, I could not resist it. You vanted an iconographer? My name is Otto Chriek.


Oh. Yes? said Sacharissa. Are you any good?


I am a vizard in zer darkroom. I am experimenting all the time, said Otto Chriek. And I have all my own equipment and also a keen and positive attitude!


Sacharissa! hissed William urgently.


We could probably start you at a dollar a day


Sacharissa!


Yes? What?


Hes a vampire!


I object most stronkly, said the hidden Otto. It iss such an easy assumption to believe that everyvun with an Uberwald accent is a vampire, is it not? There are many thousands of people from Uberwald who are not vampires!


William waved his hand aimlessly, trying to shrug off the embarrassment.


All right, Im sorry, but


I am a vampire, as it happens, Otto went on. But if I had said, Hello my cheeky cock sparrow mate old boy by crikey, what vould you have said zen, eh?


Wed have been completely taken in, said William.


Anyway, your notice did say vanted, so I thought it vas, you know, affirmative action, said Otto. Alzo, I have zis A thin, blue-veined hand was held up, gripping a small twist of shiny black ribbon.


Oh? Youve signed the pledge? said Sacharissa.


At the Meeting Rooms in Abattoirs Lane, said Otto triumphantly, where I attend every veek for our big singsong and tea and a bun and wholesome conversation on themes of positive reinforcement keeping off the whole subject of bodily fluids by stvict instruction. I am not any longer any stupid sucker!


What do you think, Mr. Goodmountain? said William.


Goodmountain scratched his nose. Its up to you, he said. If he tries anything with my lads, hell be looking for his legs. Whats this pledge?


Its the Uberwald Temperance Movement, said Sacharissa. A vampire signs up and forswears any human blood


Otto shuddered. Ve prefer zer b-vord, he said.


The b-word, Sacharissa corrected herself. The movement is becoming very popular. They know its the only chance theyve got.


Wellokay, said William. He was uneasy about vampires himself, but turning the newcomer down after all this would be like kicking a puppy. Do you mind setting up your stuff in the cellar?


A cellar? said the Otto. Top hole!


First the dwarfs had come, William thought as he went back to his desk. Theyd been insulted because of their diligence and because of their height, but they had kept their heads down* and prospered. Then the trolls had come, and they got on a little better, because people dont throw as many stones at creatures seven feet tall who could throw rocks back. Then the zombies had come out of the casket. One or two werewolves had crept in under the door. The gnomes had integrated quickly, despite a bad start, because they were tough and even more dangerous to cross than a troll; at least a troll couldnt run up your trouser leg. There werent that many species left.


The vampires had never made it. They werent sociable, even amongst themselves; they didnt think as a species; they were unpleasantly weird; and they sure as hell didnt have their own food shops.


So now it was dawning on some of the brighter ones that the only way people would accept vampires was if they stopped being vampires. That was a high price to pay for social acceptability, but perhaps not so high as the one that involved having your head cut off and your ashes scattered on the river. A life of steak tartare wasnt too bad if you compared it with a death of stake au naturel.


ErI think wed like to see who were employing, though, he said aloud.


Otto emerged, very slowly and nervously, from behind the lens. He was thin, pale, and wore little oval dark glasses. He still clutched the twist of black ribbon as if it was a talisman, which it more or less was.


Its all right, we wont bite you, said Sacharissa.


And one good turn deserves another, eh? said Goodmountain.


That was a bit tasteless, Mr. Goodmountain, said Sacharissa.


So am I, said the dwarf, turning back to the stone. Just so long as people know where I stand, thats all.


You vill not be sorry, said Otto. I am completely reformed, I assure you. Vot is it you want me to take pictures of, please?


News, said William.


What is news, please?


News is William began. Newsis what we put in the newspaper


What dyou think of this, eh? said a cheerful voice.


William turned. There was a horribly familiar face, looking at him over the top of a cardboard box.


Hello, Mr. Wintler, he said. ErSacharissa, I wonder if you could go and


He wasnt quick enough. Mr. Wintler, a man of the variety that thinks a whoopee cushion is the last word in repartee, was not the kind to let a mere freezing reception stand in his way. I was digging my garden this morning and up came this parsnip, and I thought: that young man at the paper will laugh himself silly when he sees it, cos my lady wife couldnt keep a straight face, and


To Williams horror he was already reaching into the box.


Mr. Wintler, I really dont think


But the hand was already rising, and there was the sound of something scraping on the side of the box. I bet the young lady here would like a good chuckle too, eh?


William shut his eyes.


He heard Sacharissa gasp. Then she said, Golly, its amazingly lifelike! William opened his eyes.


Oh, its a nose, he said. A parsnip with a sort of knobbly face and a huge nose!


You vant I should take a picture? said Otto.


Yes! said William, drunk with relief. Take a big picture of Mr. Wintler and his wonderfully nasal parsnip, Otto! Your first job! Yes, indeed!


Mr. Wintler beamed.


And shall I run back home and fetch my carrot? he said.


No! said William and Goodmountain, in whiplash unison.


You vant the picture right now? said Otto.


We certainly do! said William. The sooner we can let him go home, the sooner our Mr. Wintler can find another wonderful vegetable, eh, Mr. Wintler? What will it be next time? A bean with ears? A beetroot shaped like a potato? A sprout with an enormous hairy tongue?


Right here and now is ven you vant the picture? said Otto, anxiety hanging off every syllable.


Right now, yes!


As a matter of fact, there is a rutabaga coming along that Ive got great hopes of Mr. Wintler began.


Oh, vellif you vill look zis vay, Mr. Vintler, said Otto. He got behind the iconograph and uncovered the lens. William got a glimpse of the imp peering out, brush poised. In his spare hand Otto slowly held up, on a stick, a cage containing a fat and drowsing salamander, and positioned his finger on the trigger that would bring a small hammer down on its head just hard enough to annoy it.


Be smiling, please!


Hold on, said Sacharissa, should a vampire really


Click.


The salamander flared, etching the room with searing white light and dark shadows.


Otto screamed. He fell to the floor, clutching at his throat. He sprang to his feet, goggle-eyed and gasping, and staggered, knock-kneed and wobbly legged, the length of the room and back again. He sank down behind a table, scattering paperwork with a wildly flailing hand.


Aarghaarghaaargh


And then there was a shocked silence.


Otto stood up, adjusted his cravat, and dusted himself off. Only then did he look up at the row of shocked faces.


Vell? he said sternly. Vot you all looking at? It is just a normal reaction, zat is all. I am vorking on it. Light in all itz forms is mine passion. Light is my canvas, shadows are my brush.


But strong light hurts you! said Sacharissa. It hurts vampires!


Yes. It iss a bit of a bugger, but zere you go.


And, er, that happens every time you take a picture, does it? said William.


No, sometimes it iss a lot vorse.


Worse?


I sometimes crumble to dust. But zat which does not kill us makes us stronk.


Stronk?


Indeed!


William caught Sacharissas gaze. Her look said it all: Weve hired him. Have we got the heart to fire him now? And dont make fun of his accent unless your Uberwaldean is really good, okay?


Otto adjusted the iconograph and inserted a fresh sheet


And now, shall ve try vun more? he said brightly. And zis timeeverybody zmile!





Mail was arriving. William was used to a certain amount, usually from clients of his newsletter complaining that he hadnt told them about the double-headed giants, plagues, and rains of domestic animals that they had heard had been happening in Ankh-Morpork; his father was right about one thing, at least, when hed said that lies could run around the world before the truth could get its boots on. And it was amazing how people wanted to believe them.


These werewell, it was as if hed shaken a tree, and all the nuts had fallen out. Several letters were complaining that there had been much colder winters than this, although no two of them could agree when it was. One said vegetables were not as funny as they used to be, especially leeks. Another asked what the Guild of Thieves was doing about unlicensed crime in the city. There was one saying that all these robberies were down to dwarfs who shouldnt be allowed into the city to steal the work out of honest humans mouths.


Put a title like Letters on the top and put them in, said William. Except the one about the dwarfs. That sounds like Mr. Windling. It sounds like my father, too, except that at least he can spell undesirable and wouldnt use crayon.


Why not that letter?


Because its offensive.


Some people think its true, though, said Sacharissa. Theres been a lot of trouble.


Yes, but we shouldnt print it.


William called Goodmountain over and showed him the letter. The dwarf read it.


Put it in, he suggested. Itll fill a few inches.


But people will object, said William.


Good. Put their letters in, too.


Sacharissa sighed. Well probably need them, she said. William, Grandfather says no one in the Guild will engrave the iconographs for us.


Why not? We can afford the rates.


Were not Guild members. Its all getting unpleasant. Will you tell Otto?


William sighed, and walked over to the ladder.


The dwarfs used the cellar as a bedroom, being naturally happier with a floor over their head. Otto had been allowed to use a dank corner, which hed made his own by hanging an old sheet across on a rope.


Oh, hello, Mr. Villiam, he said, pouring something noxious from one bottle to another.


I am afraid it looks as if we wont get anyone to engrave your pictures, said William.


The vampire seemed unmoved by this.


Yes, I vundered about that.


So Im sorry to say that


No problem, Villiam. Zere is alvays a vay.


How? You cant engrave, can you?


No, butall we are printing is black and vite, yes? And zer paper is vite zo all ve are really printink is black, okay? I looked at how zer dwarfs do the letters, and zey haf all zese bits of metal lying around andyou know how zer engravers can engrave metal wiz acid?


Yes?


Zo, all I haf to do is teach zer imps to paint wiz acid. End of problem. Getting gray took a bit of thought, but I zink I haf


You mean you can get the imps to etch the picture straight onto a plate?


Yes. It is vun of those ideas that are obvious when you zink about it. Otto looked wistful. And I zink about light all zer time. All zertime.


William vaguely remembered something someone had once said: the only thing more dangerous than a vampire crazed with blood lust was a vampire crazed with anything else. All the meticulous single-mindedness that went into finding young women who slept with their bedroom window open got channeled into some other interest, with merciless and painstaking efficiency.


Erwhy do you need to work in a darkroom, though? he said. The imps dont need it, do they?


Ah, zis is for my experiment, said Otto proudly. You know zat another term for an iconographer would be photographer? From the old word photus in Latation, vhich means


To prance around like an idiot ordering everyone about as if you owned the place, said William.


Ah, you know it!


William nodded. Hed always wondered about that word.


Vell, I am working on an obscurograph.


Williams forehead wrinkled. It was turning into a long day.


Taking pictures with darkness? he ventured.


Wiz true darkness, to be precise, said Otto, excitement entering his voice. Not just absence of light. Zer light on zer ozzer side of darkness. You could call itliving darkness. Ve cant see it, but imps can. Did you know zer Uberwaldean Deep Cave land eel emits a burst of dark light ven startled?


William glanced at a large glass jar on the bench. A couple of ugly things were coiled up in the bottom.


And that will work, will it?


I zink so. Hold it vun minute.


I really ought to be getting back


Zis vill not take a second


Otto gently lifted one of the eels out of its jar and put it into the hod usually occupied by a salamander. He carefully aimed one of his iconographs at William, and nodded.


VuntwothreeBOO!


There was


there was a soft noiseless implosion, a very brief sensation of the world being screwed up small, frozen, smashed into tiny little sharp pins, and hammered through every cell of Williams body.* Then the gloom of the cellar flowed back.


That wasvery strange, said William, blinking. It was like something very cold walking through me
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