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Prologue

In adistant and second-hand set of dimensions, in an astral plane that was never meant to fly, the curling
star-mists waver and part...

Great A'Tuin theturtle comes, swvimming dowly through the interstdllar gulf, hydrogen frost on his
ponderous limbs, his huge and ancient shell pocked with meteor craters. Through sea-Sized eyesthat are
crusted with rheum and asteroid dust He staresfixedly at the Destination.

Inabrain bigger than acity, with geological downess, He thinks only of the Weight.

Mogt of theweight is of course accounted for by Berilia, Tubul, Great T'Phon and Jerakeen, the four
giant el ephants upon whose broad and startanned shoulders the disc of the World rests, garlanded by the
long waterfdl at its vast circumference and domed by the baby-blue vault of Heaven.

Astropsychology has been, asyet, unable to establish what they think abouit.

The Great Turtle was a mere hypothesis until the day the smal and secretive kingdom of Krull, whose
rim-most mountains project out over the Rimfal, built agantry and pulley arrangement at thetip of the
most precipitous crag and lowered several observers over the Edge in a quartzwindowed brass vessd to
peer through the mist velils.



The early astrozool ogists, hauled back from their long dangle by enormous teams of daves, were ableto
bring back much information about the shape and nature of A Tuin and the eephants but this did not
resolve fundamenta questions about the nature and purpose of the universe.[1]

For example, what was Atuin's actual sex? Thisvital question, said the Astrozool ogists with mounting
authority, would not be answered until alarger and more powerful gantry was congtructed for a
deep-gpace vessd. In the meantime they could only speculate about the revealed cosmos.

Therewas, for example, the theory that A"Tuin had come from nowhere and would continue at auniform
crawl, or steady gait, into nowhere, for al time. This theory was popular anong academics. An
dternative, favoured by those of areligious persuasion, wasthat A'Tuin was crawling from the Birthplace
to the Time of Mating, aswere dl the starsin the sky which were, obvioudy, aso carried by giant turtles.
When they arrived they would briefly and passionately mate, for thefirst and only time, and from that
fiery union new turtles would be born to carry anew pattern of worlds. Thiswas known asthe Big Bang

hypothesis.

Thusit wasthat a young cosmochel onian of the Steady Gait faction, testing a new tel escope with which
he hoped to make measurements of the precise albedo of Great A'Tuin'sright eye, was on this eventful
evening thefirst outsider to see the smoke rise hubward from the burning of the oldest city in the world.

Later that night he became so engrossed in his studies he completely forgot about it. Nevertheless, he
wasthefirgt. There were others...

The Colour of Magic

Fire roared through the bifurcated city of Ankh-Morpork. Where it licked the Wizards Quarter it
burned blue and green and was even laced with strange sparks of the eighth colour, octarine; whereits
outridersfound their way into the vats and oil stores dl aong Merchants Street it progressed in a series
of blazing fountains and explosons; in the Streets of the perfume blendersit burned with a sweetness,
where it touched bundles of rare and dry herbsin the storerooms of the drugmasters it made men go mad
and talk to God.

By now the whole of downtown Ankh-Morpork was aight, and the richer and worthier citizens of Ankh
on thefar bank were bravely responding to the situation by feverishly demolishing the bridges. But
aready the shipsin the Morpork docks - laden with grain, cotton and timber, and coated with tar - were
blazing merrily and, their moorings burnt to ashes, were breasting the river Ankh on the ebb tide, igniting
riversde palaces and bowers as they drifted like drowning fireflies towards the sea. In any case, sparks
were riding the breeze and touching down far across the river in hidden gardens and remote brickyards.
The smoke from the merry burning rose miles high, in awind-sculpted black column that could be seen
acrossthe whole of the Discworld. It was certainly impressive from the cool, dark hilltop afew leagues
away, where two figures were watching with considerable interest.

Thetaller of the pair was chewing on achicken leg and leaning on asword that was only marginaly
shorter than the average man. If it wasn't for the air of wary intelligence about him it might have been
supposed that he was a barbarian from the hubland wastes.



His partner was much shorter and wrapped from head to toe in abrown cloak. Later, when he has
occasion to move, it will be seen that he moveslightly, cat-like.

The two had barely exchanged aword in the last twenty minutes except for ashort and inconclusive
argument asto whether a particularly powerful explosion had been the oil bond store or the workshop of
Kerible the Enchanter. Money hinged on the fact.

Now the big man finished gnawing at the bone and tossed it into the grass, smiling ruefully.

"Therego dl thoselittledleyways" hesad. "l liked them."

"All the treasure houses," said the smal man. He added thoughtfully, "Do gems burn, | wonder? Tissaid
they'rekinto coa."

"All the gold, melting and running down the gutters” said the big one, ignoring him. "And dl thewine,
boiling inthe barrds.”

"Therewererats," said his brown companion.

"Rats, I'll grant you.”

"It was no placeto bein high summer."

"That, too. One can't help feding, though, awell, amomentary-"

Hetrailed off, then brightened. "We owed old Fredor at the Crimson Leech eight silver pieces,” he
added. Thelittle man nodded.

They were silent for awhile as awhole new series of explosons carved ared line across ahitherto dark
section of the greatest city in the world. Then the big man stirred

"Weasd?'
IIYS?I
"l wonder who started it?"

The small swordsman known as the Weasdl said nothing. He was watching the road in the ruddy light.
Few had come that way since the widershins gate had been one of thefirst to collapse in a shower of

white-hot embers.

But two were coming up it now. The Weasdl's eyes dways a their sharpest in gloom and hdflight, made
out the shapes of two mounted men and some sort of low beast behind them. Doubtless arich merchant
escaping with as much treasure as he could lay frantic hands on. The Weasd said asmuch to his

companion, who sighed.

"The status of footpad ill suitsus,” said the barbarian, "but as you say, times are hard and thereare no
soft beds tonight.”

He shifted his grip on his sword and, as the leading rider drew near, stepped out onto the road with a
hand held up and hisface set in agrin nicely calculated to reassure yet threaten.



"Y our pardon, Sir-" he began.

Therider reined in his horse and drew back his hood. The big man looked into aface blotched with
superficid burns and punctuated by tufts of singed beard. Even the eyebrows had gone.

"Bugger off," said theface. "Y ou're Bravd the Hublander, aren't you?"
Bravd became aware that he had fumbled the initiative.

"Just go away, will you?' said therider. "l just haven't got timefor you, do you understand?' He looked
around and added: "That goes for your shadow-loving fleabag partner too, wherever he'shiding.”

The Weasdl stepped up to the horse and peered at the dishevelled figure,

"Why, it's Rincewind thewizard, isn't it?" he said in tones of delight, meanwhilefiling thewizard's
description of himin hismemory for leisurely vengeance. "1 thought | recognized the voice.”

Bravd spat and sheathed his sword. It was seldom worth tangling with wizards, they so rarely had any
treasure worth speaking of .

"Hetaks pretty big for agutter wizard,” he muttered.

"Y ou don't understand at dl," said the wizard wearily. "I’ m so scared of you my spine hasturned to jelly,
it'sjust that I’ m suffering from an overdose of terror right now. | mean, when I’ ve got over that then I'll
have time to be decently frightened of you."

The Weasdl pointed towards the burning city. ™Y ou’ ve been through that?" he asked.

The wizard rubbed ared, raw hand across his eyes. "l was there when it Started. See him? Back there?”
He pointed back down the road to where histravelling companion was still approaching, having adopted
amethod of riding that involved faling out of the saddle every few seconds.

"Well?' said Weasd.

"He gtarted it," said Rincewind smply. Bravd and Weasdl looked at the figure, now hopping acrossthe
road with onefoot in agtirrup.

"Fire-raiser, ishe?' said Bravd & last.

"No," said Rincewind. "Not precisdly. Let'sjust say that if complete and utter chaos was lightning, then
he'd be the sort to stand on a hilltop in a thunderstorm wearing wet copper armour and shouting "All
gods are bastards'. Got any food?”

"Theré's some chicken," said Weasd. "'in exchangefor astory.”

"What's his name?" said Bravd, who tended to lag behind in conversations.

"Twoflower."

"Twoflower?' said Bravd. "What afunny name."



"You," said Rincewind, dismounting, "do not know the haf of it. Chicken, you say?"
"Devilled,” said Weasdl. The wizard groaned.

"That reminds me," added the Weasdl, sngpping hisfingers, "there was aredly big explosion about, oh,
haf an hour ago.”

"That wasthe oil bond store going up,” said Rincewind, wincing at the memory of the burning rain.

Weasd turned and grinned expectantly at his companion, who grunted and handed over acoin from his
pouch. Then there was a scream from the roadway, cut off abruptly. Rincewind did not look up from his
chicken.

"One of the things he can't do, he can't ride ahorse," he said. Then he stiffened asif sandbagged by a
sudden recollection, gave asmdl yelp of terror and dashed into the gloom. When he returned, the being
caled Twoflower was hanging limply over his shoulder. It was smdl and skinny, and dressed very oddly
inapair of knee length britches and a shirt in such aviolent and vivid conflict of coloursthat Weasdl's
fadtidious eye was offended even in the haf-light.

"No bones broken, by thefed of things," said Rincewind. He was breathing heavily. Bravd winked at
the Weasdl and went to investigate the shape that they assumed was a pack animal.

"You'dbewisetoforget it,” sad the wizard, without looking up from his examination of the unconscious
Twoflower. "Believe me. A power protectsit.”

"A spdl?" said Weasdl, squatting down.

"No-o0. But magic of akind, | think. Not the usual sort. | mean, it can turn gold into copper while at the
sametimeit isgtill gold, it makes men rich by destroying their possessions, it dlows the weeak to walk
fearlesdy among thieves, it passes through the strongest doors to leach the most protected treasuries.
Even now it hasme endaved - so that | must follow this madman willynilly and protect him from harm.
It's stronger than you, Bravd. It is, | think, more cunning even than you, Weasd."

"What isit cdled then, thismighty magic?'

Rincewind shrugged. "in our tongue it is reflected-sound-as-of -underground-spirits. Is there any wine?”'
"Y ou must know that | am not without artifice where magic is concerned,” said Weasd. "only last year
did |- asssted by my friend there — part the notorioudy powerful Archmage of Y mitury from his saff, his
belt of moon jewelsand hislife, in that approximate order. | do not fear this
reflected-sound-of-underground-spirits of which you speak. However," he added, "you engage my
interest. Perhaps you would care to tell me more?"

Bravd looked at the shape on the road. It was closer now, and clearer in the pre-dawn light. 1t looked
for dl theworld like a-

"A box onlegs?' hesad.

"I'll tell you about it," said Rincewind. "if therésany wine, that is"



Down in the valley therewas aroar and a hiss. Someone more thoughtful than the rest had ordered to
be shut the big river gatesthat were a the point where the Ankh flowed out of thetwin city. Denied its
usual egress, the river had burst its banks and was pouring down the fire-ravaged streets. Soon the
continent of flame became a series of idands, each one growing smaller asthe dark tide rose. And up
from the city of fumes and smoke rose abroiling cloud of steam, covering the stars. Weasd thought that
it looked like some dark fungus or mushroom.

Thetwin city of proud Ankh and pestilent Morpork, of which al the other cities of time and space are,
asit were, mere reflections, has ood many assaultsin itslong and crowded history and has aways risen
to flourish again. So the fire and its subsequent flood, which destroyed everything left that was not
flammable and added a particularly noisome flux to the survivors problems, did not mark its end. Rather
it was afiery punctuation mark, a coa-like comma, or sdlamander semicolon, in acontinuing story.

Severd days before these events a ship came up the Ankh on the dawn tide and fetched up, among
many others, in the maze of wharves and docks on the Morpork shore. It carried a cargo of pink pearls,
milk-nuts, pumice, some officid |ettersfor the Patrician of Ankh, and aman.

It was the man who engaged the attention of Blind Hugh, one of the beggars on early duty at Pearl
Dock. He nudged Cripple Wain the ribs, and pointed wordlessly.

Now the stranger was standing on the quayside watching severa straining seamen carry alarge
brass-bound chest down the gangplank. Another man, obvioudy the captain, was standing beside him.
There was about the seaman - every nervein Blind Hugh's body, which tended to vibrate in the presence
of even asmdl amount of impure gold at fifty paces, screamed into hisbrain - theair of one anticipating
imminent enrichment.

Sure enough, when the chest had been deposited on the cobbles, the stranger reached into a pouch and
there was the flash of acoin. Severa coins. Gold. Blind Hugh, hisbody twanging like ahazel rod in the
presence of water, whistled to himsdf. Then he nudged Waagain, and sent him scurrying off down a
nearby dley into the heart of the city. When the captain walked back onto his ship, leaving the newcomer
looking faintly bewildered on the quayside, Blind Hugh snatched up his begging cup and made hisway
acrossthe sireet with an ingratiating leer. At the Sght of him the stranger started to fumble urgently with
his money pouch.

"Good day to thee, sre," Blind Hugh began, and found himsdlf looking up into aface with four eyesinit.
Heturned torun...

"I" said the stranger, and grabbed hisarm. Hugh was aware that the sailorslining therail of the ship were
laughing at him. At the sametime his specialised senses detected an overpowering impression of money.
Hefroze. The stranger let go and quickly thumbed through asmall black book he had taken from his belt.
Thenhesad "Hdlo."

"What?' said Hugh. The man looked blank.

"Hallo?' he repeated, rather louder than necessary and so carefully that Hugh could hear the vowels
tinkling into place,

"Hallo yoursdlf," Hugh riposted. The stranger smiled widdly, fumbled yet again in the pouch. Thistime his
hand came out holding alarge gold coin. It wasin fact dightly larger than an 8,000-dollar Ankhian crown
and the design on it was unfamiliar, but it gpoke ingde Hugh's mind in alanguage he understood perfectly.
My current owner, it said, isin need of succour and assistance; why not giveit to him, so you and me can



go off somewhere and enjoy ourselves?

Subtle changesin the beggar's posture made the stranger fed more at ease. He consulted the small book
agan.

"l wish to be directed to an hotd, tavern, lodging house, inn, hospice, caravanseral,” he said.
"What, dl of them?" said Hugh, taken aback.
"?' sad the Sranger.

Hugh was aware that asmdl crowd of fishwives, shellfish diggers and fred ance gawpers were watching
them with interest.

"Look," hesaid, "I know agood tavern, isthat enough?' He shuddered to think of the gold coin
escaping from hislife. Hed keep that one, even if Y mor confiscated dl therest. And the big chest that
comprised mogt of the newcomer's luggage |ooked to be full of gold, Hugh decided. The four-eyed man
looked at his book.

"l would like to be directed to an hotel, place of repose, tavern, a-"

"Yes, dl right. Come on then,” said Hugh hurriedly. He picked up one of the bundles and walked away
quickly. The stranger, after amoment's hesitation, strolled after him.

A train of thought shunted its way through Hugh's mind. Getting the newcomer to the Broken Drum so
easly was astroke of luck, no doubt of it, and Y mor would probably reward him. But for dl his new
acquai ntance's mildness there was something about him that made Hugh uneasy, and for the life of him he
couldn't figure out what it was. Not the two extraeyes, odd though they were. There was something else.
He glanced back. Thelittle man was ambling along in the middle of the Street, looking around him with an
expression of keen interest.

Something else Hugh saw nearly made him gibber.

The massive wooden chest, which he had last seen resting solidly on the quayside, wasfollowing oniits
magter's hed s with agentle rocking gait. Slowly, in case asudden movement on his part might break his
fragile control over hisown legs, Hugh bent dightly so that he could see under the chest.

Therewerelotsand lots of littlelegs. Very ddiberatdly, Hugh turned around and walked very carefully
towards the Broken Drum.

"Odd," said Ymor.
"He had this big wooden chest," added Cripple Wa.
"Held have to be amerchant or aspy," said Ymor.

He pulled a scrap of mesat from the cutlet in his hand and tossed it into the air. It hadn't reached the



zenith of itsarc, before ablack shape detached itself from the shadows in the corner of the room and
swooped down, taking the morsdl in mid-air.

"A merchant or aspy,” repeated Ymor. "I'd prefer aspy. A spy paysfor himsaf twice, because there's
awaysthe reward when weturn himin. What do you think, Withe ?*

Opposite Y mor the second greatest thief in Ankh-Morpork haf-closed his one eye and shrugged. "I’ ve
checked on the ship," he said. "it's afreelance trader. Does the occasiond run to the Brown idands.
Peoplethere are just savages. They don't understand about spies and | expect they eat merchants.”

"Helooked abit like amerchant,” volunteered Wa. "Except he wasn't fat."

There was aflutter of wings at the window. Y mor shifted hisbulk out of the chair and crossed the room,
coming back with alarge raven. After held unfastened the message capsule from itslegit flew to join its
fdlowslurking among the refters.

Withel regarded it without love. Y mor's ravens were notorioudly loyal to their master, to the extent that
Withd's one attempt to promote himself to the rank of greatest thief in Ankh-Morpork had cost their
measter'sright hand man hisleft eye. But not hislife, however. Y mor never grudged aman hisambitions.

"B12," said Ymor, tossng thelittle phia asde and unrolling the tiny scroll within.

"Gorrinthe Cat," said Withe automaticaly. "On station up in the gong tower at the Temple of Small
Gods."

"He says Hugh has taken our stranger to the Broken Drum. Well, that's good enough. Broadmanisa-
friend of ours, isn't he?"

"Aye," sad Withd, "if he knowswhat's good for trade.”

"Among his customers has been your man Gorrin,” said Y mor pleasantly, "for he writes here about a box
onlegs, if | read this scrawl correctly.”

Helooked at Withd over the top of the paper. Withd looked away. "He will be disciplined,” he said
flatly. Walooked at the man leaning back in his chair, hisblack-clad frame resting as nonchaantly asa
Rimland puma on ajungle branch, and decided that Gorrin atop Small Gods temple would soon be
joining those little daitiesin the multifold dimensions of Beyond. And he owed Wathree copper pieces.

Y mor crumpled the note and tossed it into acorner. "I think well wander along to the Drum later on,
Withel. Perhaps, too, we may try this beer that your men find so tempting.”

Withd said nothing. Being Y mor's right-hand man was like being gently flogged to deeth with scented
bootl aces.

Thetwin city of Ankh-Morpork, foremost of al the cities bounding the Circle Sea, was as a matter of
course the home of alarge number of gangs, thieves guilds, syndicates and smilar organisations. This
was one of the reasonsfor itswealth. Most of the humbler folk on the widdershin side of theriver, in



Morpork's mazy dleys, supplemented their meagre incomes by filling some smdll role for one or other of
the competing gangs. So it wasthat by the time Hugh and Twoflower entered the courtyard of the
Broken Drum the leaders of anumber of them were aware that someone had arrived in the city who
appeared to have much treasure. Some reports from the more observant spiesincluded details about a
book that told the stranger what to say, and abox that walked by itself. These facts were immediately
discounted. No magician capable of such enchantments ever came within amile of Morpork docks.

It still being that hour when most of the city was just rising or about to go to bed there were few people
in the Drum to watch Twoflower descend the stairs. When the Luggage appeared behind him and started
to lurch confidently down the steps the customers at the rough wooden tables, as one man, looked
suspicioudy at their drinks.

Broadman was browbesting the small troll who swept the bar when the trio walked past him. "What in
hdl'sthat?’ hesaid.

"Just don't talk abouit it," hissed Hugh. Twoflower was aready thumbing through his book.
"What's he doing?' said Broadman, arms akimbo.

"It tellshim what to say. | know it soundsridiculous,” muttered Hugh.

"How can abook tell aman what to say?"

"I wish for an accommodation, aroom, lodgings, the lodging house, full board, are your roomsclean, a
room with aview, what isyour rate for one night?* said Twoflower in one breeth.

Broadman looked at Hugh. The beggar shrugged.

"He's got plenty money,” hesaid.

"Tdl himit'sthree copper pieces, then. And that thing will haveto go in the stable.”

"?" said the stranger. Broadman held up three thick red fingers and the man's face was suddenly asunny
display of comprehension. He reached into his pouch and laid three large gold pieces on Broadman's
palm. Broadman stared at them. They represented about four times the worth of the Broken Drum, Staff
included. He looked at Hugh. There was no help there. He looked at the stranger. He swallowed.

"Yes" hesaid, in an unnaturdly high voice. "And then theres medls, 0’ course. Uh. Y ou understand, yes?
Food. You eat. No?' He made the appropriate motions.

"Fut?' said thelittle man.
"Yes," said Broadman, beginning to sweet. "Have alook in your little book, | should.”

The man opened the book and ran afinger down one page. Broadman, who could read after afashion,
peered over the top of the volume. What he saw made no sense.

"Fooood," said the stranger. "Y es. Cuitlet, hash chop, stew, ragout, fricassee, mince, collops, souffle,

dumpling, blancmange, sorbet, gruel, sausage, not to have a sausage, beans, without a hear, kickshaws,
jdly, jam. Giblets" He beamed at Broadman.



"All that?' said the innkeeper weekly.
"It'sjust theway hetalks" said Hugh, "Don't ask me why. He just does.”

All eyesin the room were watching the stranger—except for apair belonging to Rincewind the wizard,
who was sitting in the darkest corner nuraing amug of very smal beer.

Hewaswatching the Luggage.
Watch Rincewind.

Look at him. Scrawny, like most wizards, and clad in adark red robe on which afew mystic sigilswere
embroidered in tarnished sequins. Some might have taken him for a mere apprentice enchanter who had
run away from his master out of defiance, boredom, fear and alingering taste for heterosexudity. Y et
around his neck was a chain bearing the bronze octagon that marked him as an alumnus of Unseen
Universty, the high school of magic whaose time-and-space transcendent campus is never precisaly Here
or There. Graduates were usudly destined for mageship at least, but Rincewind - after an unfortunate
event - had left him knowing only one spell and made aliving of sorts around the town by capitaising on
an innate gift for languages. He avoided work asarule, but had a quickness of wit that put his
acquaintancesin mind of abright rodent. And he knew sapient pearwood when he saw it. He was seeing
it now, and didn't quite believeit.

An archmage, by dint of great effort and much expenditure of time, might eventudly obtain asmall staff
made from the timber of the sapient peartree. It grew only on the Sites of ancient magic-there were
probably no more than two such staffsin dl the cities of the circle sea. A large chest of it... Rincewind
tried to work it out, and decided that even if the box were crammed with star opals and sticks of
auricholatum the contents would not be worth one-tenth the price of the container. A vein started to
throb in hisforehead.

He stood up and made hisway to thetrio.
"May | be of assstance?' he ventured.
"Shove off, Rincewind," snarled Broadman.

"1 only thought it might be useful to address this gentleman in hisown tongue,” said the wizard gently.
"Hesdoing al right on hisown," said the innkeeper, but took afew steps backward. Rincewind smiled
politely at the stranger and tried afew words of Chimeran. He prided himsalf on hisfluency in the tongue,
but the stranger only looked bemused.

"It won't work," said Hugh knowledgesbly, "it'sthe book, you see. It tellshim what to say. Magic.”

Rincewind switched to High Borogravian, to Vanglemesht, Sumitri and even Black Oroogu, the language
with no nouns and only one adjective, which is obscene. Each was met with polite incomprehension. In
desperation hetried heathen Trob, and the little man's face split into adeighted grin.

"Atlagt!" hesaid. "My good sir! Thisisremarkable!" (Although in Trob the last word in fact became"a
thing which may happen but oncein the usable lifetime of acanoe hollowed diligently by axe and firefrom
the tallest diamondwood tree that grows in the noted diamondwood forests on the lower Slopes of
Mount Awayawa, home of thefiregodsor soitissad.").



"What was dl that?' said Broadman suspicioudy.

"Wheat did the innkeeper say?' said thelittle man.

Rincewind swalowed. "Broadman,” he said. "Two mugs of your best de, please.”

"Y ou can understand him?"

"Oh, sure”

"Tdl himtell him he'svery welcome. Tl him breskfast is- uh - one gold piece.” For amoment
Broadman's face looked as though some vast internd struggle was going on, and then he added with a

burst of generogty. "I'll throw in yours, too."

"Stranger,” said Rincewind levely. "if you stay here you will be knifed or poisoned by nightfal. But don't
gop amiling, or sowill 1"

"Oh, come now," said the stranger, looking around.

"Thislookslike addightful place. A genuine Morporkean tavern. I’ ve heard so much about them, you
know. All these quaint old beams. And so reasonable, too."

Rincewind glanced around quickly, in case some leakage of enchantment from the Magician's Quarter
across the river had momentarily transported them to some other place. No - thiswas il the interior of
the Drum, itswalls stained with smoke, its floor acompost of old rushes and nameless bestles, its sour
beer not so much purchased as merdly hired for awhile. He tried to fit the image around the word
"quaint", or rather the nearest Trob equivalent, which was "that pleasant oddity of design found in thelittle
coral houses of the sponge-eating pigmies on the Orohal peninsular”.

His mind reded back from the effort. The visitor went on, "My nameis Twoflower," and extended his
hand. Ingtinctively, the other three looked down to seeif therewasacoininit.

"Pleased to meet you," said Rincewind. "I’ m Rincewind. Look, | wasn't joking. Thisisatough place.”
"Good! Exactly what | wanted!"

e

"What isthis stuff inthe mugs?

"This? Beer. Thanks, Broadman. Y es. Beer. Y ou know. Beer."

"Ah, the so-typica drink. A smal gold piece will be sufficient payment, do you think?1 do not want to
cause offense”

It was dready half out of his purse.
"Yarrt," croaked Rincewind. "l mean, no, it won't cause Offense.”

"Good. Y ou say thisisatough place. Frequented, you mean, by heroes and men of adventure?”



Rincewind considered this. Y es?" he managed.
"Excellent. | would like to meet some.”

An explanation occurred to the wizard. "Ah," he said. ™Y ou’ ve come to hire mercenaries ("warriors who
fight for the tribe with most milknut-med")?'

"Oh no. | just want to meet them. So that when | get home | can say that | did it."

Rincewind thought that a meeting with most of the Drum's clientele would mean that Twoflower never
went home again, unless he lived downriver and happened to float past.

"Whereisyour home?' heinquired.

Broadman had dipped away into some back room, he noticed. Hugh was watching them suspicioudy
from anearby table.

"Have you heard of the city of Des Pdargic?'
"Well, | didn't spend much timein Trob. | wasjust passing through, you know-"

"Oh, it'snot in Trob. | speak Trob because there are many beTrobi sailorsin our ports. Des Pdargicis
the mgjor segport of the Agatean Empire.”

"Never heard of it, I'm afraid.”
Twoflower raised hiseyebrows. "No? It isquite big. Y ou sail turnwise from the Brown Idandsfor about

aweek and thereit is. Areyou al right?' He hurried around the table and patted the wizard on the back.
Rincewind choked on his beer—The Counterweight Continent!

Three streets away an old man dropped a coin into a saucer of acid and swirled it gently. Broadman
waited impatiently, ill a ease in aroom made noisome by vats and bubbling beskers and lined with
shelves containing shadowy shapes suggestive of skulls and stuffed impossibilities.

"Wel?" he demanded.

"One cannat hurry these things,” said the old achemist peevishly. "Assaying takestime. Ah." He
prodded the saucer, where the coin now lay in aswirl of green colour. He made some calculaionson a
scrap of parchment.

"Exceptiondly interesting,” hesad at lagt.

"Isit genuine?'

The old man pursed hislips. "it depends on how you define theterm,” he said. "if you mean: isthiscoin
the same as, say, afifty-dollar piece, then the answer isno."



"l knew" it," screamed the innkeeper, and started towards the door.
"I’m not surethat I’'m making myself clear,” said the achemist. Broadman turned round angrily.
"What do you mean?'

"Wdll, you see, what with one thing and another our coinage has been somewhat watered, over the
years. The gold content of the average coinis barely four partsin twelve, the balance being made up of
slver, copper-"

"What of it?'
"l sad thiscoinisn't likeours. It ispuregold.”

After Broadman had left, at arun, the dchemist spent sometime staring at the ceiling. Then he drew out
avery small piece of thin parchment, rummaged for a pen amongst the debris on hisworkbench, and
wrote avery short, small, message. Then he went over to his cages of white doves, black cockerelsand
other laboratory animals. From one cage he removed a glossy coated rat, rolled the parchment into the
phia atached to ahind leg, and let the anima go.

It sniffed around the floor for amoment, then disappeared down aholein thefar wall. At about thistime
ahitherto unsuccessful fortune-teller living on the other side of the block chanced to glanceinto her
scrying bowl, gave asmall scream and, within the hour, had sold her jewdl lery, various magical
accoutrements, most of her clothes and dmost al her other possessions that could not be conveniently
carried on the fastest horse she could buy. The fact that later on, when her house collgpsed in flames, she
hersdlf died in afreak landdide in the Morpork Mountains, provesthat Degath, too, has a sense of
humour.

Also at about the same moment as the homing rat disappeared into the maze of runs under the city,
scurrying aong in faultless obedience to an ancient ingtinct, the Patrician of Ankh-Morpork picked up the
letters delivered that morning by abatross. He looked pensively at the topmost one again, and summoned
hischief of spies.

And in the Broken Drum Rincewind was listening open-mouthed as Twoflower talked.

"So | decided to seefor mysdlf," the little man was saying. "Eight years saving up, this has cost me. But
worth every haf-rhinu. I mean, herel am. In Ankh-Morpork. Famed in song and story, | mean. Inthe
streetsthat have known the tread of Hemic Whiteblade. Hrun the Barbarian, and Bravd the Hublander
andtheWeasd... It'sdl just like | imagined, you know."

Rincewind's face was amask of fascinated horror.

"| just couldn't stand it any more back in Des Pdargic,” Twoflower went on blithely, "stting at adesk all
day, just adding up columns of figures, just a pension to look forward to at the end of it... wheresthe
romance in that? Twoflower, | thought, it's now or never. Y ou don't just haveto listen to stories. Y ou can
go there. Now's the time to stop hanging around the docks listening to sailors tales. So | compiled a
phrase book and bought a passage on the next ship to the Brown Idands.”



"No guards?' murmured Rincewind.
"No. Why? What have | got that's worth stedling?'
Rincewind coughed. "Y ou have, uh, gold,” he said.

"Barely two thousand rhinu. Hardly enough to keep aman dive for more than amonth or two. At home,
that is. | imagine they might stretch abit further here”

"Would arhinu be one of those big gold coins?' said Rincewind.

"Yes." Twoflower looked worriedly at the wizard over the top of his strange seeing-lenses. "Will two
thousand be sufficient, do you think?!

"Yarrrt," croaked Rincewind. "l mean, yes sufficient . "
"Good."
"Um. Iseveryonein the Agatean Empire asrich asyou?'

"Me? Rich? Blessyou, whatever put that ideainto your head? "l am but apoor clerk! Did | pay the
innkeeper too much, do you think?' Twoflower added.

"Uh. He might have settled for less," Rincewind conceded.

"Ah. | shal know better next time. | can seel have alot to learn. An idea occursto me. Rincewind
would you perhaps consent to be employed as a, | don't know, perhaps the word "guide’ would fit the
circumstances? | think | could afford to pay you arhinu aday.”

Rincewind opened his mouth to reply but felt the words huddle together in histhroat, reluctant to emerge
inaworld that was rapidly going mad. Twoflower blushed.

"I have offended you," he said. it was an impertinent request to make of aprofessional man such as
yourself. Doubtless you have many projects you wish to return to- some works of high magic, no
doubt..."

"No," said Rincewind faintly. "Not just at present. A rhinu, you say? One aday. Every day?"

"| think perhapsin the circumstances | should make it one and one-haf rhinu per day. Plusany
out-of-pocket expenses, of course.”

Thewizard radlied magnificently. "That will befine" he Said. "Gresat."

Twoflower reached into his pouch and took out alarge round gold object, glanced at it for amoment,
and dipped it back. Rincewind didn't get achance to seeit properly.

"l think," said thetourigt, "that | would like alittle deep now. It was along crossing. And then perhaps
you would careto call back at noon and we can take alook at the city."

"Sure"



"Then please be good enough to ask the innkeeper to Show me to my room."

Rincewind did so, and watched the nervous Broadman, who had arrived at agallop from some back
room, lead the way up the wooden steps behind the bar. After afew seconds the luggage got up and
pattered across the floor after them. Then the wizard looked down at the six big coinsin hishand.
Twoflower had inssted on paying hisfirgt four days wagesin advance. Hugh nodded and smiled

encouragingly.

Rincewind snarled a him.

Asastudent wizard Rincewind had never achieved high marksin precognition, but now unused circuits
in hisbrain were throbbing and the future might as well have been engraved in bright colours on his
eyeballs. The space between his shoulder blades began to itch. The sensible thing to do, he knew, wasto
buy ahorse. It would have to be afast one, and expensive - offhand, Rincewind couldn't think of any
horse-dedler he knew who was rich enough to give change out of almost awhole ounce of gold.

And then, of course, the other five coinswould help him set up auseful practice at some safe distance,
say two hundred miles. That would be the sensible thing.

But what would happen to Twoflower, dl donein acity where even the cockroaches had an unerring
ingtinct for gold? A man would haveto be ared hed to leave him.

The Patrician of Ankh-Morpork smiled, but with his mouth only.

"The Hub Gate, you say?" he murmured.

The guard captain saluted smartly. "Aye, lord. We had to shoot the horse before he would stop.”
"Which, by afairly direct route, bringsyou here," said the Patrician, looking down at Rincewind.

"And what have you got to say for yourself?"

It was rumoured that an entire wing of the Patrician's palace was filled with clerks who spent their days
collating and updating al the information collected by their master's exquisitely organized spy system.
Rincewind didn't doubt it. He glanced towards the ba cony that ran down one side of the audience room.
A sudden run, animble jump —asudden hail of crosshow quarrels. He shuddered. The Patrician cradled
his chinsin aberinged hand, and regarded the wizard with eyes as smal and hard as beads.

"Let mesee" he said. "Oathbreaking, the theft of ahorse, uttering false coinage - yes, | think it'sthe
Arenafor you, Rincewind."

Thiswastoo much.
"| didn't sedl the horse! | bought it fairly!”

"But with fase coinage. Technica theft, you see”



"But those rhinu are solid gold!™

"Rhinu?' The Patrician rolled one of them around in histhick fingers. "isthat what they are caled? How
interesting. But, as you point out, they are not very smilar todallars...”

"Well, of coursethey're not-"
"Ahyou admit it, then?'
Rincewind opened his mouth to speak, thought better of it, and shut it again.

"Quite so. And on top of thesethereis, of course, the moral obloquy attendant on the cowardly betraya
of avigtor to this shore. For shame, Rincewind!" The Petrician waved ahand vaguely. The guards
behind Rincewind backed away, and their captain took afew pacesto theright. Rincewind suddenly felt
very aone.

It issaid that when awizard is about to die Death himself turns up to clam him (instead of delegating the
task to asubordinate, such as Disease or Famine, asisusually the case). Rincewind looked around
nervoudy for atal figurein black( wizards, even failed wizards, have in addition to rods and conesin
their eyebdlsthetiny octagons that enable them to seeinto the far octarine, the basic colour of which dl
other colours are merely pae shadows impinging on normal four-dimensionad space. It issaid to be asort
of fluorescent greenish-yellow purple).

Wasthat aflickering shadow in the corner?

"Of course," said the Patrician, "I could be merciful.” The shadow disappeared. Rincewind looked up an
expression of insane hope on hisface.

"Yes?' hesad.

The Patrician waved a hand again. Rincewind saw the guards |eave the chamber. Alone with the lord of
the twin cities, he dmost wished they would come back.

"Come hither, Rincewind," said the Patrician. Heindicated a bowl of savouries on alow onyx table by
the throne. "Would you carefor acrystalised jellyfish? No?'

"Um," said Rincewind, "no."

"Now | want you to listen very carefully to what | am about to say," said the Patrician amiably,
"otherwise you will die. In an interesting fashion. Over a period. Please stop fidgetting like that. Since you
areawizard of sorts, you are of course aware that we live upon aworld shaped, asit were, like adisc?
And that thereis said to exis, towards the far rim, acontinent which though smdl isequa inweight to dl
the mighty landmassesin this hemicircle? And that this, according to ancient legend, isbecauseit islargdly
meade of gold?"

Rincewind nodded. Who hadn't heard of the Counterweight Continent? Some sailors even believed the
childhood tales and sailed in search of it. Of course, they returned either empty handed or not at all.
Probably eaten by giant turtles, in the opinion of more serious mariners. Because, of course, the
Counterweight Continent was nothing more than asolar myth.



"It does, of course, exigt," said the Patrician. "Although it is not made of gold, it istruethat gold isavery
common meta there. Most of the massis made up by vast deposits of octiron deep within the crust.
Now it will be obviousto anincisve mind like yours that the existence of the Counterweight Continent
poses adeadly threat to our people here-" he paused, looking at Rincewind's open mouth. He sighed.
He sad, "Do you by some chancefail to follow me?’

"Yarrg," said Rincewind. He swallowed, and licked hislips. "I mean, no. | mean - well, gold..."

"| see," said the Patrician swestly. "Y ou fed, perhaps, that it would be amarvellousthing to go to the
Counterweight Continent and bring back a shipload of gold?*

Rincewind had afedling that some sort of trap was being set.
"Yes?' heventured.

"And if every man on the shores of the Circle Seahad a mountain of gold of hisown? Would that bea

good thing? What would happen?—think carefully.” Rincewind's brow furrowed. He thought. "Wed dl
berich?'

The way the temperature fell at hisremark told him that it was not the correct one.

"I may aswell tell you, Rincewind, that there is some contact between the Lords of the Circle Seaand
the Emperor of the Agatean Empire, asitisstyled,” the Patrician went on. "It isonly very dight. Thereis
little common ground between us. We have nothing they want, and they have nothing we can afford. It is
an old Empire, Rincewind. Old and cunning and cruel and very, very rich. So we exchange fraterna
greetings by dbatrossmail. At infrequent intervals.

"One such letter arrived thismorning. A subject of the Emperor appearsto have taken it into his head to
vigt our city. It appears he wishesto look at it. Only amadman would possibly undergo dl the privations
of crossing the Turnwise Ocean in order to merdly look at anything. However, he landed this morning.
He might have met agreat hero, or the cunningest of thieves, or some wise and great sage. He met you.
He has employed you asaguide. Y ou will be aguide, Rincewind, to thislooker, this Twoflower. You
will seethat he returns home with agood report of our little homeland. What do you say to that?"

"Er. Thank you, lord,” said Rincewind miserably.

"Thereisanother point, of course. It would be atragedy should anything untoward happen to our little
vigtor. It would be dreadful if hewereto die, for example. Dreadful for the whole of our land, because
the Agatean Emperor looks after his own and could certainly extinguish usa anod. A mere nod. And
that would be dreadful for you, Rincewind, because in the weeks that remained before the Empire's huge
mercenary fleet arrived certain of my servants would occupy themsel ves about your person in the hope
that the avenging captains, on their arriva, might find their anger tempered by the sight of your still-living
body. There are certain spellsthat can prevent the life departing from abody, be it never so abused, and-
| see by your face that understanding dawns?

"Yarg."
"l beg your pardon?'

"Yes, lord. I'll, er, seetoit, | mean, I'll endeavour to see, | mean, wdll, I'll try to look after him and see
he comesto no harm.” And after that I'll get ajob juggling snowballsthrough Hell, he added hitterly in the



privacy of hisown skull.

"Capitd! | gather dready that you and Twoflower are on the best of terms. An excellent beginning!
When hereturns safdy to his homeand you will not find me ungrateful. | shal probably even dismissthe
charges againg you. Thank you, Rincewind. Y ou may go."

Rincewind decided not to ask for the return of hisfive remaining rhinu. He backed away, cautioudly.
"Oh, and thereis one other thing,” the Patrician said, asthe wizard groped for the door handles.
"Yes, lord?" hereplied, with asinking heart.

"I’ m sure you won't dream of trying to escape from your obligations by fleeing the city. | judge you to be
aborn city person. But you may be sure that the lords of the other citieswill be appraised of these
conditions by nightfall.”

"| assure you the thought never even crossed my mind, lord.”

"Indeed? Thenif | wereyou I'd sue my facefor dander.”

Rincewind reached the Broken Drum at adead run and wasjust in time to collide with aman who came
out backwards, fast. The stranger's haste wasin part accounted for by the spear in his chest. He bubbled
noisily and dropped dead at the wizard's feet. Rincewind peered around the doorframe and jerked back
as a heavy throwing axe whirred past like a partridge. It was probably alucky throw, a second cautious
glancetold him. The dark interior of the Drum was abroil of fighting men, quite anumber of them - a
third and longer glance confirmed - in bits. Rincewind swayed back asawildly thrown stool sailed past
and smashed on the far Sde of the street.

Then hedivedin.

He was wearing a dark robe, made darker by constant wear and irregular washings. In the raging gloom
no-one appeared to notice a shadowy shape that shuffled desperately from table to table. At one point a
fighter, staggering back, trod on what felt like fingers. A number of what fdlt like teeth bit hisankle. He
yelped shrilly and dropped his guard just sufficiently for asword, swung by asurprised opponent, to
skewer him.

Rincewind reached the stairway, sucking his bruised hand and running with a curious, bent-over gait. A
crossbow quarrel thunked into the banister rail @bove him, and he gave awhimper. He made the gairsin
one breathless rush, expecting at any moment another, more accurate shot.

In the corridor above he stood upright, gasping and saw the floor in front of him scattered with bodies.
A big black-bearded man, with abloody sword in one hand, was trying adoor handle.

"Hey!" screamed Rincewind. The man looked around and then, amost absent-mindedly, drew a short
throwing knife from his bandolier and hurled it. Rincewind ducked. There was abrief scream behind him
as the crossbow man, sighting down his weapon, dropped it and clutched at histhroat.



The big man was dready reaching for another knife. Rincewind looked around wildly, and then with wild
improvisation drew himsdlf up into awizardly pose.

His hand was flung back. " Asoniti! Kyorucha Beazleblor! "

The man hesitated, his eyesflicking nervoudy from sideto Side as he waited for the magic. The
conclusion that there was not going to be any hit him at the same time as Rincewind, whirring wildly down
the passage, kicked him sharply in the groin. As he screamed and clutched at himsalf the wizard dragged
open the door, sprang insde, dammed it behind him and threw his body againgt it, panting.

It was quiet in here. There was Twoflower, deeping peacefully on the bed. And there, at the foot of the
bed, was the Luggage.

Rincawind took afew steps forward, cupidity moving him aseasly asif hewere on littlewheds. The
chest was open. There were bagsinside, and in one of them he caught the gleam of gold. For amoment
greed overcame caution, and he reached out gingerly... but what was the use? HEd never liveto enjoy it.
Reluctantly he drew his hand back, and was surprised to see adight tremor in the chest's open lid.
Hadn't it shifted dightly, asthough rocked by the wind?

Rincewind looked at hisfingers, and then at thelid. It looked heavy, and was bound with brass bands. It
was quite still now. What wind?

"Rincewind!"
Twoflower sprang off the bed. The wizard jumped back, wrenching hisfesturesinto asmile.

"My dear chap, right on time! Well just have lunch, and then I’m sure you' ve got awonderful
programme lined up for this afternoon.”

"That's great,” Rincewind took a deep breath. "look," he said desperately, "let's eat Somewhere dse.
Theresbeen abit of afight down below.

"A tavern brawl? Why didn't you wake me up?'

"Wedll, you see, | —what?'

"I thought | made mysdlf clear thismorning, Rincewind. | want to see genuine Morporkian life-the dave
market, the Whore Pits, the Temple of Small Gods, the Beggars Guild... and agenuine tavern brawl." A
faint note of suspicion entered Twoflower'svoice. "Y ou do have them, don't you? Y ou know, people
swinging on chanddiers, swordfights over the table, the sort of thing Hrun the Barbarian and the Weasd
are dways getting involved in. Y ou know - excitement.”

Rincewind sat down heavily on the bed.

"Y ou want to seeafight?' hesaid.

"Y es. What'swrong with that?"

"For agtart, people get hurt.”

"Oh, | wasn't suggesting we get involved. | just want to see one, that'sal. And some of your famous



heroes. Y ou do have some, don't you? It's not al dockside talk?" And now, to the wizard's
astonishment, Twoflower was dmost pleading.

"Oh, yeah. We havethem dl right,” said Rincewind hurriedly. He pictured them in hismind, and recoiled
from the thought.

All the heroes of the Circle Sea passed through the gates of Ankh-Morpork sooner or later. Most of
them were from the barbaric tribes nearer the frozen Hub, which had a sort of export trade in heroes
Almost al of them had crude magic swords, whose unsuppressed harmonics on the astral plane played
hell with any delicate experimentsin applied sorcery for miles around, but Rincewind didn't object to
them on that score. He knew himself to be amagica dropout, so it didn't bother him that the mere
appearance of ahero at the city gates was enough to cause retorts to explode and demons to materiaise
al through the Magica Quarter. No, what he didn't like about heroes was that they were usudly
suicidaly gloomy when sober and homicidally insane when drunk. There were too many of them, too.
Some of the most notable questing grounds near the city were averitable hubbub in the season. There
wastalk of organizing arota.

He rubbed his nose. The only heroes he had much time for were Bravd and the Weasdl, who were out
of town at the moment, and Hrun the Barbarian, who was practically an academic by Hub standardsin
that he could think without moving hislips. Hrun was said to be roving somewhere Turnwise.

"Look," hesaid at last. "have you ever met abarbarian?'

Twoflower shook his head.

"| was afraid of that,” sad Rincewind. "Well. they're-"

There was aclatter of running feet in the street outside and a fresh uproar from downgdairs. It was
followed by a commotion on the stairs. The door was flung open before Rincewind could collect himself
aufficiently to make adash for the window. But instead of the greed-crazed madman he expected, he
found himself looking into the round red face of a Sergeant of the Watch. He breathed again. Of course.
The Watch were dways careful not to intervene too soon in any brawl where the odds were not heavily
stacked in their favour. The job carried apension, and attracted a cautious, thoughtful kind of man.

The Sergeant glowered a Rincewind, and then peered at Twoflower with interest.

"Everything dl right here, then?" hesaid.

"Oh, fing" said Rincewind. "got held up, did you?'

The sergeant ignored him. "Thisthe foreigner?' heinquired.

"Wewerejust leaving," said Rincewind quickly, and switched to Trob. "Twaoflower, | think we ought to
get lunch somewhere dse. | know some places.”

He marched out into the corridor with as much aplomb as he could muster. Twoflower followed, and a
few seconds later there was a strangling sound from the sergeant as the luggage closed its lid with asnap,
stood up, stretched, and marched after them.

Watchmen were dragging bodies out of the room downgtairs. There were no survivors. The Watch had
ensured this by giving them ample time to escape via the back door, aneat compromise between caution



and justice that benefited al parties.
"Who are dl these men?' said Twoflower.

"Oh, you know. Just men," said Rincewind. And before he could stop himsalf some part of his brain that
had nothing to do took control of his mouth and added, "Heroes, in fact.”

"Reglly?’

When onefoot is stuck in the Grey Miasmaof krull it ismuch easier to step right in and sink rather than
prolong the struggle. Rincewind let himsdlf go.

"Y es, that one over thereis Frig Stronginthearm, over thereis Black Zendl|-"

"Is Hrun the Barbarian here?' said Twoflower, looking around eagerly. Rincewind took a deep breeth.

"That'shim behind us" hesaid.

The enormity of thislie was so greet that itsripplesdid in fact spread out one of the lower astra planes
asfar asthe Magical Quarter acrosstheriver, whereit picked up tremendous vel ocity from the huge
standing wave of power that dways hovered there and bounced wildly acrossthe Circle Sea. A
harmonic got asfar as Hrun himsdlf, currently fighting acouple of gnolls on acrumbling ledge highinthe
Caderack Mountains, and caused him amoment's unexplained discomfort. Twoflower, meanwhile, had
thrown back thelid of the Luggage and was hadtily pulling out a heavy black cube.

"Thisisfantagtic," he said. "They're never going to believe thisa home."

"What's he going on about?" said the sergeant doubtfully.

"He's pleased you rescued us,” said Rincewind. He looked sidelong at the black box, half-expecting it to
explode or emit strange musical tones.

"Ah," said the sergeant. He was staring at the box, too.
Twoflower smiled brightly at them.

"I'd like arecord of the event,” he said. "Do you think you could ask them all to stand over by the
window, please? Thiswon't take amoment. And, er, Rincewind?"

IIY@I
Twoflower stood on tiptoe to whisper.

"| expect you know what thisis, don't you?" Rincewind stared down at the box. It had around glass eye
protruding from the centre of one face, and alever at the back.

"Not whally, " hesaid.
"It'sadevice for making pictures quickly," said Twoflower. "Quite anew invention. I’ m rather proud of

it but, look, | don't think these gentlemen would - well, | mean they might be - sort of apprehensive?
Could you explainit to them?1'll reimburse them for their time, of course.”



"He's got abox with ademon init that draws pictures,” said Rincewind shortly. ‘do what the madman
saysand hewill giveyou gold.”

The Watch smiled nervoudy.

"I'd like you in the picture, Rincewind. That'sfine." Twoflower took out the golden disc that Rincewind
had noticed before, squinted at its unseen face for amoment, muttered "Thirty seconds should about do
it," and said brightly, "Smile pleasa!”

"Smile," rasped Rincewind. There was awhirr from the box.

"Right."

High above the disc the second al batross soared; so high in fact that itstiny mad orange eyes could see
the whole of the world and the grest, glittering, girdling Circle Sea. There was ayellow message capsule
strapped to one leg. Far below it, unseen in the clouds, the bird that had brought the earlier messageto
the Patrician of Ankh-Morpork flapped gently back to its home.

Rincewind looked at the tiny square of glassin astonishment. There hewas, dl right - atiny figure, in
perfect colour, sanding in front of agroup of Watchmen whose faces were each frozen in aterrified
rictus. A buzz of wordlessterror went up from the men around him asthey craned over his shoulder to
look.

Grinning, Twoflower produced a handful of the Smaler coins Rincewind now recognized as
quarter-rhinu. He winked at the wizard.

"I had smilar problemswhen | stopped over in the Brown Idands," he said. "They thought the
iconograph stealsabit of their souls. Laughable, isn't it?!

"Yarg," said Rincewind and then, because somehow that was hardly enough to keep up his side of the
conversation, added, "'l don't think it looks very like me, though."

"It'seasy to operate,” sad Twoflower, ignoring him. "L ook, al you haveto do is pressthis button. The
iconograph doestherest. Now, I'll just stand over here next to Hrun, and you can take the picture.”

The coins quietened the men's agitation in the way that gold can, and Rincewind was amazed to find, half
aminute later, that he was holding alittle glass portrait of Twoflower wielding ahuge notched sword and
amiling asthough dl his dreams had cometrue.



They lunched a a smdll eating-house near the Brass Bridge, with the luggage nestling under the table.
Thefood and wine, both far superior to Rincewind's normd fare, did much to relax him. Things weren't
going to betoo bad, he decided. A hit of invention and some quick thinking, that was dl that was
needed.

Twoflower seemed to be thinking too. Looking reflectively into hiswine cup he said, "Tavernfightsare
pretty common around here, | expect?’

"Oh, fairly."

"No doubt fixtures and fittings get damaged?"

"Fixt - oh, | see. Y ou mean like benches and whatnot. Yes, | suppose so0.”

"That must be upsetting for the innkeepers.”

"I've never redly thought about it. | suppose it must be one of therisks of thejob."

Twoflower regarded him thoughtfully.

"I might be ableto help there." he said. "Risks are my business. | say, thisfood isabit greasy, isn't it?

"Y ou did say you wanted to try some typical Morporkean food," said Rincewind. "What was that about
risks?"

"Oh, I know al about risks. They're my business."

"| thought that'swhat you said. | didn't believeit thefirst time elther.”

"Oh, | don't take risks. About the most exciting thing that happened to me was knocking someink over.
| assessrisks. Day after day. Do you know what the odds are against a house catching firein the Red
Triangledigtrict of des Pelargic? Five hundred and thirty-eight to one. | calculated that,” he added with a

trace of pride.

"What—" Rincewind tried to suppress a burp—"what for?'Scuse me." He helped himsdf to some more
wine

"For-" Twoflower paused. "I can't say it in Trob, | don't think the beTrobi have aword for it. In our
language we cdll it-" he said acollection of outlandish syllables.

"Inn-sewer-ants,” repeated Rincewind. " That's afunny word. Wossit mean?'

"Wl suppose you have a ship loaded with, say, gold bars. it might run into storms or be taken by
pirates. Y ou don't want that to happen, so you take out an ensewer-ants-polly-sea. | work out the odds
of the cargo being logt, based on weather and piracy recordsfor the last twenty years, then | add ona
bit, then you pay me some money based on those odds-"

"-and the bit-" Rincewind said, waggling afinger solemnly.

"Then, if thecargoislog, | reimburse you."



"Reeburs?'

"Pay you the vaue of your cargo,” said Twoflower patiently.
"Ohl getit. It'slike abet, right?’

"A wager? Inaway, | suppose.”

"And you make money a thisinn-sewer-ants?"

"It offersareturn on investment, certainly.”

Wrapped in thewarm yellow glow of thewine, Rincewind tried to think of inn-sawer-antsin circle sea
terms.

"I don't think I unnerstan’ thisinn-sewer-ants," he said firmly, idly watching the world spin by,

"Magic now. Magic | unnerstan’.”

Twoflower grinned. "Magic is one thing, and reflected-sound-of-underground-spirits is another, he said.”
"Whah?'

"What?'

"That funny word you used," said Rincewind impatiently.

"Reflected-sound-of -underground-spirits?

"Never heard of it."

Twoflower tried to explain.

Rincawind tried to understand.

In the long afternoon they toured the city Turnwise of the river. Twoflower led the way, with the strange
picture-box dung on astrap round his neck, Rincewind trailed behind, whimpering at intervalsand
checking to seethat his head was till there. A few othersfollowed, too. In acity where public
executions, dudls, fights, magica feuds and strange events regularly punctuated the daily round the
inhabitants had brought the profession of interested bystander to a peak of perfection. They were, toa
man, highly skilled yawpers. In any case, Twoflower was ddlightedly taking picture after picture of
people engaged in what he described astypica activities, and since a quarter-rhinu would subsequently
change hands"for their trouble”’ atail of bemused and happy nouveux-riches was soon following himin
case this madman exploded in ashower of gold.

At the Temple of the Seven-Handed Sek a hasty convocation of priests and ritual heart-transplant



artisans agreed that the hundred-span high statue of Sek was atogether too holy to be made into amagic
picture, but a payment of two rhinu left them astoundedly agreeing that perhaps He wasn't asholy asal
that.

A prolonged session at the Whore Pits produced a number of colourful and ingtructive pictures, a
number of which Rincewind concedled about his person for detailed perusal in private. Asthe fumes
cleared from his brain he began to speculate serioudy asto how the iconograph worked. Even afailed
wizard knew that some substances were sengtive to light. Perhaps the glass plates were treated by some
arcane process that froze the light, that passed through them: or something like that, anyway. Rincewind
often suspected that there was something, somewhere, that was better than magic. Hewas usudly

disappointed.

However, he soon took every opportunity to operate the box. Twoflower was only too pleased to dlow
this, snce that enabled the little man to appear in his own pictures. It was at this point that Rincewind
noticed something strange. Possession of the box conferred akind of power on the wielder which was
that anyone, confronted with the hypnotic glass eye, would submissively obey the most peremptory
orders about stance and expression.

It was while he was thus engaged in the Plaza of Broken Moonsthat disaster struck. Twoflower had
posed alongside a bewildered charm-seller, his crowd of new-found admirers watching him with interest
in case he did something humoroudy lunatic.

Rincewind got down on one knee, the better to arrange the picture, and pressed the enchanted lever.

Thebox sad, "It'sno good. I’ ve run out of pink."

A hitherto unnoticed door opened in front of hiseyes. A smal, green and hideoudy warty humanoid
figure leaned out, pointed at a colour-encrusted palette in one clawed hand, and screamed at him. "No
pink, See?' screeched the homunculus. "No good you going on pressing the lever when there's no pink,
isthere? If you wanted pink you shouldn't of took al those pictures of young ladies, should you? It's
monochrome from now on, friend. Alright?'

"Alright. Yeah, Sure" said Rincewind. In one dim corner of thelittle box he thought he could see an
eade, and atiny unmade bed. He hoped he couldn't.

"So long asthat's understood,” said the imp, and shut the door. Rincewind thought he could hear the
muffled sound of grumbling and the scrape of astool being dragged across the floor.

"Twoflower-" he began, and looked up.

Twoflower had vanished. As Rincewind stared at the crowd, with sensations of prickly horror traveling
up his spine, there came agentle prod in the smdl of his back.

"Turn without haste," said avoicelike black silk. "Or kiss your kidneys goodbye.”
The crowd watched with interest. It was turning out to be quite agood day.
Rincewind turned dowly, feding the point of the sword scrape aong hisribs. At the other end of the

blade he recognized Stren Withd - thief, cruel swordsman, disgruntled contender for the title of worst
man intheworld.



"Hi," he said weakly. A few yards away he noticed acouple of unsympathetic men raising thelid of the
Luggage and pointing excitedly at the bags of gold. Withd smiled. It made an unnerving effect on his
scar-crossed face.

"l know you," he said. "agutter wizard. What isthat thing?'

Rincewind became aware that the lid of the Luggage was trembling dightly, athough there was no wind.
And he was gtill holding the picture-box.

"This? It makes pictures” he said brightly. "Hey. just hold that smile, will you?' He backed away quickly
and pointed the box.

For amoment Withd hesitated. "What? he said.
"That'sfine, hold it just likethat..." said Rincewind.
Thethief paused, then growled and swung his sword back.

There was asnap, and aduet of horrible screams Rincewind did not glance around for fear of the
terrible things he might see, and by the time Withel looked for him again he was on the other side of the
plazaand till accelerating.

The abatross descended in wide, dow sweepsthat ended in an undignified flurry of festhersand a
thump asit landed heavily on its platform in the Patrician's bird garden.

The custodian of the birds, dozing in the sun and hardly expecting along-distance message so soon after
thismorning'sarriva, jerked to hisfeet and looked up. A few moments later he was scuttling through the
palace's corridors holding the message capsule and - owing to carel essness brought on by surprise -
sucking at the nasty beak wound on the back of his hand

Rincewind pounded down an dley, paying no heed to the screams of rage coming from the picture box
and cleared ahigh wall with hisfrayed robe flapping around him like the feathers of adishevelled
jackdaw. He landed in the forecourt of acarpet shop, scattering the merchandise and customers dived
through itsrear exit trailing apologies, skidded down another adley and stopped, teetering dangeroudly,
just as he was about to plunge unthinkingly into the Ankh.

There are said to be some mystic rivers— one drop of which can sted aman'slife away. After itsturbid
passage through the twin cities the Ankh could have been one of them.

In the distance the cries of rage took on a shrill note of terror. Rincewind looked around desperately for
aboat, or ahandhold up the sheer walls on either sde of him.

He was trapped.



Unbidden, the Spdll welled up in hismind. It was perhaps untrue to say that he had learned it; it had
learned him. The episode had led to his expulsion from Unseen University, because, for abet, he had
dared to open the pages of the last remaining copy of the creators own grimoire, The Octavo, while the
Univergty librarian was otherwise engaged.. The spell had legpt out of the page and instantly burrowed
deeply into his mind, from whence even the combined talents of the Faculty of Medicine had been unable
to coax it. Precisely which one it was they were also unable to ascertain, except that it was one of the
eight basic spdllsthat wereintricately interwoven with the very fabric of time and spaceitself.

Since then it had been showing aworrying tendency, when Rincewind was feding rundown or especidly
threatened, to try to get itself said. He clenched histeeth together but the first syllable forced itsalf around
the corner of hismouth. Hisleft hand raised involuntarily and, asthe magica force whirled him round,
began to give off octarine sparks...

The Luggage hurtled around the corner, its severa hundred knees moving like pistons. Rincewind gaped.
The spell died, unsaid. The box didn't gppear to be hampered in any way by the ornamental rug draped
roguishly over it, nor by the thief hanging by onearm fromthelid. It wasin avery rea sense, adead
weight. Further dong the lid were the remains of two fingers, owner unknown.

The Luggage hated afew feet from the wizard and, after a moment, retracted itslegs. It had no eyes
that Rincewind could see, but he was never the less sure that it was staring at him. Expectantly.

"Shoo," he said weakly. It didn't budge, but the lid creaked open, releasing the dead thief.
Rincewind remembered about the gold.
Presumably the box had to have amaster. In the absence of Twoflower, had it adopted him?

The tide was turning and he could see debris drifting downstream in the yellow afternoon light towards
theriver gate, amere hundred yards downstream. It was the work of amoment to let the dead thief join
them. Even if it wasfound later it would hardly cause comment. And the sharksin the Ankh were used to
solid, regular meals.

Rincewind watched the body drift away, and consdered his next move. The Luggage would probably
float. All he had to do waswait until dusk, and then go out with the tide. There were plenty of wild places
downstream where he could wade ashore, and then - well, if the Patrician really had sent out word about
him then a change of clothing and a shave should take care of that. In any case, there were other lands
and he had afacility for languages. Let him but get to Chimeraor Gonim or Ecapon and half adozen
armies couldn't bring him back. And then - wealth, comfort, security...

Therewas, of course, the problem of Twoflower.
Rincewind alowed himsdf amoment's sadness.
"It could beworse," he said by way of farewell. "It could be me."

It was when hetried to move that he found his robe was caught on some obstruction. By craning his
neck he found that the edge of it was being gripped firmly by the Luggage'slid.



"Ah, Gorphd," said the Patrician pleasantly. Comein. Sit down. Can | pressyou to acandied starfish?'

"I am yoursto command, master,” said the old man calmly. " Save, perhaps, in the matter of preserved
echinoderms.”

The Patrician shrugged, and indicated the scroll on the table.
"Reed that," he said.

Gorphal picked up the parchment and raised one eyebrow dightly when he saw the familiar ideograms
of the Golden Empire. Heread in sllence for perhaps aminute, and then turned the scroll over to examine
minutely the seal on the obverse.

"Y ou are famed as astudent of empire affairs" said the Patrician. "Can you explain this?"

"Knowledgein the matter of the Empirelieslessin noting particular eventsthan in studying acertain cast
of mind," said the old diplomat. " The messageis curious, yes, but not surprisng.”

"Thismorning the Emperor ingtructed,” the Patrician dlowed himsdlf the luxury of ascowl, "ingtructed
me, Gorphal, to protect this Twoflower person. Now it seems| must have him killed. Y ou don't find that

urprisng?'

"No. The Emperor isno more than aboy. Heisidedistic. Keen. A god to his people. Whereasthis
afternoon'setter is, unless| am very much mistaken, from Nine Turning mirrors, the Grand Vizier. He
has grown old in the service of severd Emperors. He regards them as a necessary but tiresome ingredient
in the successful running of the Empire. He does not like things out of place. The Empire was not built by
dlowing thingsto get out of place. That ishisview."

"l begin to see-" said the Patrician.

"Quite s0." Gorpha smiled into hisbeard. "Thistourist isathing that isout of place. After acceding to his
master'swishes Nine Turning Mirrorswould, | am quite sure, make his own arrangementswith aview to
ensuring that one wanderer would not be allowed to return home bringing, perhaps, the disease of
dissatisfaction. The Empire likes people to stay whereit puts them. So much more convenient, then, if this
Two Flower disappearsfor good in the barbarian lands. Meaning here, master.”

"And your advice?' said the Patrician.

Gorpha shrugged.

"Merdly that you should do nothing. Matterswill undoubtedly resolve themselves. However," he
scratched an ear thoughtfully, " perhapsthe Assassins Guild...?!

"Ahyes" sad the Patrician. "The Assassns guild. Who istheir president at the moment?"
"Zlorf Hanndfoot, master.”

"Have aword with him, will you?"



"Quite S0, master.”

The Patrician nodded. It was dl rather arelief. He agreed with Nine Turning Mirrors - lifewas difficult
enough; People ought to stay where they were put.

Brilliant congtellations shone down on the Discworld. One by one the traders shuttered their shops. One
by one the gonophs, thieves, finewirers, whores, illusionists, backdiders and second-storey men awoke
and breskfasted. Wizards went about their polydimensiona affairs. Tonight saw the conjunction of two
powerful planets, and dready the air over the Magica Quarter was hazy with early spells.

"Look," said Rincewind, "thisisn't getting us anywhere." Heinched sdeways. The Luggage followed
faithfully, lid half open and menacing. Rincewind briefly considered making adesperate legp to safety.
Thelid smacked in anticipation. In any case, he told himself with snking heart, the damn thing would only
follow him again. It had that dogged look about it. Even if he managed to get to ahorse, he had anasty
sugpicion that it would follow him at its own pace. Endlesdy. Swimming rivers and oceans. Gaining
dowly every night, while he had to stop to deep. And then one day, in some exatic city and years hence,
he'd hear the sound of hundreds of tiny feet accel erating down the road behind him...

"Y ou've got the wrong man!" he moaned. "it's not my fault! | didn't kidngp him!"

The box moved forward dightly. Now there was just a narrow strip of greasy jetty between Rincewind's
hedlsand theriver. A flash of precognition told him that the box would be able to swim faster than he
could. Hetried not to imagine what it would be like to drown in the Ankh.

"It won't stop until you givein, you know," said asmal voice conversationaly.

Rincewind looked down at theiconograph, still hanging around his neck. Its trapdoor was open and the
homunculus was leaning againg the trap, smoking a pipe and watching the proceedings with amusement.

"I'll takeyou in with me, at least," said Rincewind through gritted teeth.

Theimp took the pipe out of his mouth. "What did you say?' he said.

"I sad I'll take you in with me, dammit!"

"Suit yourself." Theimp tapped the side of the box meaningfully. "Well ssewho sinksfirg."
The luggage yawned, and moved forward afraction of aninch.

"Ohdl right," said Rincewind irritably. "But you'll haveto give metimeto think."

The luggage backed off dowly. Rincewind edged hisway back onto reasonably safe land and sat down
with hisback againgt awall. Acrosstheriver thelights of Ankh city glowed.



"Youreawizard," sad the pictureimp. "You'll think of someway to find him."
"Not much of awizard, I'm &fraid.”

"Y ou can just jJump down on everyone and turn them into worms," the imp added encouragingly,
ignoring hislast remark.

"No. Turning To Animasisan Eighth Level spell. | never even completed my training. | only know one

spdl.”

"Widll, thet'll do."

"| doubt it," said Rincewind hopeesdy

"What doesit do, then?'

"Can't tell you. Don't redlly want to talk about it. But frankly,” he sghed , "no spells are much good. It
takes three months to commit even a smple one to memory, and then once you' ve used it, pow it's gone.
that'swhat's so stupid about the whole magic thing, Y ou know. Y ou spend twenty years learning the spell
that makes nude virgins appear in your bedroom, and then you're so poisoned by quicksilver fumes and
haf-blind from reading old grimoiresthat you can't remember what happens next.”

"I never thought of it likethat," said theimp.

"Hey, look - thisisal wrong. When Twoflower said they'd got better kind of magic in the empirel
thought- | thought..."

Theimp looked at him expectantly. Rincewind cursed to himself.
"Wel, if you must know, | thought he didn't mean magic. Not as such.”
"What e seisthere, then?'

Rincewind began to fed really wretched. "I don't know," he said. "A better way of doing things, |
suppose. Something with abit of senseinit. Harnessing - harnessing the lightning, or something.”

Theimp gave him akind but pitying look.

"Lightning isthe spears hurled by the thunder giantswhen they fight,” it said gently, "established
meteorologicd fact. Y ou can't harnessit.”

"l know," said Rincewind miserably. That's the flaw in the argument, of course.”

The imp nodded. and disappeared into the depths of the iconograph. A few momentslater Rincewind
smelled bacon frying. Hewaited until his scomach couldn't stand the strain any more, and rapped on the
box. The imp reappeared.

"I” ve been thinking about what you said,” it said even before Rincewind could open his mouth. "And
evenif you could get aharness on it, how could you get it to pull acart?"



"What the hell are you talking about?'

"Lightning. It just goes up and down. "Y ou'd warnt it to go along, not up and down. Anyway, it'd
probably burn through the harness.”

"I don't care about the lightning! How can | think on an empty stomach?”

"Eat something, then. That'slogic.”

"How? Every time | movethat damn box flexesitshingesat me!"

The luggage, on cue, gaped widdly.

II%?I

"It'snot trying to bite you," said theimp. "Theresfood in there. Y ou're no useto it starved.”

Rincewind peered into the dark recesses of the Luggage. There were indeed, among the chaos of boxes
and bags of gold, severa bottles and packagesin oiled paper. He gave a cynicd laugh, mooched around
the abandoned jetty until he found a piece of wood about the right length, wedged it as politely as

possiblein the gap between the lid and the box, and pulled out one of the flat packages. It held biscuits
that turned out to be as hard as diamond-wood.

"Bloody hell," he muttered, nursing histeeth.

"Captain Eightpanther's Travellers Digestives, them," said the imp from the doorway to hisbox, "saved
many alife a sea, they have.”

"Oh, sure. Do you usethem as araft, or just throw them to the sharks and sort of watch them sink?
What'sin the bottles? Poison?"

"WEIH_"

"But there's water everywhere!l Why'd he want to bring water?'

"Trug."

"Trug?'

"Yes. That'swhat he didn't, the water here. See?'

Rincewind opened abattle. The liquid insde might have been water. 1t had aflat, empty flavour, with no

trace of life. "Neither taste nor smell." he grumbled The luggage gave alittle cresk, attracting his attention.
With alazy air of cdculated menaceit shut itslid dowly, grinding Rincewind'simpromptu wedgelikea

dry lodf.

"All right, dl right,” he said. "I’'mthinking."



Y mor's headquarters were in the leaning Tower at the junction of Rime Street and Frost Alley. At
midnight the solitary guard leaning in the shadows looked up at the conjoining planets and wondered idly
what changein hisfortunesthey might herad.

Therewasthe faintest of sounds, as of agnat yawning.

The guard glanced down the deserted street, and now caught the glimmer of moonlight on something
lying inthe mud afew yards away. He picked it up. The lunar light gleamed on gold, and hisintake of
breath was almost loud enough to echo down the dleyway.

There was adight sound again, and another coin rolled into the gutter on the other side of the street.
By the time he had picked it up there was another one, alittle way off and still spinning. Gold was, he
remembered, said to be formed from the crystalized light of stars. Until now he had never believed it to

betrue, that something as heavy as gold could fal naturaly from the sky.

Ashedrew level with the opposte dley mouth some morefdl. It was ill inits bag, there was an awful
lot of it, and Rincewind brought it down heavily onto his head.

When the guard came to he found himself looking up into the wild-eyed face of awizard, who was
menacing histhroat with asword. In the darkness too, something was gripping hisleg.

It was the disconcerting sort of grip that suggested that the gripper could grip awholelot harder, if he
wanted to.

"Whereishe, therich foreigner?' hissed the wizard. "Quickly!"

"What's holding my leg?' said the man, with anote of terror in hisvoice. Hetried to wriggle free.
The pressure increased

"Y ou wouldn't want to know," said Rincewind

"Pay attention, please. Where'sthe foreigner?”

"Not here. They’ve got him a Broadman's place."

"Everyone'slooking for him! Y ou're Rincewind aren't you? The box - the box that bites people
ononono... pleasssk..."

Rincewind had gone. The guard felt the unseen leg-gripper release his - or, as he was beginning to fear,
it's- hold. Then, ashetried to pull himsdf to hisfeet, something big and heavy and square cannoned into
him out of the dark and plunged off after the wizard. Something with hundreds of tiny feet.

With only his home-made phrase book to help him Twoflower wastrying to explain the mysteries of
in-sour-ants to Broadman. The fat innkeeper waslistening intently, hislittle black eyes glittering. From the



other end of the table Y mor watched with mild amusement, occasiondly feeding one of hisravenswith
scragps from his plate. Beside him Withel paced up and down.

"Y ou fret too much,” said Y mor, without taking his eyes from the two men opposite him. "1 canfed it,
Stren. Who would dare attack us here? And the gutter wizard will come. He'stoo much of acoward not
to. And hell try to bargain. And we shdl have him. And the gold. And the chest.”

Withdl's one eye glared, and he made afist into the palm of a black-gloved hand.

"Who would have thought there was so much sapient pearwood in the whole of the disc?' he said.

"How could we have known?"

"Y ou fret too much, Stren. I’'m sure you can do better thistime," said Y mor pleasantly.

The lieutenant snorted in disgust, and strode off around the room to bully his men. Y mor carried on
watching thetouri<.

It was strange, but the little man didn't seem to redlise the seriousness of his position. Y mor had on
severa occasions seen him look around the room with an expression of deep satisfaction he had a'so
been talking for ages to Broadman and Y mer had seen a piece of paper change hands and Broadman
had given the foreigner some coins. It was strange. When Broadman got up and waddled past Y mer's
chair the thiefmasters arm shot out like asted spring and grabbed the fat man by his gpron.

"What wasthat al about, friend?" asked Y mor quietly.
"N-nothing, Y mor. Just private busness, like."
"There are no secrets between friends, Broadman."

"Yar. Wdl, I’'m not sure about it mysdlf, redly. It'sasort of bet, see?' said the innkeeper nervoudy
"inn-sewer-ants, it's called. It'slike a bet that the Broken Drum won't get burned down."

Y mor held the man's gaze until Broadman twitched in fear and embarrassment. Then the thiefmaster
laughed.

"Thisworm-eaten old tinder pile?' he said. "The man must be mad! "

"Y es, but mad with money. He says now he's got the - can't remember the word, beginswith aP, it's
what you might call the stake money- the people he works for in the Agatean Empire will pay up. If the
Broken Drum burns down. Not that | hopeit does. Burn down. The Broken Drum, | mean. | mean, it's
likeahometo me, isthe Drum..."

"Not entirely stupid, are you?' said Y mor, and pushed the innkeeper away.

The door dammed back on its hinges and thudded into the wall.

"Hey, that'smy door. " screamed Broadman. Then he realised who was standing at the top of the steps,

and ducked behind the table a mere shaving of time before a short black dart sped across the room and
thunked into the woodwork.



Y mor moved hishand carefully, and poured out another flagon of beer.

"Won't you join me, Zlorf?' hesaid levely. "and put that sword away, Stren. Zlorf Flannelfoot is our
friend”

The president of the Assassins Guild spun his short blowgun dexteroudy and dotted it into its holster in
one smooth movement.

"Stren!" said Ymor.

The black-clad thief hissed, and sheathed his sword. But he kept his hand on the hilt, and his eyes on the

assassN.

That wasn't easy. Promotion in the Assassins Guild was by competitive examination, the Practical being
the most important - indeed, the only - part. Thus Zlorf's broad, honest face was awelter of scar tissue,
the result of many aclose encounter. It probably hadn't been al that good-looking in any case- it was
sad that Zlorf had chosen aprofession in which dark hoods, cloaks and nocturnal prowlings figured
largely because there was aday-fearing trollish streak in his parentage. People who said thisin earshot of
Zlorf tended to carry their earshomein their hats.

He strolled down the stairs, followed by anumber of assassins. When he was directly in front of Y mor
he sad: "I've comefor thetourist.”

"Isit any of Your business, Zlorf?'
"Yes. Gringo, Urmond - take him."

Two of the ns stepped forward. Then Stren wasin front of them, his sword appearing to
materidise an inch from their throats without having to pass through the intervening air.

"Possibly | could only kill one of you," he murmured, "but | suggest you ask yourselves which one?"

"Look up, Zlorf," said Ymor.

A row of yellow, baleful eyes|ooked down from the darkness among the rafters.

"One step more and you'll leave here with fewer eyebd|s than you came with,” said the thiefmaster. "So
gt down and have adrink, Zlorf, and let'stalk about this sensibly. | thought we had an agreement. Y ou
don't rob- | don't kill. Not for payment, that is," he added after a pause.

Zlorf took the proffered beer.

"S0?" hesad. "I'll kill him. Then you rob him. Is he that funny looking one over there?’

"es"

Zlorf stared at Twoflower, who grinned a him.

He shrugged. He seldom wasted time wondering why people wanted other people dead. It wasjust a
living. "Who isyour dient, may | ask?' said Ymor.



Zlorf held up ahand. "Please!” he protested. "Professond etiquette.”
"Of course. By the way-"

"y e

"I believe | have a couple of guards outside-"

"Had."

"And some othersin the doorway acrossthe street-"

"Formerly.”

"And two bowmen on the roof."

A flicker of doubt passed across Zlorf'sface, like the last shaft of sunlight over abadly ploughed field.
The door flew open, badly damaging the nwho was standing besideit.

"Stop doing that!" shrieked Broadman, from under histable.

Zlorf and Y mor stared up at the figure on the threshold. It was short, fat and richly dressed. Very richly
dressed. There were anumber of tall, big shapes looming behind it. Very big, threatening shapes.

"Who'sthat?' said Zlorf.

"I know him," said Ymor. "His name's Rerpf. He runs the Groaning Platter tavern down by Brass
Bridge. Stren - remove him.”

Rerpf held up aberinged hand. Stren Withel hesitated halfway to the door as severd very largetrolls

ducked under the doorway and stood on either side of the fat man, blinking in the light. Musclesthe size
of melons bulged in forearms like flour sacks. Each troll held adouble-headed axe. Between thumb and

forefinger.

Broadman erupted from cover, hisface Suffused with rage.

"Out!" he screamed. "Get those trolls out of here!” No-one moved. The room was suddenly quiet.
Broadman looked around quickly. It began to dawn on him just what he had said, and to whom. A
whimper escaped from hislips, glad to be free. He reached the doorway to his cellarsjust as one of the
trolls, with alazy flick of one ham-sized hand, sent his axe whirling across the room. The dam of the door
and its subsequent splitting as the axe hit it merged into one sound.

"Bloody hel!" exclamed Zlorf Hanndfooat.

"What do you want?' said Ymor.

"I am here on behdf of the Guild of Merchants and Traders,” said Rerpf evenly. "to protect our interests,
you might say. Meaning the little man.”

Y mor wrinkled hisbrows.



"I'msorry,” hesaid. "l thought | heard you say the Guild of Merchants?’

"And traders,”" agreed Rerpf. Behind him now, in addition to more trolls, were several humansthat Y mor
vaguely recognized. He had seen them, maybe, behind counters and bars. Shadowy figures, usudly -
eadly ignored, easily forgotten. At the back of his mind abad fegling began to grow. He thought about

how it might be to be, say, afox confronted with an angry sheep. A sheep, moreover, that could afford
to employ wolves.

"How long hasthis- Guild - been in existence, may | ak?' hesad.
"Sincethisafternoon,” said Rerpf. "I’ m viceguildmaster in charge of tourism, you know."

"What isthistourism of which you Spesk?"

"Uh - we are not quite sure..." said Rerpf. An old bearded man poked his head over the guildmaster's
shoulder and cackled, "speaking on behdf of the winesellers of Morpork, Tourism means Business See?!

"WdI?' sad Ymor coldly.
"Wdl," said Rerpf, "we're protecting our interests, like | said.”

"Thieves OUT, Thieves OUT!" cackled his elderly companion. Severa otherstook up the chant. Zlorf
grinned. "and assassins," chanted the old man. Zlorf growled.

"Standsto reason,” said Rerpf. "People robbing and murdering al over the place, what sort of
impression are vistors going to take away? Y ou come al the way to see our fine city with its many points
of historicd and civic interest, also many quaint customs, and you wake up dead in some back dley or as
it might be floating down the Ankh, how are you going to tdll dl your friendswhat a great time youre
having? Let'sfaceit, you' ve got to move with the times.”

Zlorf and Y mor met each other's gaze.

"We have, havewe?' said Y mor.

"Then let usmove, brother,” agreed Zlorf. In one movement he brought his blowgun to his mouth and
sent adart hissing towards the nearest troll. It spun around, hurling its axe, which whirred over the
assassin's head and buried itsdlf in alucklessthief behind him.

Rerpf ducked, alowing atroll behind him to raiseits huge iron crossbow and fire a spear-length quarrel
into the nearest n. That wasthe start...

It has been remarked before that those who are sensitive to radiationsin the far octarine - the eighth
colour, the pigment of the imagination- can see thingsthat others cannot.

Thusit wasthat Rincewind, hurrying through the crowded, flare-lit evening bazaars of Morpork. With
the luggage trundling behind him, jostled atall dark figure, turned to deliver afew suitable curses, and



beheld Degth.

It had to be Death. No-one el se went around with empty eye sockets and, of course, the scythe over
one shoulder was another clue. As Rincewind stared in horror a courting couple, laughing at some private
joke, walked straight through the apparition without appearing to noticeit.

Death, insofar asit was possiblein aface with no movable features, looked surprised.

RINCEWIND? Degth said, in tones as deep and heavy as the damming of |eaden doors, far
underground.

"Um," said Rincewind, trying to back away from that eyeless sare.

BUT WHY ARE Y OU HERE? (Boom, boom went crypt lids, in the worm-haunted fastnesses under
old mountains...)

"Um, why not?' said Rincewind. "Anyway, I’m sure you' ve got lotsto do, soif you'l just-"

| WAS SURPRISED THAT YOU JOSTLED ME, RINCEWIND. FOR | HAVE AN
APPOINTMENT WITH THEE THISVERY NIGHT.

"Oh no, not-"

OF COURSE, WHAT'S SO BLOODY VEXING ABOUT THE WHOLE BUSINESSISTHAT |
WAS EXPECTING TO MEET THEE IN PSEUDOPOLIS.

"But that's five hundred miles away!"

YOU DON'T HAVE TO TELL ME, THE WHOLE SYSTEM'S GOT SCREWED UP AGAIN. |
CAN SEE THAT. LOOK THERE'S NO CHANCE OF YOU-?

Rincewind backed away, hands spread protectively in front of him. The dried fish sdlesman on anearby
gall watched this madman with interest.

| COULD LEND YOU A VERY FAST HORSE. IT WON'T HURT A BIT.
"No!" Rincewind turned and ran. Death watched him go and shrugged bitterly.

SOD YOU, THEN, Desath said. He turned, and noticed the fish sdlesman. With asnarl Death reached
out abony finger and stopped the man's heart, but he didn't take much prideiniit.

Then Death remembered what was due to happen later that night. It would not be true to say that Death
smiled, becausein any case Hisfeatures were perforce frozen in acalcareous grin. But He hummed a
little tune, cheery as aplague pit, and pausing only to extract the life from a passing mayfly, and one-ninth
of thelivesfrom a cat cowering under thefish stal (all cats can seeinto the octarine) - Death turned on
Hished and st off towards the Broken Drum.



Short Street, Morpork, isin fact one of thelongest in the city. Filigree Street crossesitsturnwiseend in
the manner of the crosspiece of aT, and the Broken Drum is so placed that it looks down the full length
of the Street.

At the furthermost end of Short Street adark oblong rose on hundreds of tiny legs, and started to run.
At firgt it moved a no more than alumbering trot, but by the time it was hafway up the street it was
moving arrow-fadt...

A darker shadow inched itsway aong one of thewalls of the Drum, afew yards from the two trollswho
were guarding the door. Rincewind was swesting. If they heard thefaint clinking of the

specialy-prepared bags at hisbelt...

One of thetrolls tapped his colleague on the shoulder, producing anoise like two pebbles being
knocked together. He pointed down the starlit street...

Rincewind darted from his hiding place, turned, and hurled his burden through the Drum's nearest
window.

Withel saw it arrive. The bag arced across the room, turning dowly inthe air, and burst on the edge of a
table. A moment later gold coins were rolling across the floor, spinning, glittering.

The room was suddenly silent, save for the tiny noises of gold and the whimpers of the wounded. With a
curse Withel despatched the n he had been fighting. "It'satrick!" he screamed. "No-one move!™

Three score men and a dozen trolls froze in mid-grope.

Then, for the third time, the door burst open. Two trolls hurried through it, dammed it behind them
dropped the heavy bar acrossit and fled down the stairs.

Outside there was a sudden crescendo of running feet. And, for the last time, the door opened. In fact it
exploded, the great wooden bar being hurled far across the room and the frame itsaf giving way. Door
and frame landed on atable, which flew into splinters. It was then that the frozen fighters noticed that
there was something else in the pile of wood. It was abox, shaking itself madly to freeitsdf of the
Smashed timber around it.

Rincewind appeared in the ruined doorway hurling another of his gold grenades. It smashed into awall,
showering coins.

Down in the cellar Broadman looked up, muttered to himsalf, and carried on with hiswork. Hisentire
spindlewinter's supply of candles had dready been strewn on the floor, mixed with his store of kindling
wood. Now he was attacking abarrel of lamp ail. "inn-sewer-ants’ he muttered. Oil gushed out and
swirled around hisfest.



Withel sormed acrossthe floor, hisface amask of rage. Rincewind took careful aim and caught the thief
full in the chest with abag of gold. But now Y mor was shouting, and pointing an accusing finger. A raven
swooped down from its perch in the rafters and dived at the wizard, talons open and gleaming.

It didn't makeit. At about the halfway point the Luggage legpt from its bed of splinters, gaped briefly in
mid-air, and snapped shut.

It landed lightly. Rincewind saw itslid open again, dightly. Just far enough for atongue, large asapam
leaf, red as mahogany, to lick up afew errant feathers.

At the same moment the giant candlewhed fell from the celling, plunging the room into gloom.
Rincewind, cailing himsdf like aspring, gave astanding jump and grasped abeam, swinging himself up
into the relative safety of the roof with a strength that amazed him.

"Exciting, isn't it?" said avoice by hisear.

Down below, thieves, ns, trolls and merchants al realised at about the same moment that they
were in aroom made treacherous of foothold by gold coins and containing something, among the
suddenly menacing shapesin the semi-darkness, that was absolutdly horrible. As one they madefor the
door, but had two dozen different recollections of its exact position.

High above the chaos Rincewind stared at Twoflower.

"Did you cut the lights down?' he hissed.

IIYaII
"How come you're up here?"

"l thought 1'd better not get in everyone's way—"

Rincewind considered this. There didn't seem to be much he could say. Twoflower added: "A redl
brawl! Better than anything I'd imagined! Do you think | ought to thank them? Or did you arrange it?"
Rincewind looked at him blankly. "I think we ought to be getting down now," he said hollowly.
"Everyonesgone.”

He dragged Twoflower acrossthe littered floor and up the steps. They burst out into the tail end of the
night. There were gill afew stars but the moon was down, and there was afaint grey glow to rimward.
Most important, the street was empty. Rincewind sniffed.

"Canyou smdl ail?' hesad.

Then Withel stepped out of the shadows and tripped him up.

At thetop of the cdlar steps Broadman knelt down and fumbled in histinderbox. It turned out to be
damp.



"I'll kill that bloody cat," he muttered, and groped for the spare box that was normally on the ledge by
the door. It was missing. Broadman said a bad word.

A lighted taper appeared in mid-air, right beside him.

HERE, TAKE THIS.

"Thanks" said Broadman.

DON'T MENTION IT.

Broadman went to throw the taper down the steps. His hand paused in mid-air. He looked at the taper,
his brow furrowing. Then he turned around and held the taper up to illuminate the scene. It didn't shed
much light, but it did give the darkness a shape...

"Oh, no" he breathed.

BUT YES, said Degth.

Rincewind rolled.

For amoment he thought Withel was going to spit him where helay. But it was worse than that. He was
waiting for him to get up.

"| seeyou have asword, wizard," he said quietly. "1 suggest you rise, and we shall see how well you use
it." Rincewind stood up as dowly as he dared, and drew from his belt the short sword he had taken from
the guard afew hours and a hundred years ago. It was a short blunt affair compared to Withd 's hair-thin

rapier.
"But | don't know how to use asword," hewailed.
"Good."

"Y ou know that wizards can't be killed by edged weapons?' said Rincewind desperately. Withel smiled
coldly. "So | have heard,” he said. "I look forward to putting it to thetest." He lunged. Rincewind caught
the thrust by sheer luck, jerked his hand away in shock, deflected the second stroke by coincidence, and
took the third one through hisrobe a heart-height.

Therewasaclink.

Withel's snarl of triumph died in histhroat. He drew the sword out and prodded again at the wizard,
who wasrigid with terror and guilt. There was another clink, and gold coins began to drop out of the hem
of thewizard'srobe.

"So you bleed gold, do you?' hissed Withd. "But have you got gold concedled in that raggedy beard,
youlittle-"



Ashis sword went back for hisfina sweep the sullen glow that had been growing in the doorway of the
Broken Drum flickered, dimmed, and erupted into aroaring firebdl that sent the walls billowing outward
and carried the roof ahundred feet into the air before bursting through it, in agout of red-hot tiles.

Withd stared at the bailing flames, unnerved. And Rincewind leapt. He ducked under the thief's sword
arm and brought his own blade around in an arc o incompetently migudged that it hit the man flat-first
and jolted out of the wizard's hand. Sparks and droplets of flaming oil rained down as Withel reached out
with both gauntleted hands and grabbed Rincewind's neck, forcing him down.

"You didthisl" he screamed. ™Y ou and your box of trickery. ™

His thumb found Rincewind's windpipe. Thisisit, the wizard thought. Wherever I'm going, it can't be
worsethan here...

"Excuseme" said Twoflower.

Rincewind fdt the grip lessen. And now Withd was dowly getting up, alook of absolute hatred on his
face.

A glowing ember landed on the wizard. He brushed it off hurriedly, and scrambled to hisfeet.
Twoflower was behind Withel, holding the man's own needle-sharp sword with the point resting in the
small of thethief’ s back. Rincewind's eyes narrowed. He reached into hisrobe, then withdrew his hand
bunched into afist.

"Dont move," hesaid.

"Am | doing thisright?" asked Twoflower anxioudy.

"He says helll skewer your liver if you move,”

Rincewind trandated fredly.

"l doubt it," said Withel.

"Ba?'

"No!"

AsWithel tensed himsdlf to turn on the tourist Rincewind lashed out and caught the thief on the jaw.
Withel stared at him in amazement for amoment, and then quietly toppled into the mud.

Thewizard uncurled his stinging fist and the roll of gold coins dipped between histhrobbing fingers.
He looked down at the recumbent thief.

"Good grief," he gasped.

Helooked up and yelled as another ember landed on his neck. Flames were racing along the rooftops

on the other sde of the street. All around him people were hurling possessions from windows and
dragging horses from smoking stables. Another explosion in the white-hot volcano that was the Drum



sent awhole marble mantel piece scything overhead.

"The Widdershin Gate's the nearest!” Rincewind shouted above the crackle of collgpsing rafters. "Come
on!"

He grabbed Twoflower's reluctant arm and dragged him down the street.
"My luggege!”

"Blast your luggage. Stay here much longer and you'll go where you don't need luggage. Come on!"
screamed Rincewind.

They jogged on through the crowd of frightened people leaving the area, while the wizard took greeat
mouthfuls of cool dawn air. Something was puzzling him.

"I'm suredl the candles went out,” he said. " So how did the Drum catch fire?"
"I don't know," moaned Twoflower. "it'sterrible, Rincewind. We were getting along so well, too."

Rincewind stopped in astonishment, so that another refugee cannoned into him and spun away with an
oath.

"Getting on?'

"Yes, agreat bunch of fellows, | thought language was a bit of aproblem, but they were so keen for me
to join their party, they just wouldn't take no for an answer - redlly friendly people, | thought..."

Rincewind started to correct him, then redlised he didn't know how to begin.

"It be ablow for old Broadman," Twoflower continued. "Still, hewaswise. I’ ve ill got the rhinu he
paid ashisfirgt premium.”

Rincewind didn't know the meaning of the word premium, but his mind wasworking fast.

"You inn-sewered the Drum?' he said. "Y ou bet Broadman it wouldn't catch fire?”

"Oh yes. Standard va uation. Two hundred rhinu, Why do you ask?"'

Rincewind turned and stared at the flames racing towards them, and wondered how much of Ankh
Morpork could be bought for two hundred rhinu. Quite alarge piece, he decided. Only not now, not the

way those flames were moving... He glanced down at the tourist.

"You-" he began, and searched his memory for the worst word in the Trob tongue; the happy little
beTrobi didn't really know how to swear properly.

"You," herepeated. Ancther hurrying figure bumped into him, narrowly missing him with the blade over
its shoulder. Rincewind's tortured temper exploded.

"You little (such aone who, while wearing a copper nose ring, standsin afootbath atop Mount
Raruaruaha during a heavy thunderstorm and shouts that Alohura, Goddess of Lightning, hasthe facid
features of adiseased uloruaharoot!)"



JUST DOING MY JOB, said the figure, staking off.

Every word fdll as heavily as dabs of marble; moreover, Rincewind was certain that he was the only one
who heard them.

He grabbed Twoflower again.

"Let'sget out of herel" he suggested.

Oneinteresting side effect of thefirein Ankh-Morpork concerns the inn-sewer-ants policy, which |eft
the city through the ravaged roof of the Broken Drum, was wafted high into the Discworld's atmosphere
on the ensuing thermal, and came to earth severa days and afew thousand miles away on an uloruaha
bush in the beTrobi idands. The smple, laughing idanders subsequently worshipped it asagod, much to
the amusement of their more sophisticated neighbours. Strangely enough therainfal and harvestsin the
next few years were dmost supernaturally abundant, and this led to a research team being despatched to
theidands by the Minor Religionsfaculty of Unseen Univerdty. Their verdict wasthat it only went to
show.

Thefire, driven by thewind, spread out from the Drum faster than aman could walk. The timbers of the
Widdershin Gate were dready on fire when Rincewind, hisface blistered and reddened from the flames,
reached them. By now he and Twoflower were on horseback - mounts hadn't been that hard to obtain.
A wily merchant had asked fifty times their worth, and had been |eft gaping when one thousand times
their worth had been pressed into his hands.

They rode through just before thefirst of the big gate timbers descended in an explosion of sparks
Morpork was dready acauldron of flame.

Asthey galloped up the red-lit road Rincewind glanced sdeways at histravelling companion currently
trying hard to learn to ride ahorse.

Bloody hell, he thought. HEs alivel Metoo. Who'd have thought it? Perhaps there is something in this
reflected-sound-of -underground- spirits? It was a cumbersome phrase. Rincewind tried to get histongue
round the thick syllables that were the word in Twoflower's own language.

"Ecalirix?" hetried. "Ecro-gnothics? Echo-gnomics?!

That would do. That sounded about right.



Severa hundred yards downriver from the last smouldering suburb of the city a strangely rectangular and
apparently heavily-waterlogged object touched the mud on the widdershin bank. Immediately it sprouted
numerous legs and scrabbled for a purchase.

Hauling itsdlf to the top of the bank the Luggage—streaked with soot, stained with water and very very

angry - shook itself and took its bearings. Then it moved away at abrisk trot, the small and incredibly
ugly imp that was perching on itslid watching the scenery with interest.

Bravd looked at the Weasdl and raised his eyebrows.

"And that'sit," said Rincewind, "The Luggage caught up with us, don't ask me how. Isthere any more
wine?'

The Weasd picked up the empty wineskin.
" think you have had just about enough winethisnight,” he said.
Bravd's forehead wrinkled.

"Goldisgold," he said findly. "How can aman with plenty of gold consider himsalf poor? Y ou're either
poor or rich. It stands to reason-"

Rincewind hiccupped. He was finding Reason rather difficult to hold on to. "Wdll," he said, "what | think
is, thepoint is, well, you know octiron?'

The two adventurers nodded. The strange iridescent metd was dmost as highly valued in the lands
around the Circle Sea as sapient pearwood, and was about as rare. A man who owned a needle made of
octiron would never lose hisway, sinceit dways pointed to the Hub of the Discworld, being acutely
sengtiveto thedisc'smagica fidd; it would aso miraculoudy darn his socks.

"Well, my point is, you see, that gold also hasits sort of magica field. Sort of financid wizardry.
Echo-gnomics” Rincewind giggled.

The Weasdl stood up and stretched. The sun waswell up now, and the city below them was wreathed in
mists and full of foul vapours. Also gold, he decided. Even acitizen of Morpork would, at the very point
of death, desert histreasure to save his skin. Time to move.

Thelittle man called Twoflower appeared to be adeep. The Weasdl |ooked down at him and shook his
head.

"The city awalits, such asitis" hesaid. "Thank you for a pleasant tale, Wizard. What will you do now?'
He eyed the Luggage, which immediately backed away and snapped itslid at him.

"WEell, there are no shipsleaving the city now," giggled Rincewind. "1 suppose well take the coast road
to Quirm. I’ve got to look after him, you see. But look, | didn't makeit-"



"Sure, sure," said the Weasdl soothingly. He turned away and swung himself into the saddle of the horse
that Bravd was holding. A few moments later the two heroes were just specks under acloud of dust,
heading down towards the charcod city.

Rincewind stared muzzily at the recumbent tourist. At two recumbent tourigts. In his somewhat
defenceless state a stray thought, wandering through the dimensionsin search of amind to harbour it, did

into hisbrain.

"Here's another fine mess you' ve got meinto,” he moaned, and dumped backwards.

"Mad," said the Weasd.
Bravd, galloping dong afew feet away, nodded.
"All wizards get likethat,” he said. "it'sthe quicksIver fumes. Rotsther brains. Mushrooms, too ™

"However—" said the brown-clad one. He reached into his tunic and took out a golden disc on ashort
chain. Bravd raised his eyebrows.

"Thewizard said that the little man had some sort of golden disc that told him thetime," said the Weasdl.
"Arousing your cupidity, little friend?'Y ou dways were an expert thief, Weasd "
"Aye" agreed the Weasd modestly. He touched the knob at the disc's rim, and it flipped open.

Thevery small demon imprisoned within looked up from itstiny abacus and scowled. "It lacks but ten
minutesto eight of the clock," it snarled. Thelid dammed shut, almost trapping the Weasdl'sfingers—

With an oath the Weasd hurled the time-teller far out into the heather, whereit possibly hit astone.
Something, in any event, caused the case to split; there was avivid octarine flash and awhiff of brimstone
asthetime being vanished into whatever demonic dimension it called home.

"What did you do that for?' said Bravd, who hadn't been close enough to hear the words.

"Dowhat?' said the Weasd. "1 didn't do anything. Nothing happened at dl. Come on - we're wasting
opportunitied "

Bravd nodded. Together they turned their steeds and galoped towards ancient Ankh, and honest
enchantments.

The Sending of Eight



Prologue

The Discworld offers Sghts far more impressive than those found in universes built by Creatorswith less
imagination but more mechanica aptitude. Although the disc's sun isbut an orbiting moonlet, its
prominences hardly bigger than croquet hoops, this dight drawback must be set against the tremendous
sght of Great ATuin the Turtle, upon Whose ancient and meteor-riddled shdll the disc ultimately redts.
Sometimes, in Hisdow journey across the shores of infinity, He moves His countrysized head to snap at
apassing comet.

But perhaps the most impressive sight of al - if only because most brains, when faced with the sheer
galactic enormity of ATuin, refuseto believeit- isthe endless Rimfal, where the seas of the disc boail
ceasdlesdy over the Edge into space. Or perhapsit isthe Rimbow, the elght-coloured, worldgirdling
rainbow that hoversin the mist-laden air over the Fal. The eighth colour is octarine, caused by the
scatter-effect of strong sunlight on an intense magica field.

Or perhaps, again, the most magnificent sght isthe Hub. There, aspire of greeniceten mileshighrises
through the clouds and supports at its peak the realm of Dunmanifestin, the abode of the disc gods. The
disc gods themsealves, despite the splendour of the world below them, are sldom satidfied. Itis
embarrassing to know that oneisagod of aworld that only exists because every improbability curve
must haveitsfar end; especidly when one can peer into other dimensions a worlds whose Creators had
more mechanica aptitude than imagination No wonder, then, that the disc gods spend moretimein
bickering than in omnicognizance.

Onthisparticular day Blind o, by dint of congtant vigilance the chief of the gods, sat with hischinon his
hand and looked at the gaming board on the red marble table in front of him. Blind 1o had got his name
because, where his eye sockets should have been, there were nothing but two areas of blank skin. His
eyes, of which he had an impressively large number, led a semi-independent life of their own. Severa
were currently hovering above thetable,

The gaming board was a carefully-carved map of the disc world, overprinted with squares. A number of
beautifully modelled playing pieces were now occupying some of the squares. A human onlooker would,
for example, have recognized in two of them the likenesses of Bravd and the Weasd. Others represented
yet more heroes and champions, of which the disc had a more than adequate supply. Still in the game
were o, Offler the Crocodile God,

Zephyrusthe god of dight breezes, Fate, and the lady. Therewas an air of concentration around the
board now that the lesser players had been removed from the Game. Chance had been an early casudlty,
running her hero into afull house of armed gnolls (the result of alucky throw by Offler) and shortly
afterwards Night had cashed his chips, pleading an gppointment with Destiny. Severa minor deities had
drifted up and were kibitzing over the shoulders of the players.

Side bets were made that the Lady would be the next to leave the board. Her last champion of any
standing was now a pinch of potash in the ruins of still-smoking Ankh-Morpork. and there were hardly
any piecesthat she could promoteto firgt rank.

Blind lo took up the dice-box, which was a skull-various orifices had been stoppered with rubies, and



with severd of hiseyes on thelady herolled three fives. She smiled Thiswas the nature of the Lady's
eyes: they were bright green, lacking iris or pupil, and they glowed from within.

The room was silent as she scrabbled in her box of pieces and, from the very bottom, produced a
couple that she set down on the board with two decisive clicks. Therest of the players, as one God,
craned forward to peer at them.

"A wenegad wiffard and tome fort of clerk,” said Offler the Crocodile God, hindered as usud by his
tusks. "Wdll, wedly! " With one claw he pushed a pile of bone-white tokens into the centre of the table.

The Lady nodded dightly. She picked up the dicecup and held it as steady asarock, yet al the Gods
could hear the three cubes rattling about inside.

And then She sent them bouncing acrossthe table.
A sx. A three A five.
Something was happening to the five, however.

Battered by the chance collision of severd billion molecules, the die flipped onto a point, spun gently and
came down a seven.

Blind 1o picked up the cube and counted the sides. "Come on," he said wearily, "play fair."

2. The Sending of Eight

The road from Ankh-Morpork to Quirm is high, white and winding, athirty-league stretch of potholes
and haf-buried rocksthat spirals around mountains and dipsinto cool green valleys of citrustrees,
crosses liana-webbed gorges on creaking rope bridges and is generally more picturesque than
Picturesque. That was anew word to Rincewind the wizard (Being Unseen University failed.) It was one
of anumber he had picked up since leaving the charred ruins of Ankh-Morpork. Quaint was another
one. Picturesque meant - he decided after careful observation of the scenery that inspired Twoflower to
use the word - that the landscape was horribly precipitous. Quaint, when used to describe the occasional
village through which they passed, meant fever-ridden and tumbledown.

Twoflower was atourist, thefirst ever seen on the Discworld. Tourist, Rincewind had decided, meant
"idiot".

Asthey rode laisurdly through the thyme-scented bee-humming air, Rincewind pondered on the
experiences of the last few days. Whilethe little foreigner was obvioudy insane, he was aso generous
and consderably lesslethd than half the people the wizard had mixed with in the city—Rincewind rather
liked him. Didiking him would have been like kicking a puppy.

Currently Twoflower was showing agreat interest in the theory and practice of magic.

"It al seems, well, rather usdlessto me," he said. "I awaysthought that, you know, awizard just said the
magic words and that wasthat. Not al this tedious memorising.”



Rincewind agreed moodily. He tried to explain that magic had indeed once been wild and lawless, but
had been tamed back in the mists of time by the Olden Ones, who had bound it to obey among other
thingsthe Law of Conservation of Redlity; this demanded that the effort needed to achieve agod should
be the same regardless of the means used. In practica termsthis meant that, say, creating theilluson of a
glass of winewasrdatively easy, Snceit involved merely the subtle shifting of light patterns. On the other
hand, lifting agenuine wineglassafew feet inthe air by sheer mental energy required severa hours of
systematic preparation if the wizard wished to prevent the smple principle of leverageflicking hisbrain
out through hisears.

He went on to add that some of the ancient magic could still be found initsraw state, recognisable- to
theinitiated - by the eightfold shape it made in the crystaline structure of space-time. There was the metal
octiron, for example, and the gas octogen. Both radiated dangerous amounts of raw enchantment.

"It'sdl very depressing,” he finished.
"Depressng?’

Rincewind turned in his saddle and glanced at Twoflower's Luggage, which was currently ambling ong
onitslittlelegs, occasondly snapping itslid at butterflies. He sghed.

"Rincewind thinks he ought to be able to harness the lightning,” said the picture-imp, who was observing
the passing scene from the tiny doorway of the box dung around Twoflower's neck. He had spent the
morning painting picturesque views and quaint scenesfor his master, and had been alowed to knock off
for asmoke.

"When | said harness| didn't mean harness, snapped Rincewind. "I meant, well | just meant that - |
dunno, | just can't think of the right words. | just think the world ought to be more sort of organised.”

"That'sjust fantasy," said Twoflower.

"I know. That'sthetrouble." Rincewind sghed again. It was dl very well going on about pure logic and
how the universe was ruled by logic and the harmony of numbers, but the plain fact of the matter was that
the disc was manifestly traversing space on the back of agiant turtle and the gods had a habit of going
round to atheists houses and smashing their windows.

There was afaint sound, hardly louder than the noise of the beesin the rosemary by theroad. It had a
curioudy bony quality, asof rolling skulls or awhirling dicebox. Rincewind peered around. Therewas
no-one nearby.

For some reason that worried him.

Then came adight breeze, that grew and went in the space of afew heartbesats. It Ieft the world
unchanged savein afew interesting particulars. There was now, for example, afive-metretall mountain
troll standing in the road. It was exceptionally angry. Thiswas partly because trolls generdly are, in any
case, but it was exacerbated by the fact that the sudden and instantaneous tel eportation fromiitslair in the
Rammerorck Mountains three thousand miles away and athousand yards closer to the Rim had raised its
interna temperature to adangerous level, in accordance with the laws of conservation of energy. So it
bared itsfangs and charged.

"What astrange cresture,” Twoflower remarked,



"Isit dangerous?"

"Only to people!" shouted Rincewind. He drew his sword and, with a smooth overarm throw,
completely failed to hit thetroll. The blade plunged on into the heather at the Sde of the track.

There wasthefaintest of sounds, like the rattle of old teeth. The sword struck aboulder concedled in the
heather - concealed, awatcher might have considered, so artfully that a moment before it had not
appeared to bethere at dl. It sprang up like alegping salmon and in mid-ricochet plunged deeply into the
back of thetroll's grey neck.

The creature grunted, and with one swipe of aclaw gouged awound in the flank of Twoflower's horse,
which screamed and bolted into the trees at the roadside. The troll spun around and made agrab for
Rincewind.

Then its duggish nervous system brought it the message that it was dead. It looked surprised for a
moment, and then toppled over and shattered into gravel (trolls being silicaceous lifeforms, their bodies
reverted ingtantly to stone a the moment of death).

"Aaargh," thought Rincewind as hishorse reared in terror. He hung on desperately asit staggered
two-legged across the road and then, screaming, turned and galloped into the woods.

The sound of hoofbests died away, leaving the air to the hum of bees and the occasiona rustle of
butterfly wings. There was another sound, too, astrange noise for the bright time of noonday.

It sounded like dice.
"Rincewind?'

Thelong aides of treesthrew Twoflower's voice from side to sde and eventually tossed it back to him,
unheeded. He sat down on arock and tried to think.

Firgly, hewaslost. That was vexing, but it did not worry him unduly. The forest |looked quite interesting
and probably held eves or gnomes, perhaps both. In fact on a couple of occasions he had thought he
had seen strange green faces peering down at him from the branches. Twoflower had always wanted to
meet an df. Infact what he redly wanted to meet was adragon, but an ef would do. Or area goblin.

His Luggage was missing, and that was annoying. It was aso sarting to rain. He squirmed
uncomfortably on the damp stone, and tried to look on the bright side. for example, during its mad dash
his plunging horse had burst through some rushes and disturbed a she-bear with her cubs, but had gone
on before the bear could react. Then it had suddenly been galloping over the deeping bodies of alarge
wolf pack and, again, its mad speed had been such that the furious yelping had been left far behind.
Nevertheless, the day was wearing on and perhaps it would be a good idea - Twoflower thought - not to
hang about, in the open. Perhaps there was a...he racked his brains trying to remember what sort of
accommodation forests traditiondly offered... perhaps there was a ginger bread house or something?

The stone redlly was uncomfortable. Twoflower looked down and, for thefirst time, noticed the strange
caving.

It looked like aspider. Or wasit asquid? Moss and lichensrather blurred the precise details. But they
didn't blur the runes carved below it. Twoflower could read them clearly, and they said:



Traveller
the hospitable temple of
Bd-Shamharoth

lies one thousand paces Hubwards.

Now thiswas strange, Twoflower redlized, because although he could read the message the actual
|etters were completely unknown to him. Somehow the message was arriving in his brain without the
tedious necessity of passing through hiseyes.

He stood up and untied his now-riddable horse from a sapling. He wasn't sure which way the Hub lay,
but there seemed to be an old track of sorts leading avay between the trees. This Bel-Shamharoth
seemed prepared to go out of hisway to help stranded travellers. In any case, it wasthat or the wolves.
Twoflower nodded decisively.

It isinteresting to note that, severa hourslater, a couple of wolves who were following Twoflower's
scent arrived in the glade. Their green eyesfell on the strange eight-legged carving - which may indeed
have been aspider, or an octopus, or may yet again have been something atogether more strange—and
they immediately decided that they weren't so hungry, at that.

About three miles away afailed wizard was hanging by his hands from ahigh branch in abeech tree.
Thiswas the end result of five minutes of crowded activity. First, an enraged she-bear had barged
through the undergrowth and taken the throat out of his horse with one swipe of her paw. Then, as
Rincewind had fled the carnage, he had run into aglade in which anumber of irate wolves were milling
about. Hisingructors at Unseen University, who had despaired of Rincewind'sinability to master
levitation, would have then been amazed at the speed with which he reached and climbed the nearest
tree, without gpparently touchingit.

Now there wasjust the matter of the snake.

It was large and green, and wound itsdlf aong the branch with reptilian patience. Rincewind wondered if
it was poisonous, then chided himsdlf for asking such asilly question. Of course it would be poisonous.

"What are you grinning for?" he asked the figure on the next branch.

| CAN'T HELPIT, said Desth. NOW WOULD YOU BE SO KIND ASTO LET GO?1 CAN'T
HANG AROUND ALL DAY.

"l can," said Rincewind defiantly.

The wolves clustered around the base of the tree looked up with interest at their next med talking to
himsdf.



IT WON'T HURT, said Death. If words had weight, a single sentence from Death would have anchored
aship.

Rincewind's arms screamed their agony at him. He scowled at the vulture-like, dightly trangparent figure.
"Won't hurt?" he said. "Being torn apart by wolveswon't hurt?*

He noticed another branch crossing his dangerously narrowing one afew feet away. If he could just
reachit...

He swung himsdlf forward, one hand outstretched. The branch, already bending, did not break. It smply
made awet little sound and twisted. Rincewind found that he was now hanging on to the end of atongue
of bark and fibre, lengthening asit pedled avay from the tree. He looked down, and with asort of fata
satisfaction redlized that he would land right on the biggest wolf.

Now he was moving dowly asthe bark peeled back in alonger and longer strip. The snake watched
him thoughtfully.

But the growing length of bark held. Rincewind began to congratulate himsalf until, looking up, he saw
what he had hitherto not noticed. There was the largest hornets nest he had ever seen, hanging right in his

path.
He shut hiseyestightly.

Why thetrall? he asked himsdlf. Everything e seisjust my usud luck, but why the troll? What the hell is
going on?

Click. It may have been atwig snapping, except that the sound appeared to be inside Rincewind's head.
Click, click. And abreeze that failed to set asngle leaf atremble.

The hornets nest was ripped from the branch as the strip passed by. It shot past the wizard's head and
he watched it grow smdler asit plummeted towards the circle of upturned muzzles.

Thecircle suddenly closed.
The circle suddenly expanded.

The concerted yelp of pain as the pack fought to escape the furious cloud echoed among the trees.
Rincewind grinned inandly.

Rincewind's elbow nudged something. It was the tree trunk. The strip had carried him right to the end of
the branch. But there were no other branches. The smooth bark beside him offered no handholds. It
offered hands, though. Two were even now thrusting through the mossy bark beside him; dim hands,
green as young leaves. Then ashapely arm followed, and then the hamadryad leaned right out and
grasped the astonished wizard firmly and, with that vegetable strength that can send roots questing into
rock, drew him into thetree. The solid bark parted likeami<t, closed like aclam.

Desth watched impassvely.

He glanced at the cloud of mayfliesthat were dancing their joyful zigzags near His skull. He sngpped His
fingers. Theinsectsfel out of theair. But, somehow, it wasn't quite the same.



Blind 1o pushed his stack of chips across the table, glowered through such of his eyesthat were currently
inthe room, and strode out. A few demigodstittered. At least Offler had taken the loss of a perfectly
good troll with precise, if somewnhat reptilian, grace.

The Lady's |ast opponent shifted his seat until he faced her across the board.
"Lord," shesad, politely.
"Lady," he acknowledged. Their eyes met.

Hewas ataciturn god. It was said that he had arrived in the Discworld after some terrible and
mysteriousincident in another Eventudity. It is of coursethe privilege of godsto control their apparent
outward form, even to other gods, the Fate of the Discworld was currently akindly man in late middle
age, greying hair brushed nestly around features that a maiden would confidently proffer aglass of small
beer to, should they appear at her back door. It was aface akindly youth would gladly help over adtile.
Except for hiseyes, of course. No deity can disguise the manner and nature of his eyes. The nature of the
two eyes of the Fate of the Discworld wasthis: that while at a mere glance they were smply dark, a
closer look would revedl - too late! - that they were but holes opening on to a blackness so remote, so
deep that the watcher would fed himsalf inexorably drawn into the twin pools of infinite night and their
terrible, wheding gars...

Thelady coughed politely, and laid twenty-one white chips on the table. Then from her robe she took

another chip, slvery and tranducent and twice the size of the others. The soul of atrue Hero dwaysfinds
abetter rate of exchange, and isvaued highly by the gods.

Fate raised an eyebrow.

"And no chesting, Lady.” hesad.

"But who could cheat Fate?" she asked. He shrugged.

"No-one. Y et everyonetries.”

"Andyet, again, | bdievel fdt you giving me alittle assstance againg the others?"

"But of course. So that the endgame could be the sweeter, lady. And now..."

He reached into his gaming box and brought forth apiece, setting it down on the board with a satisfied
ar. The watching deties gave a collective Sgh. Even the Lady was momentarily taken aback. it was
certainly ugly. The carving was uncertain, asif the craftsman's hands were shaking in horror of thething
taking shape under hisreluctant fingers. It seemed to be adl suckers and tentacles. And mandibles, the
lady observed. And one gresat eye.

"| thought such as He died out at the beginnings of Time," she said.

"Mayhap our necrotic friend was loathe even to go near thisone," laughed Fate. He was enjoying



himsdf.
"It should never have been spawned.”

"Nevertheless," said Fate gnomicaly. He scooped the dice into their unusua box, and then glanced up at
her.

"Unless" he added, "you wishto resgn...?"
She shook her head.

"Play,” shesad.

"Y ou can match my stake?'

"Hw_"

Rincewind knew what was insde trees. wood, sap, possibly squirrels. Not a palace.

Still-the cushions underneath him were definitely softer than wood, the wine in the wooden cup beside
him was much tagtier than sap, and there could be absol utely no comparison between a squirrel and the
girl sitting before him, dlasping her knees and watching him thoughtfully, unless mention was made of
certain hints of furriness.

The room was high, wide and lit with asoft yellow light which came from no particular source that
Rincewind could identify. Through gnarled and knotted archways he could see other rooms, and what
looked like avery large winding staircase. And it had looked a perfectly norma tree from the outside,
too.

The girl was green —flesh green. Rincewind could be absolutely certain about that, because dl she was
wearing was amedalion around her neck. Her long hair had afaintly mossy look about it. Her eyes had
no pupils and were aluminous green.

Rincewind wished he had paid more attention to anthropology lectures at University.

She had said nothing. Apart from indicating the couch and offering him the wine she had done no more
than it watching him, occasiondly rubbing a deep scratch on her arm.

Rincewind hurriedly recalled that adryad was so linked to her tree that she suffered woundsin
sympethy.

"Sorry about that,” he said quickly. "it was just an accident. | mean, there were these wolves, and-"

"Y ou had to climb my tree, and | rescued you," said the dryad smoothly. "How lucky for you. And for
your friend, perhgps?’

"Friend?'



"The little man with the magic box," said the dryad.

"Oh, sure, him," said Rincewind vaguely. "Y eah, | hope he's okay."

"He needsyour help.”

"He usudly does. Did he make it to atree too?"

"He madeit to the Temple of Bel-Shamharoth.”

Rincewind choked on hiswine. Hisearstried to crawl into hishead in terror of the syllablesthey had just
heard. The Soul Eater—before he could stop them the memories came galoping back. Once, whilea
student of practical magic a Unseen University, and for abet, he'd dipped into the little room off the
main library - the room with walls covered in protective lead pentagrams, the room no-one was alowed
to occupy for more than four minutes and thirty-two seconds, which was afigure arrived at after two
hundred years of cautious experimentation.

He had gingerly opened the Book, which was chained to the octiron pedestal in the middle of the
rune-strewn floor not lest someone stedl it, but lest it escape for it was the Octavo, so full of magic that it
had its own vague sentience. One spell had indeed |eapt from the crackling pages and lodged itsdlf in the
dark recesses of hisbrain. And, apart from knowing that it was one of the Eight Great Spells, no-one
would know which one until he said it. Even Rincewind did not. But he could fed it sometimes, sidling out
of sght behind hisEgo, bidingitstime...

On the front of the Octavo had been arepresentation of Bel-Shamharoth. He was not Evil, for even
EVIL hasacertain vitdity - Ba-Shamharoth was the flip sde of the coin of which Good and Evil are but
onesde.

"The Soul Eater. His number lyeth between seven and nine; it istwice four,” Rincewind quoted, hismind
frozen with fear. "Oh no. Where's the Temple?

"Hubwards, towards the centre of the forest,” said the dryad. "itisvery old."

"But who would be so stupid as to worship Be-him? | mean, devilsyes, but he'sthe Soul Eater-"
"There were— certain advantages. And the race that used to live in these parts had strange notions."
"What happened to them, then?

"l did say they used to live in these parts.”" The dryad stood up and stretched out her hand. "Come. | am
Druellae. Come with me and watch your friend'sfate. It should be interesting.”

"I’m not sure that-" began Rincewind.
The dryad turned her green eyeson him.
"Do you believe you have achoice?' she asked.

A daircase broad asamgjor highway wound up through the tree, with vast rooms leading off at every
landing. The sourceessyelow light was everywhere. There was aso asound like - Rincewind



concentrated, trying to identify it- like far off thunder, or adistant waterfall.
"It'sthetree” said the dryad shortly.

"What'sit doing?' said Rincewind.

"Living."

"1 wondered about that. | mean, areweredlly in atree? Have | been reduced in Sze? From outside it
looked narrow enough for meto put my arms around.”

"Itis"

"Um, but herel aminsgdeit?'

"Youare"

"Um," said Rincewind.

Drudlaelaughed.

"l can seeinto your mind, falsewizard! Am | not adryad? Do you not know that, what you belittle by
the nametreeis but the mere four-dimensiona anaogue of awhole multidimensiond universe which - no,
| can see you do not. | should have redlised that you weren't areal wizard when | saw you didn't have a
gaff.”

"Logitinafire" lied Rincewind autométicaly.

"No hat with magic Sgilsembroidered onit."

"It blew off."

"Nofamiliar."

"It died. Look, thanksfor rescuing me, but if you don't mind | think | ought to be going. If you could
show methe way out-"

Something in her expression made him turn around. There were three he-dryads behind him. They were
as naked as the woman, and unarmed. That last fact wasirrelevant, however. They didn't look asthough
they would need wegpons to fight Rincewind. They looked as though they could shoulder their way
through solid rock and beat up aregiment of trollsinto the bargain. The three handsome giants |ooked
down a him with wooden menace. Their skinswere the colour of walnut husks, and under it muscles
bulged like sacks of melons.

He turned around again and grinned weakly at Drudllae. Life was beginning to take on afamiliar shape
agan.

"I'm not rescued, am |7 he said. "'I'm captured, right?"

"Of course.”



"And you're not letting me go?"' It was astatement.

Druellae shook her head. ™Y ou hurt the Tree. But you are lucky. Y our friend is going to meet
Bd-Shamharath. Y ou will only die.”

From behind two hands gripped his shouldersin much the same way that an old tree root coils
relentlesdy around a pebble.

"With a certain amount of ceremony, of course,” the dryad went on. "After the Sender of Eight has
finished with your friend."

All Rincewind could manageto say was, "Y ou know, | never imagined there were he-dryads. Not even
inan oak tree."

One of the giantsgrinned a him.

Druellae snorted. " Stupid! Where do you think acorns come from?"

Therewas avast empty space likeahall, itsroof lost in the golden haze. The endless stair ran right
throughit.

Severd hundred dryads were clustered at the other end of the hall. They parted respectfully when
Drudllae approached, and stared through Rincewind as he was propelled firmly aong behind. Most of
them were femd es, dthough there were afew of the giant maes among them. They stood like
god-shaped statues among the smdl, intdligent femaes. Insects, thought Rincewind. The Treeislikea
hive

But why were there dryads at al? Asfar as he could recdll, the tree people had died out centuries
before. They had been out-evolved by humans, like most of the other Twilight Peoples. Only eves and
trolls had survived the coming of Man to the Discworld; the eves because they were atogether too
clever by hdf, and thetroller-folk because they were & least as good as humans at being nasty, spiteful
and greedy. Dryads were supposed to have died out, along with gnomes and pixies.

The background roar was louder here.

Sometimes a pulsing golden glow would race up the trand ucent walls until it was lost in the haze
overhead. Some power in the air made it vibrate.

"Now incompetent wizard," said Druellae, "see some magic. Not your weasdl-faced tame magic, but
root-and-branch magic, the old magic. Wild magic. Watch."

Fifty or so of the femalesformed atight cluster, joined hands and walked backwards until they formed
the circumference of alarge circle. Therest of the dryads began alow chant. Then, at anod from
Drudlae, the circle began to spin widdershins.

Asthe pace began to quicken and the complicated threads of the chant began to rise Rincewind found
himsdlf watching fascinated. He had heard about the Old Magic at University, dthough it was forbidden



to wizards. He knew that when the circle was spinning fast enough againgt the standing magica field of
the Discworld itsdf in itsdow turning, the resulting astrd friction would build up avast potentia
difference which would earth itsdlf in avast discharge of the Elemental Magica Force.

The circle was ablur now, and thewalls of the Tree rang with the echoes of the chant.

Rincewind fdlt the familiar sicky prickling in the scalp that indicated the build-up of aheavy charge of
raw enchantment in the vicinity, and so he was not utterly amazed when, afew seconds later, a shaft of
vivid octarine light speared down from the invisible celling and focused, crackling, in the centre of the
circle.

Thereit formed an image of a storm-swept, treegirt hill with atemple onits crest. Its shape did
unpleasant thingsto the eye.

Rincewind knew that if it was atemple to Bd-Shamharoth it would have eight sides. (Eight was aso the
Number of Bdl-Shamharoth, which was why asengble wizard would never mention the number if he
could avoid it. Or you'll be eight alive, apprentices were jocularly warned. Bel-Shamharoth was
especidly attracted to dabblersin magic who, by being asit were beachcombers on the shores of the
unnatural were aready haf-enmeshed in his nets. Rincewind's room number in hishal of residence had
been 7a. He hadn't been surprised).

Rain streamed off the black walls of the temple. The only sign of life was the horse tethered outside, and
it wasn't Twoflower's horse. For one thing, it wastoo big. It was awhite charger with hooves the size of
mest dishes and leather harness aglitter with ostentatious gold ornamentation. It was currently enjoying a

nosebag.
There was something familiar about it. Rincewind tried to remember where he had seen it before,

It looked as though it was capable of afair turn of speed, anyway. A speed which, onceit had lumbered
uptoit, it could maintain for along time. All Rincewind had to do was shake off his guards, fight hisway
out of the Tree, find the temple and stedl the horse out from under whatever it was that Bel-Shamharoth
used for anose.

"The Sender of Eight hastwo for dinner, it seems." said Druellae, looking hard a Rincewind. "Who does
that steed belong to, fse wizard?'

"I'venoidea”
"No?WEell, it does not matter. We shdl see soon enough.”

She waved ahand. The focus of the image moved inwards, darted through a great octagona archway
and sped dong the corridor within. Therewas afigure there, Sdling dong stedthily with its back against
onewall. Rincewind saw the gleam of gold and bronze.

There was no migtaking that shape. Hed seen it many times. The wide chest, the neck like atreetrunk,
the surprisingly smdl head under itswild thatch of black hair looking like atomato on a coffin... he could
put aname to the creeping figure, and that name was Hrun the Barbarian.

Hrun was one of the Circle Seals more durable heroes: afighter of dragons, adespoiler of temples, a
hired sword, the kingpost of every street brawl, He could even - and unlike many heroes of Rincewind's
acquaintance - speak words of more than two syllables, if given time and maybe a hint or two.



There was a sound on the edge of Rincewind's hearing. It sounded like severa skulls bouncing down the
steps of some distant dungeon. He looked sideways at his guardsto seeiif they had heard it. They had all
their limited attention focused on Hrun, who was admittedly built on the samelines asthemsdlves. Their
hands were resting lightly on the wizard's shoulders.

Rincewind ducked, jerked backwards like atumbler, and came up running. Behind him he heard
Druellae shout, and he redoubled his speed. Something caught the hood of hisrobe, which tore off. A
he-dryad waiting at the stairs spread his arms, hurtling towards him. Without breaking his stride
Rincewind ducked again, o low that his chin was on aleve with hisknees, whileafist likealog sizzled
through theair by hisear.

Ahead of him awhole spinney of the tree men awaited. He spun around, dodged another blow from the
puzzled guard, and sped back towards the circle, passing on the way the dryads who were pursuing him
and leaving them as disorganized as a set of sKittles.

But there were dill morein front, pushing their way through the crowds of femaes and smacking their
figsinto the horny pams of their hands with anticipatory concentration.

"Stand dill, falsewizard," said Drudllae, stepping forward. Behind her the enchanted dancers spun on,
the focus of the circle was now drifting along aviolet-lit corridor.

Rincewind cracked.

"Will you knock that off,” he snarled, "Let'sjust get this Straight, right?1 am, ared wizard!" He stamped
afoot petulantly.

"Indeed?" said the dryad. "Then let us see you pass a spell.”

"Uh-" began Rincewind. The fact was that, since the ancient and mysterious spell had squatted in his
mind, he had been unable to remember even the smplest cantrap for, say, killing cockroaches or
scratching the smdl of his back without using his hands. The mages at Unseen University had tried to
explain thisby suggesting that the involuntary memorising of the spell had, asit were, tied up al his
spdl-retention cdls. In his darker moments Rincewind had come up with his own explanation asto why
even minor pellsrefused to stay in his head for more than afew seconds.

They were scared, he decided.

"Um-" he repeated.

"A smadl onewould do,” said Drudlae, watching him curl hislipsin A frenzy of anger and
emberrassment. She signdled, and acouple of he-dryads closed in.

The spell chose that moment to vault into the temporarily-abandoned saddle of Rincewind's
consciousness. Hefdt it Sitting there, leering defiantly at him.

"I do know aspell," he said wearily.
"Yes?Pray tdl,” said Druellae.

Rincewind wasn't sure that he dared, athough the Spell wastrying to take control of histongue. He



fought it.
"Y ou said you could reed my mind," he said indistinctly. "Reed it."
She stepped forward, looking mockingly into his eyes.

Her smilefroze. Her hands raised protectively, she crouched back. From her throat came a sound of
pureterror.

Rincewind looked around. Therest of the dryads were a so backing away. What had he done?
Something terrible, gpparently.

But in hisexperience it was only amatter of time before the norma baance of the universe restored itsdlf
and started doing the usud terrible thingsto him. He backed away, ducked between the still-spinning
dryads who were creating the magic circle, and watched to see what Druellae would do next.

"Grab him," she screamed. " Take him along way from the Tree and kill him!™

Rincewind turned and bolted.

Acrossthe focus of thecircle.

Therewasabrilliant flash.

There was a sudden darkness.

There was avaguely Rincewind-shaped violet shadow, dwindling to apoint and winking out.

Therewasnothing at all.

Hrun the Barbarian crept soundlesdy aong the corridors, which werelit with alight so violet thet it was
amogt black. His earlier confusion was gone. Thiswas obvioudy amagica temple, and that explained

everything.

It explained why, earlier in the afternoon, he had espied a chest by the side of the track whileriding
through this benighted forest. Itstop wasinvitingly open, digplaying much gold. But when he had legpt off
his horse to gpproach it the chest had sprouted legs and had gone trotting off into the forest, stopping
again afew hundred yards away.

Now, after severa hours of teasing pursuit, he had logt it in these hdll-lit tunnels. On the whole, the
unpleasant carvings and occasiond digointed skeletons he passed held no fearsfor Hrun. Thiswas partly
because he was not exceptiondly bright while being a the same time exceptionaly unimaginative, but it
was also because odd carvings and perilous tunnelswere al in aday's work. He spent agreat ded of
timein gmilar Stuations, seeking gold or demons or distressed virgins and relieving them respectively of
their owners, their lives and at least one cause of their distress.

Observe Hrun, as he legps cat-footed across a suspicious tunnd mouth. Eveninthisviolet light hisskin



gleams coppery. There is much gold about his person, in the form of anklets and wristlets, but otherwise
he is naked except for aleopardskin loincloth. He took that in the steaming forests of Howondaland,
after killing its owner with histeeth.

In hisright hand he carried the magica black sword Kring, which was forged from a thunderbolt and
had a soul but suffers no scabbard. Hrun had stolen it only three days before from the impregnable

palace of the Archmandrite of B'ltuni, and he was aready regretting it. It was beginning to get on his
nerves.

"I tell you it went down that last passage on theright," hissed Kring in avoice like the scrape of ablade
over stone.

"Bedlent!"
"All | saidwas"

"Shut up!”

And Twoflower...

Hewaslogt, he knew that. Either the building was much bigger than it looked, or he was now on some
wide underground level without having gone down any steps, or - as he was beginning to suspect - the
inner dimensions of the place disobeyed afairly basic rule of architecture by being bigger than the
outsde. And why dl these strange lights? They were eight-sided crystals set at regular intervasin the
wallsand ceiling, and they shed arather unpleasant glow that didn't so much illuminate as outline the
darkness. And whoever had done those carvings on thewall, Twoflower thought charitably, had
probably been drinking too much. For years.

On the other hand, it was certainly afascinating building. Its builders had been obsessed with the number
eight. Thefloor was a continuous mosaic of eight-sided tiles, the corridor walsand cellingswere angled
to give the corridors eight Sdesif the walls and ceilings were counted and, in those places where part of
the masonry had fallen in Twoflower noticed that even the stones themselves had eight Sides.

"l dont likeit," said the picture imp, from hisbox around Twoflower's neck.

"Why not?" inquired Twoflower.

"It'sweird."

"But you're ademon. Demons can't call thingsweird. | mean, what's weird to ademon?”

"Oh, you know," said the demon cautioudly, glancing around nervoudy and shifting from claw to claw.
"Things Stuff."

Twoflower looked a him sternly. "What things?"

The demon coughed nervoudly (demons do not bresthe, however, every intelligent being, whether it



breathes or not, coughs nervoudy at sometimeinitslife. And thiswas one of them asfar asthe demon
was concerned). "Oh, things," it said wretchedly. "Evil things. Thingswe don't talk about isthe point I'm
broadly trying to get across, master.”

Twoflower shook hishead wearily. "1 wish Rincewind was here," he said. "He'd know what to do.”

"Him?" sneered the demon. "Can't see awizard coming here. They can't have anything to do with the
number eight." The demon dapped ahand acrass hismouth guiltily.

Twoflower looked up at the celling.

"What wasthat?' he asked. "Didn't you hear something?"

"Me?Hear? No! Not athing,” the demon insisted.

It jerked back into its box and dammed the door. Twoflower tapped on it. The door opened a crack.

"It sounded like astone moving," he explained.

The door banged shut. Twoflower shrugged.

"The placeis probably faling to bits" he said to himsdif.

He stood up.

"I say!" he shouted. "Is anyone there?'

AIR, Air, air, replied the dark tunnels.

"Hullo?' hetried. lo, Lo, lo.

"I know there's someone here, | just heard you playing dice! "

ICE, Ice, ice.

"Look, | had just-"

Twoflower stopped. The reason for thiswasthe bright point of light that had popped into existence a
few feet from hiseyes. It grew rapidly, and after afew seconds wasthetiny bright shape of aman. At
this stage it began to make anoise, or, rather Twoflower started to hear the noise it had been making all
aong. It sounded like adiver of ascream, caught in onelong ingtant of time,

Theiridescent man was doll-sized now, atortured shape tumbling in dow mation while hanging in
mid-air. Twoflower wondered why he had thought of the phrase "adiver of ascream™...and began to
wish he hadntt.

It was beginning to look like Rincewind. The wizard's mouth was open, and hisface was brilliantly lit by
the light of —what? Strange suns, Twoflower found himsalf thinking. Suns men don't usualy see. He
shivered.

Now the turning wizard was haf man-size. At that point the growth was faster, there was a sudden



crowded moment, arush of air, and an explosion of sound. Rincewind tumbled out of the air, screaming.
He hit the floor hard, choked, then rolled over with his head cradled in hisarms and hisbody curled up
tightly.

When the dust had settled Twoflower reached out gingerly and tapped the wizard on the shoulder.

The human bdl rolled up tighter.

"It'sme," explained Twoflower helpfully. The wizard unrolled afraction.

"What?' he said.

"Me"

In one movement Rincewind unrolled and bounced up in front of thelittle man, his hands gripping his
shoulders desperately. His eyeswerewild and wide.

"Don't say it!" hehissed. "Don't say it and we might get out! "
"Get out? How did you get in? Don't you know-"

"Dont sy it!"

Twoflower backed away from this madman

"Dont sy it!"

"Dont say what?'

"The number."

"Number?' said Twoflower. "Hey, Rincewind-"

"Y es, number! Between seven and nine. Four plusfour”
"What, e

Rincewind's hands clapped over the man's mouth. " Say it and we're doomed. Just don't think about,
right. Trust me!”

"l don't understand,” wailed Twoflower.
Rincewind relaxed dightly; which wasto say that he sill made aviolin string look like abowl of jely.

"Comeon," hesaid. "Let'stry and get out. And I'll try and tell you."

After thefirst Age of Magic the disposa of grimoires began to become a severe problem on the



Discworld. A spell istill aspell even when imprisoned temporarily in parchment and ink. It has potency.
Thisis not aproblem while the book's owner il lives, but on his death the Spell book becomes a source
of uncontrolled power that cannot easily be defused.

In short, spell books leak magic. Various solutions have been tried. Countries near the Rim smply
loaded down the books of dead mages with |leaden pentagrams and threw them over the Edge. Near the
Hub less satisfactory dternaives were available. Inserting the offending booksin canisters of negatively
polarized octiron and sinking them in the fathomless depths of the seawas one (burid in deep caveson
land was earlier ruled out after some districts complained of walking trees and five-headed cats) but
before long the magic seeped out and eventudly fishermen complained of shoas of invisblefish or
psychic clams.

A temporary solution was the congtruction, in various centres of magical lore, of large rooms made of
denatured octiron, which isimpervious to most forms of magic. Here the more critica grimoires could be
stored until their potency had attenuated.

That was how there cameto be at Unseen Universty the Octavo, greatest of dl grimoaires, formerly
owned by the Creator of the Universe. It was this book that Rincewind had once opened for abet. He

had only asecond to stare at a page before setting off various larm spdlls, but that was time enough for
one spdl to legp from it and settlein hismemory like atoad in astone.

"Thenwhat?' said Twoflower.

"Oh, they dragged me out. Thrashed me, of course.”
"And no-one knows what the spell does?"
Rincewind shook his head.

"It'd vanished from the page,”" he said. "No-one will know until | say it. Or until | die, of course. Then it
will sort of say itsdf. For al | know it stopsthe universe, or ends Time, or anything.”

Twoflower patted him on the shoulder.

"No sensein brooding,” he said cheerfully. "L et's have another look for away out.”

Rincewind shook his head. All the terror had been spent now. He had broken through the terror barrier,
perhaps, and wasin the dead cam state of mind that lies on the other sde. Anyway, he had ceased to
gibber.

"We're doomed," he stated. "We' ve been waking around al night. | tell you, this place is a spiderweb. It
doesn't matter which way we go, we're heading twoards the centre.”

"It was very kind of you to comelooking for me, said Twoflower. "How did you manage it it was very
impressve.”

"Wdll," began the wizard awkwardly. "l just 'l can't leave old Twoflower there and-"



"So what we' ve got to do now isfind this Bel-Shamharoth person and explain things to him and perhaps
hell let usout,” said Twoflower.

Rincewind ran afinger around his ear.

"It must be the funny echoesin here," he said. "1 thought | heard you use words like find and explain.
"That'sright.”

Rincewind glared a him in the hellish purple glow. "Find Bd-Shamharoth?' he said.

"Yes. Wedon't haveto get involved.”

"Find the Soul Render and not get involved? Just give him anod, | suppose, and ask the way to the exit?
Explain thingsto the Sender of Eignnnngh,” Rincewind bit off the end of theword justintime and
finished, "Y ou'reinsane. Hey! Come back!"

He darted down the passage after Twoflower, and after afew moments came to a hat with agroan.
Theviolet light wasintense here, giving everything new and unpleasant colours. Thiswasn't apassage, it
was awide room with walls to anumber that Rincewind didn't dare to contemplate, and 7 passages
radiating fromit.

Rincewind saw, alittle way off, alow atar with the Same number of sidesasfour timestwo. It didn't
occupy the centre of the room, however. The centre was occupied by a huge stone dab with twice as
many sdesasasquare. It looked massve. In the sirange light it appeared to be dightly tilted with one
edge standing proud of the dabs around it.

Twoflower was standing onit.

"Hey. Rincewind! Look what's herel
The Luggage came ambling down one of the other passages that radiated from the room.

"That'sgreat," said Rincewind. "Fine. It can lead us out of here. Now."

Twoflower was dready rummaging in the chest

"Yes" hesad. "After I vetaken afew pictures Just let mefit the attachment—"

"l sad now-"

Rincewind stopped. Hrun the Barbarian was standing in the passage mouth directly opposite him, agreat
black sword held in one ham-sized fist.

"You?" sad Hrun uncertainly.
"Ahaha. Yes" said Rincewind. "Hrun, isnt it? Long time no see. What brings you here?!

Hrun pointed to the luggage.



"That," he said. This much conversation seemed to exhaust Hrun. Then he added, in atone that
combined statement, claim, threat and ultimatum: "Mine"

"It belongsto Twoflower here" said Rincewind.

"Heresatip. Dont touchiit."

It dawned on him that thiswas precisely the wrong thing to say, but Hrun had aready pushed
Twoflower awvay and was reaching for the Luggage... which sprouted legs, backed away, and raised its
lid threateningly. In the uncertain light Rincewind thought he could see rows of enormousteeth, white as
bleached beechwood.

"Hrun," he said quickly, "there's something | ought to tell you.”

Hrun turned a puzzled face to him.

"What?' he said.

"It's about numbers. Look, you know if you add seven and one, or three and five, or take two from ten.
Y ou get anumber. While you're here don't say it and we might al stand achance of getting out of here
dive. Or merely just dead.”

"Who ishe?' asked Twoflower. He was holding acagein his hands, dredged from the bottom-most
depths of the Luggage. It appeared to be full of sulking pink lizards.

"l am Hrun," said Hrun proudly. Then he looked a Rincewind.

"What?' he said.

"Just don't say it, okay?' said Rincewind.

He looked at the sword in Hrun's hand. It was black, the sort of black that islessacolour than a
graveyard of colours, and there was a highly ornate runic inscription up the blade. M ore noticegble ill
was the faint octarine glow that surrounded it. The sword must have noticed him, too, because it
suddenly spokein avoice like aclaw being scraped across glass.

"Strange,” it said. "Why can't he say eight?"

EIGHT, hate, ate said the echoes. There was the faintest of grinding noises, deep under the earth.

And the echoes, dthough they became softer, refused to die away. They bounced from wall to wall,
crossing and recrossing, and the violet light flickered in time with the sound.

"Youdidit!" screamed Rincewind. "l said you shouldn't say eight!™

He stopped, appalled at himself. But the word was out now, and joined its colleaguesin the genera
susurration.

Rincewind turned to run, but the air suddenly seemed to be thicker than treacle. A charge of magic
bigger than he had ever seen was building up; when he moved, in painful dow motion, hislimbs|eft trails



of golden sparksthat traced their shapein theair.

Behind him there was arumble as the great octagona dab roseinto the air, hung for amoment on one
edge, and crashed down on thefloor.

Something thin and black snaked out of the pit and wrapped itself around his ankle. He screamed as he
landed heavily on the vibrating flagstones. The tentacle started to pull him acrossthefloor.

Then Twoflower wasin front of him, reaching out for his hands. He grasped thelittle man'sarms
desperately and they lay looking into each other's faces. Rincewind did on, even so.

"What's holding you?" he gasped.

"N-nothing!" said Twoflower. "What's happening?'
"I'm being dragged into this pit, what do you think?"
"Oh Rincewind, I'm sorry-"

"Y ou're sorry-"

Therewas anoiselike asinging saw and the pressure on Rincewind's legs abruptly ceased. He turned
his head and saw Hrun crouched by the pit, his sword ablur asit hacked at the tentacles racing out

towards him.

Twoflower helped the wizard to hisfeet and they crouched by the dtar stone, watching the manic figure
asit battled the questing ams.

"It won't work," said Rincewind. "The Sender can materiaise tentacles. What are you doing?'

Twoflower was feverishly attaching the cage of subdued lizards to the picture box, which he had
mounted on atripod.

"I'vejust got to get apicture of this," he muttered.
"It's stupendous! Can you hear me, imp?"

The pictureimp opened histiny hatch, glanced momentarily at the scene around the pit, and vanished
into the box. Rincewind jumped as something touched hisleg, and brought hished down on aquesting

tentacle,

"Comeon," hesad. "Timeto go zoom." He grabbed Twoflower'sarm, but the tourist resisted.
"Run away and leave Hrun with that thing?' he said.

Rincawind looked blank. "Why not?' he said. "it'shisjob."

"Butitll kill him,"

"It could beworse," said Rincawind.



"What?'

"It could be us," Rincewind pointed out logicaly.
"Comeon!"

Twoflower pointed. "Hey" he said. "It'sgot my Luggage! "

Before Rincewind could restrain him Twoflower ran around the edge of the pit to the box, which was
being dragged across the floor whileitslid snapped ineffectualy at the tentacle that held it. Thelittle man
began to kick at the tentacle in fury. Another one snapped out of the melee around Hrun and caught him
around thewaist. Hrun himsdlf was dready an indistinct shape amid the tightening coils. Even as
Rincewind stared in horor the Hero's sword was wrenched from his grasp and hurled against awall.

"Y our spdl!™ shouted Twoflower.

Rincewind did not move. He was looking at the Thing rising out of the pit. It was an enormous eye, and
it was staring directly at him. He whimpered as atentacle fastened itsdf around hiswaist. The words of
the spell rose unbidden in histhroat. He opened his mouth asin adream, shaping it around the first
barbaric syllable. Another tentacle shot out like awhip and coiled around histhroat, choking him.
Staggering and gasping, Rincewind was dragged across the floor.

Oneflailing arm caught Twoflower's picture box asit skittered past on itstripod. He snatched it up
ingtinctively, as his ancestors might have snatched up astone when faced with amarauding tiger. If only
he could get enough room to swing it against the Eye...

...the Eyefilled the whole universein front of him. Rincewind fet hiswill draining away like water from a
seve

Infront of him thetorpid lizards stirred in their cage on the picture box. Irrationaly, as aman about to be
beheaded notices every scratch and stain on the executioner's block, Rincewind saw that they had
overlargetailsthat were bluish-white and, he realized, throbbing alarmingly. As he was drawn towards
the Eye the terrors-truck Rincewind raised the box protectively, and a the same time heard the picture

imp say
"They're about ripe now, can't hold them any longer. Everyone amile, please.”
Therewas aflash of light so white and so bright it didn't seem likelight at all.

Bd-Shamharoth screamed, a sound that started in the far ultrasonic and finished somewherein
Rincewind's bowels. The tentacles went momentarily as stiff asrods, hurling their various cargoes around
the room, before bunching up protectively in front of the abused Eye. The whole mass dropped into the
pit and amoment later the big dab was snatched up by severa dozen tentacles and dammed into place,
leaving anumber of thrashing limbs trapped around the edge.

Hrun landed rolling, bounced off awall and came up on hisfeet. He found his sword and started to chop
methodicaly a the doomed arms.

Rincewind lay on the floor, concentrating on not going mad. A hollow wooden noise made him turn his
head.



The Luggage had landed on its curved lid. Now it was rocking angrily and kicking itslittlelegsintheair.

Warily, Rincewind looked around for Twoflower Thelittle man wasin acrumpled heap against thewall,
but at least he was groaning.

Thewizard pulled himself acrossthe floor painfully, and whispered, "Whét the hell wasthat?
"Why werethey so bright?" muttered Twoflower
"God, my head..."

"Too bright?' said Rincewind. Helooked across the floor to the cage on the picture box. The lizards
insde, now noticeably thinner, were watching him with interest.

"The sdlamanders," moaned Twoflower. "The picturell be over-exposed, | know it..."

"They're sdamanders?' asked Rincewind increduloudly.

"Of course. Standard attachment.”

Rincewind staggered across to the box and picked it up. He'd seen salamanders before, of course, but
they had been small specimens. They had dso beenfloating in ajar of picklein the curiobiologica
museum down in the cdllars of Unseen Universty, since live sdamanders were extinct around the Circle
Sea

Hetried to remember the little he knew about them. They were magical creatures. They dso had no
mouths, snce they subsisted entirely on the nourishing quaity of the octarine waveength in the
Discworld’ s sunlight, which they absorbed through their skins. Of course, they aso absorbed the rest of
the sunlight aswell, storing it in agpecid sac until it was excreted in the norma way. A desert inhabited
by discworld sdlamanders was averitable lighthouse at night.

Rincewind put them down and nodded grimly. With @l the octarine light in thismagical placethe
creatures had been gorging themselves, and then nature had taken its course.

The picture box sidied away on itstripod. Rincewind aimed akick at it, and missed. He was beginning
to didike sapient pearwood. Something small stung his cheek. He brushed it away irritably.

Helooked around at asudden grinding noise, and avoice like a carving knife cutting through silk said,
"Thisisvery undignified."

"Shuddup,” Said Hrun. Hewas using Kring to lever the top off the dtar. Helooked up a Rincewind and
grinned. Rincewind hoped that rictus-strung grimace was agrin.

"Mighty magic,” commented the barbarian, pushing down heavily on the complaining blade with ahand
the size of aham. "Now we share the treasure en?”

Rincewind grunted as something small and hard struck his ear. Therewas agust of wind, hardly felt.
"How do you know there'streasurein there?' he said.

Hrun heaved, and managed to hook hisfingers under the stone. "Y ou find chokeagpples under a



chokeappletree” he said. "Y ou find treasure under dtars. Logic."
He gritted histeeth. The stone swung up and landed heavily on thefloor.

Thistime something struck Rincewind's hand heavily. He clawed a the air and looked at the thing he had
caught. It was apiece of stone with five-plus-three sdes. He looked up at the ceiling Should it be sagging
like that? Hrun hummed alittle tune as he began to pull crumbling leather from the desecrated dltar.

Theair crackled, fluoresced, hummed. Intangible winds gripped the wizard's robe, flapping it out in
eddies of blue and green sparks. Around Rincewind's head mad, haf-formed spirits howled and
gibbered asthey were sucked past.

Hetried raisng ahand. It wasimmediately surrounded by aglowing octarine coronaastherising
magica wind roared past. The gale raced through the room without stirring oneiota of dudt, yet it was
blowing Rincewind's eyelidsinside out. It screamed aong the tunndls, its banshee-wail bouncing madly
from stone to stone.

Twoflower staggered up, bent double in the teeth of the astrdl gdle.
"What the hdll isthis?" he shouted.

Rincewind haf-turned. Immediatdly the howling wind caught him, nearly pitching him over. Poltergaist
eddies, spinning in the rushing air, snatched at hisfeet.

Hrun'sarm shot out and caught him. A moment later he and Twoflower had been dragged into the lee of
theravaged dtar, and lay panting on the floor. Beside them the talking sword Kring sparkled, its magica
field boosted a hundredfold by the storm.

"Hold on!" screamed Rincewind.

"Thewind!" shouted Twoflower. "Wheresit coming from? Where€'sit blowing to?' He looked into
Rincewind's mask of sheer terror, which made him redouble his own grip on the stones.

"We're doomed," murmured Rincewind, while overhead the roof cracked and shifted. "Where do
Shadows come from? That's where thewind is blowing."

What was in fact happening, as the wizard knew, was that as the abused spirit of Bel-Shamharoth sank
through the deeper chthonic planes his brooding spirit was being sucked out of the very stonesinto the
region which, according to the Discworld' s most reliable priests, was both under the ground and
Somewhere Else. In conseguence his temple was being abandoned to the ravages of Time, who for
thousands of shamefaced years had been reluctant to go near the place. Now the suddenly rel eased,
accumulated weight of al those pent-up seconds was bearing down heavily on the unbraced stones.

Hrun glanced up at the widening cracks and sighed. Then he put two fingersinto his mouth and whistled.

Strangely the real sound rang out loudly over the pseudosound of the widening astral whirlpool that was
forming in the middle of the great octagona dab. It was followed by ahollow echo which sounded, he
fancied, strangdly like the bouncing of strange bones. Then came anoise with no hint of strangeness. it
was hollow hoofbegts.

Hrun's warhorse cantered through a creaking archway and reared up by its master, its mane streaming in



the gale. The barbarian pulled himsdlf to hisfeet and dung histreasure bagsinto a sack that hung from the
saddle, then hauled himself onto the beast's back. He reached down and grabbed Twoflower by the
scruff of hisneck dragging him across the saddle tree. As the horse turned around Rincewind took a
desperate legp and landed behind Hrun, who raised no objection. The horse pounded surefooted aong
the tunnels legping sudden dides of rubble and adroitly side stepping huge stones as they thundered down
from the training roof. Rincewind, clinging on grimly looked behind them.

No wonder the horse was moving so swiftly close behind, speeding through the flickering violet light,
were alarge ominous-looking chest and a picture box that skittered along dangeroudy onitsthree legs.
So great was the ability of sapient pearwood to follow its master anywhere, the grave goods of dead
emperors had traditionally been made of it...

They reached the outer air amoment before the octagond arch finally broke and smashed into the flags.

The sun wasrising. Behind them a column of dust rose asthe temple collapsed in on itsdlf, but they did
not look back. That was a shame, because Twoflower might have been able to obtain pictures unusua
even by discworld standards.

There was movement in the smoking ruins. They seemed to be growing agreen carpet. Then an oak tree
spiraled up, branching out like an exploding green rocket, and was in the middle of avenerable copse
even before thetips of its aged branches had stopped quivering. A beech burst out like afungus,
matured, rotted, and fell inacloud of tinder dust amid its struggling offspring. Already thetemplewasa
half-buried heap of mossy stones.

But Time, having initialy gonefor the throat, was now setting out to complete the job. The boiling
interface between decaying magic and ascendant entropy roared down the hill and overtook the galoping
horse, whose riders, being themsalves creatures of Time, completely failed to noticeit. But it lashed into
the enchanted forest with the whip of centuries.

"Impressive, isnt it?" observed avoice by Rincewind's knee as the horse cantered through the haze of
decaying timber and faling leaves.

Thevoice had an eeriemetdlicringtoiit.

Rincewind looked down at Kring the sword. It had acouple of rubies set in the pommel. He got the
impression they were watching him.

From the moorland rimwards of the wood they watched the battle between the trees and Time, which
could only have one ending. It was a sort of cabaret to the main business of the halt, which Wasthe
consumption of quite alot of abear which had incautioudy come within bowshot of Hrun.

Rincewind watched Hrun over the top of hisdab of greasy meat. Hrun going about the business of being
ahero, heredlised, was quite different to the wine-bibbing, carousing Hrun who occasionaly cameto
Ankh-Morpork. He was cat-cautious, lithe as a panther, and thoroughly at home.

And I've survived Bd-Shamharoth, Rincewind reminded himsdf. Fantadtic.



Twoflower was hel ping the hero sort through the treasure stolen from the temple. It was mostly silver set
with unpleasant purple stones. Representations of spiders, octopi and the tree-dwelling octarsier of the
hubland wastes figured largdly in the heap.

Rincewind tried to shut his earsto the grating voice beside him. It was no use.

"-and then | belonged to the Pasha of Redurat and played a prominent part in the battle of the Great
Nef, whichiswhere| received the dight nick you may have noticed some two-thirds of the way up my
blade" Kring was saying from its temporary homein atussock. "Some infidel was wearing an octiron
collar, most unsporting, and of course | was alot sharper in those days and my master used to use meto
cut Slk handkerchiefsinmid-air and - am | boring you?'

"Huh?Oh, no, no, not at al. It'sdl very interesting,” said Rincewind, with hiseyes till on Hrun. How
trustworthy would he be? Here they were, out in the wilds, there were trolls aboui... "1 could see you
were acultured person,” Kring went on. " seldom do | get to meet redly interesting people, for any length
of time, anyway. What I'd redlly like is a nice mantel piece to hang over, somewhere nice and quiet. |
spent a couple of hundred years on the bottom of alake once."

"That must have been fun,” said Rincewind absently.

"Not redly," said Kring.

"No, | suppose not."

"What I'd redlly like isto be aploughshare. | don't know what that is, but it sounds like an existence with
some point toit.

Twoflower hurried over to thewizard
"l had agreat idea," he burbled.
"Yah," said Rincewind, wearily. "Why don't we get Hrun to accompany usto Quirm?”

Twoflower looked amazed. "How did you know?' he said. "I just thought you'd think it," said
Rincewind.

Hrun ceased stuffing dlverware into his saddlebags and grinned encouragingly at them. Then hiseyes
strayed back to the Luggage.

"If we had him with us, who'd attack us?' said Twoflower.
Rincewind scratched his chin. "Hrun?" he suggested.
"But we saved hislifein the Temple!™

"Well, if by attack you mean kill," said Rincewind, "I don't think he'd do that. He's not that sort. He'd
just rob us and tie us up and leave usfor the wolves, | expect.”

"Oh, comeon."

"Look, thisisred life," sngpped Rincewind. "I mean, hereyou are, carrying around abox full of gold,



don't you think anyonein their right mindswould jump &t the chance of pinchingit?'l would, he added
mentdly —if | hadn't seen what the Luggage does to prying fingers.

Then the answer hit him. Helooked from Hrun to the picture box. The pictureimp was doing its laundry
inatiny tub, while the sdlamanders dozed in their cage.

"I’'vegot anidea," hesaid. "l mean, what isit heroesrealy want?'
"Gold?" sad Twoflower.

"No. | meanredly want."

Twoflower frowned. "I don't quite understand,” he said.

Rincewind picked up the picture box. "Hrun," he said. "Come over here, will you?"

The days passed peacefully. True, asmall band of bridge trolls tried to ambush them on one occasion,
and aparty of brigands nearly caught them unawares one night (but unwisely tried to investigate the
Luggage before daughtering the deepers). Hrun demanded, and got, double pay for both occasions.

"If any harm comesto us," said Rincewind, “then there will be no-one to operate the magic box. No
more pictures of Hrun, you understand?’

Hrun nodded, his eyes fixed on the latest picture. It showed Hrun striking a heroic pose, with one foot
onahegp of daintrolls.

"Meand you and little friend Twoflowers, we al get on hokay," he said. "Also tomorrow, may we get a
better profile, hokay?'

He carefully wrapped the picturein trollskin and stowed it in his saddlebag, along with the others.
"It ssemsto be working," said Twoflower admiringly, as Hrun rode ahead to scout the road.
"Sure," said Rincewind. "What heroeslike best isthemsalves.”

"Y ou're getting quite good at using the picture box, you know that?"

“Ya."

"So you might like to have this." Twoflower held out a picture.

"What isit?" asked Rincewind.

"Oh, just the picture you took in thetemple.”

Rincewind looked in horror. There, bordered by afew glimpses of tentacle, was a huge, whorled,
caloused, potion-stained and unfocused thumb.



"That'sthe story of my life," he said wesrily.

"Youwin," said Fate, pushing the heap of souls across the gaming table. The assembled gods rel axed.
"Therewill be other games,”" he added.

The Lady smiled into two eyesthat were like holesin the universe.

And then there was nothing but the ruin of the forests and a cloud of dust on the horizon, which drifted
away on the breeze. And, tting on a pitted and moss-grown milestone, ablack and raggedy figure. His
wasthear of onewho isunjustly put upon, who is dreaded and feared, yet who isthe only friend of the

poor and the best doctor for the mortally wounded.

Desth, dthough of course completely eyeless, watched Rincewind disappearing with what would, had
Hisface possessed any mobility at dl, have been afrown. Degth, adthough exceptiondly busy at al times,
decided that He now had a hobby. There was something about the wizard that irked Him beyond

measure. He didn't keepappoi ntments for one thing.

I'LL GET YOU YET, CULLY, said Degth, in the voice like the damming of leaden coffin lids.

The Lureof theWyrm

It was called the Wyrmberg and it rose dmost one haf of amile above the green valey; amountain
huge, grey and upside down.

Atitsbaseit was amere score of yards across. Then it rose through clinging cloud, curving gracefully
outward like an upturned trumpet until it was truncated by a plateau fully aquarter of amile across. There
was atiny forest up there, its greenery cascading over thelip. There were buildings. Therewaseven a
small river, tumbling over the edgein awaterfal so wind-whipped that it reached the ground asrain.

There were dso anumber of cave mouths, afew yards below the plateau. They had a crudely-carved,
regular look about them, so that on this crisp autumn morning the Wyrmberg hung over the cloudslike a

giant's dovecote.

Thiswould mean that the "doves" had awingspan dightly in excess of forty yards.



"l knew it," said Rincewind. "Werein asirong magicd fied."

Twoflower and Hrun looked around the little hollow where they had made their noonday halt. Then they
looked at each other.

The horseswere quietly cropping therich grass by the stream. Y elow butterflies skittered among the
bushes. Therewas asmdl of thyme and abuzzing of bees. The wild pigs on the spit Sizzled gently.

Hrun shrugged and went back to oiling hisbiceps. They gleamed.

"Looksaright tome" hesaid.

"Try tossing acoin,” said Rincewind.

"What?'

"Goon. Tossacoin."

"Hokay," Said Hrun. "if it givesyou any pleasure.”

He reached into his pouch and withdrew a handful of loose change plundered from a dozen redms.
With some care he selected a Zchloty leaden quarter-iotum and balanced it on a purple thumbnail.

"You cal," hesaid. "Heads or-" he ingpected the obverse with an air of intense concentration, "some sort
of afishwith legs”

"Whenit'sintheair,” said Rincewind. Hrun grinned and flicked his thumb. Theiotum rose, spinning.

"Edge," sad Rincewind, without looking &t it.

Magic never dies. It merely fades avay.

Nowhere was this more evident on the wide blue expanse of the Discworld than in those areas that had
been the scene of the great battles of the Mage Wars, which had happened very shortly after Creation. In
those days magic in its raw state had been widely available, and had been eagerly utilized by the First
Menin their war against the Gods.

The precise origins of the Mage Wars have been lost in the fogs of Time, but disc philosophers agree
that the First Men, shortly after their creation, understandably lost their temper. And great and
pyrotechnic were the battles that followed - the sun whedled across the sky, the seas boiled, weird
storms ravaged the land, small white pigeons mysterioudly appeared in peopl€'s clothing, and the very



stability of the disc (carried asit was through space on the backs of four giant turtle-riding € ephants) was
threatened. Thisresulted in stern action by the Old High Ones, to whom even the Gods themsalves are
answerable. The Gods were banished to high places, men were re-created a good dedl smaller, and
much of the old wild magic was sucked out of the earth.

That did not solve the problem of those places on the disc which, during the wars, had suffered a direct

hit by aspell. The magic faded away dowly, over the millenia, rdleasing asit decayed myriads of
sub-astrd particlesthat severely distorted the reality around it...

Rincewind, Twoflower and Hrun Stared at the coin.

"Edgeitis," sad Hrun. "Wdll, youre awizard. So what?'

"l don't do — that sort of spell.”

"Y ou mean you can't."

Rincewind ignored this, becauseit wastrue. "Try it again,” he suggested.

Hrun pulled out afistful of coins.

Thefirst two landed in the usua manner. So did the fourth. The third landed on its edge and balanced
there. Thefifth turned into asmall yellow caterpillar and crawled away. The sixth, upon reaching its
zenith, vanished with asharp "spang!”

A moment later therewasasmall thunder clap.

"Hey, that onewas slver," exclamed Hrun, rising to hisfeet and staring upwards. "Bring it back!"

"I don't know whereit's gone, said Rincewind wearily. "it's probably till accelerating. The ones| tried
this morning didn't come down, anyway."

Hrun was till staring into the sky.
"What?' said Twoflower.
Rincewind sighed. He had been dreading this.

"WEe ve drayed into azone with ahigh magica index," he said. "Don't ask me how. Once upon atime a
redly powerful magic field must have been generated here, and were feding the after-effects.”

"Precisdly,” said apassng bush.
Hrun's head jerked down.

"Y ou mean thisis one of those places?' he asked.



"Let'sget out of here!™

"Right," agreed Rincewind. "if we retrace our stepswe might make it. We can stop every mile or so and
tossacoin.”

He stood up urgently and started stuffing things into his saddlebags.

"What?' said Twoflower.

Rincewind stopped. "L ook," he snapped. "Just don't argue. Come on."

"It looksdright,” said Twoflower. "Just abit underpopulated that'sall..."

"Yes" sad Rincewind. "Odd, isn't it? Come on!"

Therewas anoise high above them, like a strip of leather being dapped on awet rock. Something glassy
and indistinct passed over Rincewind's head, throwing up acloud of ashes from thefire, and the pig

carcass took off from the spit and rocketed into the sky.

It banked to avoid a clump of trees, righted itself, roared around in atight circle, and headed hubwards
leaving atrail of hot pork-fat droplets.

"What are they doing now?" asked the old man.

The young woman glanced at the scrying glass. "Heading rimwards at speed,” she reported. "By the way
—they’ ve dill got that box on legs.”

The old man chuckled, an oddly disturbing sound in the dark and dusty crypt. " Sapient pearwood,” he
said. "Remarkable. Yes, | think we will have that. Please seeto it, my dear — before they go beyond your

power, perhaps?*
"Silence! Or—"

"Or what, Liessa?' said the old man (in thisdim light there was something odd about the way he was
dumped in the stone chair). "Y ou killed me once dready, remember?”

She snorted and stood up, tossing back her hair scornfully. 1t was red, flecked with gold. Erect, Liessa
Wyrmbidder was entirely a magnificent sght. She was aso dmost naked, except for a couple of mere
scraps of the lightest chain mail and riding boots of iridescent dragonhide. In one boot was thrust ariding
crop, unusua inthat it was aslong as a spear and tipped with tiny stedl barbs.

"My power will be quite sufficient,” shesaid.

Theindistinct figure appeared to nod, or at least to wobble. "So you keep assuring me," he said.

Liessa snorted, and strode out of the hall.



Her father did not bother to watch her go. One reason for thiswas, of course, that since he had been
dead for three months his eyes were in any case not in the best of condition. The other wasthat asa
wizard - even adead wizard of the fifteenth grade, his optic nerves had long since become attuned to
seeing into levels and dimensions far removed from common redity, and were therefore somewhat
inefficient at observing the merdly mundane. (During hislife they had appeared to othersto be
eight-faceted and eerily insectile.) Besides, since he was now suspended in the narrow space between
theliving world and the dark shadow-world of Degath he could survey the whole of Causdlity itsdlf. That
waswhy, apart from amild hope that thistime hiswretched daughter would get hersdlf killed, he did not
devote his considerable powersto learning more about the three travellers galloping desperately out of
hisredm.

Severa hundred yards away, Liessawas in astrange humour as she strode down the worn stepsthat led
into the hollow heart of the Wyrmberg followed by haf a dozen Riders. Would this be the opportunity?
Perhaps here was the key to bresk the deadlock, the key to the throne of the Wyrmberg. It was rightfully
hers, of course; but tradition said that only aman could rule the Wyrmberg. That irked Liessa, and when
she was angry the Power flowed stronger and the dragons were especially big and ugly.

If she had aman, things would be different Someone who, for preference, was abig strapping lad but
short on brains. Someone who would do what he was told.

The biggest of the three now fleeing the dragonlands might do. And if it turned out that he wouldn't, then
dragons were dways hungry and needed to be fed regularly. She could seeto it that they got ugly.

Uglier than usud, anyway.

The stairway passed through a stone arch and ended in anarrow ledge near the roof of the great cavern
where the Wyrms roosted.

Sunbeams from the myriad entrances around the walls cries-crossed the dusty gloom like amber rodsin
which amillion golden insects had been preserved. Below, they reveaed nothing but athin haze.
Above...

The waking rings started so close to Liessas head that she could reach up and touch one. They
stretched away in their thousands across the upturned acres of the cavern roof. It had taken a score of
masons ascore of years to hammer the pitonsfor all those, hanging from their work as they progressed.
Y et they were as nothing compared to the eighty-eight mgjor rings that clustered near the gpex of the
dome. A further fifty had been lost in the old days, as they were siwung into place by teams of swesting
daves (and there had been daves aplenty, in thefirst days of the Power) and the grest rings had gone
crashing into the depths, dragging their unfortunate manipul ators with them.,

But eighty-eight had been ingtdled, huge asrainbows, rusty as blood. From them the dragons sense
Liessas presence. Air swishes around the cavern as eighty-eight pairs of wings unfold like acomplicated
puzzle. Great heads with green, multi-faceted eyes peer down at her. The beastswere il faintly
trangparent. While the men around her take their hookboots from the rack. Liessa bends her mind to the
task of full visualisation; about her in the musty air the dragons become fully visible, bronze scalesdully
reflecting the sunbeam shafts. Her mind throbs, but now that the Power isflowing fully she can, with
barely awander of concentration, think of other things.

Now she too buckles on the hookboots and turns a graceful cartwhed to bring their hooks, with afaint
clung, againg acouple of thewaking ringsin the ceiling.



Only now it isthe floor. The world has changed. Now sheis standing on the edge of adeep bowl or
crater, floored with the little rings across which the dragonriders are dready strolling with a pendulum grit.
In the centre of the bowl their huge mounts wait among the herd. Far above are the distant rocks of the
cavern floor, discoloured by centuries of dragon droppings.

Moving with the easy gliding movement that is second nature Liessa sets off towards her own dragon,
Laolith, who turns his great horsey head towards her. Hisjowls are greasy with pork fat. It wasvery
enjoyable, he saysin her mind.

"I thought | said there were to be no unaccompanied flights?' she snaps.

| washungry, Liessa.

"Curb your hunger. Soon there will be horsesto est.”

Thereinsstick in our teeth. Arethere any warriors? Welike warriors.

Liessa swings down the mounting ladder and lands with her legslocked around L aolith's leathery neck.

"The warrior ismine. There are acouple of others you can have. One appearsto be awizard of sorts,"
she adds by way of encouragement.

Oh, you know how it iswith wizards. Half an hour afterwards you could do with another one, the
dragon grumbles.

He spreads hiswings and drops.

"They'regaining,” screamed Rincewind. He bent even lower over his horseg's neck and groaned.
Twoflower was trying to keep up while at the same time craning round to look at the flying beasts.

"Y ou don't understand!" screamed the tourist, above the terrible noise of the wingbesats. "All my lifel've
wanted to see dragong!”

"From theinsgde?' shouted Rincewind. "Shut up and ride!" He whipped at his horse with thereinsand
stared at the woods ahead, trying to drag it closer by sheer willpower. Under those trees they'd be safe.
Under those trees no dragons could fly... He heard the clap of wings before shadows folded around him.
Ingtinctively herolled in the saddle and felt the white-hot stab of pain as something sharp scored aline
across his shoulders.

Behind him Hrun screamed, but it sounded more like abellow of rage than acry of pain. The barbarian
had vaulted down into the heather and had drawn the black sword, Kring. He flourished it as one of the
dragons curved in for another low pass.

"No bloody lizard doesthat to mel" he roared.

Rincewind leaned over and grabbed Twoflower'sreins.



"Comeon," he hissed.
"But, the dragons-" said Twoflower, entranced.

"Blast the-" began the wizard, and froze. Another dragon had pedled off from the circling dots overhead
and was gliding towards them. Rincewind let go of Twoflower's horse, swore bitterly, and spurred his
own mount towards the trees, alone. He didn't look back at the sudden commotion behind him and,
when a shadow passed over him, merely gibbered weakly and tried to burrow into the horse's mane.

Then, instead of the searing, piercing pain he had expected, there was a series of stinging blows asthe
terrified animal passed under the leaves of the wood. The wizard tried to hang on but another low
branch, stouter than the others, knocked him out of the saddle. The last thing he heard before the flashing
blue lights of unconsciousness closed in was a high reptilian scream of frustration, and the thrashing of
talonsin the treetops.

When he awvoke adragon was watching him; at least, it was staring in his generd direction. Rincewind
groaned and tried to dig hisway into the moss with his shoulderblades, then gasped asthe pain hit him.

Through the mists of agony and fear he looked back at the dragon.

The creature was hanging from a branch of alarge dead oak tree, severa hundred feet away. Its
bronze-gold wings were tightly wrapped around its body but the long equine head turned thisway and
that at the end of aremarkably prehensile neck. It was scanning the forest.

It was a s0 semi-trangparent. Although the sun glinted off its scales, Rincewind could clearly make out
the outlines of the branches behind it. On one of them aman was Sitting, dwarfed by the hanging reptile.
He appeared to be naked except for apair of high boots, atiny leather holdal in the region of hisgroin,
and a high-crested helmet. He was swinging a short sword back and forth idly, and stared out acrossthe
treetopswith the air of one carrying out atedious and unglamorous assgnment.

A beetle began to crawl laborioudy up Rincewind'sleg.

The wizard wondered how much damage a half solid dragon could do. Would it only haf-kill him? He
decided not to stay and find out.

Moving on hedls, fingertips and shoulder muscles, Rincewind wriggled sideways until foliage masked the
oak and its occupants. Then he scrambled to hisfeet and hared off between the trees.

He had no degtination in mind, no provisions, and no horse. But while he till had legs he could run.
Ferns and brambles whipped at him, but he didn't fed them at all.

When he had put about amile between him and the dragon he stopped and collgpsed against atree,
which then spoketo him.

"Psst," it said.

Dreading what he might see, Rincewind let his gaze dide upwards. It tried to fasten on innocuous bits of
bark and leaf, but the scourge of curiosity forced it to leave them behind. Findly it fixed on ablack sword
thrust sraight through the branch above Rincewind's head.

"Don't just stand there," said the sword (in avoicelike the sound of afinger dragged around therim of a



large empty wine glass). "Pull meout.”

"What?' said Rincewind, his chest till heaving.

"Pull meout," repested Kring. "It'seither that or I'll be spending the next million yearsin acod measure.
Did | ever tell you about thetime | wasthrown into alake up inth—"

"What happened to the others?' said Rincewind, still clutching the tree desperately.

"Oh, the dragons got them. And the horses. And that box thing. Me too, except that Hrun dropped me.
What astroke of luck for you."

"Well-" began Rincewind. Kring ignored him.

"I expect you'll bein ahurry to rescue them,” it added.

"Yes wdl-"

"Soif youll just pull me out we can be off."

Rincewind squinted up at the sword. A rescue attempt had hitherto been so far at the back of hismind
that, if some advanced speculations on the nature and shape of the many-dimensioned multiplexity of the
universe were correct, it wasright at the front; but amagic sword was avaugble item...

And it would be along trek back home, wherever that was...

He scrambled up the tree and inched aong the branch. Kring was buried very firmly in thewood. He
gripped the pomme and heaved until lightsflashed in front of hiseyes.

"Try again,” said the sword encouragingly.

Rincewind groaned and gritted histesth.

"Could beworse," said Kring. "This could have been an anvil."
"Yaargh," hissed the wizard, fearing for the future of hisgroin.
"1 have had amultidimensiond existence," said the sword.

"Ungh?"

"I have had many names, you know."

"Amazing," said Rincewind. He swayed backwards asthe blade did free. It felt strangdly light. back on
the ground again he decided to bresk the news. "I redlly don't think rescueisagood idea," he said. "l
think we'd better head back to acity, you know. To raise a search party.”

"The dragons headed hubwards," said Kring.

"However, | suggest we start with the one in the trees over there.”



"Sorry, but-"
"You can't leavethemto their fatel”
Rincewind looked surprised. "l can't?' he said.

"No. You can't. Look, I'll befrank. I’ ve worked with better materia than you, but it's either that
or—have you ever spent amillion yearsin acod measure?

"L ook, |-
"Soif you don't stop arguing I'll chop your head off."

Rincewind saw hisown arm snap up until the shimmering blade was humming amereinch from his
throat. Hetried to force hisfingersto let go. They wouldn't.

"I don't know how to be ahero!" he shouted.

"| proposeto teach you."

Bronze Psepharumbled deep in histhroat.

K!sdrathe dragonrider leaned forward and squinted across the clearing. "1 seehim,” he said. He swung
himsdlf down easily from branch to branch and landed lightly on the tussocky grass, drawing his sword.
Hetook along look at the approaching man, who was obvioudy not keen on leaving the shelter of the
trees. He was armed, but the dragonrider observed with some interest the strange way in which the man
held the sword in front of him at arm's length, as though embarrassed to be seen in its company.

K'sdra hefted his own sword and grinned expansively as the wizard shuffled towards him. Then he legpt.
Later, he remembered only two things about the fight. He recaled the uncanny way in which the wizard's
sword curved up and caught his own blade with a shock that jerked it out of his grip. The other thing -
and it wasthis, he averred, that led to his downfal - was that the wizard was covering his eyes with one
hand.

K!sdrajumped back to avoid another thrust and fell full length on the turf. With asnarl Psephaunfolded
his great wings and launched himself from histree.

A moment later the wizard was standing over him, shouting, "Tell it that if it Sngesmel'll et the sword
go. I will. I'll let it go! Sotdl it!"

Thetip of the black sword was hovering over K!sdrasthroat, What was odd was that the wizard was
obvioudy struggling with it, and it appeared to be singing to itself.

"Psephal" K!sdra shouted.

The dragon roared in defiance, but pulled out of the dive that would have removed Rincewind's heed,



and flapped ponderoudy back to the tree.

"Tak!" screamed Rincewind.

K!sdrasquinted at him up the length of the sword.

"What would you like meto say?' he asked.

"What?'

"| said what would you like meto say?"

"Where are my friends? The barbarian and thelittle man iswhat | mean."
"| expect they have been taken back to the Wyrmberg."

Rincewind tugged desperately againgt the surge of the sword, trying to shut hismind to Kring's
bloodthirsty humming.

"The Wyrmberg. Thereisonly one. It is Dragonhome.”

"And | suppose you were waiting to take me there, eh?’

K!sdra gulped involuntarily asthetip of the sword pricked abead of blood from his adam's apple.
"Don't want people to know you've got dragons here, eh?' snarled Rincewind.

The dragonrider forgot himsalf enough to nod, and came within aquarter-inch of cutting his own throat.

Rincewind looked around desperately, and redlized that this was something he was redlly going to have
to go through with.

"Right then," he said as diffidently as he could manage. ™Y ou'd better take me to this Wyrmberg of
yours, hadn't you?"

"l was supposed to take you in dead,” muttered K!sdrasullenly.
Rincawind looked down at him and grinned dowly. It was awide, manic and utterly humourlessrictus
that was the sort of grin that is normaly accompanied by smal riverside birds wandering in and out

picking scraps out of the teeth.

"Alivewill do," said Rincewind. "If were talking about anyone being dead, remember whose swordisin
which hand.”

"If you kill me, nothing will prevent Psephakilling you," shouted the prone dragonrider.
"Sowhat I'll dois, I'll chop bits off," agreed the wizard. He tried the effect of the grin again.
"Oh, dl right," said K!sdrasulkily. "Do you think I’ ve got an imagination?'

He wriggled out from under the sword and waved at the dragon, which took wing again and glided in



towards them. Rincewind swallowed.

"Y ou mean weve got to go on that?' he said. K!sdralooked at him scornfully, the point of Kring still
amed at hisneck.

"How else would anyone get to the Wyrmberg?'

"l don't know," said Rincewind. "How el se?"

"I mean, thereisno other way. It'sflying or nothing."

Rincewind looked again at the dragon before him. He could quite clearly see through it to the crushed
grasson whichit lay but, when he gingerly touched a scae that was amere golden sheen onthin ar, it felt
solid enough. Either dragons should exist completdly or fail to exist at dl, hefdt. A dragon only
half-exigting was worse than the extremes.

"I didn't know dragons could be seen through,” he said.

K!sdrashrugged. "Didn't you?' he said.

He swung himsdlf astride the dragon awkwardly because Rincewind was hanging on to his belt. Once
uncomfortably aboard the wizard moved hiswhite-knuckle grip to aconvenient piece of harness and
prodded K!sdralightly with the sword.

"Have you ever flown before?' said the dragonrider, without looking round.

"Not as such, no."

"Would you like something to suck?"

Rincewind gazed at the back of the man's head, then dropped to the bag of red and yellow sweets that
was being proffered.

"Isit necessary?"' he asked.
"Itistraditiond,” said K!sdra. "Please yoursdf.”
The dragon stood up, lumbered heavily across the meadow, and fluttered into the air.

Rincewind occasionally had nightmares about teetering on some intangible but enormoudy high place,
and seeing ablue-distanced, cloud-punctuated |andscape reding away below him (this usualy woke him
up with his ankles swesting; he would have been even more worried had he known that the nightmare
was not, as he thought, just the usua discworld vertigo. It was a backwards memory of an event in his
future so terrifying that it had generated harmonics of fear dl theway dong hislifdine).

Thiswas not that event, but it was good practise for it. Psepha clawed itsway into the air with aseries
of vertebrae-shattering bounds. At the top of itslast Iegp the wide wings unfolded with a snap and spread
out with athump which shook the trees. Then the ground was gone, dropping away in aseries of gentle
jerks. Psephawas suddenly rising gracefully, the afternoon sunlight gleaming off wingsthat were fill no
more than agolden film. Rincewind made the mistake of glancing downwards, and found himsalf looking
through the dragon to the treetops below. Far below. His stomach shrank at the sight.



Cloging hiseyeswasn't much better, because it gave hisimagination full rein. He compromised by gazing
fixedly into the middle distance, where moorland and forest drifted by and could be contemplated dmost
casudly.

Wind Snatched at him. K!sdra half turned and shouted into his ear.
"Behold the Wyrmberg!"

Rincewind turned his head dowly, taking care to keep Kring resting lightly on the dragon's back. His
streaming eyes saw the impossibly inverted mountain rearing out of the deep forested valey likea
trumpet in atub of nose. Even at this distance he could make out the faint octarine glow in the air that
must be indicating a stable magic aura of at least - he gasped - severa milliPrime? At least!

"Oh no," hesaid.

Even looking at the ground was better than that. He averted his eyes quickly, and redlized that he could
now no longer see the ground through the dragon. Asthey glided around in awide circle towards the
Wyrmberg it was definitely taking on amore solid form, asif the creature's body wasfilling with agold
mist. By thetime the Wyrmberg wasin front of them, swinging wildly acrossthe sky, the dragon was as
real asarock.

Rincewind thought he could see afaint streak inthe air, asif something from the mountain had reached
out and touched the beast. He got the strange fedling that the dragon was being made more genuine.

Ahead of it the Wyrmberg turned from a distant toy to severd billion tons of rock poised between
heaven and earth. He could see small fields, woods and alake up there, and from the lake ariver spilled
out and over the edge...

He made the mistake of following the thread of foaming water with his eyes, and jerked himsdf back just
intime

The flared plateau of the upturned mountain drifted towards them. The dragon didn't even dow. Asthe
mountain loomed over Rincewind like the biggest fly-swatter in the universe he saw a cave mouth.
Psepha skimmed towardsiit, shoulder muscles pumping.

The wizard screamed as the dark spread and enfolded him. Therewas a brief vision of rock flashing
past, blurred by speed. Then the dragon was in the open again.

It wasinsde a cave, but bigger than any cave had aright to be. The dragon, gliding acrossits vast
emptiness, was amere gilded fly in abanqueting hall.

There were other dragons—gold, silver, black, white— flapping across the sun-shafted air on errands of
their own or perched on outcrops of rock. High in the domed roof of the cavern scores of others hung
from huge rings, their wings wrapped bat-like around their bodies. There were men up there, too.
Rincewind swallowed hard when he saw them, because they were walking on that broad expanse of
caling likeflies

Then he made out the thousands of tiny rings that studded the celling. A number of inverted men were
watching Psephasflight with interest. Rincewind swalowed again. For thelife of him he couldn't think of
what to do next.



"WdI?" he asked, in awhisper. "Any suggestions?
"Obvioudy you attack," said Kring scornfully.

"Why didn't | think of that?" said Rincewind

"Could it be because they al have crossbows?'
"You'readefestist."

"Defeatist? That's because I'm going to be defeated!”

"Y ou're your own worst enemy, Rincewind," said the sword.
Rincewind looked up at grinning men.

"Bet?' hesaid wearily.

Before Kring could reply Psephareared in midair and aighted on one of the large rings, which rocked
damingly.

"Would you like to die now, or surrender first?" asked K!sdracamly.

Men were converging on thering from al directions, walking with aswaying motion astheir hooked
boots engaged the ceiling rings. There were more boots on arack that hung in asmal platform built on
the side of the perch-ring. Before Rincewind could stop him the dragonrider had leapt from the cresture's
back to land on the platform, where he stood grinning at the wizard's discomfiture.

There was asmal expressive sound made by anumber of crossbows being cocked. Rincewind looked
up a anumber of impassve, upside down faces. The dragonfolk'staste in clothing didn't run to anything
much more imaginative than aleather harness, studded with bronze ornaments. Knives and sword
sheaths were worn inverted. Those who were not wearing helmets et their hair flow fredly, so that it
moved like seaweed in the ventilation breeze near the roof. There were severa women among them. The
inverson did strange things to their anatomy. Rincewind stared.

"Surrender,” said K!sdraagain.

Rincewind opened his mouth to do so. Kring hummed awarning, and agonising waves of pain shot up
hisarm. "Never," he squesked. The pain stopped.

"Of course hewon't!" boomed an expansive voice behind him. "He'sahero, isn't he?!

Rincewind turned and looked into a pair of hairy nogtrils. They belonged to a heavily built young man,
hanging nonchdantly from the calling by hisboots.

"What isyour name, hero?' said the man. "o that we know who you were."
Agony shot up Rincewind'sarm. "I-I'm Rincewind of Ankh," he managed to gasp.

"And | am Lio!rt Dragonlord,” said the hanging man, pronouncing the word with the harsh click in the



back of the throat that Rincewind could only think of asakind of integral punctuation. ™Y ou have come
to chalenge mein morta combat.”

"Wdl, no, | didn't-"

"Y ou are mistaken. K!sdra, help our hero into apair of hookboots. | am sure heisanxiousto get
darted.”

"No, look, I just came hereto find my friends. I'm sure theré's no-" Rincewind began, as the dragonrider
guided him firmly onto the platform, pushed him onto a seat, and proceeded to strap hookbootsto his
feet.

"Hurry up, K!'sdra. We mustn't keep our hero from hisdestiny,” said Lio!rt.

"L ook, | expect my friends are happy enough here, so if you could just, you know, set me down
somewhere

"Y ou will see your friends soon enough,” said the dragonlord airily. "If you are religious, | mean. None
who enter the Wyrmberg ever leave again. Except metaphoricaly, of course. Show him how to reach the
rings, K!sdra."

"Look what you've got meinto!" Rincewind hissed.

Kring vibrated in his hand. "Remember that | am amagic sword,” it hummed.

"How can | forget?'

"Climb the ladder and grab aring,” said the dragonrider, "then bring your feet up until the hooks catch.”
He helped the protesting wizard climb until he was hanging upside down, robe tucked into his britches,
Kring dangling from one hand. At this angle the dragonfolk |ooked reasonably bearable but the dragons
themsdlves, hanging from their perches, loomed over the scene likeimmense gargoyles. Their eyes
olowed with interest.

"Attention, please,”" said Liolrt. A dragonrider handed him along shape, wrapped in red silk.

"Wefight to the death,” hesaid. "Y ours.”

"And | suppose| earn my freedom if | win?' said Rincewind, without much hope.

Lio!rt indicated the assembled dragonriders with atilt of his head.

"Don't be naive, he said.

Rincewind took a deep breath "I suppose | should warn you," he said, hisvoice hardly quavering at all,
"that thisisamagic sword."

Lio'rt let the red silk wrapping drop away into the gloom and flourished ajet-black blade. Runes glowed
onitssurface.

"What acoincidence," he said, and lunged.



Rincewind went rigid with fright, but hisarm swung out as Kring shot forward. The swords met in an
exploson of octarine light.

Lio!'rt swung himsdf backwards, his eyes narrowing. Kring legpt past his guard and, dthough the
dragonlord's sword jerked up to deflect most of the force, the result was athin red line acrossits
master's torso.

With agrowl helaunched himsdlf at the wizard boots clattering as he did from ring to ring. The swords
met again in another violent discharge of magic and, at the sametime, Lio!rt brought his other hand down
againg Rincewind's head, jarring him so hard that one foot jerked out of itsring and flailed desperately.

Rincewind knew himself to be dmost certainly the worst wizard on the Discworld since he knew but one
spell; yet for dl that he was still awizard, and thus by the inexorable laws of magic this meant that upon
his demise it would be Desth himsalf who appeared to claim him (instead of sending one of his numerous
servants, asisusudly the case). Thusit wasthat, asagrinning Lio!rt swung back and brought his sword
around in alazy arc, timeran into treacle.

To Rincewind's eyesthe world was suddenly lit by aflickering octarinelight, tinged with violet as
photons impacted on the sudden magicd aura. Insde it the dragonlord was a ghastly-hued statue, his
sword moving a asnail's pace in the glow.

BesdeLio!rt was another figure, visible only to those who can seeinto the extrafour dimensions of
magic. It wastal and dark and thin and, againgt a sudden night of frosty stars, it swung atwo-handed
scythe of proverbia sharpness...

Rincewind ducked. The blade hissed coldly through the air beside his head and entered the rock of the
cavern roof without dowing. Death screamed acursein hiscold crypt voice. The scene vanished. What
passed for reality on the Discworld reasserted itsalf with arush of sound. Liolrt gasped at the sudden
turn of speed with which the wizard had dodged his killing stroke and, with that desperation only
availableto theredlly terrified, Rincewind uncoiled like a snake and launched himsdlf across the space
between them. He locked both hands around the dragonlord's sword arm, and wrenched.

It was a that moment that Rincewind's one remaining ring, aready overburdened, did out of the rock
with anasty little metd sound.

He plunged down, swung wildly, and ended up dangling over abone-splintering death with his hands
gripping the dragonlord's arm so tightly that the man screamed.

Lio'rt looked up at hisfeet. Smdll flakes of rock were dropping out of the roof around the ring pitons.
"Let go, damn you." he screamed. "Or well both die!™

Rincewind said nothing. He was concentrating on maintaining his grip and keeping hismind closed to the
pressing images of his fate on the rocks below.

"Shoot him!" bellowed Liolrt.

Out of the corner of his eye Rincewind saw severa crossbows levelled a him. Lio!rt chose that moment
to flail down with hisfree hand, and afistful of rings stabbed into the wizard'sfingers.

Helet go.



Twoflower grabbed the bars and pulled himsdf up.
"See anything?' said Hrun, from the region of hisfeet.
"Jugt clouds.”

Hrun lifted him down again, and sat on the edge of one of the wooden beds that were the only
furnishingsinthecell. "Bloody hdl," hesad.

"Don't despair," said Twoflower.
"I'm not despairing.”

"l expect it'sal some sort of misunderstanding. | expect they'll release us soon. They seem very
cvilised"

Hrun stared a him from under bushy eyebrows. He started to say something, then appeared to think
better of it. He Sghed instead.

"And when we get back we can say we've seen dragons,” Twoflower continued. "What about that, en?”

"Dragonsdon't exist," said Hrun flatly. "Codice of Chimeriakilled the last one two hundred years ago. |
don't know what were seeing, but they aren't dragons.”

"But they carried usup intheair! In that hall there must have been hundreds-"
"l expect it wasjust magic,” said Hrun, dismissvely.

"Wadll, they looked like dragons,” said Twoflower, an air of defiance about him. "l always wanted to see
dragons, ever since |l wasalittlelad. Dragonsflying around in the sky, breathing flames..."

"They just used to crawl around in swamps and stuff, and al they breathed was stink," said Hrun lying
down in the bunk. "They weren't very big either. They used to collect firewood.”

"l heard they used to collect treasure," said Twoflower.

"And firewood. Hey," Hrun added, brightening "did you notice dl those roomsthey brought us through?
Pretty impressive, | thought. Lot of good stuff about, plus some of those tapestries have got to be worth
afortune." He scratched his chin thoughtfully, making anoise like a porcupine shouldering itsway through
gorse.

"What happens next?" asked Twoflower.
Hrun screwed afinger in his ear and ingpected it absently. "Oh,” he said, "I expect in aminute the door

will beflung back and I'll be dragged off to some sort of temple arenawhere I'll fight maybe a couple of
giant spiders and an eight-foot dave from the jungles of Klatch and then I'll rescue somekind of a



princessfrom the dtar and then kill off afew guards or whatever and then this girl will show me the secret
passage out of the place and welll liberate a couple of horses and escape with the treasure.” Hrun leaned
his head back on his hands and looked at the celling, whistling tunelesdly.

"All that?' sad Twoflower.
"Usudly."

Twoflower sat down on hisbunk and tried to think. This proved difficult, because his mind was avash
with dragons.

Dragond

Ever since hewas two years old he had been captivated by the pictures of the fiery beastsin The
Octarine Fairy Book. Hissister had told him they didn't redly exist, and he recaled the bitter
disappointment. If the world didn't contain those beautiful creatures, held decided, it wasn't half the world
it ought to be. And then later he had been bound apprentice to Ninereeds the Masteraccount, who in his
grey-mindedness was everything that dragons were not, and there was no time for dreaming.

But there was something wrong with these dragons. They were too small and deek, compared to the
onesin hismind's eye. Dragons ought to be big and green and clawed and exotic and firebreathing - big
and green with long sharp... Something moved at the edge of hisvision, in the furthest, darkest corner of
the dungeon. When heturned his head it vanished, athough he thought he heard the faintest of noisesthat
might have been made by claws scrabbling on stone.

"Hrun?' he sad.

There was asnore from the other bunk.

Twoflower padded over to the corner, peering gingerly at the stonesin case there was a secret pand. At
that moment the door was flung back thumping againg the wall. Half adozen guards hurtled throughiit,
gpread out and flung them salves down on one knee. Their weapons were aimed exclusively a Hrun.
When he thought about thislater, Twoflower felt quite offended.

Hrun snored.

A woman strode into the room. Not many women can stride convincingly, but she managed it. She
glanced briefly at Twoflower, as one might look at a piece of furniture, then glared down a the man on
the bed.

She was wearing the same sort of leather harness that the dragonriders had been wearing but in her case
it was much briefer. That, and the magnificent mane of chestnut-red hair thet fell to her waist, was her
only concession to what even on the Discworld passed for decency. She was a so wearing a thoughtful
expression.

Hrun made a glubbing noise, turned over, and dept on.

With a careful movement, as though handling some instrument of rare delicacy, the woman drew adim
black dagger from her belt and stabbed downward.

Before it was hafway through its arc Hrun's right hand moved so fast that it appeared to travel between



two pointsin space without at any time occupying the intervening air. It closed around the woman'swrist
with adull smack. His other hand groped feverishly for asword that wasn't there... Hrun awoke.

"Gngh?" he said, looking up at the woman with a puzzled frown. Then he caught sight of the bowmen.

"Let go," said thewoman, in avoice that was cam and quiet and edged with diamonds. Hrun released
hisgrip dowly.

She stepped back, massaging her wrist and looking at Hrun in much the same way that a cat watchesa
mousehole.

"So," shesad a last. "Y ou passthefirst test. What isyour name, barbarian?’

"Who areyou cdling abarbarian?' snarled Hrun.

"That iswhat | want to know."

Hrun counted the bowmen dowly and made a brief caculation. His shoulders relaxed.
"l am Hrun of Chimeria. And you?"

"LiessaDragonlady.”

"You arethelord of thisplace?

"That remainsto be seen. Y ou have the look about you of a hired sword, Hrun of Chimeria. | could use
you - if you passthetests, of course. There are three of them. Y ou have passed thefirst.”

"What are the other-" Hrun paused, hislips moved soundlesdy and then he hazarded, "two?"
"Perilous”

"And the fee?"

"Vduable"

"Excuseme," said Twoflower

"Andif | fail thesetests?' said Hrun, ignoring him. The air between Hrun and Liessa crackled with small
explosons of charismaasther gazes sought for ahold.

"If you had failed thefirst test you would now be dead. This may be consdered atypica pendty.”

"Um, look," began Twoflower. Liessa spared him abrief glance, and appeared actually to notice him for
thefirg time.

"Takethat away," she said camly, and turned back to Hrun. Two of the guards shouldered their bows,
grasped Twoflower by the elbows and lifted him off the ground. Then they trotted smartly through the
doorway.

"Hey," said Twoflower, asthey hurried down the corridor outside, "where' (asthey stopped in front of



another door) "ismy" (asthey dragged the door open) "L uggage?' Helanded in a hegp of what might
once have been straw. The door banged shut, its echoes punctuated by the sound of bolts being dammed
home.

In the other cell Hrun had bardly blinked.

"Okay," he said, "what isthe second test?"

"Y ou must kill my two brothers.” Hrun considered this.

"Both at the same time, or one &fter the other?' he said.

"Consecutively or concurrently,” she assured him

"What?'

"Jugt kill them,” she said sharply

"Good fighters, arethey?"

"Renowned.”

"Soinreurnfor dl this...?"

"Y ou will wed me and become L ord of the Wyrmberg."

Therewas along pause. Hrun's eyebrows twisted themsalvesin unaccustomed caculation.

"l get you and thismountain?' he said at last.

"Yes." Shelooked him squardly inthe eye, and her lipstwitched. "The feeisworthwhile, | assureyou.”
Hrun dropped his gaze to the rings on her hand The stones were large, being the incredibly rare blue
milk diamondsfrom the clay basins of Mithos. WWhen he managed to turn his eyes from them he saw
Liessaglaring down a himinfury.

"So calculating?' she rasped. "Hrun the Barbarian who would boldly walk into the jaws of Degth
Himsdf?'

Hrun shrugged. "Sure," he said, "the only reason for walking into the jaws of Desth is s0's you can stedl
Hisgold teeth." He brought one arm around expansively, and the wooden bunk was a the end of it. It
cannoned into the bowmen and Hrun followed it joyoudy, felling one man with ablow and snatching the
wespon from another. A moment later it was dl over.

Liessa had not moved.

"Wdl?' shesad.

"Well what?' said Hrun, from the carnage

"Do you intend to kill me?’



"What? Oh no. No, thisisjust, you know, kind of ahabit. Just keeping in practice. So where are these
brothers?' He grinned.

Twoflower sat on his straw and stared into the darkness. He wondered how long he had been there.
Hours, at least. Days, probably. He speculated that perhapsit had been years, and he had smply

forgotten.

No, that sort of thinking wouldn't do. Hetried to think of something else - grass, trees, fresh air,
dragons. Dragons...

Therewasthe faintest of scrabblingsin the darkness. Twoflower felt the swest prickle on hisforehead.

Something wasin the cdll with him. Something that made smal noises, but even in the pitch blackness
gave theimpresson of hugeness. Hefelt theair move.

When helifted his arm there was the greasy fedl and faint shower of sparks that betokened alocalised
megicd fied. Twoflower found himsdf fervently wishing for light.

A gout of flamerolled past his head and struck the far wall. Asthe rocks flashed into furnace heat he
looked up at the dragon that now occupied more than haf the cell.

| obey, lordsaid avoicein hishead.

By the glow of the crackling, spitting stone Twoflower looked into his own reflection in two enormous
green eyes. Beyond them the dragon was as multi-hued, horned, spiked and lithe asthe onein his
memory - ared dragon. Itsfolded wings were nevertheless till wide enough to scrape the wall on both
sdesof theroom. It lay with him between itstalons.

"Obey?' he sad, hisvoice vibrating with terror and ddlight.
Of course, lord.

The glow faded away. Twoflower pointed atrembling finger at where he remembered the door to be
and sad, "Open it!"

The dragon raised its huge head. Again the ball of flame rolled out but thistime, as the dragon's neck
muscles contracted, its colour faded from orange to yellow, from yellow to white, and findly to the
faintest of blues. By that time the flame was dso very thin, and where it touched the wall the molten rock
gpat and ran. When it reached the door the metal exploded into a shower of hot droplets.

Black shadows arced and jiggered over the walls. The metal bubbled for an eye-aching moment, and
then the door fell in two piecesin the passage beyond. The flame winked out with a suddenness that was
amog asdatling asitsarival.

Twoflower stepped gingerly over the cooling door and looked up and down the corridor. It was empty.



The dragon followed. The heavy door frame caused it some minor difficulty, which it overcamewith a
swing of its shouldersthat tore the timber out and tossed it to one sde. The creature looked expectantly
at Twoflower, its skin rippling and twitching asit sought to open itswingsin the confines of the passage.

"How did you get in there?' said Twoflower.

Y ou summoned me, magter.

"I don't remember doing that."

Inyour mind. Y ou called me up, in, your mindthought the dragon, patiently.
"You mean | just thought of you and there Y ou were?

Yes.

"It was magic?'

Yes.

"But I've thought about dragonsdl my life”

In this place the frontier between thought and redity is probably alittle confused. All I know isthat once
| was not, and then you thought of me, and then | was. Therefore, of course, | am yoursto command.

"Good grief"

Haf a dozen guards chose that moment to turn the bend in the corridor. They stopped, openmouthed.
Then one remembered himself sufficiently to raise his crossbow and fire.

The dragon's chest heaved. The quarrdl exploded into flaming fragmentsin mid-air. The guards scurried
out of sght. A fraction of asecond later awash of flame played over the stones where they had been

ganding.

Twoflower looked up in admiration
"Canyoufly too?' hesad.

Of course.

Twoflower glanced up and down the corridor, and decided against following the guards. Since he knew
himself to betotally lost dready, any direction was probably an improvement. He edged past the dragon

and hurried away, the huge beedt turning with difficulty to follow him.

They padded down a series of passagesthat crisscrossed like a maze. At one point Twoflower thought
he heard shouts, along way behind them but they soon faded away. Sometimesthe dark arch of a
crumbling doorway loomed past them in the gloom. Light filtered through dimly from various shafts and,
here and there, bounced off big mirrorsthat had been mortared into angles of the passage. Sometimes

there was a brighter glow from adigtant light-well.

What was odd, thought Twoflower as he strolled down awideflight of stairs and kicked up billowing



clouds of slver dust motes, was that the tunnels here were much wider. And better constructed, too.
There were statuesin niches set in the walls, and here and there faded but interesting tapestries had been
hung. They mainly showed dragons - dragons by the hundredsin flight or hanging from their perch rings,
dragons with men on their backs hunting down deer and, sometimes other men. Twoflower touched one
tapestry gingerly. Thefdbric crumbled ingtantly in the hot dry air, leaving only adangling mesh where
some threads had been plaited with fine gold wire.

"I wonder why they left dl this?' he said.

| don't knowsaid a polite voicein his head.

Heturned and looked up into the scaley horse face above him.
"What isyour name, dragon?" said Twoflower.

| don't know.

"I think | shal cal you Ninereeds."

That ismy name, then.

They waded through the all-encroaching dust in a series of huge, dark-pillared hallswhich had been
delved out of the solid rock. With some cunning too, from floor to ceiling the walls were a mass of
Statues, gargoyles, bas-reliefs and fluted columnsthat cast weirdly-moving shadows when the dragon
gave an obliging illumination at Twoflower'srequest. They crossed the lengthy gdleriesand vast carven
amphithesatres, al awash with deep soft dust and completely uninhabited. No-one had cometo these
dead cavernsin centuries.

Then he saw the path, leading away into yet another dark tunnel mouth. Someone had been using it
regularly, and recently. It was adeep narrow trail in the grey blanket.

Twoflower followed it. It led through still more lofty halls and winding corridors quite big enough for a
dragon (and dragons had come thisway once, it seemed; there was aroom full of rotting harness,
dragon-szed, and another room containing plate and chain mail big enough for ephants). They ended in
apair of green bronze doors, each so high that they disappeared into the gloom. In front of Twoflower,
at chest height, was asmall handle shaped like a brass dragon.

When he touched it the doors siwung open ingtantly and with a disconcerting noiselessness.

Instantly sparks crackled in Twoflower's hair and there was a sudden gust of hot dry wind that didn't
disturb the dust in the way that ordinary wind should but, instead, whipped it up momentarily into
unpleasantly haf-living shapes before it settled again. In Twoflower's ears came the strange shrill
twittering of the Thingslocked in the distant dungeon Dimensions, out beyond the fragile lattice of time
and space. Shadows appeared where there was nothing to cause them. The air buzzed like ahive.

In short, there was avast discharge of magic going on around him.

The chamber beyond the door wasllit by a pae green glow. Stacked around the walls, each onits own
marble shelf, weretier upon tier of coffins. In the centre of the room was a stone chair on araised dais,
and it contained adumped figure which did not move but said, in abrittle old voice, "Comein, young



Twoflower stepped forward. The figure in the seat was human, asfar as he could make out in the murky
light, but there was something about the awkward way it was sprawled in the chair that made him glad he
couldn't seeit any clearer.

"I'm dead, you know," came avoice from what Twoflower fervently hoped was aheed, in
conversational tones. "'l expect you cantell.”

"Um," said Twoflower. "Yes." He began to back away.

"Obvious, isnt it?" agreed the voice. "Y ou'd be Twoflower, wouldn't you? Or isthat later?”

"Later?' said Twoflower. "Later than what?' He stopped.

"Well," said the voice. "Y ou see, one of the disadvantages of being dead isthat oneisreleased asit were
from the bonds of time and therefore | can see everything that has happened or will happen, all at the
sametime except that of course | now know that Time does not, for al practica purposes, exis.”

"That doesn't sound like adisadvantage,” said Twoflower.

"Y ou don't think s0? Imagine every moment being a one and the same time adistant memory and a
nasty surprise and you'll seewhat | mean. Anyway, | now recall what it was | am about to tell you. Or
have | dready done so? That's afine looking dragon, by theway. Or don't | say that, yet?'

"It israther good. It just turned up,” said Twoflower.

"It turned up?' said the voice. "Y ou summoned it!"

"Yes wdl, dl | did-"

"Y ou have the Power! "

"All | did wasthink of it."

"That's what the Power is. Have | dready told you that | am Greichathe First? Or isthat next?I'm
sorry, but | haven't had too much experience of transcendence. Anyway, yes - the Power. It summons
dragons, you know."

"| think you aready told methat," said Twoflower.
"Did 1?1 certainly intended to,” said the dead man.
"But how doesit?1've been thinking about dragons dl my life, but thisisthefirst time one hasturned up.”

"Ohwell, you see, the truth of the matter isthat dragons have never existed as you (and, until | was
poisoned some three months ago,) | understand existence. I'm talking about the true dragon, draconis
nobilis, you understand; the swamp dragon, draconis vulgaris, is a base creature and not worth our
congderation. Thetrue dragon, on the other hand, isa creature of such refinement of spirit that they can
only take on formin thisworld if they are conceived by the most skilled imagination. And even then the
sad imagination must be in some place heavily impregnated with magic which hepsto weaken thewalls
between the world of the seen and unseen. Then the dragons pop through, asit were, and impress their



form on thisworld's possibility matrix. | was very good at it when | wasdive. | could imagine up to, oh,
five hundred dragons at atime. Now Liessa, the most skilled of my children, can barely imagine fifty
rather nondescript creatures. So much for a progressive education. She doesn't redly believein them.
That'swhy her dragons are rather boring while yours," said the voice of Greicha, "isamost asgood as
some of mine used to be. A sight for sore eyes, not that | have any to speak of now."

Twoflower said hurriedly, "Y ou keep saying you're deed...”
"Wdl?'
"Well, the dead, er, they, you know, don't talk much. Asarule.”

"I used to be an exceptiondly powerful wizard. My daughter poisoned me, of course. It isthe generdly
accepted method of succession in our family, but,” the corpse sighed, or at least asigh came from the air
afew feet aboveit, "it soon became obviousthat none of my three children is sufficiently powerful to
wrest thelordship of the Wyrmberg from the other two. A most unsatisfactory arrangement. A kingdom
like ours hasto have oneruler. So | resolved to remain divein an unofficial capacity, which of course
annoysthem dl immensdy. | won't give my children the satisfaction of burying me until thereisonly one
of them left to perform the ceremony.” There was a nasty wheezing noise. Twoflower decided that it was
meant to be a chuckle.

"So it was one of them that kidnapped us?' said Twoflower.

"Liessa," said the dead wizard's voice. "My daughter. Her power is strongest, you know. My sons
dragons are incapable of flying more than afew miles before they fade.

"Fade?1 did notice that we could see through the one that brought us here,” said Twoflower. "I thought
that was abit odd."

"Of course" said Greicha. "The Power only works near the Wyrmberg. It's the inverse square law you
know. At leadt, | think it is. Asthe dragonsfly further away they begin to dwindle. Otherwise my little
Liessawould be ruling the whole world by now, if | know anything about it. But | can seel musin't keep
you. | expect you'll be wanting to rescue your friend.”

Twoflower gaped. "Hrun?' he said.

"Not him. The skinny wizard. My son Lio!rt istrying to hack him to pieces. | admired the way you
rescued him. Will, | mean.”

Twoflower drew himsalf up to hisfull height, an easy task. "Whereishe?' he said, heading towards the
door with what he hoped was an heroic stride.

"Just follow the pathway in the dust,” said the voice. "Liessa comesto see me sometimes. She till comes
to see her old dad, my little girl. She was the only one with the strength of character to murder me. A
chip off the old block. Good luck, by theway. | seemto recall | said that. Will say it now, | mean.”

The rambling voice got lost in amaze of tenses as Twoflower ran along the dead tunnels, with the dragon
loping dong easily behind him. But soon he was leaning againgt apillar, completely out of breath. It
seemed ages since he'd had anything to est.

Why don't you fly? said Ninereeds, insde his head. The dragon spread itswings and gave an



experimentd flap, which lifted it momentarily off the ground. Twoflower stared for amoment, then ran
forward and clambered quickly on to the beast's neck. Soon they were airborne, the dragon skimming
aong easly afew feet from the floor and leaving abillowing cloud of dugt initswake.

Twoflower hung on as best he could as Ninereeds swooped through a succession of caverns and soared
around aspird staircasethat could easily have accommodated aretregting army. At the top they
emerged into the more inhabited regions, the mirrors at every corridor corner brightly polished and
reflecting apaelight.

| smdll other dragons.

The wings became a blur and Twoflower was jerked back as the dragon veered and sped off down a
gde corridor like agnat-crazed swalow. Another sharp turn sent them soaring out of atunnel mouthin
the Sde of avast cavern. There were rocks far below, and up above were broad shafts of light from
great holes near theroof. A lot of activity on the ceiling, too... as Ninereeds hovered, thumping the air
with hiswings, Twoflower peered up at the shapes of roosting beasts and tiny men-shaped dots that
were somehow walking upside down.

Thisisarooging hall, said the dragon in asatisfied tone.

As Twoflower watched, one of the shapesfar above detached itself from the roof and began to grow
larger...

Rincewind watched as Lio!rt's pale face dropped away from him. Thisisfunny, gibbered asmal part of
hismind, why am | risng?

Then he began to tumble in the air and redlity took over. He was dropping to the distant,
guano-speckled rocks.

His brain reded with the thought. The words of the Spell picked just that moment to surface from the
depths of hismind, asthey alwaysdid intime of crisis. Why not say us, they seemed to urge. What have
you got to lose?

Rincewind waved a hand in the gathering dipstream.

"Ashona," he cdled. Theword formed in front of himin acold blue flame that streamed in thewind.

He waved the other hand, drunk with terror and magic.

"Ebiris," heintoned. The sound froze into aflickering orange word that hung beside its companion.

"Urshoring. Kvanti. Pythan. N'gurad. Feringomaee." Asthe words blazed their rainbow colours around

him he flung his hands back and prepared to say the eighth and final word that would appear in
corruscating octarine and sedl the spell. The imminent rocks were forgotten.

"—" he began.



The breath was knocked out of him, the spell scattered and snuffed out. A pair of armslocked around
hiswal st and the whole world jerked sideways as the dragon rose out of itslong dive claws grazing just
for amoment the topmost rock on the Wyrmberg's noisome floor. Twoflower laughed triumphantly.

"Got him!"
And thedragon, curving gracefully at thetop of hisflight, gavealazy flip of hiswings and soared through

acavemouth into themorning air.

At noon, in awide green meadow on the lush tableland that was the top of the impaossibly-balanced
Wyrmberg, the dragons and their riders formed awide circle. There was room beyond them for arabble
of servants and daves and others who scratched aliving here on the roof of the world, and they were dl

watching the figures clustered in the centre of the grassy arena.
The group contained anumber of senior dragon lords, and among them were Lio!rt and his brother

Liartes. Theformer was gill rubbing hislegs, with Smal grimaces of pain. Sightly to one sde stood
Liessaand Hrun, with some of the woman's own followers. Between the two factions stood the

Wyrmberg's hereditary Loremadter.

"Asyou know," he said uncertainly, "the not-fully-late Lord of the Wyrmberg, Greichathe Firs, has
dtipulated that there will be no succession until one of his children fedshimsdlf - or asit might be, hersdlf -

powerful enough to chalenge and defeet his or her sblingsin morta combat.”

"Yes', yes, weknow al that. Get onwithiit,” said athin peevish voice from the air beside him.

The loremaster swallowed. He had never come to termswith hisformer master'sfailure to expire
properly. Isthe old buzzard dead or isn't he? he wondered.

"Itisnot certain,” he quavered, "whether it isalowable to issue a chalenge by proxy-"

"Itis itis" snapped Greichas disembodied voice. "It showsintelligence. Don't take dl day about it."
"l chdlengeyou," said Hrun, glaring at the brothers, "both at once.”

Lio'rt and Liartes exchanged looks.
"Youll fight us both together?' said Liartes, atall, wiry man with long black hair.

"Yah"
"That's pretty uneven odds, isn't it?"

"Yah. | outnumber you oneto two."

Lio'rt scowled. "Y ou arrogant barbarian-"

"That just about doesit,” growled Hrun. "I'll-"



The Loremaster put out a blue-veined hand to restrain him.

"It isforbidden to fight on the Killing Ground,” he said, and paused while he considered the sense of this.
"Y ou know what | mean, anyway," he hazarded, giving up, and added "As the challenged parties my
lords Lio!rt and Liartes have choice of wegpons.”

"Dragons,” they said together. Liessa snorted.

"Dragons can be used offensvely, therefore they are wegpons,” said Liolrt firmly. "if you disagree we
canfight over it."

"Yah," sad hisbrother, nodding at Hrun.

The Loremagter fet aghostly finger prod him in the chest "Don't stland there with your mouth open,” said
Greichds graveyard voice. "Just hurry up, will you?'

Hrun stepped back, shaking his head.
"Ohno," he said. "Once was enough. I'd rather be dead than fight on one of those things.”
"Die, then," said the Loremaster, askindly as he could manage.

Lio'rt and Liartes were dready striding back acrossthe turf to where the servants stood waiting with
their mounts. Hrun turned to Liessa. She shrugged.

"Don't | even get asword?' he pleaded. "A knife, even?”'

"No," shesad. "I didn't expect this." She suddenly looked smdler, dl defiance gone. "I'm sorry.”
"Youresorry?'

"Yes. I'msorry."

"Yes, | thought you said you're sorry.”

"Don't glare at melikethat! | can imagine you the finest dragon to ride"

"NOI"

The Loremaster wiped his nose on ahandkerchief, held the little sllken square a oft for amoment, then
letitfal.

A boom of wings made Hrun spin around.

Liolrt'sdragon was aready airborne and circling around towards them. Asit swooped low over the turf
abillow of flame shot from its mouth, scoring ablack streak across the grass that rushed towards Hrun.

At the last minute he pushed Liessaaside, and felt the wild pain of the flame on hisarm as he dived for
safety. Herolled as he hit the ground, and flipped on to hisfeet again while he looked around franticaly
for the other dragon. It came in from one side, and Hrun was forced to take a badly-judged standing



jump to escape the flame. The dragon'stail whipped around as it passed and caught him astinging blow
acrossthe forehead. He pushed himsalf upright, shaking his head to make the whedling stars go away.
Hisblistered back screamed pain at him.

Lio'rt cameinfor asecond run, but dower thistimeto dlow for the big man's unexpected agility. Asthe
ground drifted up he saw the barbarian standing stock still, chest heaving, arms hanging loosely by his
sdes. An easy target. As his dragon swooped away Liolrt turned his head, expecting to see adreadfully
big cinder. There was nothing there. Puzzled, Lio!rt turned back.

Hrun, heaving himself over the dragon’s shoulder scaleswith one hand and beating out hisflaming hair
with the other, presented himself to hisview. Lio!rt's hand flew to his dagger, but pain had sharpened
Hrun's normally excellent reflexesto needle point. A backhand blow hammered into the dragonlord's
wrigt, sending the dagger arcing away towards the ground, and another caught the man full on the chin.
The dragon, carrying the weight of two men, was only afew yards above the grass. Thisturned out to
be fortunate, because at the moment Lio!rt lost consciousness the dragon winked out of existence. Liessa
hurried across the grass and hel ped Hrun stagger to hisfeet. He blinked at her.

"What happened? What happened?’ he said thickly.

"That wasredly fantadtic,” she said. "Theway you turned that somersault in mid-air and everything.”
"Y ah, but what happened?’

"It'srather difficult to explain-"

Hrun peered up at the sky. Liartes, by far the most cautious of the two brothers, was circling high above
them.

"Wdll, you've got about ten secondsto try,” he said "The dragons-"
"Yah?'

"They'reimaginary."

"Likeadl theseimaginary burnson my arm, you mean?"

"Yes. No!" she shook her head violently. "I'll haveto tell you later!”

"Fine, if you can find areally good medium,” snapped Hrun. He glared up at Liartes, who was beginning
to descend in wide sweeps.

"Jugt listen, will you? Unless my brother is conscious his dragon can't exigt, it's got no pathway through
tothis"

"Run!" shouted Hrun. He threw her away from him and flung himself flat on the ground as Liartes dragon
thundered by, leaving another smoking scar acrosstheturf.

While the creature sought height for another sweep Hrun scrambled to hisfeet and set off a adead run
for the woods at the edge of the arena. They were sparse, little more than awide and overgrown hedge,
but at least no dragon would be able to fly through them.



It didn't try. Liartes brought his mount in to land on the turf afew yards away and dismounted casudly.
The dragon folded its wings and poked its head in among the greenery, while its master leaned against a
tree and whistled tuneledy.

"l can burn you out,” said Liartes, after awhile. The bushes remained motionless.

"Perhaps you're in that holly bush over there?' The holly bush became awaxy bdl of flame.
"I'm sure| can see movement in those ferns.”

Theferns became mere skeletons of white ash.

"You're only prolonging it, barbarian. Why not give in now? I've burned lots of people; it doesn't hurt a
bit," said Liartes, looking sideways at the bushes.

The dragon continued through the spinney, incinerating every likely-looking bush and clump of ferns.
Liartesdrew his sword and waited.

Hrun dropped from atree and landed running. Behind him the dragon roared and crashed through the
bushes asit tried to turn around, but Hrun was running, running, with his gaze fixed on Liartes and adead
branchin hishands.

Itisalittle known but true fact that atwo legged creature can usudly beat afour legged cresture over a
short distance, smply because of the time it takes the quadruped to get itslegs sorted out. Hrun heard
the scrabble of claws behind him and then an ominous thump. The dragon had haf-opened itswings and
wastrying tofly.

As Hrun bore down on the dragonlord Liartes sword came up wickedly, to be caught on the branch.
Then Hrun cannoned into him and the two men sprawled on the ground.

The dragon roared.

Liartes screamed as Hrun brought a knee upwards with anatomical precision, but managed awild blow
that rebroke the barbarian's nose for him.

Hrun kicked away and scrambled to hisfeet, to find himself looking up into the wild horse-face of the
dragon, its nogtrils distended.

He lashed out with afoot and caught Liartes, who was trying to stand up, on the side of hishead. The
man dumped.

Thedragon vanished. The ball of fire that was billowing towards Hrun faded until, when it reached him, it
was no more than a puff of warm air. Then there was no sound but the crackle of burning bushes.

Hrun dung the unconscious dragonlord over his shoulder and set off at atrot back to the arena. Halfway
there hefound Lio!rt sprawled on the ground, one leg bent awkwardly. He stooped and, with agrunt,
hoisted the man on to his vacant shoulder.

Liessaand the Loremaster were waiting on araised dais at one end of the meadow. The dragonwoman
had quite recovered her composure now, and looked levelly at Hrun as he threw the two men down on



the steps before her. The people around her were standing in deferentia poses, like a court.
"Kill them," shesad.

"I kill inmy owntime," hesad. "In any case, killing unconscious peopleisn't right.”

"l can't think of amore opportunetime,” said the L oremaster. Liessa snorted.

"Then | shdl banish them," she said. "Once they are beyond the reach of the Wyrmberg's magic then
they'll have no Power. They'll be smply brigands. Will that satisfy you?"

IIYall
"l am surprised that you are so merciful, Hrun."

Hrun shrugged. "A man in my position, he can't afford to be anything el se, he'sgot to consider his
image." Helooked around. "Where's the next test, then?”

"l warn you that it is perilous. If you wish, you may leave now. If you passthe test, however, you will
become lord of the Wyrmberg and, of course, my lawful husband.”

Hrun met her gaze. He thought about hislife, to date. It suddenly seemed to him to have been full of long
damp nights deeping under the stars, desperate fights with trolls, city guards, countless bandits and evil
priests and, on at least three occasions, actud demigods - and for what? Well, for quite alot of treasure,
he had to admit - but where had it al gone? Rescuing beleagured maidens had a certain passing reward,
but most of the time he'd finished up by setting them up in some city somewhere with a handsome dowry,
because after awhile even the most agreeable exmaiden became possessive and had scant sympathy for
his efforts to rescue her sster sufferers. In short, life had redly left him with little more than areputation
and anetwork of scars. Being alord might be fun. Hrun grinned. With abase like this, dl these dragons
and agood bunch of fighting men, aman could redlly be a contender.

Besides, the wench was not uncomely.
"Thethird te?' shesad.
"Am | to be weaponless again?' said Hrun.

Liessareached up and removed her helmet | etting the coils of red hair tumble out. Then she unfastened
the brooch of her robe. Underneath, she was naked.

AsHrun's gaze siwept over her his mind began to operate two notional counting machines. One assessed
the gold in her bangles, the tiger-rubies that ornamented her toe-rings, the diamond spangle that adorned
her navel, and two highly individua whirligigs of Slver filigree. The other was plugged straight into his
libido. Both produced talies that pleased him mightily.

As sheraised ahand and proffered a glass of wine she smiled, and said, "I think not.”



"He didn't attempt to rescue you," Rincewind pointed out asalast resort.

He clung desperately to Twoflower'swaist as the dragon circled dowly, tilting the world at a dangerous
angle. The new knowledge that the scaley back he was astride only existed as asort of threedimensional
daydream did not, he had soon redlised, do anything at dl for his ankle-wrenching sensations of vertigo.
His mind kept straying towards the possible results of Twoflower losing his concentration.

"Not even Hrun could have prevailed against those crosshows,” said Twoflower stoutly.

Asthe dragon rose higher above the patch of woodland, where the three of them had dept adamp and
uneasy deep, the sun rose over the edge of the disc. Ingtantly the gloomy blues and greys of pre-dawn
were transformed into abright bronze river that flowed across the world, flaring into gold where it struck
ice or water or alight-dam. (Owing to the dengity of the magical field surrounding the disc, light itself
moved at sub-sonic speeds; thisinteresting property was well utilized by the Sorca people of the Great
Nef, for example, who over the centuries had congtructed intricate and delicate dams, and valeyswalled
with polished silica, to catch the dow sunlight and sort of storeit. The Scintillating reservoirs of the Nef,
overflowing after several weeks of uninterrupted sunlight, were atruly magnificent sght fromtheair and it
istherefore unfortunate that Twoflower and Rincewind did not happen to glance in that direction.)

In front of them the billion-ton impossibility that was the magic-wrought Wyrmberg hung againg the sky
and that was not too bad, until Rincewind turned his head and saw the mountain's shadow dowly unroll
itself across the cloudscape of the world...

"What can you see?' said Twoflower to the dragon.

| seefighting on the top of the mountaincame the gentle reply.

"See?' said Twoflower. "Hrun's probably fighting for hislife at thisvery moment.”

Rincewind was slent. After amoment Twoflower looked around. The wizard was staring intently a
nothing a dl, hislipsmoving soundlesdy.

"Rincewind?'
Thewizard made asmdl croaking noise.
"I'm sorry," said Twoflower. "What did you say?"

"..dl theway... the great fdl..." muttered Rincewind, His eyes focused, looked puzzled for amoment,
then widened in terror. He made the mistake of looking down.

"Aargh," he opined, and began to dide.

Twoflower grabbed him.

"What's the matter?"

Rincewind tried shutting his eyes, but there were no eyelidsto hisimagination and it was staring widely.

"Don't you get scared of heights?' he managed to say.



Twoflower looked down at the tiny landscape, mottled with cloud shadows. The thought of fear hadn't
actualy occurred to him.

"No," hesad. "Why should I? Y oure just asdead if you fall from forty feet asyou are from four
thousand fathoms, that'swhat | say."

Rincewind tried to consider this dispassionately, but couldn't seethelogic of it. It wasn't the actua
fdling, it wasthe hitting he...

Twoflower grabbed him quickly.
"Steady on," he said cheerfully. "Were nearly there"
"l wish | was back in the city," moaned Rincewind. "I wish | was back on the ground.”

"I wonder if dragons can fly al the way to the stars?' mused Twoflower. "Now that would be
something...”

"Youremad," said Rincewind flatly. There was no reply from the tourist, and when the wizard craned
around he was horrified to see Twoflower looking up &t the paling starswith an odd smile on hisface.

"Dont" you even think abouit it," added Rincewind, menacingly.

The man you seek istalking to the dragon-womansaid the dragon.

"Hmm?" said Twoflower, ill looking a the paing Sars.

"What?' said Rincewind urgently.

"Ohyes. Hrun," said Twoflower. "I hopewerein time. Dive now. Go low."

Rincewind opened his eyes as the wind increased to awhistling gale. Perhaps they were blown open -
the wind certainly made them impossible to shuit.

Theflat summit of the Wyrmberg rose up at them, lurched alarmingly, then somersaulted into agreen
blur that flashed by on either side. Tiny woods and fields blurred into arushing patchwork. A brief slvery
flash in the landscape may have been the little river that overflowed into the air & the plateau'srim.
Rincewind tried to force the memory out of hismind , but it was rather enjoying itself there, terrorizing the
other occupants and kicking over the furniture.

"l think not," said Liessa
Hrun took the wine cup, dowly. He grinned like a pumpkin.

Around the arena the dragons started to bay. Their riders looked up. And something like agreen blur
flashed across the arena, and Hrun had gone. The winecup hung momentarily inthe air, then crashed
down on the steps. Only then did asingle drop spill.



Thiswas because, in the ingtant of enfolding Hrun gently in his claws, Ninereeds the dragon had
momentarily synchronized their bodily rhythms. Since the dimension of theimagination ismuch more
complex than those of time and space, which are very junior dimensionsindeed, the effect of thiswasto
ingantly transform astationary and prigpic Hrun into a Hrun moving Sdeways at eighty miles an hour with
no ill-effects whatsoever, except for afew wasted mouthfuls of wine. Another effect wasto cause Liessa
to scream with rage and summon her dragon. Asthe gold beast materialised in front of her she legpt
adrideit, still naked, and snatched a crossbow from one of the guards. Then she was airborne, while the
other dragonriders swarmed towards their own beasts.

The Loremaster, watching from the pillar he had prudently did behind in the mad scramble happened at
that moment to catch the cross dimensiond echoes of atheory being at the same ingtant hatched in the
mind of an early psychiatrist in an adjacent universe, possibly because the dimension-leek was flowing
both ways, and for amoment the psychiatrist saw the girl on the dragon. The loremaster smiled.

"Want to bet that she won't catch him?' said Greicha, in avoice of worms and sepulchres, right by his
e

The loremaster shut his eyes and swallowed hard.
"| thought that my Lord would now beresiding fully in the Dread Land,” he managed.

"l anawizard," said Greicha. "Death Himsalf must claim awizard. And, aha, He doesn't appear to bein
the neighbourhood...”

SHAL WE GO? asked Dezth.

He was on awhite horse, ahorse of flesh and blood but red of eye and fiery of nogtril, and He stretched
out abony hand and took Greicha's soul out of the air and rolled it up until it wasa point of painful light,
and then He swallowed it.

Then He clapped spursto his steed and it sprang into the air, sparks corruscating from its hooves.

"Lord Greichal" whispered the old Loremaster, asthe universe flickered around him.

"That wasamean trick,” came the wizard's voice, amere speck of sound disgppearing into the infinite
black dimensions.

"My Lord... what is Death like?' called the old man tremuloudly.
"When | haveinvestigated it fully, I will let you know," came the faintest of modulations on the breeze.

"Yes," murmured the loremaster. A thought struck him. "During daylight, please," he added.

"You clowns," screamed Hrun, from his perch on Ninereed's foreclaws.

"What did he say?' roared Rincewind, asthe dragon ripped itsway through the air in the race for the



heights.

"Didn't hear." bellowed Twoflower, hisvoicetorn awvay by the gde. Asthe dragon banked dightly he
looked down at the little toy spinning top that was the mighty Wyrmberg and saw the swarm of crestures
risng in pursuit. Ninereed's wings pounded and flicked the air away contemptuoudy. Thinner air, too.
Twoflower's ear popped for the third time.

Ahead of the swarm, he noticed, was a golden dragon. Someone on it, too.

"Hey, areyou dl right?' said Rincewind urgently.

He had to drink in severa lungfuls of the strangely digtilled air in order to get the words ouit.

"I could have been alord, and you clowns had to go and-" Hrun gasped. asthe chill thin air drew thelife
even out of hismighty chest

"Wass happnin to the air?* muttered Rincewind. Blue lights appeared in front of hiseyes.

"Unk," said Twoflower, and passed out.

The dragon vanished.

For afew seconds the three men continued upwards. Twoflower and the wizard presenting an odd
picture asthey sat onein front of the other with their legs astride something that wasn't there, Then what

passed for gravity on the Disc recovered from the surprise, and claimed them.

At that moment Liessa's dragon flashed by, and Hrun landed heavily acrossits neck. Liassaleaned over
and kissed him.

Thisdetail waslogt to Rincewind as he dropped away, with hisarms still clasped around Twoflower's
waist. Thedisc wasalittle round map pinned against the sky. It didn't appear to be moving, but
Rincewind knew that it was. The whole world was coming towards him like agiant custard pie.

"Wake up!" he shouted, above the roar of thewind. "Dragons! Think of dragons!”

Therewas aflurry of wings asthey plummeted through the host of pursuing crestures, which fell avay
and up. Dragons screamed and wheeled across the sky.

No answer came from Twoflower. Rincewind's robe whipped around him, but he did not wake.
Dragons, thought Rincewind in apanic. Hetried to concentrate hismind, tried to envisage aredly lifelike
dragon. If he can do it, he thought, then so can |. But nothing happened.

Thedisc was bigger now, acloud-swirled circle risng gently undernesth them.,

Rincewind tried again, screwing up his eyesand straining every nervein hisbody. A dragon. His
imagination, a somewhat battered and over-used organ, reached out for adragon... any dragon.

IT WON'T WORK, laughed avoice likethe dull tolling of afunered bell, YOU DON'T BELIEVE IN
THEM.

Rincewind looked at the terrible mounted apparition grinning at him, and hismind bolted in terror.



Therewas abrilliant flash.
There was utter darkness.

There was a soft floor under Rincewind's feet, apink light around him, and the sudden shocked cries of
many people.

Helooked around wildly. He was standing in some kind of tunnel, which was mosdtly filled with seetsin
which outlandishly-dressed people had been strapped. They were dl shouting a him.

"Wake up," he hissed. "Help me!™

Dragging the still-unconscious tourist with him he backed away from the mob until hisfree hand found an
oddly-shaped door handle. He twisted it and ducked through, then dammed it hard. He stared around
the new room in which hefound himsalf and met the terrified gaze of ayoung woman who dropped the
tray she was holding and screamed.

It sounded like the sort of scream that brings muscular help. Rincewind, awash with fear-distilled
adrenalin, turned and barged past her. There were more seats here, and the people in them ducked as he

dragged Twoflower urgently dong the centra gangway. Beyond the rows of seats were little windows.
Beyond the windows, against a background of fleecy clouds, was adragon'swing. It was silver.

I've been eaten by adragon, he thought. That'sridiculous, he replied, you can't see out of dragons. Then
his shoulder hit the door at the far end of the tunnel, and he followed it through into a cone-shaped room
that was even stranger than the tunndl.

It wasfull of tiny glittering lights. Among the lights, in contoured chairs, were four men who were now
gtaring at him open-mouthed. As he stared back he saw their gazes dart sdeways. Rincewind turned
dowly. Beside him was afifth man - youngish, bearded, as swarthy asthe nomad folk of the Great Nef.

"Wheream 17" said thewizard. "in the belly of adragon?'

The young man crouched back and shoved asmall black box inthe wizard'sface. The meninthe chairs
ducked down.

"What isit?' said Rincewind. "A picture box?' He reached out and took it, amovement which appeared
to surprise the swarthy man, who shouted and tried to snatch it back. There was another shout, thistime
from one of the men in the chairs. Only now he wasn't Sitting. He was standing up, pointing something
smadl and metdlic & the young man.

It had an amazing effect. The man crouched back with hishandsintheair.

"Please give me the bomb, air,” said the man with the metalic thing. "Carefully, please.”

"Thisthing?' said Rincewind.

"You haveit-"

"l don't want it!"



The man took it very carefully and put it on the floor. The seated men relaxed, and one of them started
gpeaking urgently to thewall. The wizard watched him in amazement.

"Don't move." snapped the man with the metal— an amulet, Rincewind decided, it must be an amulet. The
swarthy man backed into the corner.

"That was avery brave thing you did,” said Amulet-holder to Rincewind. "Y ou know that?
"What?'

"What's the maiter with your friend?'

"Friend?'

Rincewind looked down at Twoflower, who was gtill dumbering peacefully. That was no surprise. What
wasreally surprising was that Twoflower was wearing new clothes. Strange clothes. His britches now
ended just above his knees. Above that he wore some sort of vest of brightly-striped material. On his
head was aridiculous little straw hat. With afeather init.

An awkward feding around the leg regions made Rincewind look down. His clothes had changed too.
Instead of the comfortable old robe, so marvelloudy well-adapted for speed into action in al possible
contingencies, hislegswere encased in cloth tubes. He was wearing ajacket of the same grey materid...

Until now held never heard the language the man with the amulet was using. It was uncouth and vagudly
Hublandish - so why could he understand every word?

Let's see, they'd suddenly appeared in this dragon after, they'd materiaised in this drag, they'd sudd,
they'd, they'd - they had struck up a conversation in the airport so naturally they had chosen to sit
together on the plane, and he'd promised to show Jack Zweiblumen around when they got back to the
States. Yes, that wasit. And then Jack had been taken ill and he'd panicked and come through here and
surprised this hijacker. Of course. What on earth was "Hublandish"? Dr Rjinswand rubbed his forehead.
What he could do with was adrink.

Ripples of paradox spread out acrossthe seaof causdlity.

Possibly the most important point that would have to be borne in mind by anyone outside the sum totality
of the multiverse was that athough the wizard and the tourist had indeed only recently appeared in an
arcraft inmid-air, they had aso at one and the same time been riding on that aeroplane in the normal
course of things. That isto say: "whileit wastrue that they had just appeared in this particular set of
dimengions, it was also true that they had been living in them dl dong. It isat this point that normal
language gives up, and goes and has adrink.

The point isthat severa quintillion atoms had just materidized (however, they had not. Seebelow) ina
universe where they should not gtrictly have been. The usua upshot of this sort of thing isavast explosion
but, snce universes arefairly resilient things, this particular universe had saved itself by instantaneoudy
unravelling its spacetime continuum back to a point where the surplus atoms could safely be
accommodated and then rapidly rewinding back to that circle of firelight which for want of a better term
itsinhabitants were wont to call The Present. Thishad of course changed history - there had been afew
lesswars, afew extradinosaurs and so on - but on the whol e the episode passed remarkably quietly.

Outside of this particular universe, however, the repercussions of the sudden double-take bounced to



and fro across the face of The Sum of Things, bending whole dimensions and sinking gaaxies without a
trace.

All thiswas however totdly lost on Dr Rjinswand, 33, abachelor, born in Sweden, raised in New
Jersey, and aspecidist in the breakaway oxidation phenomenaof certain nuclear reactors. Anyway, he
probably would not have believed any of it.

Zweiblumen till seemed to be unconscious. The stewardess, who had helped Rjinswand to his segt to
the gpplause of the rest of the passengers, was bering over him anxioudly.

"| radioed ahead,” shetold Rjinswand "therell be an ambulance waiting when we land Uh, it sayson the
passenger list that you're adoctor”

"1 don't know what'swrong with him," said Rincewind hurriedly, it might be adifferent matter if hewasa
Magnox resctor of course.

"Isit shock of somekind?"'
"I've never-"

Her sentence terminated in atremendous crash from the rear of the plane. Severa passengers screamed.
A sudden gaeof ar swept every loose magazine and newspaper into a screaming whirlwind that twisted
madly down theade.

Something esewas coming up theaide.

Something big and oblong and wooden and brassbound. It had hundreds of legs. If it waswhat it
seemed - awalking chest of the kind that appeared in pirate stories brim full of ill-gotten gold and jewels
- then what would have been its lid suddenly gaped open.

There were no jewds. But there were lots of big square teeth, white as sycamore, and a pulsating
tongue, red as mahogany.

An ancient suitcase was coming to est him.

Rjinswand clutched at the unconscious Zweiblumen for what little comfort there was there, and
gibbered. He wished fervently that he was somewhered<e...

There was a sudden darkness.
Therewasabrilliant flash.

The sudden departure of saverd quintillion atoms from a universe that they had no right to bein anyway
caused awild imbaancein the harmony of the Sum Totality whichit tried frantically to retrieve, wiping
out anumber of subredlitiesin the process. Huge surges of raw magic boiled uncontrolled around the
very foundations of the multiverseitself, welling up through every creviceinto hitherto peaceful
dimensions and causing novas, supernovas, stellar collisons, wild flights of geese and drowning of
imaginary continents. Worlds asfar away as the other end of time experienced brilliant sunsets of
corruscating octarine as highly-charged magica particles roared through the atmosphere. In the cometary
halo around the fabled |ce System of Zeret anoble comet died as a prince flamed across the sky.



All thiswas however logt on Rincewind as, clutching the inert Twoflower around the waist, he plunged
towards the Disc's sea several hundred feet below. Not even the convulsions of al the dimensions could
break the iron Law of the Conservation of Energy, and Rjinswand's brief journey in the plane had
sufficed to carry him severa hundred miles horizontally and seven thousand feet verticaly.

Theword "plan€e’ flamed and died in Rincewind's mind.

Wasthat a ship down there?

The cold waters of the Circle Searoared up a him and sucked him down into their green, suffocating
embrace. A moment later there was another splash asthe luggage, till bearing alabel carrying the
powerful travelling rune TWA, aso hit the sea

Later on, they used it asaraft.

Closeto the Edge

It had been along timein the making. Now it was admost completed, and the daves hacked away at the
last clay remnants of the mantle.

Where other daves wereindustrioudy rubbing its metdl flankswith slver sand it was aready beginning
to gleam in the sun with the silken organic sheen of young bronze. It was ill warm even after aweek of

cooling in the cagting pit. The Arch-astronomer of Krull motioned lightly with his hand and his bearers set
the throne down in the shadow of the hull.

Likeafish, hethought. A great flying fish. And of what sees?

"It isindeed magnificent,” he whispered. "A work of true art.”

"Craft," said the thickset man by hisside. The Arch-astronomer turned dowly and looked up &t the
man'simpassiveface. It isn't particularly hard for aface to look impassive-when there are two golden
spheres where the eyes should be. They glowed disconcertingly.

"Craft, indeed,” said the astronomer, and smiled

"I would imagine that there is no greater craftsman on the entire disc than you, Goldeneyes. Would | be
right?'

The craftsman paused, his naked body - naked at least, were it not for atoolbelt, awrist abacusand a
deep tan - tensing as he considered the implications of thislast remark. The golden eyes appeared to be
looking into some other world.

"The answer is both yesand no," he said at last Some of the lesser astronomers behind the throne



gasped at thislack of etiquette, but the Arch astronomer appeared not to have noticed it.
"Continue," he said.

"There are some essentid skillsthat | lack. Y et | am Goldeneyes Silverhand Dactylos,” said the
craftsman. "I made the Metal Warriors that guard the Tomb of Fitchiu, | designed the Light Dams of the
Great Nef, | built the Paace of the Seven Deserts. And yet-" he reached up and tapped one of his eyes,
which rang faintly, "when | built the golem army for Pitchiu heloaded me down with gold and then, so
that |1 would create no other work to rival my work for him, he had my eyes put out.”

"Wise but cruel,” said the Arch-astronomer sympathetically.

"Yah. So | learned to hear the temper of metas and to see with my fingers. | learned how to distinguish
ores by taste and smell. | made these eyes, but | cannot make them see.

"Next | was summoned to build the Paace of the Seven Desarts, as aresult of which the Emir showered
mewith slver and then, not entirely to my surprise, had my right hand cut off."

"A grave hindrancein your line of business," nodded the Arch-astronomer.

"I used some of the slver to make mysdf this new hand, putting to use my unrivalled knowledge of
leversand fulcrums. It suffices. After | created thefirst great Light Dam, which had a capacity of 50,000
daylight hours, thetribal councils of the Nef loaded me down with fine silks and then hamstrung me so
that | could not escape. Asaresult | was put to some inconvenience to use the silk and some bamboo to
build aflying machine from which I could launch myself from the top-most turret of my prison.”

"Bringing you, by various diversons, to Krull," said the Arch-astronomer. " And one cannot help fegling
that some alternative occupation - lettuce farming, say - would offer somewhat less of arisk of being put
to deeth by ingaments. Why do you continue in it? Gol deneyes Dactyl os shrugged.

"I'mgood &t it," he said.

The Arch-astronomer looked up again bronze fish, shining now like agong in the noontime sun.

"Such beauty," he murmured. "And unique. Come, Dactylos. Recall to mewhat it wasthat | promised
should be your reward?’

"Y ou asked me to design afish that would swim through the seas of space that lie between the worlds,”
intoned the master craftsman. "In return for which - in return-"

"Yes? My memory isnot what it used to be," purred the Arch-astronomer, stroking the warm bronze.

"Inreturn,” continued Dactylos, without much gpparent hope, "you would set me free, and refrain from
chopping off any appendages. | require no treasure.”

"Ah, yes. | recdl now." The old man raised a blueveined hand, and added, "1 lied."

There was the merest whisper of sound, and the goldeneyed man rocked on hisfeet. Then he looked
down at the arrowhead protruding from his chest, and nodded wearily. A speck of blood bloomed on his

lips



There was no sound in the entire square (save for the buzzing of afew expectant flies) ashissilver hand
came up, very dowly, and fingered the arrowhead.

Dactylos grunted.

"Soppy workmanship,” he said, and toppled backwards.

The Arch-astronomer prodded the body with histoe, and sighed.

"Therewill be ashort period of mourning, as befitsamaster craftsman,” he said. Hewatched a
bluebottle dight on one golden eye and fly away puzzled... "That would seem to be long enough,” said the
Arch-astronomer, and beckoned a couple of davesto carry the corpse away.

"Arethe chelonauts ready?" he asked.

The master launchcontroller hustled forward.

"Indeed, your prominence," he said.

"The correct prayers are being intoned?

"Quite so, your prominence.”

"How long to the doorway?"

"The launch window," corrected the master launchcontroller carefully. "Three days, your prominence.
Great ATuin'stail will bein an unmatched postion.”

"Then dl that remains," concluded the Arch-astronomer, "isto find the appropriate sacrifice.”
The master launchcontroller bowed.

"The ocean shdl provide," he said.

The old man smiled. it dways does," he said.

"If only you could navigate'

"If only you could steer-"

A wave washed over the deck. Rincewind and Twoflower looked at each other. "Keep bailing!" they
screamed in unison, and reached for the buckets.

After awhile Twoflower's peevish voicefiltered up from the waterl ogged cabin.

"l don't see how it'smy fault,” he said. He handed up another bucket, which the wizard tipped over the
gde



"Y ou were supposed to be on watch,” snapped Rincewind.
"| saved usfrom the davers, remember,” said Twoflower.

"I'd rather be adave than a corpse,” replied the wizard. He straightened up and looked out to sea. He
appeared puzzled.

He was asomewhat different Rincewind from the one that escaped the fire of Ankh-Morpork six
months before. More scarred, for one thing. And much more travelled. He had visited the Hublands,
discovered the curious folkways of many colourful peoples - invariably obtaining more scarsin the
process - and had even, for a never-to-be-forgotten few days, sailed on the legendary Dehyd