VIMES
In a manner of speaking. But you’re not allowed to arrest
anyone. Even if they’re breaking the law. Understand?

CARROT
Yes. I’ll read my book then.

(Vimes, Sgt Colon and Cpl Nobbs exit. Carrot opens his
book and starts io read. The Librarian enters and crosses
to him)

Ah, er, sorry. ’'m supposed to stop anyone from looking
ab= .

LIBRARIAN
Oook.

CARROT
Hello.

LIBRARIAN
Oook!

CARROT
Sorry?

LIBRARIAN (with a heavy sigh)
OOOK!

(He beckons at Carrot to follow him)

CARROT

I’m sorry. I can’t leave here. I’ve had orders.

Someone hasn’t committed a crime have they?
Y
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LIBRARIAN
Oook.

CARROT
A bad crime?

LIBRARIAN
QOook.

CARROT
Like murder?

LIBRARIAN
Eeek!

CARROT

Worse than murder?

LIBRARIAN
EEEK!

(The Librarian grabs at Carrot’s book and starts to run

off)

CARROT
Hey!

(The Librarian brings back the book, and repeats the
mime)

Oh. Oh, I see. A book has been taken. From your
Library?

(The Librarian nods vigorously.)
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A BOOK has been taken? You’re bothering the City
Watch because a book has been taken? You think that’s
worse than murder?

This is practically a criminal offence, wasting Watch
time. Why don’t you just tell the head wizards at the
University?

(The Librarian does a brief mime)

Oh, I see. They couldn’t find their bums with both
hands.

(The Librarian nods.)

Well, I don’t see what I can do about it. What’s the book
called?

(The Librarian scratches his head. Then, charade-style,
he puts his palms together, and then folds them open)

Yes, I know it’s a book. What’s its name?

(The Librarian sighs héavz’ly. He holds up four fingers)
Oh. Four words? First word.

(The‘ Librarian holds two fingers close tagether.)
Small word? A, The, Fo—

LIBRARIAN
Qook!
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CARROT
The? The. Second word . . . third word? Small word.
The? A? To? Of? Fro . . . Of? Of. The something of
something. Second word. What? Oh, first syllable.
Fingers? Touching your fingers? Thumbs?

(The Librarian growls theatrically and tugs at its ear)

Oh, sounds like. Er . . . Bum ... Come ... Dumb . . .
Gum...

(The lights fade down to indicate the passage of some time.
Music While You Work’ plays briefly. Lights up again.)

...Numb...Plum...Rum...Sum...Sum. Sum!
Second syllable. Small. Very small syllable. A. In. Un.
On. On! Sum. On. Sum On. Summon! Summon-er?
Summon-ing?  Summoning. Summomng The
Summoning of Something. This i Is fun, isn’t it! Fourth
word. Whole word.

(The Librarian attempts to mime the word ‘dragons’)

Big thing. Huge big thing. Flapping. Great big flapping,
leaping thing. Teeth. Huffing. Blowing. Great big huge
blowing flapping thing. Sucking fingers. Sucking
fingers thing. Burnt. Hot. Great big hot blowing
flapping thing . . . Politician?

(The Librarian sighs very heavily)

A great big hot blowing flapping thing. I give up. It could
be anything. It could be a dragon, for all I know. Dragon!
Dragons! That’s it!
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The Summoning of Dragons!
(The Librarian raises its arms to heaven in thanks)
This is serious! Come on, we’ve got to tell the Captain!

(They exit as the lights black out)




SCENE 10 - LADY RAMKIN’S HOUSE

Lady Ramkin is on stage. She is holding Errol. There are boxes
behind her from which smoke rises gently. Vimes enters.

VIMES
Er, Lady Ramkin?

LADY RAMKIN

Ah. Hello. You don’t know anything about matin’, do
yer?

VIMES

L, er, ’fraid not, my Lady. I'm Captain Vimes of the
Night Watch. Ma’am.

LADY RAMKIN

Oh. Pity. Havin’ a spot of trouble with this one.
Goodboy Bindle Featherstone of Quirm. Can’t cut the
mustard ye’see. Wings’re too small.

VIMES
Wings?

LADY RAMKIN

Yes. Dragons mate in the air dontcherknow. This poor
chap just can’t get airborne. One tries to breed for a good
flame, depth of scale, correct colour and so on. One just
has to put up with the occasional total whittle.
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VIMES
Poor sod. Sorry, ma’am. Nice pets though.

LADY RAMKIN
Sound nice, grant yer. Then people realise it means soot
burns in the shagpile, frizzled hair and crap all over yer
furniture. Then they think it’s getting too big and smelly
and next thing it’s either down to the Morpork Sunshine
Sanctuary for Lost Dragons or the heave-ho into the
river with a brick tied to yer neck, poor little buggers.

Now then. Captain Vimes was it?

Such a dashin’ title, I’ve always felt. I mean, colonels are
always so stuffy, majors are pompous, but one always
feels somehow that there is something delightfully
dangerous about a captain. What was it you wanted me
for, Captain?

VIMES
Well, ma’am. I wondered. I was wondering, I mean,
erm, how big swamp dragons grow?

LADY RAMKIN
I'seem to recall that Gayheart Talonthrust of Ankh stood
fourteen thumbs high, toe to matlock.

VIMES
B

LADY RAMKIN
About three foot six inches.

VIMES
No bigger than that?
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LADY RAMKIN
Golly no. He was a bit of a freak, actually. Most don’t
grow much bigger than eight thumbs.

VIMES
Two feet?

LADY RAMKIN
Well done. That’s cobbs of course. The hens would be
smaller.

What’s that you’re carryin’, Captain?
¥y ymn', Lap

VIMES
Oh. Yes. This is a sketch I had made from some foot-
prints we found in the Shades. There’s a human
footprint next to it to show the scale. Well, one of
Corporal Nobbs’s, anyway. Does it remind you of any-
thing?

LADY RAMKIN
Large wadin’ bird, p’raps?

VIMES
Oh.

LADY RAMKIN (laughing)
Or a really big dragon. Someone’s been playin’ tricks on
you, old chap.

VIMES
Perhaps. But the prints were by a section of wall which
had been vitrified by some great heat, and seemed to
have completely carbonised three local citizens in the
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process. We were close by when it happened. Saw
nothing except this very bright light. But we heard a
sound like great leathery wings, and a great roar.

LADY RAMKIN (hoarsely)
Draco nobilis. The noble dragon. As opposed to these
fellows, draco vulgaris the lot of ’em. But the big ones
are all gone, yer know. Beautiful things. Weighed tons.

(The sound of leathery wings has been increasing through-
out her speech, and there have been noises of scuffling from
the ‘cages’. We hear noises of distant roaring, screams,
and fire crackling. Flame effect)

Biggest things ever to fly. No-one knows how they . . .
(She points out into the fourth wall)

My God! There it is! I would never have believed it if . . .
Do you realise we’re seeing something which no-one has
seen for centuries?

VIMES
Yes. Some bloody great lizard, setting fire to my city.
Of all the cities in all the world it could have flown into,

it’s flown into mine.

(Carrot and the Librarian enter, followed by Cpl Nobbs
and Sgt Colon)

CARROT

Have you seen it? Have you seen it?
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SCENE 12 - A STREET IN ANKH-MORPORK

On stage is Cut-Me-Own-Throat Dibbler, and a couple of
warriors. They have just concluded their business with CMOT
and are examining a poster. Vimes enters.

DIBBLER (nodding in the direction of the marriors)
Mornin’ Captain. News spread quickly, eh?

VIMES
Morning Dibbler. What’re you selling this time?

DIBBLER
Genuine article, Captain. Can’t afford to be without
it. Anti-dragon cream. Personal guarantee. If you’re
incinerated.

VIMES

What you’re saying, if I understand you correctly, is that
if I am baked alive by the dragon, you’ll refund my
money?

DIBBLER
Upon personal application. One dollar a jar, and I’'m
cutting me own throat. It’s a public service, really.

VIMES (reading the label)
You'’ve got to hand it to those ancient monks. Brewing
it up so quickly.
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So what’s happening, Dibbler? Who’re the guys with the
swords?

DIBBLER
Dragon hunters, Captain. The Patrician’s offering a
reward of fifty thousand dollars to anyone who brings
him the dragon’s head. Not attached to the dragon. He’s
no fool.

VIMES
Fifty thousand dollars. ’'m surprised you’re not joining
in.

DIBBLER
Ah well, ’'m more what you might call the service sector.
Here’s my product list.

(He gives Vimes a piece of paper)
VIMES (reading)
Anti-dragon mirror shields, five hundred dollars . . .
Portable lair detectors, two hundred and fifty dollars . . .
Dragon-piercing arrows, one hundred dollars each . . .
Sacks, one dollar . . . Why sacks?

DIBBLER
On account of the dragon’s hoard.

VIMES
Oh. Of course. And whgt are these?

(He points to a length of stiff wire with a small piece of
wood attached to the end)
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DIBBLER
Dragon detectors.

L VIMES
| How do they work?

DIBBLER
Well . . . you see this piece of wood at theend . . .

VIMES
Yes.

DIBBLER
Well, when that’s burned through, you’ve found your
dragon.

VIMES
Intriguing. Practical, whilst at the same time, almost
completely useless. Well, good luck, Dibbler.

DIBBLER (exiting) _
Thanks, Captain. I can do special rates for our boys in
brown.

VIMES (crossing to the warriors)
What’s all this?

FIRST WARRIOR
Cheap job. Fifty Thousand? Well below the going rate.
Should be half his kingdom and his daughter’s hand in
marriage.

- VIMES
But he’s not a king, he’s a Patrician.
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FIRST WARRIOR
Well, half his patrimony then. What’s his daughter like?

VIMES
He’s not married. He hasn’t got a daughter.

SECOND WARRIOR
No daughter? Wants people to kill dragons and he hasn’t
got a daughter?

VIMES
He’s got a little dog he’s very fond of.

FIRST WARRIOR
Bleeding disgusting, not having a daughter. And what’s
fifty thousand dollars these days, eh? You spend that
much on nets.

SECOND WARRIOR
Right. Fifty thousand dollars? He can stuff it.

FIRST WARRIOR
Yeah. Cheapskate.

SECOND WARRIOR
Let’s go and have a drink.

FIRST WARRIOR
Right.

(They start to exit. Then they stop, and the First Warrior
turns round)




FIRST WARRIOR
What sort of dog?

VIMES
What?

FIRST WARRIOR
I said, what sort of dog?

VIMES
A small wire-haired terrier, I think.

(The two warriors exchange glances)

FIRST WARRIOR
Nabh.

(And they exit)

VIMES

He’s got an aunt in Pseudopolis, I believe.
(The Librarian enters)

LIBRARIAN
Oook?

VIMES
Oh. Hello. No, no luck yet, I'm afraid. I tell you what,
you get back to the Library and see what you can find.
I'll send word if we come up with anything.

(At the Unicorn, we became aware now that the rest of
the Watch were in the on-stage balcony, separately lit so
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that they appeared to be on the roof of one of the city’s
buildings. On a flat stage, this could be achieved with
separately lighted areas, providing Vimes looks up when
talking, as though addressing the men high up on a build-
ing, and the Watch look down when speaking to Vimes)

You men seen anything yet?
(The Librarian exits)

And you can put that away for a start.

SGT COLON
But, sir—

VIMES
You know longbows are forbidden. Wait there.

(He makes his way up to them)

CARROT
That’s right. The Projectile Weapons (Civic Safety)
Act, 1634.

SGT COLON
Don’t you keep on quoting all that sort of stuff. We don’t
have any of them laws any more! That’s all old stuff! It’s
all wossname now. Pragmatic.

CARROT
Yes, but Captain Vimes says that he’s not having his
guards shooting citizens. We’re here to protect and
serve.
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(Vimes enters)
3 Isn’t that right, Captain’?
= VIMES

Er, yeah. Yes, that’s right.
Anything’?

CPL NOBBS
Nah. Bugger this for a game of soldiers. It’s been scared
off.

SGT COLON
Looks hike it.

CARROT

And it’s starting to get chilly. Maybe we ought to be
getting down, sir? Lots of other people are.

VIMES (who is staring fixedly at something)
Hmm?
CARROT :
Could be coming on to rain, too.

VIMES (gently grabbing Colon’s shoulder)
Can you see anything odd about the top of that tower?
SGT COLON

Well, it looks like there’s a dragon sitting on it, don’t it?
VIMES

Yes, that’s what I thought.
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