


TERRY
PRATCHETT

N T Y N
) vg
N )

I A




NATION
A DOUBLEDAY BOOK 978 0 385 61370 5
TRADE PAPERBACK 978 0 385 613712

Published in Great Britain by Doubleday,
an imprint of Random House Children’s Books
A Random House Group Company

This edition published 2008
13579108642

Copyright © Terry and Lyn Pratchett, 2008
Ilustrations copyright © Jonny Duddle, 2008

The right of Terry Pratchett to be identified as the author of this work has been asserted
in accordance with the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act 1988.

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval
system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopy-
ing, recording or otherwise, without the prior permission of the publishers.

The Random House Group Limited supports the Forest Stewardship Council (FSC), the
leading international forest certification organization. All our titles that are printed on
Greenpeace-approved FSC-certified paper carry the FSC logo. Our paper procurement
policy can be found at www.rbooks.co.uk/environment.

e
/. 3 Mixed Sources
Praduct group from well-managed
forests and other controlled sources

F SC www.fscorg Cert no. TY-COC-2138
© 1996 Forest Stewardship Council

Set in Adobe Caslon

RANDOM HOUSE CHILDREN’S BOOKS
61-63 Uxbridge Road, London W5 55A

www.terrypratchett.co.uk
www.rbooks.co.uk

Addresses for companies within The Random House Group Limited can be found at:
www.randomhouse.co.uk/offices.htm

THE RANDOM HOUSE GROUP Limited Reg. No. 954009

A CIP catalogue record for this book is available from the British Library.

Printed and bound in the UK by
CPI Mackays, Chatham ME5 8§TD



NATION

( www.terrypratchett.co.uk )




Books by Terry Pratchett

Stories of Discworld® NATION
THE AMAZING MAURICE AND THE BROMELIAD TRILOGY
HIS EDUCATED RODENTS ¢ (containing TRUCKERS, DIGGERS and WINGS)
THE AMAZING MAURICE AND TRUCKERS ¢
HIS EDUCATED RODENTS D\;]Gn(\;]léléso.
) N
Playscf[{géa‘(;;gzdF?’E%eﬁg&B:ggs) THE CARPET PEOPLE ¢
A HAT FULL OF SKY ® THE JOHNNY MAXWELL TRILOGY
WINTERSMITH ¢ {containing ONLY YOU CAN SAVE MANKIND,
JOHNNY AND THE DEAD and
JOHNNY AND THE BOMB)

ONLY YOU CAN SAVE MANKIND ¢
JOHNNY AND THE DEAD ®
JOHNNY AND THE BOMB *

JOHNNY AND THE DEAD
playscript (adapted by Stephen Briggs) ¥

For adults of all ages
The Discworld® series:
THE COLOUR OF MAGIC ¢ SOUL MUSIC o
THE LIGHT FANTASTIC ® INTERESTING TIMES ¢
EQUAL RITES ® MASKERADE *®
MORT FEET OF CLAY *
SOURCERY ® HOGFATHER. ¢
WYRD SISTERS ® JINGO ¢
PYRAMIDS @ THE LAST CONTINENT e
GUARDS! GUARDS! ® CARPE JUGULUM *
ERIC el THE FIFTH ELEPHANT e
MOVING PICTURES ® THE TRUTH ®
REAPER MAN e THIEF OF TIME ®
WITCHES ABROAD ® NIGHT WATCH ¢
SMALL GODS ® MONSTROUS REGIMENT *
LORDS AND LADIES ¢ GOING POSTAL ®
MEN AT ARMS ® THUD: ®

MAKING MONEY ¢

THE COLOUR OF MAGIC and THE LIGHT FANTASTIC
omnibus edition
THE COLOUR OF MAGIC ~ GRAPHIC NOVEL
THE LIGHT FANTASTIC — GRAPHIC NOVEL
THE RINCEWIND CHRONICLES — GRAPHIC NOVEL
MORT: A DISCWORLD BIG COMIC
(illustrated by Graham Higgins) B
GUARDS! GUARDS!: A DISCWORLD BIG COMIC
(adapted by Stephen Briggs, illustrated by Graham Higgins) &
SOUL MUSIC: THE ILLUSTRATED SCREENPLAY
‘WYRD SISTERS: THE ILLUSTRATED SCREENPLAY
MORT - THE PLAY

(adapted by Stephen Briggs)

WYRD SISTERS - THE PLAY
(adapted by Stephen Briggs)

MEN AT ARMS - THE PLAY
(adapted by Stephen Briggs)

GUARDS! GUARDS! - THE PLAY
(adapted by Stephen Briggs)
MASKERADE
{adapted for the stage by Stephen Briggs) *



CARPE JUGULUM
(adapted for the stage by Stephen Briggs) %
LORDS AND LADIES
(adapted for the stage by Irana Brown) X
INTERESTING TIMES
(adapted for the stage by Stephen Briggs) ¢
JINGO
(adapted for the stage by Stephen Briggs) ¢
THE FIFTH ELEPHANT
(adapted for the stage by Stephen Briggs) #
THE TRUTH
(adapted by Stephen Briggs) ¢
NIGHT WATCH
(adapted for the stage by Stephen Briggs) ¢
MONSTROUS REGIMENT
(adapted for the stage by Stephen Briggs) ¢
GOING POSTAL
(adapted for the stage by Stephen Briggs) ¢
THE SCIENCE OF DISCWORLD
(with Ian Stewart and Jack Cohen) %
THE SCIENCE OF DISCWORLD II: THE GLOBE
(with Tan Stewart and Jack Cohen) %
THE SCIENCE OF DISCWORLD III: DARWIN’S WATCH
(with Ian Stewart and Jack Cohen) <
THE NEW DISCWORLD COMPANION
(with Stephen Briggs) ®
THE WIT AND WISDOM OF DISCWORLD
(compiled by Stephen Briggs)
THE FOLKLORE OF DISCWORLD
(with Jacqueline Simpson)
THE ART OF DISCWORLD
(with Paul Kidby) B
THE STREETS OF ANKH-MORPORK
(with Stephen Briggs)
THE DISCWORLD MAPP
(with Stephen Briggs)

ATOURIST GUIDE TO LANCRE — A DISCWORLD MAPP
(with Stephen Briggs and Paul Kidby)
DEATH'S DOMAIN
(with Paul Kidby)

NANNY OGG'S COOKBOOK
THE PRATCHETT PORTFOLIO
(with Paul Kidby) ®
THE LAST HERO
(with Paul Kidby) m
THE CELEBRATED DISCWORLD ALMANAK
by Betnard Pearson
THE UNSEEN UNIVERSITY CUT-OUT BOOK
‘WHERE'S MY COW?

GOOD OMENS
(with Neil Gaiman)

STRATA
THE DARK SIDE OF THE SUN
THE UNADULTERATED CAT
(iltustrated by Gray Jolliffe) m

® also available in audioc B published by Victor Gollancz
* published by Samuel French 4 published by Methuen Drama
% published by Ebury Press ¥ published by Oxford University Press



For Lyn



NATION




/ Lropie A

(’N

)

(73

[}
I
T
'
NEEPNT
& | STA

\"//
A 7=
- LN
N
&
o\ 1
2
&
Y
ED %
TES
W
(¢
W
)
\®
R
(S 7 N (L

ic of

S
N
bPricorn | N\
(l
(/
i\
S
H
Al
(]
AN

A

93

Jo




L=

R
d’o
)
§ AF 7\
p “GA s = ¢
@J\\ 7 ey A R S
s N ¥ )
d\\ L /) \\\\ y| A \ }’ )
SN 2 & 4 ~
Line A \\ 1/ B )
! T S e e o :
(i " Z
N . S e
\.’\/)) DR k 23 >@ﬂ '\:_J,
P { Tropic Cupricaﬁn . (F A
o 1 (%4 3 x
+ 3 by | b Y&
\ Xy KO
Iy ‘\\ > ’
N\ V450 Ui ik 2
RN I} ;
//; A S / AN ",
/ L h /
R, 1 \ 2"”" N[
\ AN . . VAE
\I b / i ‘% b
AW AN
//’ J/',;; S ‘///, 'h%
VI J&ET
X \\‘\ Ny S
/ L i \[#
AR N
i o A
i) W o A \)
/P f//) [
£

15
/"s\ 119
A \‘\\.S'-\ \’\,\
> N\
o
=)
2. NS
& =
Y[R 1




s
..
"”."’u...?a*:w'ﬂﬁ' ¢

(2S

\’:‘:' )

20
e

C )




HOW IMO MADE THE WORLD, IN THE TIME
WHEN THINGS WERE OTHERWISE AND THE
MOON WAS DIFFERENT

I mo set out one day to catch some fish, but there was
no sea. There was nothing but Imo. So he spat in his
hands and rubbed them together and made a ball of sea.
After that he made some fish, but they were stupid and
lazy. So he took the souls of some dolphins, who at least
had learned to speak, and he mixed them with clay and
rubbed them in his hands and changed their shape and
they became people. They were clever but they could not
swim all day, so Imo dug some more clay and rubbed it in
his hands and baked it in the fire of his fishing camp, and
that was how the land was made.

Soon the people filled all the lands and were hungry, so
Imo took some of the night and rubbed it in his hands and
made Locaha, the god of death.

Still Imo was not satisfied, and he said: I have been like
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a child playing in the sand. This is a flawed world. I had
no plan. Things are wrong. I will rub it in my hands and
make a better one.

But Locaha said: The mud is set. People will die.

Imo was angry and said: Who are you to question me?

And Locaha said: I am a part of you, as are all things.
So I say to you, Give me the mortal world, and go and
make your better one. I will rule here fairly. When a
human dies, I will send them to be a dolphin until it is
time for them to be born again. But when I find a creature
who has striven, who has become more than the mud from
which they were made, who has glorified this mean world
by being a part of it, then I will open a door for them into
your perfect world and they will no longer be creatures of
time for they will wear stars.

Imo thought this was a good idea, because it was his
own creation, and went off to make his new world in the
sky. But before he did this, and so that Locaha would not
have things all his own way, he breathed into his hands
and made the other gods so that while the people should
die, it would be in their right time.

And this is why we are born in water, and do not kill
dolphins, and look towards the stars.



CHAPTER ]

THE PLAGUE

he snow came down so thickly that it formed
fragile snowballs in the air, which rumbled and

melted as soon as they landed on the horses lined up along
the dock. It was four in the morning and the place was
coming alive and Captain Samson had never seen the
dock in such a bustle. The cargo was flying out of the ship,
literally; the cranes strained in their efforts to get the bales
out as quickly as possible. The ship stank of the dis-
infectant already, stank of the stuff. Every man that came
on board was so drenched in it that it dribbled out of his
boots. But that wasn't enough; some of them had
squelched aboard with big, heavy spray cans, which spat
an acid-pink fog over everything.

And there was nothing he could do about it. The agent
for the owners was right there on the dockside with his
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orders in his hands. But Captain Samson was going to try.

‘Do you really think we’re infectious, Mr Blezzard?’ he
barked to the man on the dock. T can assure you—’

“You are not infectious, Captain, as far as we know, but
this is for your own good,’ shouted the agent through his
enormous megaphone, and I must once again warn you
and your men not to leave the ship!

‘We have families, Mr Blezzard?

‘Indeed, and they are already being taken care of.
Believe me, Captain, they are fortunate, and so will you be,
if you follow orders. You must return to Port Mercia at
dawn. I cannot stress enough how important this is.’

‘Impossible! It’s the other side of the world! We've only
been back a few hours! We are low on food and water!’

“You will set sail at dawn and rendezvous in the
Channel with the Maid of Liverpool, just returned from
San Francisco. Company men are aboard her now. They
will give you everything you need. They will strip that ship
to the waterline to see that you are properly provisioned
and crewed!

The captain shook his head. “This is not good enough,
Mr Blezzard. What you are asking — it’s too much. I—
Good God, man, I need more authority than some words
shouted through a tin tube!

T think you will find me all the authority you need,
Captain. Do I have your permission to come aboard?’

The captain knew that voice.

It was the voice of God, or the next best thing. But
although he recognized the voice, he hardly recognized
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the speaker standing at the foot of the gangplank. That
was because he was wearing a sort of birdcage. At least,
that’s what it looked like at first sight. Closer, he could
see that it was a fine metal framework with a thin gauze
around it. The person inside walked in a shimmering
cloud of disinfectant.

‘Sir Geoffrey? said the captain, just to be sure, as the
man began to walk slowly up the glistening gangplank.

‘Indeed, Captain. I'm sorry about this outfit. It’s called
a salvation suit, for obvious reasons. It is necessary for your
protection. The Russian influenza has been worse than
you can possibly imagine! We believe the worst is over, but
it has taken a terrible toll ... at every level of society.
Ewery level, Captain. Believe me.’

There was something in the way the chairman said
‘every’ that made the captain hesitate.

T take it that His Majesty is ... isn't—" He stopped,
unable to force the rest of the question out of his mouth.

‘Not only His Majesty, Captain. I said “worse than you
can possibly imagine”,’ said Sir Geoffrey, while red dis-
infectant dripped off the bottom of the salvation suit and
puddled on the deck like blood. ‘Listen to me. The only
reason the country is not in total chaos at this moment is
that most people are too scared to venture out. As
Chairman of the Line, I order you — and as an old friend,
I beg you — for the sake of the Empire, sail with the devil’s
speed to Port Mercia and find the Governor. Then you
will— Ah, here come your passengers. This way,
gentlemen.’
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Two more carriages had pulled up in the chaos of the
dockside. Five shrouded figures came up the gangplank,
carrying larger boxes between them, and lowered them
onto the deck.

‘Who are you, sir?’ the captain demanded of the nearest
stranger, who said:

‘You don't need to know that, Captain.’

‘Oh, don't I, indeed!” Captain Samson turned to Sir
Geoffrey with his hands open in appeal. ‘Goddammit,
Chairman, pardon my French, have I not served the line
faithfully for more than thirty-five years? I am the captain
of the Cutty Wren, sir! A captain must know his ship and
all that is on it! I will not be kept in the dark, sir! If I cannot
be trusted, I will walk down the gangplank right now?!

‘Please don’t upset yourself, Captain,’ said Sir Geoffrey.
He turned to the leader of the newcomers. ‘Mr Black? The
captain’s loyalty is beyond question.’

‘Yes, I was hasty. My apologies, Captain,” said Mr
Black, ‘but we need to requisition your ship for reasons of
the utmost urgency, hence the regrettable lack of
formality.

‘Are you from the government?’ the captain snapped.

Mr Black looked surprised. “The government? I am
afraid not. Just between us, there is little of the govern-
ment left at the moment, and what there is is mostly
hiding in its cellars. No, to be honest with you, the
government has always found it convenient not to know
much about us, and I would advise you to do the same.’

‘Oh, really? I was not born yesterday, you know—’
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