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Where the hell are you?

It's like someone has stolen Krakatau; the world is
suddenly a much less interesting place, it's not the same,
notso much fun.

In the end you went quietly drifting into that sleep of
infinity, I'm glad about that.

| have always thought that old Dylan Thomas got it
wrong when he wrote:

‘Do notgo gentle into that good night’

Up until the end you had such a fight old friend.

You gave no quarter to that cursed condition and never let it dominate. But finally you
fell asleep inthe home you loved, with those you loved most at your side.

Better that way than any other.

By all the gods | miss you. You were such a good friend. When winter comes, you know
what trees are evergreen and you and Lyn were such evergreen trees to Isobel and me
and at the end all she could do was hold your hand one last time and all | could do was
try, try so hard, to make you laugh as | used to. | can never be a jester for another.

My bells and bladder are buggered, put aside.

Thekingis dead there will be no other in my life again.

Butareyou dead, youdreadful man?

Well, if the old adage is true: 'no man is truly dead while his name is remembered', then
there are millions of us remembering your name old darling, so many in fact that
perhaps by some strange alchemy of fate the concept you so wonderfully explored in
‘Small Gods', of deities being created by the prayers of their followers, then you might
yet appear in some vision to a virgin or as a rocking statue in the grotto of your choice.

Now if you do, if this happens Terry, then you know me; clever with me hands and a wee
bit ‘cunning’ can | please make the statues and flog the indulgences. Just a thought, just
in case, just in the hopes we might share laughter together again.

|, like so many, miss you.

Bovner







Dear Terry,

T won't be the first or the last person to tell you that you changed my life for the better. I've loved your
books sinee I was first handed a copy of Guards! Guards! on the bus to school by a friend with
exemplary taste in literature. I read it in a day and demanded more.

A couple of years later, I found out that such a thing as a Diseworld Convention existed, and went to
one in Hinkley in 2006, You were there. I spoke to many of the other distinguished guests,
eavesdropped on you holding court in the bar and got caught up in the magnificent madness that was
a weekend with like-minded people. The phrase ‘friends you just hadn't met yet’ entered my personal
vocabulary.

In 2009 you came to the first Irish Convention. I had my embarrassing fan moment in the signing
queue (I'd been trying to get to Jack and completely unprepared for meeting The Creator). Since then,
I've been privileged to share some conversations with you, no longer lurking on the outskirts or afraid
of making a fool of myself. I count myself very lucky to have had those fleeting moments of personal
contact. You had a captivating presence and treated fans very well. It was a delight to meet you, and
an honour to speak with you, My heart goes out to your family and his friends, whose pain and loss,
sorrow and anger, love and devastation, must be incredible. The thoughts of all your fans are with
them.

So many of us mourn you not just as an admired author, a fiction producing superstar glimpsed from
afar, but for the very real way your writing touched our lives, widened our world view, improved our
sense of justice and made us laugh,

And as strange as it is in a Letter to Terry himself, I don't feel it's complete without also talking with
you, my fellow fans:

Whether you were lucky enough to meet him a dozen times, or just read and loved his books, the
sorrow you feel is your own, and you have a right to feel it no matter how removed from him you were.
But it is so lovely to see in this community and others that we are not alone in grief.

A friend remarked that she felt odd mourning someone she didn't 'know’. But of course, through his
works, his wit, his wisdom: we knew him. We knew his humour, his musings, his mastery of language,
his deep sense of outrage at injustice. He showed us the best and worst of ourselves as individuals
and groups in the mirror of Diseworld. And many of us have known’ him for years, even if not lucky
enough to put a bearded and hatted face to the man we knew on the page. I mean no disrespect in
describing him up as Vimes with a twist of Rincewind raised by Mistress Weatherwax, but we found
him in his characters and footnotes. The loss is not less keenly felt for a lack of personal interaction.
We all have the right to mourn and grieve our friend. I've resisted the temptation to say ‘words cannot
express’ — because he taught us that words can express. They can capture the infinite and ensorcel
the mundane. Words can change the world, His words have changed lives. Thank you Terry, for
everything. We will miss you.

The turtle moves.

Love,

Shivers



Dear and Much-Missed Terry,

It is now 27 years since I first opened a Diseworld book and was immediately hooked. I can’t find
words for a big enough ‘thank you' for all the pleasure and happiness you have given me ever since.

First, for the books themselves, naturally, with all their fun and their wisdom. And then for how we
met at a book-signing session in 1997 discussed magpies, and recognised our shared taste for
folklore, We kept in touch, and you appointed me your ‘occasional econsultant’ on such matters, and
eventually invited me to co-write The Folklore of Diseworld with you - a delightful task! Then éame
the 2008 Convention, where I was welcomed into the wonderful family of Discworld fans.

It 'm.?kes me deeply l_lappy to know that you saw me not merely as ‘consultant’ but as friend’, as you
said in the Introduction to the paperback of The Folklore of Discworld, And so I sign myself

Your affectionate friend,

;Zlcﬁuﬂ//m s:@saﬂ
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Dear Terry. Gosh, Just writing those words brings on the tears. 1 had no idea the sadness would go on for so long.
Not very smart of me really.

We're supposed to be celebrating your life and I promise you that 1 am but still. The grief endures.

1t's strange to think that there was a time, not long ago really, when 1 had no idea there was such a person as Terry
Pratchett. T moved to New Delhi in 2004, T was missing my family, my friends and all that was familiar while at
the same time being newly immersed in a rather exhausting and wholly foreign environment. There was a certain
amount of depression and loneliness. My go-to author for decades had been Charles Dickens but I have overread
Dickens to the point where there's no fun in reading his books as I know them so well. I went to a book store in
New Delhi in a shopping area called Khan Market. You would have LOVED the book store in which I first
encountered the Diseworld and you. Khan Market is an interesting place, jumbled and dirty as are most sprawling
markets in Delhi but with, and I assure you this is true (we checked), the highest price per square foot of retail
space in the world, The shops are narrow and tiny as they've tried to cram as many merchants in as possible but
depending on the type of goods and the type of purveyor, some stores are quite nice, You will be pleased to know
that the bookshop in which I found your books was NOT quite nice. It was what a book store should be. Crowded,
a bit dark with only three aisles and the proprietor tucked behind his counter in the back of the shop. He was a
lovely man who was appalled that I had never watched Sex and the City and offered to lend me the box set. He
was a man of medium height, an elderly Sikh who favoured light blue turbans, had very twinkly eyes and a
luxuriant grey moustache that curled on the ends. He had an honest to goodness record player back there on which
he played endless old jazz on vinyl. I loved going in there.

80, I was scanning the bookshelves looking for something new to read that would take me out of myself and my
loneliness for a bit and I picked up Nightwatch. I was intrigued, I bought it, X read it and I loved it, Then I looked
at the front and thought, "Hot damn! It's a series!" and so it started. I started buying them and then started
looking online a bit, One of the reasons I started looking online was that you had a dedication in one of the early
books to the HP Lovecraft Holiday Fun Club. I was very disappointed when I realised that there was officially no
such thing. As I was scanning though, I found online groups and I met (as one does) Rentawitch. Bhe directed me
to the con websites and befriended me. The next convention was in 2006, I wanted to attend but we were due to
be in China at the time of the con and so I bought an associate membership and vowed that the next one, I would
attend.

Now, let's be clear. It had never occurred to me that one could meet someone that one admired, I had never been
part of a fan community. I knew nothing of fan conventions or fan culture. I was and am a combination of
extrovert and very nearly severe introvert. There are times when I cannot pick up the phone and find it difficult
to communicate. T work hard to be sociable and Y am very often NOT good at it. The internet has been a blessing
for me because it's easy to type to people what I might not call and say. And so, when the 2008 con rolled around,
1, at age 48, packed up my bags and flew to England from New Delhi to attend and it was the first time in my
entire life that I had gone somewhere alone, to be amongst people I had never met before for any purpose, least
of all for the purpose of celebrating works of fiction and their author, 1 arrived, met a few people, started
gophering and the first duty I was given was to carry your bags. I was in awe. It had not really oceurred to me
that I would meet you, Listen to you, take part in the festivities yes, but not actually to meet you to speak to. I
am so glad that T did WHEN I did because I had no idea you would be taken from us just 6+ short years later.

I so treasure the talks that we had. Your appreciation made me blossom in a way. I love to sing. My first husband
used to turn up the radio if I started to sing. I got the message. It was through the encouragement of fandom and
YOUR encouragement that led me to singing ALONE on a stage in front of near a thousand people and to writing
my naughty little songs as Rosy. My interest in my painting was inspired anew by your characters and books and
that led to a renewal of all my painting, You introduced me to books that I might never have read. I confess to
still getting through London Labour and the London Poor as well as The Bordello Cookbook, Faffhrd and the Grey
Mouser however are old friends by now. The other thing I appreciate is the people I met after the convention who
became an important part of my life. You know that story. I still remember you shaking your head.

Thanks. Thanks for the books, thanks for being you and for making time for me as you did for so many. There
may be some other great authors out there but you were very special and you had a kindness, understanding and
appreciation of your readers that many do not. Though it's me who says it, well done. You had a life that was very
well-lived and the degree to which you are missed is a tribute to every moment of that life.

Elpabeth Amn Warner Gaw
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Dear 8ir Terry,

Ti's pretty difficult to put into words what you have meant to my life, because the question is so big.
But you never shied away from the big questions so I'll give it a go.

At first, when I encountered your work, you were a person I could count on to deliver an escape, a
joyful vacation from my mundane life. Then I started noticing the layers in your books, and how every
time I reread them I found something new. I would set myself projects--to read all the books in
publication order, then to read all the series in order--just because each time I reread, I found new
things to enjoy. By my estimation you actually wrote about 900 different books, only some of them
layered on top of each other so well that they seemed like single stories.

T was a geek when that was a thing that got you beat up regularly in school, long before it turned into
an ironically cool label. You were a refuge, an example that people who unabashedly spent their time
thinking about witches and elves could be spectacularly successful and not apparently bothered if
others didn't care for the same thing.

My middle son inherited my geek tendencies, and when he was seven I read Wee Free Men to him.
That was the start of something, well, magical. For four years we read aloud together through every
one of the Diseworld novels (excepting maybe a joke or two of Nanny Ogg's that I didn't care to
explain) We had wide-ranging discussions about Shakespeare and ethnocentrism and Greek
philosophers and faleonry and every other reference that made him stop and wonder. In fact, by the
end, we did discuss those jokes of Nanny Ogg's. You gave me a window into the life of my son, and
provided a connection that has endured. He attended two NADWCons with me, and proudly recalls
that you told him he ought to forge his own sword. (Can't thank you enough for that, by the way. We
don't have quite the acreage you do, and the neighborhood association is not keen on home smelting
projects.) Now, as a teenager, he still processes the world through your writing; to him, Machiavelli is
just a pale imitation of Vetinari, and Celtic tattoos really belong on people who are 6 inches tall.

You gave me joy, Sir Terry, when I needed it. You gave me a way to connect with those I love. You let
me look at the world in a different way, and continue to do so. I miss the idea that there is more to be
heard from you, but T know that's incredibly greedy when you've already given me so much, I am
grateful for all you have meant to my life.

Sincerely,

LIS VAasquez

(seen occasionally as The Professor of Applied Anthropics, Horace the Cheese, the Feegle's
tattie-bogle, and Vena the Raven-Haired)

from Wisconsin, USA



Dear Terry,

1 meant to write you for years. Since 2009. Since I read Nation, Bince I lost my faith and picked up
that book and finally felt not alone in a thousand different ways. I cried... well sobbed... through the
end of it because it so perfectly captured my experience of figuring out what I believed is not what
was reality.

When I got to the end of the book, I saw there was a play happening in London in Oct-Nov 2009 and
by complete fluke, I was going to be there. I went and sat at the edge of my seat the entire time, in
awe.

Before Nation, there was Diseworld. There was Granny Weatherwax. There was Tiffany Aching, There
was this world of characters that made me feel not alone in life. Nanny Ogg and Magrat and all of
them. I adore all of Discworld, implicitly but it has always been the Witches that have my heart.

When my daughter woke me up to tell me you had passed, I laid there stunned for what felt like an
hour. It didn't matter we knew it was coming... the world felt like it stopped turning. I didn't ery from
the shock of it all, until I saw the tweet from Death. Then I couldn't stop erying.

T can't think of you being gone without getting choked up. I wish so hard I had written to you after I
read Nation and let you know how much that book was a balm to my broken soul. I wanted you to
know specifically what you had given me, as one of your thousands of readers.

I started Shepherds Crown two nights ago and I felt like my world was stopping all over again. I was
really sick and started crying and my husband was trying to remind me that the sick will pass, but I
blurted out why I was really erying (I don't want to put spoilers for your other readers). I am so scared
of death, Terry. I don't understand, even at 33, how someone you love can be there and then just
suddenly not be there. And yet somehow, even that you make less scary.

Thank you for everything. Thank you for all you wrote and said and did while you were here. Thank
you for making my life better. Thank you for helping me feel not alone.

I'll never stop missing you.

Thank you <3

Savannah



Dear Terry,

I was introduced to the Discworld by one of my aunties when I was 16. The Discworld novels have
shaped my thinking, my values, and my beliefs, It sounds strange to say that a collection of work that
is the product of your brilliant imagination has had such a profound impact on who I am, but I really
believe that it has.

Through my love and enjoyment of the Discworld novels, I've made friends around the world. I'm from
New Zealand, and have had online friends I met on a Discworld forum come and stay with me from
Germany and Sweden. I've met up with Diseworld friends when travelling in the USA and in England.
Now that I'm living in England, I have plans to meet up with even more, These friends were my line
to sanity when I was nursing my terminally ill grandfather, they were my cheerleaders when I
completed my degree, they've adored my daughter since babyhood. Aside from those I've met, I have
also made many, many friends who I am unlikely to meet in person but who are now such a
significant part of my online life that I would feel bereft if I were to lose them. A love of the
Discworld has created a true global community, and one that enriches the lives of all who are a part
of it.

The way in which our Roundworld problems are dissected and addressed on the Discworld (war,
politics, class systems, race, feminism ete) allowed a sense of remove for me, I could think about these
things in an objective way, in a way that didn't provoke any defensiveness or dismissiveness. I am a
low-key activist, but I am an activist and advocate for social justice. It is a big part of who I am.
Obviously, I credit my family for a large part of this, but a hugely significant portion of the shaping
of my value system is shared with the Discworld, epecially S8am Vimes and Granny Weatherwax. And
Nanny Ogg definitely gets credit for my love of the inappropriate. )

So, thank you 8ir Terry Pratchett. Thank you for providing me with laughs at fantastic puns, Thank
you for creating something so wonderful that it led to the formation of communities and lifelong
friendships. And thank you for igniting something inside me that I never really realised was there
until your books pointed it out. Sometimes I think about the kind of person I might have been in
another trouser leg of time, one in which I never read a Diseworld novel. It's a thought that makes me
shudder.

Thank you for creating this amazing universe, one that taught us not just about humanity but also
technology, and development. Thank you for encouraging us to think, to question, and to not be afraid
to be silly.

Yours sincerely,

melissa Andrew
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Letter to Terry

Back in the late very 80's I had very little interest in reading at the age of 13 and a school
friend shoved Colour of Magic under my nose and told me "try this"... didn't really think much of
trying it but he persuaded me so I did. Probably the best thing that ever happened to me
because I couldn't put it down and after that my interest in reading more of his (and other

authors) blossomed.

In fact my educational level improved and eventually I finished my degree in Aerospace

Engineering... but reading was always my fav :-)

It's very hard to explain in words really how important that moment in my life was my turning

point that changed my journey :-)

Also life then went through a massive change again when I suffered a natural brain
haemorrhage at the age of 23... that turned out to be the reason why I had education problem as
a child!.... however I have always been a happy person and although reading is incredibly hard I
have discovered Audio books and the amazing Kindle Fire as you can make the words big so no
matter what happens... I can still read a STP book (slowly but still get there :-))... When one

door closes, another door opens :-)
Thank you for everything :-)

Phil Newson A157



Dear 8ir Terry,

Tt's pretty difficult to put into words what you have meant to my life, because the question is so big.
But you never shied away from the big questions so I'll give it a go.

At first, when I encountered your work, you were a person I could count on to deliver an escape, a
joyful vacation from my mundane life. Then I started noticing the layers in your books, and how every
time I reread them I found something new. I would set myself projects--to read all the books in
publication order, then to read all the series in order--just because each time I reread, I found new
things to enjoy. By my estimation you actually wrote about 900 different books, only some of them
layered on top of each other so well that they seemed like single stories.

I was a geek when that was a thing that got you beat up regularly in school, long before it turned into
an ironically cool label. You were a refuge, an example that people who unabashedly spent their time
thinking about witches and elves could be spectacularly successful and not apparently bothered if
others didn't care for the same thing.

My middle son inherited my geek tendencies, and when he was seven I read Wee Free Men to him.
That was the start of something, well, magical. For four years we read aloud together through every
one of the Discworld novels (excepting maybe a joke or two of Nanny Ogg's that T didn't care to
explain) We had wide-ranging discussions about Shakespeare and ethnocentrism and Greek
philosophers and falconry and every other reference that made him stop and wonder. In fact, by the
end, we did discuss those jokes of Nanny Ogg's. You gave me a window into the life of my son, and
provided a connection that has endured. He attended two NADWCons with me, and proudly recalls
that you told him he ought to forge his own sword. (Can't thank you enough for that, by the way. We
don't have quite the acreage you do, and the neighborhood association is not keen on home smelting
projects.) Now, as a teenager, he still processes the world through your writing; to him, Machiavelli is
just a pale imitation of Vetinari, and Celtic tattoos really belong on people who are 6 inches tall.

You gave me joy, Sir Terry, when I needed it. You gave me a way to connect with those I love. You let
me look at the world in a different way, and continue to do so. I miss the idea that there is more to be
heard from you, but I know that's incredibly greedy when you've already given me so much. I am
grateful for all you have meant to my life.

Sincerely,

LS Vasquez

(seen occasionally as The Professor of Applied Anthropics, Horace the Cheese, the Feegle's
tattie-bogle, and Vena the Raven-Haired)

from Wisconsin, USA
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Dear Terry,

T have no idea where to start this, so I suppose the beginning will have to do. My name is Maeve, and
I first read one of your books when I was eight years old; I had just run out of reading material and
was hungrily eyeing up my sister's packed shelves for fresh books, 8he gave me The Wee Free Men to
read - reasoning, correctly in hindsight, that your adult novels were a little too grown up for me at
the time. I devoured the three published Tiffany Aching novels with a speed neither I nor my sister
had anticipated, and I wasn't to touch your books again until I was eleven, though those three have
been read more times than I can count in the years between. I was fighting a losing battle with my
sister, trying to read the rest of the novels when I spotted Hogfather on my 6th class bookshelf. I
reasoned that if the teachers thought it was OK for eleven-year-olds then I could read it, so I did. My
sister relented and allowed me access to her shelves, on the condition that I leave Men At Arms for a
while (given my age, and because of some of the less subtly adult overtones in that particular book).
1 remember getting into trouble in school for trying to read in class while we were supposed to be
doing long division - it became something of a running joke among my classmates after the first
week. That was six years ago.

A lot has happened since then. I remember reading about Tiffany Aching, and how she questioned
everything about fairy tales - why was the witch wicked, the prince handsome and the princess blonde
and beautiful. I remember reading these lines and asking myself "Why didn't I think of that? Why
didn't T ask why?"! I remember reading how Tiffany decided to become the witch and know things. I
suppose you could say I've done something similar since; reading the series has made me far more
curious about how this world works, and now I can't watch a TV show without criticising the
inaccurate science and impracticalities - ask my friends, they'd tell you I almost need to be gagged
for them to watch a film in peace. As well as that, the Science of Discworld novels introduced me to
some fascinating study areas which I fully intend to pursue in university next year. You have
unknowingly shaped my view of the world, and I thank you for that.

TLast year I moved schools and discovered, to my surprise, that my English teacher there was a fan of
your work as well, There's been many an inside joke about her needing dried frog pills to cope with
school between her and I, which made for some confused clagssmates and a few terrible puns in the
middle of homework assignments. The first convention I ever attended was the third Irish Diseworld
Convention, and the warmth and inclusion, the shared love of something amazing was nearly
overwhelming. The experience was proof that it is extraordinarily difficult to find a fan of Diseworld
who isn't also a truly lovely person, which shows the people your work attracts and the effect you had
on people. The whole experience has introduced me to better friends than I could ever have wished
for - another thing for which I thank you.

Your novels have been a constant comfort during some unpleasant times; between familial upheaval
and exam stress and everything in between, it's become customary for me to return to the haven of
Discworld for some peace, headspace, and apparently endless enjoyment. I would say it was my form
of escapism, but the word's been trotted out so regularly it's become practically meaningless. Your
novels have been my relief. The books are old friends to me now, and I am so, so grateful to you for
them. I have enjoyed your work and your words for more than half of my life now, both in the pages
of your books and your outspokenness on some of the most serious issues being faced in the world at
the moment. Your attitude towards life, the universe and everything has always been eye-opening, and
it's impossible for me to listen to you speak, or read what you write without coming from it a little
more thoughtful about the world than I was before. I don't have your gift for writing, so all I can say
is a heartfelt thank you - so thank you, 8ir Terry, for everything.

Yours most sincerely,

Maeve r%‘Ckpy



Hi Terry,

I've been reminiscing quite a bit about that day 8 years ago at the Union Square Barnes and
Noble, when I attended a book signing with my best friend Robin and my son Steven. One of my
favorite authors was coming to New York and, as I thought then, when would I even get this
chance again to meet him? It was a must-do and a chance to get another book!

It was a very interesting chat- loads of laughs and a bit of worry because of a stroke scare, but
hopefully it would soon pass. As we stood in line waiting for signatures, [ was secretly glad
that, on a slip of paper, our names were written down because a lifetime of explaining to people
how to pronounce Gwist can be a bit tiring. I'm actually waiting for the person who will ask my
mother why she named me that, but so far the challenge hasn't been accepted.

Imagine my surprise when you pronounced it correctly, asked if it meant anything and told me
that it reminded you of a swirl of dust, under a door being struck by a shaft of sunlight. You
were the first author that I've met who took a bit of time for your readers and spoke to them,
and I was glad Robin suggested it. She mentioned a convention the next year and, as it was an
opportunity for her to visit me in Switzerland again, we made plans.

Attending that first, for us,convention in Birmingham was the best decision we had made. We
were taken into a large family of like-minded book lovers and discovered a world that we were
always just at the edge of, but couldn't find the key to its door until that October day in 2007.

Fast forwarding to 2015 and here I am, once again with Steven but without Robin at my sixth
and his first Discworld convention. We are here in Cork celebrating your life this weekend and
remembering everything that you've brought to our lives. Actually, as I'm writing this Bernard
is telling us some great stories, the closing ceremony is coming up and I will have a turtle
shaped hole in my heart until next year when I can meet my family again.

Thank you for giving my name a meaning :)

Love from Gwist, Robin and Steven...and my youngest son David who finally made it last year
and has also found a new family
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What does Terry mean to me? The short answer is quite simply that my life would be completely
different if I'd not discovered Discworld.

The long answer goes something like this. It all started for me when I picked up a book in the library
and read the blurb on the back. It said: "Death comes to us all. When he came to Mort, he offered him
a job! I laughed, out loud, there in the library. It was the first time I'd ever laughed at the back of a
book. I figured if the back could do that, what was inside must be something special. I wasn't wrong.
And that was I how discovered Discworld.

From then on I devoured the books discovering the myriad characters inhabiting that world atop a
turtle. Each one as good, if not better, than the last.

Shortly after the local drama group put out a casting call for people to appear in a production of
Wyrd Sisters. It sounded like fun. I got to play the Demon and found that I rather liked acting.
Nineteen years later and I'm still doing it.

I'd joined the fan elub (GOFAD) and from the newsletter found about the Convention in Liverpool.
And so, shy, nervous and not knowing what to expect I went along and fell headlong into fandom.
(The first person who spoke to me at the Convention was Terry himself. His words: "Mort. Nice
costume’ And he called me Mort ever after) I had a brilliant time, meeting kindred spirits and
making new friends. From then on I attended the Clarecraft Events and the Conventions that
followed. I got a computer and a dial-up connection and found alt.fan.pratchet.

Through all of it T was having a blast and meeting (both in reality and virtually) some incredible
people. People who became friends, most of them who still are.

It was through some of those friends within the fandom that I got a job in Manchester so I moved out
of my parents to the Big City. The job didn't quite work out but eventually Manchester did and I'm
still here.

If 1'd never read Terry's books, I would have missed out on reading a score of brilliant, funny and
witty stories. If I'd never read Terry's books I would never have been an actor. If I'd never read
Terry's books I would not have moved to Manchester so I'd be living elsewhere and I'd have a different
job. If I'd never read Terry books, I'd never have discovered fandom, would not have had all those
marvellous times and wonderful memories. If I'd never read Terry's books I'd have far fewer friends
and would be poorer as a result.

If 1d never read Terry's books, my life would be completely different. All of that because I laughed
at the back of a book.

Thank you Terry, for that first laugh, and for all the laughs - and everything else - that followed.

Andrew Mor€ Nevill
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Dear Terry,
Where to begin?

I came late to your books, and then later to the Conventions - such a thrill to now that we were able to be at an event
where the Guest of Honour attended for the whole of the time and was amenable to questions and talks - accompanied
by the occasional drink :)

My best memory was the first time I took part in the Maskerade - having watched a few before picking up the courage
to try. I had a LOT of help - lovely people made the costume, my singing teacher wrote the music and a friend agreed
to play Walter Plinge for me, as I had decided to re-create the diva from the Maskerade book - Dame Violetta Giglil

1'd loved the idea of you poking fun at Opera and the notion that a 17 stone lady could pretend to be a 17 year old
consumptive! THIS was a part I felt born to play!

So I wrote a script detailing the duet between Dame Gigli and a tenor, Herr Kartoffelpuffer with an off stage argument
between the Diva and the Stage Manager where she was arguing that the tenor was missing and it was SUPPOSED to
be a duet - then being urged on stage to the immortal "The show must go on’ line!

1 then emerged like a great black meringue, sailing towards the front of the stage (right) while my "Walter" is stage left
with a table and a load of cards, I then indicated the start of the tape with Tech by saying "Maestro' and launched into
the following ...

Questa maledetta porta si blocca,

Questa maledetta porta si blécca communiqué didvolo lo faceio,

C'é seritto 'tirare) e io sto tirando,

Forse dovrebbe esserei seritto 'spingere'?

While "Walter" was holding up subtitles:
This damn door sticks.
This damn door sticks no matter what the hell 1 do,
It's marked "pull;} and indeed I am pulling,
Perhaps it should be marked "push'?

With "PUSH" on the very last card!

1 then held the last note - looked theatrically around for the other half of the duet to start, glanced at "Walter" - we
both shrugged and then I stepped forward to curtsey (taking the applause) and turned to show the squashed tenor on
the back of my dress (for one of the things we knew about Dame Gigli - is that she once sat on a tenor - but that no
one held it against her 3) )

1'd been lifted by the applause when I entered and was more than reassured by the giggling I could hear as the cards
were being turned. There was a lovely burst of applause at the end of the piece but, oh the roar of laughter when I
turned to reveal the paper outline pinned to the back of me! I'd found a BRILLTANT man's face online - wild hair and
the most perfect open mouthed look of surprise! I went off stage hugging myself with joy - they'd GOT the joke!

I was completely overwhelmed when I found out that wed WON Best in Show (Rookie to Master in one fell gwoopll)
and to hear Brian say that, for once, there was no argument over who had won it! I was almost speechless going up to
receive your congratulations (and accepting the trophy at the End of the Convention).

But, for me, the BEST bit was attending the Gala Dinner where, as part of your speech, you actually commented on
my performance with warmth, appreciation and humour - I've never felt SO PROUD as when you ended your speech
with the line "It's going to be a great Con, the Fat Lady has already sung!" (or something like it anyway 3) )

I could have floated home.

Your books have given me endless hours of pleasure (some tears as well) and the few times I was privileged to meet
you just underlined what a down-to-earth, thoroughly lovely person you were,

Thank you 80 much Terry for all the words, We shall miss you dreadfully but are happy that the "embuggerence’ no
longer has its claws into you,

Sending Home,

Jon Vz2z2ell
aka Dame Violetta Gigli

aka Ssirienna (the Fat Lady)
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Hello Terry,

I was given The Light Fantastic and the Colour of Magic by a friend to read in 1988 as she was
moving house and needed a safe place for books . I was 40 in 1988 and had never heard of
Conventions, Wincanton or anything else.

It was 2000 when my daughter Mari and I finally got the courage to apply to attend a
Discworld Convention — which did not happen so we signed up for the 2002. OH the
Convention ! Oh the twinning at Wincanton! We were delighted, amazed, amused, too busy to
go to bed.

Since then I can only say we have had found a new family, to replace the family we lost in 1998
— Mr & Mrs Boggis ( Sorry, -now Sir Josiah Boggis and Lady Vi) welcomed us and we never
looked back. We met lovely people with lovely idea’s for fun and.... joy — we could join in!!! (
Davina for one, John Hicks for another, Boggis goes without saying, and so many more)

You made me re-evaluate everything I thought I knew. My eyes opened, and then did it again.
Thank you Terry for new perspectives, excitement I did not know I could have, and the friends
and ‘family’ T have gained.

I thought life would be stale and quiet, how wrong I have been. I cannot say how much I have
enjoyed joining in, laughing, erying, and meeting the Tribe of Discworld.

Thank you is totally inadequate but THANK YOU SO MUCHL!.

Marjorie Ulisa Fletcher
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To Terry,

Thank you. Thank you for so much. If it had not been for you, for a battered old copy of Mort
and later The Hogfather tucked away in the corner of my school library, a very bored and fed up
young girl could have gone down a very different path. You allowed me to enter one of the most
detailed and vividly imagined worlds I have ever come across, a diamond in a coal bucket, and I
am immensely grateful for everything that I have discovered since: knowledge, wisdom,
compassion, humour, hope, and, via the medium of the Discworld Conventions, the most

wonderful Diseworld family to go along with it.

Though I only met you face to face on three occasions (one time where I made a fool of myself
and twice where [ was so in awe that I couldn’t think of anything to say), I feel like we have
been allowed some inkling of you through your brilliant books, and I can only thank you for
giving that to us. Your books sing with your kindness and your strength, and within their pages
you set us the best examples — those that are flawed and human, like us, with characters who
show us it’s alright if things are a struggle sometimes. You are a truly wonderful man, and you

will live on in our memories. The ripples won’t fade.

Many thanks,

Sarah Cuming.
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