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BIOGRAPHIES

TERRY PRATCHETT

Professor Sir Terry Pratchett OBE was the creator of the hugely successful Discworld series of novels and during his lifetime became Britain’s bestselling author of adult fiction.

His first published story, Business Rivals, was printed in his school magazine and then published in Science Fantasy magazine when he was just fourteen. Using the proceeds, Terry purchased his first typewriter.

He left school aged seventeen and worked as a journalist for his local newspaper, the Bucks Free Press. His first novel, The Carpet People – developed from stories he had written for the weekly children’s section of the newspaper – was published in 1971.

In 1979 Terry was appointed publicity officer for the Central Electricity Generating Board, where he remained until 1987. During this time, he wrote the first four Discworld novels – The Colour of Magic, The Light Fantastic, Equal Rites and Mort. In September 1987, after completing Mort, he gave up his job at the CEGB and devoted himself fulltime to writing.

His interests were wide-ranging and eclectic, and are reflected in his books, which are littered with esoteric ideas and wisdom – from beekeeping, folklore and cheese-making, to quantum mechanics, astronomy and the finer aspects of Morris dancing.

Terry was appointed Officer of the Order of the British Empire (OBE) in 1998 and knighted for services to literature in the 2009 New Year Honours. He used the latter accolade as justification for forging his own knightly sword – Thunderbolt Iron – using iron he smelted himself.

In 2001, he won the Carnegie Medal for The Amazing Maurice and His Educated Rodents and went on to receive many literary awards, ten honorary doctorates and the World Fantasy Award for Life Achievement, eventually earning the full title of Professor Sir Terry Pratchett, OBE, Blackboard Monitor, Adjunct of the Oscar Wilde Centre for Irish Writing and the School of English at Trinity College Dublin.

In 2007, Terry announced that he was suffering from posterior cortical atrophy, a rare form of Alzheimer’s disease. Despite this embuggerance, as he came to call it, he subsequently penned a further twelve bestselling novels, made several award-winning documentaries and campaigned tirelessly for Alzheimer’s research and the right to die with dignity.

Terry died peacefully in March 2015 at his home in Wiltshire, with his family by his side and his cat asleep on his bed.

His final request was that the hard drive containing his unfinished novels be either crushed by a steamroller or fired into space. His assistant and friend, Rob Wilkins, chose the former, having decided that launching a rocket from their rural office in Wiltshire might be impractical.

STEPHEN BRIGGS

Stephen Briggs was a collaborator with, and friend of, Terry Pratchett for more than 20 years.

They worked together to build the city of Ankh-Morpork, to create the Discworld on which it stands, and to put together a Companion to Terry’s wonderful world.

Stephen went on to collaborate with Terry on a number of spin-offs which expanded on the institutions and geography of his possibly fictional world. He has also dramatized twenty-two of Terry’s novels (so far) and recorded Terry’s unabridged audio books for various publishers in the UK and US.

Terry used to say of Stephen: ‘He knows more about Discworld than I do’. Less flatteringly, he described Stephen as Bosworth* (sic) to his Dr Johnson… hopefully, he was joking.

 

 

* For those unfamiliar with British history, Bosworth was the battlefield which saw the death of King Richard III – the last English monarch to die in combat. Dr Johnson’s sidekick, as Terry well knew, was called Boswell.

PAUL KIDBY

Paul Kidby has been wielding a pencil all his working life. As a young school leaver he was determined to teach himself the skills and discipline required to become a designer and illustrator. Paul read his first Discworld novel in his late twenties.

This was a seminal moment. Inspired to design and illustrate characters from The Colour of Magic, he hand-delivered his artwork to Terry Pratchett after queuing to meet him at a book signing. It was the beginning of a dynamic creative collaboration between author and artist, Terry wrote that he liked the reality of Paul’s work, and the feeling that he had ‘just strolled into the books with a sketchpad’.

Almost thirty years and many publications later, Paul has an astonishing archive of Discworld artwork, some of which can be seen here for the first time.



WHERE AM I?

‘Toto, I’ve a feeling we’re not in Oxford any more.’

When I look back over the years since I last revised the introduction to the Companion, I am staggered at how much has happened.

My original introduction to the first Discworld Companion said: ‘Six years ago I was a civil servant who dabbled in amateur dramatics (er… I still am)’.

I’ve now left the civil service; it was taking over all my time. I don’t think that the work/life balance exhibited by Scrooge and Cratchit at the start of A Christmas Carol is actually a sound way forward … in fact, I firmly believe that a work/life balance is intended, implicitly, to include an element of ‘life’.

As many of you know, I fell into Discworld backwards, as if I’d been leaning on a rickety old door in a walled garden and I’d suddenly found myself in a magical kingdom full of snow, fauns and benevolent lions. I hadn’t meant to be here, but I’m jolly glad that I am.

I came across Discworld while looking for books to dramatize for my amateur drama club. We were the first people – anywhere in the world – to dramatize the works of Terry Pratchett. When I first wrote to Terry back in 1990 to ask permission to dramatize Wyrd Sisters, I little realized that in choosing that book to dramatize, I had made a really BIG life choice. I can still remember how worried we were when the author (then Mr Terry Pratchett) actually telephoned me – in person – to say that he wanted to come and see our little production. Would he like it? Would he let us do any more?

Wyrd Sisters went so well that we went on to stage twenty more Discworld books (so far!) plus three written for use by schools. Most of these have now been published, and have been staged by amateur drama clubs all over the world – Australia to Zimbabwe, Indonesia to Bermuda, Finland to France, South Africa to the USA. Even in the Antarctic – how cool is that? Along the way, they’ve raised tens of thousands of pounds for the Orangutan Foundation from their royalties.

Anyway, back to 1992. One day, when I was working on only my second Discworld play, I mentioned to Terry that I was convinced from my reading that Ankh-Morpork had a distinct shape. He doubted it – he said he’d just put buildings and streets in wherever the plot required them. I said that in this world they got put in wherever History demanded them and I was sure the city was mappable. Fine, he said. Go ahead.

And that led to The Streets of Ankh-Morpork, published in 1993, possibly the first map ever to get into the bestseller lists.

The arguments … er, discussions … and constant reference-seeking involved in that project led me to wonder out loud if it wasn’t time for a guide to Discworld.

And The Discworld Companion was born.

Since then, my own little ‘backlist’ has grown to include three maps, those dramatizations of twenty-two of Terry’s books – Wyrd Sisters, Mort, Guards! Guards!, Men at Arms, Maskerade, Carpe Jugulum, The Fifth Elephant, The Truth, Interesting Times, Night Watch, Feet of Clay, Lords and Ladies, Going Postal, Making Money, Monstrous Regiment, Unseen Academicals, Dodger, The Rince Cycle (a mash-up of The Colour of Magic, The Light Fantastic and snippets of Sourcery), Terry Pratchett: the Shakespeare Codex (a mash-up of The Science of Discworld 2 and lumps of Shakespeare!), Hogfather, Johnny & the Dead and The Amazing Maurice and his Educated Rodents, six diaries, a cook book and a graphic novel. Oh, and The Wit & Wisdom of Discworld – an excellent reminder of your favourite bits – or a way to ease newbies into the world of Terry.

It is still weird, when friends return from foreign travels to tell me they’ve seen the maps in a bookstore in Munich, the Companion at a French airport or, much more surprisingly, one of my plays in a bookshop in Zimbabwe.

The weirdness factor is compounded when, from time to time, I get a small package from Colin Smythe (Terry’s and my agent) containing translations of some of the above – the cook book in German, the Companion in French, a diary in Bulgarian or a map of Ankh-Morpork in Polish.

Several years ago now, I recorded a couple of lines to go into Dave Greenslade’s From the Discworld album … this was another happy accident, as I’d only gone along to the studio to dress up as Death for some publicity pix. From those two lines (‘The turtle moves’ and ‘Nevertheless, the turtle does move’), I moved on to record many of the unabridged books (initially for Isis Publishing, and latterly for Harper Audio (US) and other audio companies). These were a tremendous responsibility. It was nerve-wracking enough to have to replace the established artist (Nigel Planer), who had a loyal following among those who listen to the books on tape or CD, but I was also all too aware that Terry and his family used to receive – and listen to – early copies of the completed recordings.

Along the way, and again virtually by accident, I had found myself selling a range of Discworld merchandise to Terry’s readers across the globe. It all started with an Unseen University scarf, but went on to include enamelled badges, T-shirts, key-rings, tea towels, aprons, etc. Sadly, the pressures of my real-life job (as was) had obliged me to drop that little ‘spare bedroom business’.

Before I met Terry, I had no access to email or the internet at all, but now I am of course totally immersed in email, Facebook and Twitter, with email, Messenger and WhatsApp having replaced the paper-based alternative for 99 per cent of my correspondence. Even so, and much to Terry’s amusement and disgust, this Companion is still based on material captured on an old-fashioned card index. I used to remind him, though, that the cards are still as readily accessible as the day I wrote them. Any 1990s computer indexing program would be much more of a challenge!

Discworld has been very good to me, and I welcomed the limited chances I used to get to meet Terry’s readers, either at the conventions, less formal get-togethers or on those occasions when the publishers used to let me tag along to a book launch. It was really strange to see people wearing badges and shirts I’d created, or offering for signature diaries, maps, plays that I’d helped to create.

I wouldn’t have missed it for worlds.

TERRY PRATCHETT

Terry and I shared a sense of humour and an interest in the crazy stuff in our Roundworld which we later had to tone down to make it believable on his Discworld. But apart from that, I wasn’t an obvious choice – I wasn’t a fan, I didn’t read fantasy fiction, I wasn’t in publishing and I didn’t make things. I was also a Luddite about technology and didn’t even have an email address.

Terry and I became friends and (as you may know) we worked together on lots of projects. We had fun – touring the Royal Opera House and attending Phantom of the Opera to research Maskerade, running lines from Life of Brian at signing queues … ‘Crucifixion? Good … line on the left, one cross each’; or flying to Germany just to watch a production of MacBest (Wyrd Sisters), drink beer and eat Bratwurst… We also nurtured privately the illusion that we were the only people in the world who’d seen The Keep (1983 film).

Socially, Terry was funny, fun, challenging and good company. To work with, he was challenging, engaging, entertaining and bluntly honest. He was a loyal and hospitable friend – and he’s the person who first introduced me to The Princess Bride.

It was awful to learn of his ‘embuggerance’ – posterior cortical atrophy – a form of Alzheimer’s, and to know that it would, inevitably, steal him from us. It was a hammer blow when he died. It seems really odd to be producing this edition of the Companion without Terry’s cheerful and challenging input.

I still think about him every day – and I feel extremely fortunate to have been included in his Venerable Order of the Honeybee – with its responsibility to honour his Discworld.

But Terry’s books live on. When I left school, I worked for a couple of years for the Bodleian Library. I used to handle books that Henry VIII would have thought of as old. In 400 years, Terry’s books will still be here. His plots, characters, humanity and humour will be there to delight generations to come.

THIS FINAL EDITION

This edition, of course, now takes us all the way to The Shepherd’s Crown. It has been a sad task to put together what will be the final Discworld Companion. Both Terry and I expected him to carry on writing into his nineties, with me producing updated Companions every few years or so. Fate had other ideas.

When I revised the Companion in around 2002, I had to act like Legitimate First, gravedigger at the Cemetery of Small Gods (see Night Watch). I had to move some people out of the main cemetery of the Companion and into the charnel house of my card index to make room for all the new people, from new books, struggling to get in. So we lost quite a few more of those characters whose only function was to support a gag line, or to bop Rincewind on the head. Some of them still held on – Terry and I retained a soft spot for the bit-part players on the great stage of life. For this, Ultimate, edition, I went back to the original card index which we used for the first edition and I have added back in all the character references we dumped in Terry’s old office as we pieced together that first Companion. Background artistes from subsequent books have still had to take their chances; for them, just exisiting as a name isn’t necessarily enough.

So, sad to say, it means there really wasn’t room for Bob-Bob Hardyoyo, Germaine Trifle, Dozy Longfinger or Ronnie ‘Trust Me’ Begholder. Muted apologies to them, and many others – including Mrs Gibbons of 12 Dolmen View, Pant-y-Girdl, Llamedos (who, as you know, can be relied on to take in post for Evil Harry Dread).

One of the delights of the Companion is that it allowed Terry occasionally to expand on random aspects of Discworld; on topics he wasn’t able to cover in detail in the novels – such as Magic on Discworld. In that spirit, I have still incorporated material from those Discworld diaries which Terry and I wrote together. They contained some good background material, which I enjoyed researching and we both enjoyed writing. It gave Terry more chances to play with the backgrounds and histories of some key institutions in a little playpen that needn’t intrude into or slow down the actual plots of novels. It would have been a pity to see it all disappear because the diaries, by their nature, are only transient… they wither away like the purple lilac once their year is over.

In total contrast to my card index, trying to access the text of the original Companion from what counted as state of the art IT storage back in the 1990s has been a little more of a challenge. Technology, eh?

SPOILERS

Spoilers? Not a word we knew in this current context when we wrote the first Companion. It is really, really hard (even with Terry’s help) to avoid spoilers when writing about characters – especially those whose plots advance significantly during the books…. We have done our best – aimed to not give away too much about characters’ plot lines but, here and there, there may be the occasional spoiler. Please tread carefully. Darth Vader is Luke’s father – oops …!

RANDOMNESS

Terry and I delighted in being a bit arbitrary in who was included and how much they were included. I have retained this ‘personal’ approach. This is, in effect, the original Discworld Companion. It’s just that it now includes all the Discworld novels.

At some point in the distant future, a much drier and more complete Index of Absolutely Everything will be produced for those studying Sir Terry Pratchett for their doctorates.

Hopefully, you doctors of Pratchettology will also search whatever replaces bookshelves to locate and read this book, too.

Stephen Briggs

Oxfordshire 2021



ILLUSTRATING DISCWORLD

 

‘I like nonsense; it wakes up the brain cells. Fantasy is a necessary ingredient in living; it’s a way of looking at life through the wrong end of the telescope. Which is what I do, and that enables you to laugh at life’s realities.’

Dr. Seuss

It has been almost thirty years since I first discovered Discworld, when my sister sent me a copy of The Colour of Magic. Until then I had been working freelance in magazines, advertising and product design; the work wasn’t exactly creative and I was feeling uninspired. This gift introduced me to a writer who portrayed life with what Lewis Carrol described as a ‘visual squint’ – the books were funny, cynical, richly layered and teeming with idiosyncratic characters. There was depth and a serious commentary on society, yet written with the lightest touch and wrapped in a warm humour that made me laugh. Discworld was the fresh inspiration I craved and the next step in my professional journey beckoned…

My route to becoming the Discworld illustrator was not straightforward. I grew up in suburban London in the 1960s and ’70s. As a boy, there was a house on my street that I found fascinating. In the window was a skeleton. When I heard what the resident lady did for a living, I found her house all the more intriguing. But I was well into my teens before I dared knock on the door of Miss Ockendon, artist and creative taskmaster.

At that time, I had just dropped out of sixth form and was on one of Mrs Thatcher’s ‘Youth Opportunity’ Schemes, making false teeth. I had been interested in art from an early age and this apprenticeship was the closest I could get to being a paid creative. Throughout my childhood I had always drawn for pleasure (and luckily had plenty of pens and paper as my dear dad was a stationery salesman). As a teenager I drew imaginative pieces influenced by my two main interests: fantasy literature and contemporary music – The Lord of the Rings and Kate Bush, The War of the Worlds and The Clash.

Aged seventeen, I finally plucked up the courage to introduce myself to Miss Ockendon. She had taught at The Ealing School of Art, the alma mater of Freddie Mercury, Ronnie Wood, Pete Townsend and one of my own art heroes, Alan Lee. She had also worked as an anatomical artist in operating theatres and was an adept draughtswoman and calligrapher. In no uncertain terms she told me that if I was serious about becoming an artist, I had to learn the nuts and bolts of my craft, starting with perspective, anatomy and composition. I had to ditch my imaginative illustrations and start drawing from life. I visited her every week, and she would set me challenges; technically I learnt a lot from her – but the most important thing I took away was that to be successful as an artist (or indeed anything else), you need discipline and an investment of serious time. That was the very beginning of my artistic development – and, eventually, a life-changing process.

By the early 1980s I was designing and hand-painting roller blinds in a factory. I was working, but not hard. My friend, Tony, and I would clock in and then go jogging around the Park Royal Guinness Factory (until Tony developed a yeast allergy and started frothing at the mouth). We then turned our attention to making bows and arrows to shoot across the department into giant rolls of cardboard. This stopped after we thought it would be fun if the arrows were flaming and we almost set the whole workshop on fire. Tony taught me to airbrush and I taught him what I had gleaned from Miss Ockendon.

By the mid 1990s I was a young dad, working as a commercial illustrator, first as a freelancer in London, designing greetings cards and packaging for videos and computer games, and later at Future Publishing in Bath, where I painted covers for magazines such as Commodore Format, Sega Power and also GamesMaster editions 1–34. I had the energy and optimism of youth but it did mean working a lot harder, the days of firing arrows were well and truly over. As the graphics of the games improved, I could see that it was only a matter of time before hand-painted artwork for these magazine covers would be superseded by computer graphics – it was time to find a new line of work.

That fateful twenty-ninth birthday gift from my sister was therefore timely. Terry’s characters in The Colour of Magic leapt off the page into my imagination and I felt compelled to draw Rincewind, Granny Weatherwax, Nanny Ogg, Magrat and Cohen. I was unaware of Terry’s popularity, and it was a surprise to me when, in October 1993, I had to queue for two hours at the Bath branch of WHSmith to meet him. When my turn finally came, I handed him an envelope containing photocopies of my character drawings and my telephone number. I didn’t hear anything, and frankly I wasn’t surprised. It was a number of weeks later, when his signing tour was over, that Terry called me and enthusiastically suggested that we collaborate on some potential Discworld projects. It was a dream come true.

We began with The Pratchett Portfolio, published in 1996, and a series of prints, maps and diaries followed. I then illustrated Terry’s short novel The Last Hero, my first big Discworld project. When, sadly, Josh Kirby died in 2001 Terry asked me to take over the Discworld cover designs, an undertaking that left me feeling daunted and honoured in equal measure.

The characters depicted are such clear and recognizable ‘types’ that drawing them is a constant delight. I appreciate the way the writing pins the persona but in abstract terms, such as ‘predatory flamingo’, this gives me plenty of leeway for artistic interpretation. As Terry was fascinated by science and engineering, his fantasy is buttressed by a logic that makes it believable, with a limited amount of actual magic. My artwork celebrates this approach, and, like Terry, I also enjoy creating a sense of historical realism shot through with humour, so I feel his words and my pictures have a pleasing sense of unity to them. Terry liked to pepper his novels with cultural and literary references, from Shakespeare to Asimov, and sometimes it is fun to do something similar with my artwork, but only when the right and fitting occasion arises. Over the years I have parodied, amongst others, Peter Blake’s Beatles album cover, Sgt. Pepper’s Lonely Hearts Club Band, Munch’s The Scream, Joseph Wright of Derby’s An Experiment on a Bird in the Air Pump and Rembrandt’s The Night Watch.

For the past three decades my work has been devoted almost exclusively to Discworld and my archive is expansive. To be able to assimilate this large collection for The Ultimate Companion is a treat for me, and there has been much rummaging in cupboards and extensive searching on hard drives for long-lost images.

I was delighted to have an excuse to draw some of Terry’s more obscure creations, such as one of Death’s garden gnomes and Horace the Cheese. Other illustrations have very rarely, if ever, had an outing in print, so this is their chance to be seen playing an integral part in the rich and intricate tapestry that is Discworld. Recently, I was asked by one of my Facebook followers if I ever get bored with re-drawing the same characters; my reply was that I view my work as progressive, I am always developing the character designs and pushing the proverbial envelope both with technique and portrayal – so, in short, I am never bored!

It was a joy to work with Terry and I consider myself very fortunate to have had the opportunity to realize his creations. Being an artist in his own right, he had a good sense of design and a keen eye for illustration. Sometimes he would challenge me by requesting I draw particularly complex subjects, such as the Floral Clock, and his brief for the cover of Snuff was a veritable shopping list of things to be included – all of which I managed to incorporate, even the chickens. We shared many meetings of collaborative creativity where we discussed the physical attributes and personal foibles of his characters. Special memories remain – such as the night he rang to invite me over to look at Saturn’s rings through his telescope and the afternoon he helped clear my pond while we chatted about ideas for new stories. Not all of those stories got written and his loss is felt by many, including me, every day.

Following his untimely death, I was honoured to become one of ‘The Venerable Order of the Honeybee’, a group of twelve people entrusted by Terry himself to oversee the safe future of his works. As I continue to illustrate Discworld and reinterpret the people and places that he wrote about so vividly, I endeavour to always give my artistic best to Terry’s wonderful legacy.

Paul Kidby

Dorset 2021



NOTE

 

A name or word in SMALL CAPITALS indicates that it is the subject of a fuller, separate entry; regular references such as Ankh-Morpork, Granny Weatherwax and Unseen University are not normally flagged (they’re certainly not consistently flagged!).

The book where the character or reference first occurs is indicated with the following abbreviations. These are given at the end of each entry.


	AGD	Assassins’ Guild Diary (2000)†

	CCDD	A Collegiate Casting-out of Devilish Devices****

	CJ	Carpe Jugulum

	COM	The Colour of Magic

	DD	Death’s Domain

	DM	Discworld Mapp

	E	Eric

	ER	Equal Rites

	FOC	Feet of Clay

	FGD	Fools’ Guild Diary (2001)††

	GG	Guards! Guards!

	GP	Going Postal

	H	Hogfather

	HFOS	A Hat Full of Sky

	ISWM	I Shall Wear Midnight

	IT	Interesting Times

	J	Jingo

	LF	The Light Fantastic

	LL	Lords and Ladies

	LTD	Lu-Tze’s Yearbook of Enlightenment (2008)††

	M	Mort

	MA	Maskerade

	MAA	Men at Arms

	MM	Making Money

	MP	Moving Pictures

	MR	Monstrous Regiment

	NOCB	Nanny Ogg’s Cook Book

	NW	Night Watch

	P	Pyramids

	POD	Post Office Diary (2007)†

	RM	Reaper Man

	RS	Raising Steam

	SALF	The Sea & Little Fishes

	SG	Small Gods

	SM	Soul Music

	S	Sourcery

	SN	Snuff

	T!	Thud!

	TAMAHER	The Amazing Maurice and His Educated Rodents

	TB	Troll Bridge**

	TDA	The Discworld Almanak

	TFE	The Fifth Elephant

	TGD	Thieves’ Guild Diary (2002)†

	TGL	A Tourist Guide to Lancre

	TLC	The Last Continent

	TLH	The Last Hero

	TOC	Theatre of Cruelty***

	TOT	Thief of Time

	TSC	The Shepherd’s Crown

	TSOD	The Science of Discworld*

	TSOD2	The Science of Discworld 2*

	TSOD4	The Science of Discworld 4*

	TT	The Truth

	UA	Unseen Academicals

	UUD	Unseen University Diary (1998)†

	W	Wintersmith

	WA	Witches Abroad

	WFM	The Wee Free Men

	WS	Wyrd Sisters



* In fact, there’s still very little included from The Science of Discworld series – the books are borderline canonical – so characters unique to those books (many of whom are from Roundworld) are not necessarily included. After all, the elves in the Science of Discworld series specifically sneer at the idea of being called Peaseblossom – even though that is the name of a major elf character in The (canonical) Shepherd’s Crown. A couple of named people may have managed to sneak out of Roundworld into this book. The Science of Discworld approach has also been taken with the later spin-offs (some diaries and a railway guide), to which Terry was not able to contribute personally in the way he used to.

** Short story published in After the King – it is, technically, not Discworld, but it made it into the first Companion and has now earned its right to stay.

*** Short story published in W. H. Smith’s Bookcase, now a collectors’ item.

**** Short story included in A Blink of the Screen.

† Collected in The Ankh-Morpork Archives Vol. I

†† Collected in The Ankh-Morpork Archives Vol. II
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There was not a lot that could be done to make Ankh-Morpork a worse place. A direct hit by meteorite, for example, would count as gentrification.

– Pyramids
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Abbot, The. The 493rd Abbot of the History MONKS is an old man with wrinkled hands when we first encounter him during the events of Small Gods. And, by the time the events of Thief of Time occur, this dear, kind man’s teeth are giving him trouble and he is not walking very well. That is because, by then, he has been born again.

Although he is mentally around 900 years old and extremely clever, he has never mastered the art of circular ageing (crudely known as ‘immortality’). He has therefore been forced to achieve longevity in a more circular way, via serial reincarnation. The Abbot, in short, goes round and round, while managing to remember all his past lives; by Thief of Time he is a mere baby, although he is off the wet nurse (something of a trial for all concerned, in the circumstances) and onto less embarrassing fare, such as rusks. He travels around the Oi Dong Monastery in a sling on the back of an acolyte, often wearing an embroidered pixie hood to keep out the cold. His speech wavers between the sensible outpourings of a wise and very old man, and loud outbursts of babytalk when the infantile body takes over. He uses his wide selection of toys as apparently unintentional weapons against his recalcitrant colleagues, and many a monk has been struck by a random rubber yak, wooden giraffe or large wooden brick hurled from the Abbot’s pudgy little hands. It may well be, perish the thought, that having so recently had to put up with these people patronizing him and shouting things in his ear, he treats these juvenile periods as a welcome opportunity to settle a few scores. [SG]

Abbott, Jack. A lumberjack in Lancre, who lives with his mum in a rickety little hut. He was treated for a foot injury by Granny Weatherwax. [TSC]

Abbys, Bishop. Prophet of the Omnian Church, to whom the Great God OM is said to have dictated the Codicils to the Book of OSSORY. Little is known of this great man except that he had a big beard, because this is essential wear for prophets. On the subject of beards, the famous Ephebian riddle about them – All men in this town do not shave themselves and are shaved by the barber. Who shaves the barber? – caused some head-scratching when it was printed in an almanac that got as far as LANCRE. People there couldn’t see what was so philosophical about the statement because Lancre’s barber is one Mrs Deacon, who is open for haircuts, warts and teeth two mornings a week. [SG]

Abraxas. Ephebian philosopher, also called Abraxas the Agnostic, and ‘Charcoal’ Abraxas (because he had been struck by lightning fifteen times – which suggests that being an agnostic requires an enviable strength of mind, not to say thickness of skull. His own comment, just before the fifteenth stroke, was ‘They needn’t think they can make me believe in them by smiting me the whole time’). He was the author of ‘On Religion’, and the man who found the Lost City of EE. And presumably lost it again. He was readily identified by the smell of burnt hair. [SG]

Abrim. Grand Vizier of AL KHALI. A tall, saturnine wizard, with a long thin moustache and wearing a turban with a pointy hat sticking out of it. He was once refused entry to Unseen University because they said he was mentally unstable. Given the apparent mental equilibrium of many of UU’s faculty, one can only wonder at this exclusion. Driven by the ARCHCHANCELLOR’S HAT, Abrim was destroyed in a battle of magic. ‘Never trust the Grand Vizier’ is a popular Discworld saying, which many oriental adventurers would have survived a whole lot longer by knowing. [S]

[image: image]

Aching, Granny. Her maiden name was Sarah Grizzel. She died two years before the events of The Wee Free Men. Her memory is a major part of Tiffany Aching’s life and career. She was an expert shepherdess and her memory is reinforced by the remains of her shepherding hut, which still stands on the chalk hills overlooking Tiffany’s family home. There isn’t much to see now, just the iron wheels sinking into the turf and the pot-bellied stove with its short chimney.

Granny used old words, and came out with odd, old sayings. She didn’t call the downland the Chalk, she called it ‘the wold’.

Near the big black stove in the Aching home was the shelf, still called Granny Aching’s Library by Tiffany’s mother, who liked the idea of having a library. Everyone else called it Granny’s Shelf.

There were only five books, if you didn’t include the big farm diary. One of these was ‘Diseases of the Sheep’, which was fat with the bookmarks that Granny Aching had put there. She had been an expert on sheep, even though she called them ‘just bags of bones, eyeballs and teeth, lookin’ for new ways to die’.

Other shepherds would walk miles to get her to come and cure their beasts of ailments. They said she had the Touch, although she just said that the best medicine for sheep or man was a dose of turpentine, a good cussin’ and a kick. Bits of paper with Granny’s own recipes for sheep cures stuck out all over the book. Mostly they involved turpentine, but some included cussin’.

You hardly ever saw Granny Aching indoors in the spring and summer. She spent most of the year sleeping in the old wheeled hut, which could be dragged across the downs after the flocks.

So – who was Granny Aching? The answer is: what Granny Aching was, was there. She was always there. It seems that the lives of all the Achings revolve around Granny Aching. Decisions are made, things are done. Life goes on in the knowledge that, in her old wheeled shepherding hut on the hills, Granny Aching is still there, watching. [WFM]

Aching, Tiffany. When we first meet her in the series, Tiffany is a nine-year-old girl. What does she look like? Start with the boots. They are big and heavy boots, much repaired by her father and they’d belonged to various sisters before her; she wore several pairs of socks to keep them on. They are big. Tiffany sometimes feels she is nothing more than a way of moving boots around.

Then there is the dress. It has been owned by many sisters before her and has been taken up, taken out, taken down and taken in by her mother so many times that it really ought to have been taken away. But Tiffany rather likes it. It comes down to her ankles and, whatever colour it had been to start with, is now a milky blue.

Then there is Tiffany’s face. Light pink, with brown eyes, and brown hair. Nothing special. Her head might strike anyone watching as being just slightly too big for the rest of her, but perhaps she’ll grow into it. We also meet Tiffany at the age of eleven (A Hat Full of Sky), thirteen (Wintersmith), not quite sixteen (I Shall Wear Midnight) and early adulthood (The Shepherd’s Crown).
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Tiffany Aching



She was born and brought up on Home Farm, the farm her father, Joe, rents from the local Baron. Her name means ‘Land Under Wave’ – Tir-far-thóinn – although her late and much lamented grandmother, Granny Aching, used to call her ‘jiggit’.

She has a brother, Wentworth (see ACHING, WENTWORTH) and two sisters, Hannah and Fastidia. The family also owns a dog – Jester.

She gains three pieces of jewellery in the course of the books: two pendants – a silver horse (resembling a chalk horse on a local hillside) and a golden hare – and a ring, which she had the local blacksmith make from an iron nail. It has a dull shine; it’ll never rust while she wears it, because of the oils in her skin. It has little snowflakes cut in it with a tiny chisel. She also gains a shepherd’s crown, though, as a fossilized sea urchin, even a small one would make a fairly lumpy brooch.

Tiffany has substantial magical abilities which, combined with a bucketload of common sense, a real skill at cheesemaking and a close friendship with the Nac Mac Feegle, should serve her well in her future. [WFM]

Aching, Wentworth. Tiffany’s younger brother is two years old when we first meet him (he was seven by the time of Wintersmith). At that age, anything could make Wentworth sticky. Washed and dried and left in the middle of a clean floor for five minutes, Wentworth would be sticky. It didn’t seem to come from anywhere. He just got sticky. But he was an easy child to mind, provided you stopped him eating frogs. By the time he was seven, little Wentworth was always running after the men, always wanting to be one of them, always trying to help. By the time he’s in I Shall Wear Midnight, he’s happy to fight much bigger boys in the village to defend his sister’s honour. [WFM]

Aching Family, the. The Achings all live at the Home Farm. Tiffany’s father rented it from the Baron, who owned the land, but there had been Achings farming it for hundreds of years, and so, her father said (quietly, sometimes, after he’d had a beer in the evenings), as far as the land knew, it was owned by the Achings. Tiffany’s mother used to tell him not to speak like that, although since Granny had died, the Baron was always very respectful to Mr Aching, calling him the finest shepherd in these hills, and was generally held by the people in the village to be not too bad these days, it paid to be respectful. Besides, said Tiffany’s mother, the poor man had sorrows of his own.

But sometimes Tiffany’s father insisted that Achings (or Akins, or Archens, or Akens, or Akenns – spelling had been optional) had been mentioned in old documents about the area for hundreds and hundreds of years. They had these hills in their bones, he said, and they’d always been shepherds.

And for as long as she could remember Tiffany had heard her father, an otherwise quiet, slow man, make ‘The Joke’, the one that must have been handed down from Aching to Aching for hundreds of years.

He’d say, ‘Another day of work and I’m still Aching’, or ‘I get up Aching and I go to bed Aching’, or even ‘I’m Aching all over’. They weren’t particularly funny after about the third time, but she’d miss it if he didn’t say at least one of them every week. They didn’t have to be funny, they were father jokes. Anyway, however they were spelled, all her ancestors had been Aching to stay, not Aching to leave.

Achmed the Mad. Klatchian necromancer, who taught himself magic partly by trial, but mainly by error. Author of the ‘NECROTELICOMNICON’. It is said that he wrote it one day after he had drunk too much of the strange, thick Klatchian coffee (see FOOD AND DRINK), which sobers people up too much. Achmed preferred to be called ‘Achmed the I Just Get These Headaches’. He is also the author of ‘Achmed the I Just Get These Headaches’s Book of Humorous Cat Stories’, the writing of which was said to have driven him mad in the first place. [MP]

Aeron. Secretary to the Low King of the Dwarfs. Moist von Lipwig views him as a dwarf version of DRUMKNOTT, although one might detect a slightly closer relationship with his monarch. The King’s secretary is slim for a dwarf, almost nimble and quick, and decidedly ubiquitous, his long beard follows him like a banner as he goes about on the King’s business. He carries a sword, not traditionally a dwarf weapon. [RS]

Agantia. Queen of Skund. Just one of those people who turns up. CASANUNDA the dwarf claims to have received his title of ‘Count’ by performing a small service for the Queen; but since Skund is almost entirely forest and has next to no population, let alone a royal family, this is what is called, in historical terms, a lie. [LL]

Agatean Empire. Capital city: Hung-hung. Principal and only port: BES PELARGIC. Pop.: about 50,000,000. Old, cunning and very, very rich empire on the COUNTERWEIGHT CONTINENT, also called the Aurient, because of its gold deposits. Once ruled by the Sun Emperor, who was considered by his subjects to be a god (i.e. someone who can kill you instantly for no reason and not have to say sorry). Following the events of Interesting Times, it was ruled for a while by Ghenghiz COHEN. Agatean architecture is inclined towards squat pyramids; there is a wall built round the entire Empire, around twenty feet high and sheer on its inner side. In the bad old days, it was patrolled by the Heavenly Guard in very heavy boots to jump on the fingers of the terminally inquisitive. Ladders and tall trees anywhere near the wall were emphatically discouraged.

There is only one port because the Empire did not encourage more contact with the outside world than was absolutely necessary. To be a citizen of the Agatean Empire was felt to be the most fortunate of mortals, and the old government wanted its citizens to remain steadfast in that belief; it was important, therefore, to encourage the suggestion that anywhere else was a mere barbaric wasteland, inhabited by legions of vampire ghosts. The benefits of a period under the rule of a genuine barbarian invader have yet to make themselves shown outside the walls.
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Aggy, George. Senior Postman Aggy is a wizened old postman, with a tin leg and a badge for having had fifteen dog bites and still being standing. He is the Chairman of the Ankh-Morpork Order of the Postal Workers Benevolent and Friendly Society and a Member of the Brotherhood of the Order of the Post.[GP]
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Agony Aunts, the. Dotsie and Sadie. Possibly sisters. Possibly even real aunts.

Most of the Guilds have their own laws and some means of enforcing them. The Ankh-Morpork SEAMSTRESSES’ GUILD is no exception, although what they police are not so much laws as acceptable standards of behaviour. There are some things the ladies of the Shades will not put up with, in short. But no one wants the Watch clumping around the place, putting everyone off and ogling at people who have reasons for not wishing to be ogled, and so when the traditional troll with a big club is not sufficient the Agony Aunts are sent for.

Dotsie is short and plump, Sadie is tall and thin with a pale, oval face. They never run and neither smiles much, at least not at the things most people would find amusing. Both always dress in black, with old-fashioned black straw bonnets. Dotsie’s handbag and Sadie’s parrot-headed umbrella are used by them as weapons. Their actual mode of operation is unclear, but at best an offender will wake up in the street without any clothes and covered in paint in a place where turpentine is really going to hurt. Or he may find himself on board a ship headed for the incredibly distant island of Sumtri by way of Cape Terror. Or if the offence warrants it, he may never be found again at all; it is rumoured that merely killing someone is only about half way up the Aunts’ scale of punishments.

They are seldom required these days, and generally spend their afternoons taking tea in some small tearoom somewhere. Rarely are they seen talking to one another, except about matters currently in hand; the impression is that they did all their talking a long time ago.

The position of the official Watch on the subject of the Aunts is typical of that pragmatism which is the soul of Ankh-Morpork. Since they know that the Guild has a very flexible approach to what is acceptable and, indeed, natural, they take the view that anyone even capable of complaining to them after the ministrations of the Aunts got let off lightly. But a bottle of turpentine and a scrubbing brush is kept at Pseudopolis Yard for the more pathetic cases.

Ahmed, 71-Hour. Prince CADRAM’s policeman in Klatch. He studied at the ASSASSINS’ GUILD in Ankh-Morpork, and takes the view that after surviving a posh public school a man can survive anything.

Ahmed is a skinny man of uncertain age and below average height. He has a cast in one eye and his face is a network of scar tissue, surrounding a nose like an eagle’s beak. He has a sort of beard and moustache, but the scars affect the growth so much that the hair sticks out in strange bunches and at odd angles. He looks, in fact, like he’s been hit in the mouth by a hedgehog. Said mouth is full of gold teeth and strange exhalations, because he chews cloves. He wears a huge curved sword on his back and acts as policeman, judge, jury, executioner and sexton for criminals in the far-flung regions of Klatch. [J]

Aimsbury. He works as the chef at the Royal Bank of Ankh-Morpork, along with his daughter Peggy. He is allergic to the word ‘garlic’. Not the vegetable. Just the word. [MM]

Aix en Pains, Marquis de. A well-known Quirmian wine grower. The Marquis is a young, forward-looking nobleman, who courageously decided to marry an Ankh-Morpork girl. Vive la difference. [RS]

Ajandurah’s Wand of Utter Negativity. Weapon used by MARCHESA to control Rincewind and Twoflower. Its use does not cause the victim simply to cease to exist, but also to have never existed. An extremely dangerous device discouraged at Unseen University. [COM]

Aktar. Welcome to Aktar, the first character from the original card index to make it back into the Companion. He was a sergeant in the Divine Legion. [SG]

Albert. DEATH’s manservant. (See MALICH, ALBERTO.)

Albrechtson, Albrecht. A candidate for the position of Low King in ÜBERWALD. Albrecht is very much a traditionalist, and dresses in the cone-shaped leather-flapped robes favoured by the deep underground dwarfs. He resents the reforms that are affecting dwarfdom, and would be happy to see Ankh-Morpork burned to the ground. [TFE]

Alchemists’ Guild. Motto: OMNIS QVIS CORVSCAT EST OR. Coat of arms: a shield quartered with, on the upper-right and lower-left quarters, gutt es d’or on a field, azure. On the lower-right and upper-left quarters, a creuset, sable et enflamm on a field, gules.

The Guildhall, located on the Street of Alchemists in Ankh-Morpork, is always new. It was explosively demolished and rebuilt four times over one two-year period – on the last occasion without a lecture and demonstration room, in the hope that this might prove helpful to its long-term prospects.

This tiny, despised Guild largely devotes itself to the aid of widows and orphans of those alchemists who had taken an overly relaxed attitude to potassium cyanide, or who had distilled the juice of some interesting fungi and had drunk the result. There are, in fact, not very many widows and orphans, because alchemists find it difficult to relate to people long enough to form such relationships, and women often find it difficult to grow attached to people who have laminated themselves across the ceiling.

Alchemists are uncooperative in every other respect; every alchemist is a solitary individual, working in darkened rooms or hidden cellars and endlessly searching for the one longed-for breakthrough – the Philosopher’s Stone, the Elixir of Life – or, failing that, enormous amounts of cash. This success has never been achieved, but they have succeeded in creating celluloid and popcorn (or, as they styled them, octo-cellulose and banged grains – the basis for the brief Discworld moving-picture industry centred around HOLY WOOD) and have managed to fail to discover nuclear power, computers and electricity. The only real skill that alchemists have developed is how to turn gold into less gold.

They tend to be thin, pink-eyed men, with that vague, unworldly expression that you get from spending too much time in the presence of boiling mercury.* They also tend to be nervous individuals – it comes from not knowing what the crucible they are experimenting with is going to do next.

The current head of the Guild is Thomas SILVERFISH, although in the nature of things there is a regular turnover – and, indeed, rise and fall – of senior Guild members.

Alfonz. Sailor on the Unnamed, a trading boat belonging to CHIDDER’s family. Its purpose was largely that of moving things from one place to another without disturbing people, particularly those people of a revenue frame of mind; its appearance was that of a slow merchant ship, which often led pirates to engage in actions which they briefly regretted. Alfonz himself is a mere walking canvas for so many instructive tattoos of a carnal nature that, stictly speaking, he should be dressed in a plain brown wrapper. [P]

Alice. Also called ‘Princess’. She is a thirteen-year-old girl, who works in Tower 181 of the Clacks system. [GP]

Aliss, Black. See DEMURRAGE, ALISS.

Al Khali. City on the Hubward coast of KLATCH. It is rather like Ankh-Morpork, but with sand instead of mud. Popularly called the Gateway to the mysterious continent of Klatch, Al Khali’s temple frescos are famous far and wide, at least among discerning connoisseurs (tours leave hourly from the Statue of OFFLER in the Square of 967 Delights* but are restricted to males over eighteen and married women).

The city is also known for its wind, blowing from the vastness of the deserts and continents nearer the Rim. A gentle but persistent breeze, it ‘carries aromatic messages from the heart of the continent, compounded of the chill of deserts, the stink of lions, the compost of jungles and the flatulence of wildebeest’.

The Seriph’s palace, The RHOXIE, occupies most of the centre of the city that isn’t covered by the artificial paradise constructed by Seriph CREOSOTE in his search for a more cerebral life. The patron deity of the city is Offler, the Crocodile God, a popular deity on the continent. [S]

Alls Fallow. The one night of the year, according to legend, when witches and warlocks stay in bed. This is probably just a legend; the witches so far identified on the Discworld go to bed when they damn well feel like it. It is worth noting that no practising warlock has ever been found on the Disc and, indeed, no one even knows how many legs one should have. [COM]

Al-Ybi. Undistinguished Klatchian desert city, known in folklore as a place where criminals always claimed to be when accused of a crime. The Seriph of Al-Ybi was once cursed by a dyslexic deity, so that everything he touched turned to GLOD, a small dwarf. That was the most interesting thing that ever happened in Al-Ybi. In Al-Ybi, it is said, the Klatchians invented the concept of zero. That tells history everything it needs to know about what there was to do in Al-Ybi of an evening. [WA]

Amanita. See DEVICE, AMANITA.

Amonia. Queen of LANCRE for about three hours. The guests played hide-and-seek at the wedding party; Amonia hid in a big, heavy chest in an attic and was not found for seven months. It seems she is remembered in Discworld legend because the story is considered to be romantic. [LL]

André. A member of the reformed CABLE STREET PARTICULARS, although when first encountered he is a piano player at the Ankh-Morpork OPERA HOUSE. André is a fair-haired young man with a pleasant laugh. He is also a member of the MUSICIANS’ GUILD (Memb. No. 1244). [MA]

Andrews, Altogether. One of the Canting Crew – a group of beggars living under the Brass Bridge in Ankh-Morpork. Andrews’ personality contains eight separate personalities – Jossi, Lady Hermione, Little Sidney, Mr Viddle, Curly, the Judge, Tinker and Burke. The accepted view is that Andrews was some innocent and hospitable person of a psychic disposition who had simply been overwhelmed by the eight colonizing souls. [TT]
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Anghammarad. A very old talking golem. Actually almost 19,000 years old. Born in the fire by the priests of Upsa in the third Ning of the Shaving of the Goat (that should help you to place him accurately), he was given a voice so that he could carry messages. His eyes burn a deep ruby red, and a chill of time radiates off him. On one arm, just above the elbow, he had a metal box on a corroded band which has stained the surrounding clay. This was used to deliver items for King Het of Thut 9000 years ago. [GP]

Angua. Captain and chief tracker of the Ankh-Morpork City WATCH. Her full name is Delphine Angua von Überwald, and she is a werewolf. Her father (sire) was Baron Guye von Überwald (also called Silvertail); her mother was Mme Serafine Soxe-Bloonberg of Genua (also called Yellowfang). Angua had two brothers and a sister. Her sister, Elsa was a YENNORK (she was always in human state) and was killed by their brother Wolfgang von ÜBERWALD. Her brother, Andrei, is a yennork who is always in wolf state. He was driven away by Wolfgang and currently lives as a champion sheepdog in Borogravia. Angua is a classic biomorph: for most of the month she is a well-developed girl with ash-blond hair (which she washes in Willard Brothers’ ‘Good Girl!’ Flea Shampoo), and at full moon she is a werewolf, with blond hair as long as a mane around her ears. She has a human intellect but with certain additional powers, such as the ability to smell colours and tear out a man’s jugular vein.
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Angua von Überwald



Angua has a long-term liaison with Captain CARROT Ironfoundersson, also of the Watch. Well, a bit more than just a liaison. It appears that Carrot, whose main hobby is ambling the byways of Ankh-Morpork on foot, has been more than happy to forgo the slight monthly dampener on the relationship in exchange for a girlfriend who is always ready for a nice long walk. [MAA]

Animals of the Disc. The Discworld has a wide range of creatures that are peculiar (in both senses of the word) to it. Many remain decently shrouded in mystery, while others have been the subject of more detailed observation. Some of the more prominent of them include:

Albatross, Pointless. It can fly from the Hub of the Discworld to the Rim without landing. When it does land, however, it seems to do nothing except wander around for a while taking a few photographs. [SG]

Aphodius maximus. The Giant Dung Beetle. [TLH]

Basilisk. [S]

Blowfish, Deep Water. An extremely delicious but deadly fish, parts of whose body contain the poison which is distilled by the Assassins’ Guild into ‘bloat’, the effect of which is to make the eater very briefly impersonate a Zeppelin. A very skilled cook indeed is needed to prepare the dish; his job is to make sure it contains no trace of the toxic liver, stomach and digestive tract. [P]

Bog Truffle, Klatchian Migratory. Pale, brown, warty and now extremely rare. Once whole bogs would appear to be on the move. Delicious on toast. [M]

BOOKWORM, .303.

Burglar Crab. [H]

BUTTERFLY, QUANTUM WEATHER. The existence of this breed (identified, apart from its noticeable effects, by the interesting fractal patterns on its wings) probably owes a lot to the Discworld’s precarious balance on the cusp of reality, where a good metaphor stands a fair chance of becoming real. In brief, the QWB can change the weather at a distance merely by flapping its wings. This probably originated as a survival mechanism – few predators would tolerate a very small but extremely localized thunderstorm. [MAA]

CHIMERA.

Coit, Three-banded. [WA]

Combovered Eagle. Can vomit over three countries at once [UA]

Common Creed Waggler [SN]

Crowhawk, Lancre. [LL]

CUCKOO, CLOCK-BUILDING.

CURIOUS SQUID. [CJ]

Deep-Throated Frog-Eater [SN]

Elephant, Hermit. A very shy, thin-skinned species, which for preference wears abandoned huts for protection and concealment. It does not find these hard to obtain. Few people remain in a hut once an elephant has joined them. [MAA]

Fighting Tiger Limpet [H]

Fox, Lancre Reciprocating. Little is known of this creature except that, from context, it appears to act like a warrior about to go into battle, i.e., it probably drinks a lot and makes love as often as possible. [LL]

Ice Bear [H]

Lemma, Shadowing. A possibly invisible creature which stalks and eats mathematicians. [MAA]

Lipwigzers. A breed of fierce guard dogs [GP]

Mongoose, Inflatable. In this creature, evolution has found an efficient way of dealing with burrowing snakes. It is impervious to all snake venom, and its liver is highly prized as a result. [P]

Octarsier, Tree-dwelling. [COM]

Parkinson’s Warbler [SN]

Pig breeds. Lancre Stripe, Sto Saddleback. [LL]

Puff Eel, Deepwater. Caught only for its bladder and spleen, which contain a deadly yet tasty poison. [M]

PUZUMA, AMBIGUOUS.

Ramtop sheep. Known for its wool, which can be knitted into vests of almost chain-mail quality. Known breeds include Habbakuk Polls and Lowland Cobbleworths. [GG, W]

RIMFISHER.

SALAMANDERS.

SCALBIE.

Spikefish. [RM]

Stripefish, Red. [RM]

Tharga beasts. It is known that some creatures have a secondary brain. Tharga beasts, herded in some parts of the Ramtops for their meat and hair, have four – one for each leg. A tharga progresses by means of consensus, and therefore is frequently found stuck in crevasses, backed into thorn bushes, plunging over cliffs, etc., its only consolation being that it got there democratically. [M]

Thrush, Lancre Suicide. Many thrushes break open snails by banging them on a stone; this species attempts to dive-bomb them. [MAA]

Überwaldian Deep Cave Land Eel. An ugly, newt-like creature. It emits a burst of DARK LIGHT when startled. [TT]

VERMINE.

Vurms. Glow beetles which grow in deep caves in Llamedos. They have no teeth, and eat organic matter when it gets ‘runny’. (T!)

WORRIER, LAPPET-FACED.

YETI.

Yok. Horned beast of burden and food, used by nomads in the Hub regions. Like a yak but heavier. [M]

Ankh, River. This mighty river flows from the RAMTOPS down to the CIRCLE SEA, passing through the great city of ANKH-MORPORK, by which time it is tidal, and very sluggish. Even before it enters Ankh-Morpork it is slow and heavy with the silt of the plains; by the time it gets to the seaward side of the city, even an agnostic could walk across it. The citizens of Ankh-Morpork are strangely proud of this fact. They say that it is hard to drown in the Ankh, but easy to suffocate.

Owing to the accretions of centuries, the bed of the river is in fact higher than some of the low-lying areas; when the winter snows swell the flow, some of the low-rent areas of Morpork flood – if you can use that word for a liquid you could pick up in a net. By the time it has passed through the city, it can be called a liquid only because it moves faster than the land surrounding it.

There are said to be some mystic rivers, one drop of which can steal a man’s life away. After its turbid passage through the twin cities, the Ankh could be one of them. Citizens of Ankh-Morpork, however, claim that the river’s water is incredibly pure in any case: any water that has passed through so many kidneys, they reason, has to be very pure indeed. There are fish, of a sort, that have adapted to life in the Ankh, but their shape is not recorded because they explode when exposed to air or fresh water.

There are big river gates where the river flows out of the city. These, and the gates on some of the city’s bridges, are used in time of fire to flood the city. It says a great deal for the stoicism of the citizens that being drenched in the waters of the river is considered preferable to being burned alive.

The Ankh is probably the only river in the universe on which murder investigators could chalk the outline of a corpse.
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Ankh-Morpork. Mottoes: MERVS IN PECTVM ET IN AQVAM and QVANTI CANICVLA ILLE IN FENESTRA. Coat of arms: a shield, supported by two Hippopotâmes Royales Bâillant – one enchainé, one couronné au cou – and surmounted by a Morpork Vautré Hululant, bearing an Ankh d’or, and ornée by a banner with the legend ‘Merus In Pectum Et In Aquam’. The shield bisected by a tower en maçonnerie sans fenêtres and quartered by a fleuve, argent and azure, bend sinister. On the upper-right quarter a field, vert, of brassicae prasinae; on the lower-left quarter a field, sable. On the upper-left and lower-right quarters, bourses d’or on a field argent. Below the arms a ribbon with the legend ‘Quanti Canicula Ille In Fenestra’.

Pop.: 1,000,000 (including the suburbs).

Chief exports: manufactured goods, most of the processed animal and vegetable produce of the fertile STO PLAINS, trouble. Main ‘invisible’ exports: banking, assassination, wizardry, trouble.

Imports: raw materials, people, trouble.

The shield shows the TOWER OF ART, the oldest building in the city, and also celebrates both the River ANKH and the vast surrounding expanse of brassica fields which have combined to produce the city’s prosperity and, to a great extent, its smell.

The younger of the two mottoes, Merus In Pectum Et In Aquam (lit.: ‘Pure in mind and water’) was devised by a rather high-minded committee in the early days of the First Republic, and is considered a jolly good laugh.

The older – and, strangely enough, the more popular – is Quanti Canicula Ille In Fenestra (lit.: ‘How much is that small dog in the window?’). Its origin is the subject of urban legend but can be traced, as can so many of the city’s oddities, to the reign of King Ludwig the Tree.

Kings cannot become mad; this is self-evident. Peasants become insane, small traders and craftsmen go mad, nobles become eccentric, and King Ludwig was a little confused and so detached from reality that he couldn’t make contact with it even by shouting and prodding at it with a long stick.

King Ludwig’s four-year reign was one of the happiest of the entire monarchical period, and people looked forward to his proclamations on subjects such as the need to develop a new kind of frog and the way invisible creatures spied on him when he went to the lavatory. It was less popular among the nobles. Since it would destroy the entire edifice of the monarchical system to admit that the man from whom all power derived actually did go around all day wearing his underpants on his head, an informal system was devised to suggest that, far from being confused, the King was airing an intellect both rarefied and subtle. Monographs were published, agreeing that the modern frog was indeed hopelessly outdated. There was even a brief vogue for wearing head lingerie.

Anything the King said was treated as an oracular utterance. On the day he was asked to choose from three suggested mottoes for the city, his comment, ‘How much is that doggie in the window?’, was agreed, by a small committee of courtiers, to be the most acceptable of the King’s suggestions, the other two being ‘Bduh bduh bduh bduh’ and ‘I think I want my potty now’.

It has subsequently been suggested that the motto is in fact marvellously devised for Ankh-Morpork, since it neatly encapsulates a) the city’s intelligent questioning spirit, b) its concern for mercantile matters, and c) its love of animals. Readers who consider this strange should reflect that the motto on the Great Seal of the United States of America comes from a Latin poem about making salad dressing.*

Ankh-Morpork is the oldest existing city on the Discworld (and known to its citizens/denizens as the Big WAHOONIE). Bisected by the River Ankh, the city is really two cities: proud Ankh, Turnwise of the river, and pestilent Morpork on the Widdershins side, although the pestilence is quite democratic and in fact covers most of the city. Nestling (or, more accurately, squatting) in the Sto Plains, close to the CIRCLE SEA, the city is theoretically built on loam, although in fact it is built on past incarnations of the city, rather like Troy but without the style.*

Ankh-Morpork has been burned down many times in its long history – out of revenge, carelessness, spite or even just for the insurance. Most of the stone buildings that actually make it a city have survived intact. Many people – that is, many people who live in stone houses – think that a good fire every hundred years or so is essential to the health of the city since it helps to keep down rats, roaches, fleas and, of course, people not rich enough to live in stone houses. Each time, it is rebuilt using the traditional local materials of tinder-dry wood and thatch waterproofed with tar.

It is generally accepted that the original building in the city was the Tower of Art, around which Unseen University grew up as a sort of keep, and some small parts of the first city wall are still visible. Over the centuries, however, the city’s centre moved downstream as docks were built on the more navigable parts of the river; and fragments of city walls and the general layout of the roads give Ankh-Morpork the appearance, from the air, of a cut onion, although a cut onion smells rather different (i.e., better.).

Over the millennia the city has tried various forms of government; an ancient system of sewers – known only to the ASSASSINS’ GUILD (until Men At Arms) – and a few other details testify to a glorious past (glorious being defined as a time when Thousands of People Could Be Persuaded by Men with Swords to Build Big Things out of Stone). There has been monarchy, oligarchy, anarchy and dictatorship. The current system appears to be a sort of highly specialized democracy; as they say in Ankh-Morpork, it’s a case of One Man, One Vote – Lord VETINARI is the Man, he has the Vote.

In essence the city is governed as a result of the interplay of various pressure groups. Lord Vetinari positively encouraged the growth of the Guilds, of which there are now some 300 in the city. His reason for doing this may be discerned in his unpublished book ‘The Servant’, a compendium of advice and precepts to a young man setting out to govern a fictional city (in the book identified only as AM) in a passage which runs: ‘Where there are clearly two sides to a question, make haste to see that these rapidly become two hundred.’ In practice, the city’s political structure consists entirely of a huge number of pressure groups plotting, fighting, conniving, forming alliances, shouting, scheming, intriguing and making plans, in the middle of which one man is quietly doing things his way.

Economically, the city is the profitable bottleneck between the Sto Plains and the rest of the Discworld. It is a service centre for the hinterland in several senses of the phrase, and carries out all the functions that citizens usually perform for their country cousins, such as selling them the Brass Bridge at a knockdown price. It is the big city you go to to seek your fortune. And other people also seek your current fortune, small though it may be, as soon as you arrive.

While it has many of the attributes of the classical fantasy city – Guilds, walls, wizards and so on – Ankh-Morpork is also a working city, with a very large number of small factories and workshops (generally in the Phedre Road and Cable Street areas, and more traditionally along the Street of Cunning Artificers). There is a flourishing cattle market and slaughterhouse district.

Fresh water used to be brought straight into the city centre by a viaduct now barely visible in Water Street, but it fell down centuries ago and, what with one thing and another, no one ever got around to rebuilding it. Water is now drawn from wells, which are very shallow indeed with Ankh-Morpork’s high water table. This, along with the slaughterhouses and the cabbage fields and the spice houses and the breweries, is a major component of Ankh-Morpork’s most famous civic attribute: its aforementioned Smell. The citizens are proud of the smell; on a really good day, they carry chairs outside to enjoy it. They even put up a statue to it, to commemorate the time when troops of a rival state tried to invade by stealth one dark night; they managed to get only as far as the top of the walls when, to their horror, their nose plugs gave out.*

No enemies have ever entered Ankh-Morpork.

This is not entirely true. Technically they have, quite often; the city welcomes free-spending barbarian invaders, but somehow the puzzled raiders always find, after a few days, that they don’t own their horses any more, and within a couple of months they’re just another minority group with its own graffiti and food shops.

The city’s inhabitants have brought the profession of interested bystander to a peak of perfection. These highly skilled gawpers will watch anything, especially if there’s any possibility of anyone getting hurt in an amusing way.

The city’s ‘picturesque’ SHADES, with its crowded docks, many bridges, its souks, its casbahs, its streets lined with nothing but temples, all point to its cosmopolitan style. It welcomes anyone – regardless of race, colour, class or creed – who has spending money in incredible amounts.

It has been said that the largest dwarfish colony anywhere on the Disc is in Ankh-Morpork. This may be the case. Certainly the city is home to a large number of dwarfs, a growing number of trolls, and many undead and other special-interest groups. This has caused a number of problems but also some benefits – in jobs, for example. The silicon-based trolls gravitate towards messy jobs because, to them, nasty organic substances are of no more account than sand and gravel would be to a human; vampires tend to end up in the meat business, and often run shops catering for those of a kosher persuasion; undead often undertake dangerous tasks, such as working on high buildings, because nothing can happen to them that hasn’t happened already.

The associated problems are more traditional. Trolls hate dwarfs, dwarfs hate trolls. It’s a symmetrical arrangement that dates back thousands of years and has accumulated enough ill-feeling that the actual cause is now quite irrelevant. This mutual antagonism has been imported into the city.

Troll skin, which is as flexible as leather but much, much tougher and longer-lasting, is still occasionally used for clothing by the less socially sensitive, and there is a particularly disreputable tavern (and this is Ankh-Morpork we’re talking about) which is not only called the Troll’s Head but has a very old one on a pole over the door. On the other hand, trolls have been known to eat people (for their mineral content) and the troll game of aargrooha, in which a human head is kicked around by two teams wearing boots of obsidian until it either ends up in goal or bursts, is almost certainly still played in its classical form in remote mountain regions.

So, mingling in the streets of the city are people whose recent ancestors variously ate, skinned, beheaded or in some cases jumped up and down in heavy boots on one another. That there is not a permanent state of all-out war is a tribute to the unifying force of the Ankh-Morpork dollar.

There are two legends about the founding of Ankh-Morpork.

One relates that the two orphaned brothers who built the city were in fact found and suckled by a hippopotamus (lit. orijeple, although some historians hold that this is a mistranslation of orejaple, a type of glass-fronted drinks cabinet). Eight heraldic hippos line the city’s Brass Bridge, facing out to sea. It is said that if danger ever threatens the city, they will run away. Nobody knows why the hippopotamus is the royal animal of Ankh-Morpork. The reasons are lost in the smogs of time. Rome had a she-wolf; on this basis, it is possible that the founders of Ankh-Morpork were suckled, or possibly trodden on, by a hippo. But a hippo seems at least as legitimate as a slug, the city animal of Seattle, Washington. It has been speculated that hippos once inhabited the Ankh. If so, they have long since dissolved.

The other legend, recounted less frequently by citizens, is that at an even earlier time a group of wise men survived a flood sent by the gods by building a huge boat, and on this boat they took two of every type of animal then existing on the Disc. After some weeks the combined manure was beginning to weigh the boat low in the water, so – the story runs – they tipped it over the side, and called it Ankh-Morpork. (See also CIVIL WAR, LAWS OF ANKH-MORPORK, MONARCHY, PATRICIAN.)

Ankh-Morpork National Anthem. We Can Rule You Wholesale was written by Count Henrik Shline von Überwald. The anthem is particularly noteworthy for being the only one that has a second verse officially consisting of incoherent muttering. The Count had noted that any group of people singing their country’s national anthem never remembers how the second verse goes.

When dragons belch and hippos flee
My thoughts, Ankh-Morpork, are of thee
Let others boast of martial dash
For we have boldly fought with cash
We own all your helmets, we own all your shoes.
We own all your generals - touch us and you’ll lose.

Morporkia! Morporkia!
Morporkia owns the day!
We can rule you wholesale
Touch us and you’ll pay.

We bankrupt all invaders,
We sell them souvenirs,
We ner ner ner ner ner ner by the ears,
Er ner ner ner ner ner ner ner ner ner,
Ner ner ner ner ner ner, ner ner ner ner ner,
Ner your gleaming swords, we mortgaged to the hilt.

Morporkia! Morporkia!
Ner ner ner ner ner ner ner ner ner ner ner ner ner ner ner ner
We can rule you wholesale
Credit where it’s due.

Ankhstones. Glittery jewels. Like rhinestones, but a different river. [S]

Annagovia, Grand Duchess. Ruler of Borogravia. A childless, plain, middle-aged woman, whose saggy chin and slightly bulging eyes made her look like someone had put a large fish in a dress. She was worshipped by her people, who called her ‘The Little Mother’. They pray to a portrait of her, painted when she was aged forty. At the time of the events of Monstrous Regiment, she had not been seen for thirty years and was believed to still be in mourning for a young Duke who died a week after they got married. He was gored by a wild pig during a hunt. [MR]
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Annaple, Nanny. A witch who lives over the mountain from Bad Ass (no further geographical location has ever been given, which is unfortunate since from Bad Ass everywhere is behind some mountain or other). She owns a billy goat, which is absolutely traditional for a witch. She lost all her teeth by the age of twenty, and has a face so warty it looks like a sockful of marbles; this has led to some coolness between her and Granny Weatherwax, who has never succeeded in looking properly crone-like. [ER]

Anoia. A (minor) Goddess of Things That Get Stuck in Drawers.* Appears as a skinny, tired-looking woman, wearing a sheet draped around her and smoking a dramatically sparking cigarette. She hasn’t been doing drawers long. She used to be a volcano goddess. Now, she also finds lost corkscrews and things that roll under furniture. The other gods also want her to do stuck zips (which she is thinking about). Mostly, though, she manifests when people rattle a stuck drawer and call upon the gods. [W]

Anti-crimes. As you might expect on the Disc, even crime has its opposite. Merely giving someone something is not the opposite of robbery. To be an anti-crime, it has to be done in such a way as to cause outrage and/or humiliation to the victim. So there is breaking-and-decorating, proffering-with-embarrassment (as in most retirement presentations) and whitemailing (as in, for example, threatening to reveal to his enemies a mobster’s secret donations to charity). Anti-crimes have never really caught on. [RM]

Antiphon. Ephebian writer. The greatest writer of comic plays in the world, at least according to Antiphon (in the plays, the actors hit one another with big sticks every time they make a joke and refuse to proceed until someone laughs). Looks as though he is built of pork. [P]

Anybody, Rob. Big man of the Nac Mac Feegle clan near the village of Tiffany Aching, over on the Chalk. Technically, their Head Man. Smells, as they all do, like slightly drunk potatoes, and has the traditional red hair and tattoo’d blue skin. He also sports a helmet made from a rabbit’s skull. Rob is married to Jeannie of the Long Lake, they have seven sons (one of whom is Wee Duggie Bignose) and one daughter. Not a natural learner, but strong-willed and determined, he can soon write his own name, ЯOB NybO D. [WFM]
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Rob Anybody



Apocralypse, The. The Half-Hearted End of the World. The Triumph of the ICE GIANTS. The Teatime of the Gods. Believed to be the time when the Ice Giants, imprisoned by the gods, will break free and ride out on their dreadful glaciers to regain their ancient dominion, crushing out the flames of civilization until the world lies naked and frozen under the terrible cold stars and Time itself freezes over. Or so it is said. Discworld legend is as unreliable on this as it is on so many other things, hence the name.

Heralding the event – should it ever happen and not just be an interesting tale someone wrote down after too many mushrooms – a dreadful ruler has to arise, there must be a terrible war and the four dread Horsemen (DEATH, WAR, FAMINE and PESTILENCE) have to ride. Then the creatures from the DUNGEON DIMENSIONS will break into the world… Again.

This has all nearly happened once, but it was delayed and then postponed, partly because three of the four Horsemen had their horses stolen while they were enjoying a pub lunch.

Something like a full blown Apocalypse threatened the world during the events chronicled in Thief of Time, during which the Four Horsemen actually sided with humanity (why kill off the only creatures who believe in you?) and were aided in this endeavour by the long-lost Fifth Horseman, KAOS, who’d left because of creative differences long before they became famous.

Arcanum, Mrs. Owner and proprietor of Mrs Eucrasia Arcanum’s Lodging House for Respectable Working Men in Ankh-Morpork. Mrs Arcanum likes Respectable people who are Clean and Decent. She keeps Respectable beds and cooks cheap but Respectable meals for her Respectable lodgers who were mostly middle-aged, unmarried and extremely sober (and respectable). She is not averse to trolls and dwarfs as guests provided they are Respectable. She provides big helpings of food that tastes, well, respectable. One of her lodgers was William DE WORDE. [TT]

Arch-astronomer. Ruler of KRULL. Responsible for the building of the POTENT VOYAGER and for the death of Goldeneyes Silverhand DACTYLOS, its designer. [COM]

Archchancellor. Master of Unseen University in Ankh-Morpork and the official leader of all the wizards on the Disc (a polite fiction on a par with the Queen of England also being Queen of Australia). Once upon a time this would have meant that he was the most powerful in the handling of magic, but in more quiet times senior wizards tend to look upon actual magic as a bit beneath them. They prefer administration, which is safer and nearly as much fun, and also big dinners.

The Archchancellor is elected on the Eve of Small Gods. Well, not exactly elected, because wizards don’t have any truck with the undignified business of voting, and it is well known that Archchancellors are selected by the gods (which wizards don’t believe in). The double doors to the Great Hall are locked and triple-barred. An incoming Archchancellor has to request entry three times before they will be unlocked, signifying that he is appointed with the consent of wizardry in general.

In more recent times, the lifespan of Archchancellors has been seen to be a bit on the short side, as wizardry’s natural ambition took its toll. UU has been in existence for thousands of years, and over the last fifty the average Archchancellor remained in office for about eleven months.

UU has had many different kinds of Archchancellor over the years: big ones, small ones, cunning ones, slightly insane ones, extremely insane ones – they’ve come, they’ve served (in some cases not long enough for anyone to be able to complete the official painting to be hung in the Great Hall) and they’ve died. The senior wizard in a world of magic has the same prospects of long-term employment as a pogo-stick tester in a minefield.

It should be noted that Mustrum RIDCULLY, at the time of writing, seems to have had a very successful and, above all, injury-free career as Archchancellor, and appears to be ushering UU into one of its quieter periods.

Other Archchancellors thus far encountered include:

Badger, William

Bewdley

Bigger, Preserved

Bowell

Buckleby

CHURN, Ezrolith

COIN (arguable, of course)

CUTANGLE

Hopkins, ‘Trouter’

MALICH, Alberto

RIDCULLY, Mustrum (the current incumbent)

Scrawn

Sloman

SPOLD, Greyhald ‘Tudgy’

TRYMON, Ymper (305th)

Wayzygoose, Virrid (didn’t actually make it)

WEATHERWAX, Galder (304th)

Archchancellor’s Hat. The old hat, now replaced (see RIDCULLY, MUSTRUM), was worn by the head of all wizards, on the head of all wizards. (This is to say, metaphorically it was worn by all wizards – it is similar to the idea that ‘every soldier has a field marshal’s baton in his knapsack’.)*

It was what every wizard aspired to, the symbol of organized magic, the pointy tip of the profession. Through the old hat spoke all the Archchancellors who had ever lived. So it was always believed.

In fact, it was rather battered, with its gold thread tattered and unravelling. It was pointy, of course, with a wide, floppy brim. It was covered with gold lace, pearls, bands of purest VERMINE, sparkling ANKHSTONES, some incredibly tasteless sequins and – a real giveaway – a circle of OCTARINES round its crown, blazing in all eight colours of the spectrum. It was kept on a velvet cushion in a tall, round and battered leather box. When it spoke, which it did when fighting the Sourcerer, it had a clothy voice, with a choral effect, like a lot of voices talking at the same time, in almost perfect unison. [S]

Archeios. A private in the Ephebian army. [E]

Archmandrite of B’Ituni. A previous owner of the black sword KRING. B’Ituni is little more than a fortified oasis near the Klatch–Hershebian border. [COM]

Ardent. A deep-downer dwarf, who acts as chief liaison with the ‘world above’ (those who live on the surface of the Disc). He is seen wearing a rigid, pointed black hood and he is otherwise completely shrouded in overlapping black leather scales, with just a narrow slit for his eyes. Has the same, level, way of speaking as Lord Vetinari. [T!]

Argavisti. General of the Ephebian army, involved in the brief war against Omnia [SG]

Arif, Greasy. A fisherman from Klatch. Together with his son, Akhan, he was one of the first people to re-discover the lost Kingdom of Leshp during the events of Jingo. [J]

Aristocrates. Secretary to the Tyrant of Ephebe. He is the author of ‘Platitudes’. [SG]
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Armpit. A really stupid dwarf in the employ of Evil Harry DREAD. [TLH]
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Art, Works of. A number of major works of art have recently been named in the series. These include:

Battle of Koom Valley, the (Methodia Rascal) [T!]

Beauty Arising from the Pease Pudding Cart Attended by Cherubs Carrying Hot Dogs and Pies (Unknown art student) [UA]

Countess Quatro Fromaggio at her Toilette (Leonard of Quirm) [RS]

Dogs and Pies [UA]

Don’t Talk to Me About Mondays! (Daniella Pouter [T!]

Freedom (Daniella Pouter) [T!]

Goddess Anoia Arising from the Cutlery, the (some bloke with three ‘I’s in his name, apparently) [T!]

Man with Dog (Lord Vetinari & Wuffles) (William Pouter) [MM]

MONA OGG, THE (Leonard of Quirm) [MAA]

Still Life with Cabbage, Broccoli both Green and Purple, Sprouts, Kale and Elderly Couple being Attacked by Werewolf (Josiah Remnant)

Three Large Pink Women and One Piece of Gauze (Caravati) [T!]

For completeness, I will include a poem:

Oi! To His Deaf Mistress (Robert Scandal) [UA]

Artela. Wife of TEPPICYMON XXVII and mother of TEPPIC. She used to be a concubine. A vague woman who was fond of cats, she died in a swimming accident (insofar as a crocodile was involved). [P]

Arthur. A fellow student of TEPPIC’s at the ASSASSINS’ GUILD. A little kid with curls. [P]

Arthur, Barking Mad. Member of the DOG GUILD. One-eyed, bad-tempered rottweiler, killed by Big FIDO. [MAA]
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Arthur, Wee Mad. He is a gnome, four inches high, and the supplier of rats to dwarf eateries throughout Ankh-Morpork. This enables him to work as a rat-catcher for nothing, selling his rats at half the Guild rate. He is basically humanoid and dresses in ratskin trousers. At least while working, he is bare to the waist save for two bandoliers criss-crossing his chest. He smokes tiny cigars, carries a very small crossbow, and is generally in a foul mood His advertising sign declares:

‘WEE MAD ARTHUR

‘For those little things that get you down’

Rats *FREE*

Mise: 1p per ten tails

Moles: ½p each

Warsps: 50p per nest,

Hornets 20p extra

Cockroaches and similar by aranjement

Small fees. BIG JOBS

Wee Mad Arthur, who can live more luxuriously on a dollar a day that most humans can live on fifty dollars, is also a very obvious example of the LAW OF UNEQUAL RETURNS. He was raised by a bunch of cobblers but, despite being referred to as a gnome by the careless citizens of Ankh-Morpork, he is an urbanized and solitary member of the NAC MAC FEEGLE.

He now has very gainful employment as one of the smallest officers in the Ankh-Morpork City Watch. [FOC]

Artorollo. Past King of Ankh-Morpork. Little fat man, squeaky voice. This seems to be all that anyone can remember about him. [M]

Ashal, General. Chief Adviser to Prince CADRAM and leader of his army. [J]

AshkEnte, Rite of. Spell performed to summon and bind DEATH. It is generally done with reluctance, because senior wizards are usually very old and would prefer not to do anything to draw Death’s attention to themselves. On the other hand, it is also very effective, since Death knows almost everything that is going on because he is usually closely involved.

The Rite has evolved over the years. It used to be thought that eight wizards were required, each at his station on the point of a great ceremonial octogram, swaying and chanting, arms held out sideways so their fingertips just touched; there was also a requirement for dribbly candles, thuribles, green smoke and all the other tedious paraphernalia of traditional High magic. In fact, it can be performed by a couple of people with three small bits of wood and 4cc of mouse blood; it can even be performed with two bits of wood and a fresh egg.

There are in fact ten ways of performing the Rite; nine of them kill you instantly and the other one is very hard to remember.

Ashk-Ur-Men-Tep. A past king of DJELIBEYBI, from the Third Empire. [P]
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Asphalt. Very short, broad, troll with showbusiness experience, mostly to do with mucking out circus elephants and being repeatedly sat on by them. Employed as a roadie by the BAND WITH ROCKS IN. Although shorter than a dwarf, Asphalt makes up for it in breadth. [SM]
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Assassins’ Guild. Motto: NIL MORTIFI, SINE LVCRE. Coat of arms: a shield, bisected by a bend sinister, purpure. In the upper-right half a poignard d’or, draped with a masque en sable, lined gris on a field, gules. In the bottom-left half two croix d’or on a sable field.

The light and airy Guild building, which looks more like the premises of a gentlemen’s club, is located in Filigree Street, Ankh-Morpork. The gates on the sole entrance to the Guild are said never to shut because DEATH is open for business all the time, but it is really because the hinges rusted centuries ago (although by the time of Men At Arms clearly someone had done something about this).

The Assassins’ Guild offers the best all-round education in the world. A qualified assassin should be at home in any company, and be able to play at least one musical instrument. Anyone inhumed by a graduate of the Guild school can go to his rest satisfied that he has been annulled by someone of taste and discretion, and probably also a social equal. The entrance exam is not strenuous: the school is easy to get into and easy to get out of (the trick is to get out upright).
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A BRIEF STROLL AROUND THE MAIN QUAD

Join us on a brief tour of the Guild, starting with the main gates in Filigree Street. Do not neglect the Porter’s Lodge, wherein may be found Stippler the porter. His father was porter here, as was his father. He has seen it all, and the few bits he hasn’t seen he can guess at.

Your path will then lead out into the quadrangle, dominated by its statue of Ellis William Netley, the student who, when playing the Wall Game, first picked up the ball and hurled it with such force that he knocked an opposing player off a second-storey window ledge. He was beaten senseless for this, but his action changed the Game from the rather insipid ball game that it was to the thrilling and bloody spectacle it is today.

To one side of the quad, you can still see the new masonry of the repair to the museum wall after the unfortunate events concerning the removal from office of the previous Master, Dr Cruces.

Looking up, you can see the bell tower, topped by the Guild’s famous cloaked man weathervane (known as ‘Wiggy Charlie’), which has oft been decked with porcelain chamberpots and female undergarments by waggish students on Wag Days.

Returning to the cloister, we turn and walk along, past the oil paintings and busts of famous inhumees. The first bust, of a former Crown Prince of Brindisi, is now almost unrecognizable as generations of student assassins have patted his regal nose for luck. His plaque records that he ‘Departed this vale of tears on Grune 3, Year of the Sideways Leech, with the assistance of the Hon. K. W. Dobson (Viper House)’.

We now turn into the Combination Corridor, leading past the Museum. The Museum is very instructive; time spent in sober reflection there is never wasted. One exhibit which usually exercises the minds of boys for many a long night is the one-armed teddy bear (Mr Wuggle) used by Croydon Minimus to inhume the Baron von Wendeltreppe-Steckenpferd in 1687. Since that fateful day, the Wendeltreppe-Steckenpferds have never allowed any soft toys within 20 miles of their castle in Überwald.

Beyond the museum, we reach Big School, which used to be the Guild’s only classroom. It now serves principally as the Banqueting Hall and is also used for indoor sports, assemblies and examinations. Big School is the oldest unaltered room in college and its beams, despite their inaccessibility, have been carved with the names of most of the Guild’s most famous old boys.

Just before the multi-denominational Chapel, there is a small door leading up to the bell tower, which houses the Inhumation Bell. This tolls the hours but, as befits the city’s most elegant academy, it is always fashionably late.

It also is tolled whenever news comes through of an Assassin successfully completing an assignment and also upon the death of a old pupil of the college. Of course, this may quite often be one and the same event.

Proceeding further around we come to Liming Corridor which leads past Mr Wilkinson’s Study to the Library. This is believed to be the largest Ankh-Morpork library outside Unseen University and, in the areas of assassination and other life-threatening professions, we like to think that it exceeds even UU’s holdings of relevant tomes.

The Guild extends to five floors, excluding basements, dormer levels and lofts. Much of the building is out of bounds to the Guild’s students but, as Lord Downey would say, ‘No one became a great Assassin by always obeying the rules. Of course, no one ever became a great Assassin by disobeying the rules and getting caught, either.’

At some time in their career, every pupil will see the inside of the Master of Assassins’ study. Some will go for a cup of tea, a chat and the automatic avoidance of an almond slice, some will be going for a punishment, some will have been sent up for good and some will be going to receive bad news.

The room is a classic example of a Guild study – impressive, oak-panelled and well-carpeted room – which also serves as the meeting room for the Guild Council. Indeed, to one side you will see the Council’s long, mahogany table. The room also contains the Master’s own library and workbench – and who knows what mysterious substances may be stored in the dozens of intriguing drawers in his apothecary cabinet?

The room is dominated by the four huge black granite pillars that support the ornate ceiling. Four-square between those pillars, carved as they are with the names of famous Assassins, is the Master’s desk, with its wrought-iron rack for birches and canes. These are a relic of the old days. In the modern college, we do not believe in anything so namby-pamby as corporal punishment.

SCHOOL PRIZES AND AWARDS

Sending up for Good

Despite its name, this is a good thing: it means a student has produced a piece of schoolwork – practical or written – which is adjudged by their tutor to be so outstanding as to merit their being sent up to the Master of Assassins’ study for sherry and an almond slice. Their name is also then featured in the School Magazine.

The Teatime Prize

This will be given after the Hogswatch and de Murforte vacations for the two best papers on the subject ‘Who I Killed on My Holidays’. Pupils are not, of course, expected to actually inhume anybody, but a team of senior Assassins will assess the pupils’ maps, routes, amassed information, professed target and projected methods of ‘solution’ before awarding the prize for the best virtual inhumation. The prize is named after the late Jonathan Teatime, a young Assassin whose plans for the inhumation of Death, the Hogfather, the Soul Cake Duck, Old Man Trouble and several major gods were the talk of the Guild. His body has never been found.

The Blankman Divinity Prize

This is open to all boys in the second and third years for the most realistic representation of the god of their choice achieved using only stale bread and sesame seeds.

Distinction in Trials

Given to the top three boys in every year at end of term Trials (exams).

The Body Trophy

Named after our popular old Under Master, Mr Wilberforce Body, this is awarded to the winning team at the Wall Game.

The Wilkinson Cup

Awarded annually to the boy who scores most consistently high marks at fencing.

The Pendu Illuminated Manuscript

Awarded to the boy who wins the Climbing Competition at the Sports Day. The award is simply placed atop some high building in the city, and the pupil who returns to the Guild with it is adjudged the winner. The opportunities for waylaying, trapping, ambushing and cheating make this a remarkable exercise in Assassin skills.

The Vemificus Chalice

Traditionally awarded at Gaudy Night to the pupil adjudged by the Head of Necrotic Medicine and Applied Pathology to have shown most promise in practical exercises in that specialism.

The Insidiae Plate

Presented on Founder’s Day by the Provost of Assassins. The winner is the constructor of the most elaborate trap mechanism in the Show and Tell section at Open Day, although actual killing will result in disqualification.

The Ars Plumaria Cup

This is won by the pupil scoring highest marks for Personal Grooming. A much-contested award.

SCHOOL HOUSES (AND THEIR HOUSE TUTORS)

Viper House (Mr Nivor)

Scorpion House (Lady T’malia)

Tump House (Miss Band)

Broken Moons House (Mr Moody)

Raguineau’s (Baron Strifenkanen)

Pernypopax Dampier (Prof. Stone)

Cobra House (Mr Mericet)

Wigblock Prior (Kompt de Yoyo)

B2 House [day pupils](Dr von Ubersetzer)

C1 House [day pupils](Dr Perdore)

Mykkim House (Mr Linbury-Court)

Mrs Beddowe’s House (M le Balourd)

Tree Frog House [day pupils] (Mr Bradlofrudd)

BlackWidow House [girls] (Mme les Deux-Épées)

Welcome Soap House (Mr Graumunchen)

Raven House (Miss Smith-Rhodes)

A BRIEF HISTORY OF THE GUILD

Classically, assassination as a profession began in the more mountainous regions of Klatch, where aspirants would partake of a drug known as hasheesh which, in sufficient quantities, would cause them to wear flared trousers and listen to really monotonous music with every sign of enjoyment.

Those early ‘assassins’ then disappeared into history and emerged somewhat later in the form we now recognize them. Possibly their source of supply dried up.

The Guild as it exists today owes a great debt to its founders, Sir Gyles and Lady de Murforte. Sir Gyles was a warrior knight in the days of King Cirone I (Cirone the Unsteady). He quested extensively in Klatch for the greater glory of gold and, during one of his longer crusades against any Klatchians who had money, he learned of the brotherhood of assassins. At this time they were practising their craft for general hire and were already playing an important role in the internal politics of the Komplezianne Empire, rulers of Klatch at that time.* He was so impressed by the skill, poise, intelligence and wit of those Klatchian assassins whom he met (socially) that, far-sighted man that he was, he vowed to form a school for assassins in his native Ankh-Morpork. It was recorded by his clerk that his actual words were ‘Onne daye we will neede to beat thys barstads atte theyre owne game.’

On his return to the city, he talked of his plans with his wife Lady de Murforte. She wholeheartedly supported her husband and he altered his will to leave most of his lands on the Sto Plains and many valuable sites in Ankh-Morpork for its construction.

Work on the new school began in 1511. Tutors were brought in from Klatch to train the city’s brighter academics and psychopaths in the various skills needed to be a great assassin, so that the faculty should be ready when the building works had been completed. The old building on the site of the current Guild building had been a warehouse for scrolls and books and it was demolished so that a new, light, airy edifice could be erected to reflect the glory of the new school.

The new school, known then as the de Murfoote School for Gentlemen Assassins, was officially opened by King Cirone II on 27 August 1512. Its first Head Master was Doctor Guillaume de Chacal. Dr de Chacal was not himself known to be an assassin, but had been recruited direct from the prestigious Academie Quirmienne, where his reputation as a strict disciplinarian and moral leader was second to none, if one ignores a few wild accusations by people who were never able to produce any hard evidence.

The school then had eight tutors and seventy-two students, known as King’s Scholars. (The King had bestowed the Royal Charter on the school, together with a modest sum to fund the purchase of textbooks, weaponry and anatomical charts. The first influx of students also, as it happened, included Cirone, Prince of Llamedos, his eldest son.) All the students were then housed within the Guild building, in dormitories, or houses in the area which were then named simply after their key code on the architect’s plans for the school.

Within a few years, the combination of the royal patronage and the excellent standard of exam results being achieved by the now Royal de Murfoote School for Gentlemen Assassins, had led to pressure from the city’s wealthier inhabitants for its doors to be opened to students who, whilst they would benefit from the high standard of education available at the school, might not actually intend to kill people for a living. The King agreed to this extension to the school’s charter and places were allocated to twenty-four children of citizens. These students were known as ‘Oppidans’, from the Latatian for ‘town’.

The school went from strength to strength. Over the years, its numbers of students and staff rose, and boys were boarded in houses off-site, run by a number of women known as ‘dames’ because of a then-current tradition of wearing huge white drawers with red spots on and owning a dancing cow.

In 1576, the school was invited by the city’s elders to elevate its status to that of a Guild, giving it voting rights in the city’s Guild Council. It then changed its name to the Royal Guild of Assassins but, following the events of 1688, it wisely dropped the use of the ‘Royal’ from its title and restyled itself the Guild of Assassins.

Regrettably, in 1767, following a rash wager by the then head of the Guild, who believed that two pairs could beat any other hand, the freehold of the main Guild premises passed seamlessly to Sir John ‘Mad Jack’ Ramkin, and has remained in the possession of the Ramkin family until recently, when it became part of the marriage gift of Lady Sybil Ramkin to Sir Samuel Vimes, later His Grace the Duke of Ankh-Morpork, with whom the Guild has a good working relationship.

It now has the original seventy-two King’s Scholars (as they are still known) plus 180 Oppidans and a varying number of scholarship boys, the number of the latter usually decreasing as the term progresses. In this form, it has continued to grow in reputation and influence in Ankh-Morpork and throughout the known Disc. Indeed, so great is the reputation of the Guild education that a number of students now come from Klatch.

There are many stories of Assassins meeting, in the course of business, clients who themselves were ‘old boys’ of the school, and singing a few verses of the old school song together before the inhumation was completed. There have been occasions where the client, shedding tears of joy at the fact that his death would be a part of the ancient and wonderful tradition, signed over a large part of his fortune to the Guild, and many Guild scholarships and bursaries are a result of this. And of course all young Assassins know the story of Sir Bernard Selachii who, upon meeting an Assassin financed by a business rival, spent the entire evening with him, reminiscing about the great days they had shared in Wigblock House, before suggesting that they drink a toast to the old school and then, while his would-be assassin held his glass aloft, beating him to death with the brandy bottle. Subsequently, Sir Bernard endowed the Sir Bernard Selachii Award for Sheer Coolth, a much coveted prize to this day.
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GUILD TRADITIONS

Stealth Chess

New members are always welcome for this exciting and taxing sport, which takes a few hours to grasp but a lifetime to master. It is an excellent test of memory and a remarkable sharpener of that most valuable of skills to an Assassin – rampant paranoia.

It has been argued that a form of Stealth Chess was the original chess; this point of view is largely based on the discovery, in an ancient tomb in Muntab, of a preserved corpse with an eight squares by ten squares chessboard embedded in its skull and a pawn hammered firmly up each nostril.

It is entirely unlike its better-known offspring in actual play, although there is only one unfamiliar type of piece. This is, of course, the Assassin.

There are two on each side, outside the Rooks, facing one another down the two outermost files of squares (coloured red and white on the Muntab board, rather than the black and white of the rest of the board). These are known as the Slurks. No other type of piece may enter these. Assassins, as they say, keep to the walls.

Strictly speaking, an Assassin moves one square in any direction, or two to capture. And it may capture any piece on the board except another Assassin – that is, a player may sometimes choose to save a usefully positioned Assassin by letting it ‘assassinate’ one of its fellow pieces in order to occupy its square, but will never attack an opposing Assassin, because ours is an honourable trade.

So far, that makes it merely a powerful, if slow piece. But it is ‘movement in the Slurk’ that is the Assassin’s forte, and an exciting move it is. It is hard to believe that the ancients had any concept of the Uncertainty Principle, but in short an Assassin’s real movement in the Slurk may not necessarily be in the direction it appears to be moving in. All the piece is indicating is that it is moving, not the direction; it is moving, as the wizards may say, through another dimension. If, for example, an Assassin takes three moves in the Slurk it can on its next move reappear on any square three squares from the point where it entered and then make a one-square move to capture.

Players of the younger, conventional game find this hard to grasp and, once grasped, hard to live with as silent death appears in the middle of a classic King’s Klatchian defence and checkmates the King. Once newcomers pick up the idea, they then find that undue reliance on the powerful Assassins can be unwise if they neglect the opponent’s Queen in stately yet conventional progress down the board. Around this point they give up – but for thrills and fascination there is nothing like watching a game between two skilled players with all four Assassins in play and working invisibly with the other pieces, in an atmosphere of concentrated fear.

The acknowledged master of the game is the Patrician, Lord Havelock Vetinari, who won a Black four years running and honed his skill, or so it is said, by playing blindfold.

We can report a very successful season last year, winning all forty-eight games played (five or them by default, the opponent timing out in a terminal kind of way).

The Wall Game

To the unfamiliar, this appears to be a cross between urban rock-climbing, squash and actual bodily harm. It is traditionally played on the walls of the Guild’s inner courtyard, but ‘friendly’ and practice games are played anywhere on Guild property when a wall has been adapted to mimic some of the original features (such as ‘Old Mother Baggy’s Washing Line’, ‘the Window Box’, ‘the Coke Heaps’, ‘the Wonky Drainpipe’, ‘the Place Where the Mortar Is Rotten’ and so on). Two teams of three per side are involved, playing with a small ball made of cork wrapped in leather bands. The rules are complex, points being scored by bouncing the ball off walls and opposing players, and only one member of any team may be below 100 inches from the ground at any time. Most games run into injury time, sometimes forever.

Pullis Corvorum

On Soul Cake Tuesday, the Guild chef catches a young magpie and attaches it to a pancake which he then nails to one of the Guild doors, incanting: ‘Pullis corvorum invocantibus eum’. The poor bird is then worried to death by first-year students. A small prize, as yet unclaimed for more than two hundred years, will go to the boy who comes up with a halfway logical explanation for this.

Chapel Snoddie

The pews nearest to the high altar are occupied by the Guild’s teaching staff. Immediately below them, the pews are reserved for the prefects. Old Prefects by tradition leave small packets of almonds and raisins for their new colleagues. This is known as Chapel Snoddie. It is, of course, a ritualized test; anyone who would eat any old food found lying around wouldn’t last a term.

Tumpers

It quickly became a tradition for the whole Guild to process to the Tump, where the new boys would be sprinkled with salt to instil them with wit for their coming years at the Guild, ‘sal’ meaning both salt and wit, and puns being the lowest form of the latter. Later this became a means of raising funds for Guild charities. Every year on 12 January, boys from the school go out in pairs onto the streets of Ankh-Morpork. One carries a stoneware pot of salt, the other a leather drawstring purse. They accost passers-by and encourage them to make a donation to the Guild. When they receive money, the donor is given a pinch of salt and everyone feels embarrassed.

May Blossom Day

On May Day, if the Master of Assassins gives permission and if the day is moist, the boys are permitted to rise early and collect boughs of May blossom in Hide Park and decorate the windows of their dormitories with them. The boys are, however, not allowed to get their feet wet. For the past ninety years, no boy has bothered to give it a try.
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ASSASSIN’S DRESS AND SCHOOL UNIFORM

The correct clothing for any Assassin ‘at large’ is black, and indeed many Assassins wear no other colour even in their leisure hours, although deep purples and greys will not cause comment.

Boys are not allowed to wear black in their first two years, but may ‘take dark’ some time in their third if they are making satisfactory progress.

Boys (under 5' 6") in their first year at the Guild must wear the New Bod uniform of a midnight blue coat and knee breeches, worn with cream waistcoat and ruffled shirt, the whole capped off with a black tricorn of beaver pelt.

New Bod Scholars wear white duck trousers instead of the knee breeches and, of course, their heavy woollen Scholars’ gown.

Boys over 5' 6" must wear all of the above plus a sheepish expression.

First- and second-year girls of any size must wear a black gymslip or pinafore, black woollen stockings, and round hat known as the ‘blonker’.

The purpose of these outfits is to make the pupils feel rather foolish, and hence determined to succeed in their studies and ‘take dark’ at the earliest opportunity

After ‘taking dark’, pupils are expected to dress fashionably while eschewing bright colours; young women are enjoined not to dress in a way that might unduly inflame the amorous propensities of their male colleagues. All pupils must wear the Guild’s crest on their lapel.

All pupils pursuing post-graduate studies are entitled to dress and conduct themselves as full Assassins.

Only prefects may carry their umbrellas furled.

Apart from their stylish clothing they can also be recognized by their Guild salute – the thumb pressed against the first two fingers of the right hand and rubbed gently, the ancient sign of a man expecting to be paid. Of course, another way of recognizing them is when, at dead of night, someone stabs you. That was them. Presumably someone cared enough about you to pay.

The monetary aspect is vital. The Assassins profess a great regard for the sanctity of human life, and therefore charge enormous amounts for taking it away. As they say: ‘We do not kill merely for a handful of silver. It’s a lapful of gold or nothing.’ Killing for any other reason is an absolute and unforgivable violation of Guild rules, and any Assassin discovered in breach of this rule would find himself at the very pointed end of his Guild’s displeasure. By law, they must always leave a receipt.

Incidentally, they do not kill in bulk; they offer a personal service. Even the most famous Assassins never killed more than thirty people in all their lives. They would consider guns and bombs as reducing the whole thing to the level of a farce.
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Astfgl. Supreme Life President of HELL. One-time King of the Demons, Lord of Hell and Master of the Pit. A Pit, in any case.
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