THE COLOUR AND THE SHAPE

Footnotes

[1]
In reality of course, a wizard’s only claim to fame in that area was that he had probably managed to ingest three breakfasts before anyone else has started their first, and is uniquely positioned NOT to see something that man should not know a wot of, unless he makes the mistake of looking up and views another wizard eating.

[2]
From which you can tell Jiggs’s level of humour sophistication. He would probably be the first one to say something like 'Whoops!!!' at that too.

[3] 
Being so close to the edge of the probability blip that anything and everything was possible, the locomotive had been tried on the Discworld. Unfortunately it had been built by a committee of dwarves, wizards and alchemists. The only reason the combination of steam power, magic and chemistry hadn't managed to level a small city on its first trial had been because all the people who had heard about it refused to have the tracks for 'that noisy smoky monstrosity' built anywhere near them. The first passengers had therefore been going from one uninhabited area to another, and are still currently stranded in the literal middle of nowhere awaiting the committee’s actions in repairing it.

Travelers of British Rail will already know this feeling.   

[4] 
These days the Archchancellor more sensibly wears his own special hat, which grants no mysterious powers or lineage but will provide you with all survival equipment needed to exist in the wilderness for three months - up to and including a small tent, entire tiny miniature kitchen set, and camping stove to cook the food got by the miniature Burlaw & Stronginthearm crossbow. [5]
[5]
The bolts of which are as thin as a matchstick yet still manage, through cunning techniques of artifice, to have the stopping power of an unexpectedly large tax bill delivered by a rampaging elephant. 

[6]
Well, that and wizards have certain rules about using magic on non-wizards. Ok, not so much rules as guidelines really. Ok, not so much a guideline as a desire not to run out of magic when playing that hilarious practical joke on the Bursar later in the evening.

[7] 
And if you thought that a witch was a great evil of the world, then this is some nicely circular logic that seemed to have kept the druids happy and occupied and knee-deep in blood for centuries.

[7a]
BMPHPhD - Doctor in the Philosophy of Black Magics, Paraphernalia and Halidoms. 

The course should be the study of magical paraphernalia and religious artifacts alone, but after the thousandth time a lecture throws a useless object at a student to study, investigation of black magic and thoughts of revenge pretty much become standard. 

[9] 
But not the librarians and secretaries who would, for example, be reading this. No no no. The other ones...the ones that tend to appear in old TV shows about schools and offices. Those ones. Oh yes. 

[10] 
It was like this. In his family's religion, the name given by the priest was final. The priest was supposed to gain divine inspiration, though usually this remarkably seemed to agree with what the parents had earlier mentioned that they hoped the child would be named. He was going to be plain old James, but just at the moment the priest held the oddly quiet child up and began to declare the name, his expression had gone wooden, his eyes crossed slightly as if he was looking at something far away, and he cocked his head. "Wonthe??!" he had said simply, and unfortunately that was that. He was unable to stop the congregation giving a puzzled and ragged cheer when he shook it off, and Wonthe had been Wonthe ever since. At least it was a better name than poor Uuurgh Bottomley, who had the misfortune to be named by the previous much older and weak-hearted priest.

[11] 
Despite the fact the Bursar's job was about as appealing as crocodile juggling for the double whammy of having to deal with numbers and the Archchancellor every day Boilt was not the first person to spot the otherwise cushy nature of the Bursar's position - being one of the highest faculty positions with the least amount of natural competition. Especially now in the otherwise stagnant climate of Droit de Morte. [12] However, it was infinitely hard to remove the Bursar. His insanity had reached such a peak that he was pretty much immune to anything. A student had removed a good part of his floor once, placed spikes under it, and then had wasted a week waiting for the Bursar, who was spending that week ignoring gravity, to fall down. In memory of that student, the phrase 'A watched pit trap is never sprung until you spring it' was put into use around the University. Even scorpions didn't work, the Bursar tended to pick them up and play with them like they were bunnies, which made most self-respecting scorpions reluctant to sting or do anything other than run down the closest rat hole. 

[12] It had usually been the case that advancement was simply a matter of removing the deadwood - even if it thought it was quite happy and alive and doing a perfectly good job wood - from the office you wanted and moving up through the ranks. This had been a perfectly acceptable form of advancement and had made the grounds of Unseen University such an exciting and eventually terminal place to live. Then Mustrum Ridcully had entered the scene as Archchancellor, and had a strange calming effect over the whole institution. It had started with the higher orders. It was quite hard to vie for the office of the Archchancellor when the man seemed to be the last one to bed and yet also the first one awake. If he wasn't actively carrying some form of weaponry like a crossbow you could bet he had one stowed about on his person incase he suddenly spotted some rare form of wildlife walking the halls or grounds that he could make one step rarer. He had the most annoying habit of being bloody stupid when they had expected him to have some degree of cunning, and then worse yet had the even more annoying habit of being altogether too clever by half when they had expected him to be bloody stupid. 

The last straw had probably been when Arturo Beedlebaum had tried to sneak the famous and deadly poison derived from the Sherungu fish [13] into Ridcully's personal supply of Wow-wow sauce. His heart had almost gave out when from out of nowhere Ridcully had appeared behind him as he was entering the room, and slapped him on the back cheerfully saying, "Is that the poison of the Sherungu fish? Remarkable! How did you know I've been searching for that? Good chap!" He had proceeded to drag the poor wizard into his room, pour the contents of the flask into the Wow-wow sauce himself, and treat the wizard to a midnight feast of chicken drumsticks. After the second drumstick poor Arturo's heart really had given out, whilst Ridcully has since mentioned wistfully of that meal, regretting that he probably won't be able to get the essence from anywhere again. And that was that. Everyone higher up suddenly realised that perhaps a waiting game was best, and in time had realised that they much preferred not to be vying, which had gotten in the way of the sleeping in between meals and of course the almost as important task of avoiding students. 

In the meantime the lower orders started to realise the change in the wind. Trying to bump off the higher-ups that usually had one eye on the highest offices had been possible. Suddenly facing wizards with both eyes looking suspiciously downwards, who were suddenly really enjoying their positions of power for the first time, and who anyway had a natural hatred for the lower order wizards was another matter. There is nothing to make a wizard lose his ambitions quite like seeing his best friend hovering out of a high window courtesy of Spewling's Peppery Levitator. [14] The lower order wizards contented themselves with actually researching things for a change, and alot of students realising the shift had figured out what they really wanted to do was carry on being students, play around with reality and drink beer. Usually at the same time. 

[13] 
A tiny fish with no know predators due to its small size and isolated location of habitat, it had nevertheless developed the most deadly poisonous defense in its spines. It has since been hunted to extinction, partly by assassins for its poison, but mostly by upmarket restaurant owners who saw its tiny size and potential deadliness and heard the chink of the cash registers in gourmet cuisine calling. 

[14] It floated the victim of the spell by means of a super-light cloud of pepper around the head, which could be dispelled by sneezing. 

[15] There was a theory that time is merely the passage of the soul, the awareness, whatever, through a series of infinitely possible nows. To this end, the Chair of Infinite Moments' scope was to study each of these snapshots of time. A good chair can hold the same pose for up to three days to fully examine the immediate now. People have tried to point out that everywhere else outside of the room people are still moving, living, and generally getting on with the more important aspects of life. A good Infinite Chair will usually have several useful phrases to hand such as 'Quantum Uncertainty' and 'Collapsing Waveforms'. A masterly Infinite Chair will also develop the skill of sleeping with their eyes open, be on good terms with a cook who knows all the secret passageways, and put in squeaking floorboards in every corridor leading to his room. 

[16] The characteristics of the Studier of Lost Socks are as follows. They tend to be energetic, really inquisitive and passionate wizards that are going to, once and for all, solve one of life's greatest mysteries, and therefore unlock further secrets of the universe. After a week of intense studies where no one ever sees them, they are usually spotted around the campus with a happy grin, laughing, going 'any day now, probably tomorrow!' to everyone who will listen as they go for a celebratory walk, food, or bathroom break. Then, mysteriously, the very next day they are very quiet. Too quiet. And will say nothing about their project. If pressed they will nod, very anxiously, and say 'any day now' then change the subject or run away. They certainly never talk about the seven dark visitors that came to their room that night. Who never came to their room. No. [17]  

[17] Who were the Chair of Infinite Moments, Reader of Blank Pages, and so on, who would point out that the last thing you wanted to do, if you found a cushy position, was to make it redundant within the week. 

[18] Were witches. Not wizards. Wizards that are witches are called warlocks. Sometimes these asides are not funny, they are merely here to be informative. [19]
[19] Such as this one that will tell you the average air speed of an unladen swallow. It's 204. I'm not doing all the work for you, you'll have to find out the units yourself. 

[20] The lost and ancient city of Ee isn't its full name, but is all the translation that archeologists ever get too. The pictograms of that people are renowned for being hideously detailed and graphically explicit in nature. Well, not hideous exactly, unless you are a missionary. Many a poor god-fearing man has run deep into the jungle never to be seen again after finding them. A rare few weren't simply searching for more charcoal for their tracings.

[21] There is actually a god for this, but unfortunately the invocation tends to go 'Oh god who shines on really helpless wizards being pin...' *ribbit* *squelch* 

He has never managed to get the belief behind him to make it as far as Dunmanifestin yet.

[22] THIS REALLY WORKS for lightning strikes. Ok, it’s really been heard from a really real professor of electrical stuff, and it sounds like it should work. When lightning strikes the ground it creates areas of potential between where it strikes and the area around it. Having both feet on the ground therefore creates a potential difference across your body for a current to flow. Having only one leg down, and hunched low to avoid getting hit in the first place, is the way to go. Of course, since Rincewind would not have heard of this, and was dealing with magical fall out, the reason for his pose will be a mystery as unknown as the disappearance of socks and the reason for mime artists.

[23] In Ankh-Morpork it is reckoned that every second someone is doing great deeds of daring do, great deeds of villainy [24], being importuned, robbed, killed, subjected to various if illegal methods and substances of pleasure, getting drunk, quaffing, eating a hot dog [25], and supplying the means and circumstances of all the above. [26] 

The term has therefore come to mean a very crowded moment of time. 

[24] A trained observer can even tell the difference. 

[25] An observer would probably place the selling of these hot dogs under the category of great villainy, if the seller is C.M.O.T. Dibbler. 

[26] Not the same person, obviously. For that you need an Ankh-Morpork Hour.

[27] The relationship between the Luggage and the Archchancellor was a strange one. Ridcully would ignore the fact that everyone was afraid of the Luggage, and would insist on using it for target practice when bored. [28] For some reason rather than give him the sort of lifespan associated with...well, associated with previous Archchancellors, the Luggage would put up with bolts in the side, stand around with a certain air of having not seen the offending item until it was pulled out, then slowly wander off to another part of the University to go and terrorise some other poor faculty member. 

[28] Which is always, as with all the faculty. It is thought the word 'faculty' comes from an older word 'facultius' meaning 'one who society has deemed has nothing better to do with their life, and who concurs'.

