I can still remember that day – a chilly and cloudy day of March 2015. Having returned from school, I decided to take a leisure hour before turning my mind to my homework. I felt a little bit anxious, because I had an important exam on the next day. I went to the social network to look for some good music, took a brief glance at my news line and noticed an article with a familiar portrait. The article was saying that a famous writer Terry Pratchett had died on the day before.
I was really dumbfounded with that news. Sir Terry Pratchett was my favorite fiction writer, and I knew that he was actually an elderly man. But he had been such a resilient personality that I somehow had never thought about this happening to him. His books were humorous and cheerful, yet very clever. Terry Pratchett had created a special universe called Discworld with unusual nature laws. He not only made his gnomes and magicians amusing and realistic, but also made fun of boring clichés in fiction literature.
Then I felt pity that nobody would be able to continue the deed of his life. I was sure that Terry Pratchett had wished to tell more great stories about his universe. And since my friends hardly knew about him, I had nobody to share my sadness with on that day.
In Terry Pratchett’s series of books there is a character named Death, who is powerful, but wise and kind. I was certain, that the writer’s character had met him as a friend.
