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Chapter 1

The regular early norning yell of horror was the sound of Arthur Dent
waki ng up and suddenly renenbering where he was.

It wasn't just that the cave was cold, it wasn't just that it was danp and
snelly. It was the fact that the cave was in the nmddle of Islington and there
wasn't a bus due for two million years.

Tinme is the worst place, so to speak, to get lost in, as Arthur Dent could
testify, having been lost in both time and space a good deal. At |east being
| ost in space kept you busy.

He was stranded in prehistoric Earth as the result of a conplex sequence
of events which had involved himbeing alternately blown up and insulted in
nmore bizarre regions of the Gal axy than he ever dreant existed, and though his
life had now turned very, very, very quiet, he was still feeling junpy.

He hadn't been bl own up now for five years.

Since he had hardly seen anyone since he and Ford Prefect had parted
conpany four vyears previously, he hadn't been insulted in all that tinme
ei t her.

Except just once.

It had happened on a spring evening about two years previously.

He was returning to his cave just a little after dusk when he becane aware
of lights flashing eerily through the clouds. He turned and stared, with hope
suddenl y clanbering through his heart. Rescue. Escape. The castaway's
i npossi ble dream - a ship.

And as he watched, as he stared in wonder and excitement, a long silver
ship descended through the warm evening air, quietly, wi thout fuss, its |long
| egs unlocking in a smooth ballet of technol ogy.

It alighted gently on the ground, and what little hum it had generated
died away, as if lulled by the evening calm

A ranp extended itself.

Li ght streaned out.

A tall figure appeared silhouetted in the hatchway. It wal ked down the
ranmp and stood in front of Arthur.
"You're a jerk, Dent," it said sinply.

It was alien, very alien. It had a peculiar alien tallness, a peculiar
alien flattened head, peculiar slitty little alien eyes, extravagantly draped
gol den ropes with a peculiarly alien collar design, and pale grey-green alien
skin which had about it that |ustrous shine which nost grey-green faces can
only acquire with plenty of exercise and very expensive soap

Arthur boggled at it.

It gazed levelly at him

Arthur's first sensations of hope and trepidation had instantly been
overwhel med by astonishment, and all sorts of thoughts were battling for the
use of his vocal chords at this nonment.

"Whh ...?" he said.

"Bu ... hu ... uh ..." he added.

"Ru ... ra ... wah ... who?" he managed finally to say and lapsed into a
frantic kind of silence. He was feeling the effects of having not said
anything to anybody for as long as he could renenber.

The alien creature frowned briefly and consulted what appeared to be sone
speci es of clipboard which he was holding in his thin and spindly alien hand.

"Arthur Dent?" it said.

Art hur nodded hel pl essly.



"Arthur Philip Dent?" pursued the alien in a kind of efficient yap

"Br ... er ... yes ... er ... er," confirmed Arthur.
"You're a jerk," repeated the alien, "a conplete asshole.”
"Br ...

The creature nodded to itself, nade a peculiar alien tick on its clipboard
and turned briskly back towards the ship.

"Er ..." said Arthur desperately, "er ..

"Don't give ne that!" snapped the alien. It marched up the ranmp, through
the hatchway and di sappeared into the ship. The ship sealed itself. It started
to make a | ow t hrobbi ng hum

"Er, hey!" shouted Arthur, and started to run helplessly towards it.

"Wait a minute!" he called. "What is this? Wat? Wait a mnute!"

The ship rose, as if shedding its weight like a cloak to the ground, and
hovered briefly. It swept strangely up into the evening sky. It passed up
through the clouds, illunmnating thembriefly, and then was gone, |eaving
Arthur alone in an imensity of land dancing a helplessly tiny little dance.

"What ?" he screaned. "Wat? What? Hey, what? Cone back here and say that!"

He junped and danced until his legs trembled, and shouted till his |ungs
rasped. There was no answer from anyone. There was no one to hear him or speak
to him

The alien ship was already thundering towards the wupper reaches of the
at nrosphere, on its way out into the appalling void which separates the very
few things there are in the Universe from each other.

Its occupant, the alien with the expensive conplexion, |eaned back in its
single seat. H's nane was Whwbagger the Infinitely Prol onged. He was a man
with a purpose. Not a very good purpose, as he would have been the first to
admt, but it was at least a purpose and it did at |east keep himon the nove.

Wwbagger the Infinitely Prolonged was --indeed, is - one of the
Uni verse's very small nunber of immortal beings.

Those who are born immortal instinctively know how to cope wth it, but
Wwbagger was not one of them |ndeed he had cone to hate them the |oad of
serene bastards. He had had his imortality thrust upon himby an unfortunate
accident with an irrational particle accelerator, a liquid lunch and a pair of
rubber bands. The precise details of the accident are not inportant because no
one has ever nmnaged to duplicate the exact circunstances under which it
happened, and nmany people have ended up | ooking very silly, or dead, or both,
trying.

Wowbagger closed his eyes in a grimand weary expression, put sone |ight
jazz on the ship's stereo, and reflected that he could have nmmde it if it
hadn't been for Sunday afternoons, he really could have done.

To begin with it was fun, he had a ball, |iving dangerously, taking risks,
cleaning up on high-yield long-terminvestnents, and just generally outliving
the hell out of everybody.

In the end, it was the Sunday afternoons he couldn't cope with, and that
terrible listlessness which starts to set in at about 2.55, when you know t hat
you' ve had all the baths you can usefully have that day, that however hard you

stare at any given paragraph in the papers you will never actually read it, or
use the revolutionary new pruning technique it describes, and that as you
stare at the clock the hands will nove relentlessly on to four o'clock, and
you will enter the long dark teatime of the soul

So things began to pall for him The nmerry snmiles he used to wear at other
people's funerals began to fade. He began to despise the Universe in general
and everyone in it in particular

This was the point at which he conceived his purpose, the thing which
would drive him on, and which, as far as he could see, would drive himon
forever. It was this.

He woul d insult the Universe.

That is, he would insult everybody in it. Individually, personally, one by
one, and (this was the thing he really decided to grit his teeth over) in
al phabetical order.

Wien people protested to him as they sonetinmes had done, that the plan
was not nerely m sguided but actually inpossible because of the nunber of
people being born and dying all the tinme, he would nerely fix themwith a



steely | ook and say, "A man can dream can't he?"

And so he started out. He equi pped a spaceship that was built to last with
the conputer capable of handling all the data processing involved in Kkeeping
track of the entire population of the known Universe and working out the
horrifically conplicated routes involved.

His ship fled through the inner orbits of the Sol star system preparing
to slingshot round the sun and fling itself out into interstellar space.

"Conputer,” he said.

"Here," vyipped the conputer

"Wher e next?"

"Conputing that."

Wowbagger gazed for a nonent at the fantastic jewellery of the night, the

billions of tiny dianpbnd worlds that dusted the infinite darkness with |ight.
Every one, every single one, was on his itinerary. Mdst of them he would be
going to mllions of tinmes over.

He imagined for a nonment his itinerary connecting up all the dots in the
sky like a child's nunbered dots puzzle. He hoped that from sone vantage point
in the Universe it mght be seen to spell a very, very rude word.

The conputer beeped tunelessly to indicate that it had finished its
cal cul ati ons.

"Folfanga," it said. It beeped.

"Fourth world of the Folfanga system™ it continued. It beeped again

"Estimated journey tinme, three weeks," it <continued further. It beeped
agai n.
"There to nmeet with a small slug," it beeped, "of the genus ARth-Urp-Hil
| pdenu. "

"l believe," it added, after a slight pause during which it beeped, "that
you had decided to call it a brainless prat.”

Wowbagger grunted. He watched the majesty of creation outside his w ndow
for a noment or two.

"l think 1'Il take a nap," he said, and then added, "what network areas
are we going to be passing through in the next few hours?"

The conputer beeped.

"Cosnovi d, Thinkpi x and Hone Brain Box," it said, and beeped.

"Any novies | haven't seen thirty thousand tines already?"

"“No.

"Uh."

"There's Angst in Space. You' ve only seen that thirty-three thousand five
hundred and seventeen tines."

"Wake nme for the second reel."

The conputer beeped.

"Sleep well," it said.

The ship fled on through the night.

Meanwhil e, on Earth, it began to pour with rain and Arthur Dent sat in his
cave and had one of the npbst truly rotten evenings of his entire life,
thinking of things he could have said to the alien and swatting flies, who
al so had a rotten eveni ng.

The next day he made hinself a pouch out of rabbit skin because he thought
it would be useful to keep things in.

OChapterd 2

This nmorning, two years |later than that, was sweet and fragrant as he
energed fromthe cave he called honme until he could think of a better nane for
it or find a better cave.

Though his throat was sore again fromhis early norning yell of horror, he
was suddenly in a terrifically good nbod. He wapped his dil api dated dressing
gown tightly around hi mand beaned at the bright norning.

The air was clear and scented, the breeze flitted lightly through the tal
grass around his cave, the birds were chirruping at each other, the
butterflies were flitting about prettily, and the whole of nature seened to be
conspiring to be as pleasant as it possibly coul d.

It wasn't all the pastoral delights that were making Arthur feel so



cheery, though. He had just had a wonderful idea about howto cope wth the
terrible lonely isolation, the nightmares, the failure of all his attenpts at
horticulture, and the sheer futurelessness and futility of his life here on
prehistoric Earth, which was that he would go nmd.

He beamed again and took a bite out of a rabbit leg left over fromhis
supper. He chewed happily for a few nonents and then decided formally to
announce his deci sion.

He stood wup straight and |ooked the world squarely in the fields and
hills. To add weight to his words he stuck the rabbit bone in his hair. He
spread his arms out w de

"I will go mad!" he announced.

"Good idea," said Ford Prefect, clanbering down fromthe rock on which he
had been sitting.

Arthur's brain sonmersaulted. His jaw did press-ups.

"1 went mad for a while," said Ford, "did me no end of good."

"You see," said Ford, "- ..."

"Where have you been?" interrupted Arthur, now that his head had finished
wor ki ng out .

"Around,"” said Ford, "around and about."” He grinned in what he accurately
judged to be an infuriating manner. "l just took my mind off the hook for a
bit. | reckoned that if the world wanted nme badly enough it would call back
It did."

He took out of his nowterribly battered and dil api dated satchel his Sub
Et ha Sens- O Mati c.

"At least,"” he said, "I think it did. This has been playing up a bit." He
shook it. "If it was a false alarm| shall go mad," he said, "again."

Art hur shook his head and sat down. He | ooked up

"1 thought you nmust be dead ..." he said sinply.

"So did | for a while," said Ford, "and then | decided | was a lenon for a
couple of weeks. A kept nyself anused all that time junping in and out of a
gin and tonic."

Arthur cleared his throat, and then did it again.

"Where," he said, "did you ...?"

"Find a gin and tonic?" said Ford brightly. "I found a small |ake that
thought it was a gin and tonic, and junped in and out of that. At |east,
think it thought it was a gin and tonic."

"l may," he added with a grin which would have sent sane nmen scanpering
into trees, "have been imagining it."

He waited for a reaction from Arthur, but Arthur knew better than that.

"Carry on," he said |evelly.

"The point is, you see," said Ford, "that there is no point in driving
yourself mad trying to stop yourself going mad. You mght just as well give in
and save your sanity for later."

"And this is you sane again, is it?" said Arthur. "I ask nerely for
i nformation."

"l went to Africa," said Ford

"Yes?"

"Yes."

"What was that |ike?"

"And this is your cave is it?" said Ford

"Er, vyes," said Arthur. He felt very strange. After nearly four years of
total isolation he was so pleased and relieved to see Ford that he could
almost cry. Ford was, on the other hand, an al nost inmediately annoying
person.

"Very nice," said Ford, in reference to Arthur's cave. "You nust hate it."

Arthur didn't bother to reply.

"Africa was very interesting," said Ford, "I behaved very oddly there."

He gazed thoughtfully into the distance.

"l took up being cruel to animals," he said airily. "But only," he added,

"as a hobby."
"Oh yes," said Arthur, warily.
"Yes," Ford assured him "I won't disturb you with the details because

they woul d -



"What ?"

"Disturb you. But you may be interested to know that I am singlehandedly
responsible for the evolved shape of the animl you cane to knowin |ater
centuries as a giraffe. And | tried to learn to fly. Do you believe ne?"

"Tell me," said Arthur.

“1"1'l tell you later. I'lIl just nention that the Guide says ..."
"The ...7?"

"CQuide. The Hitch Hi ker's Guide to the Galaxy. You renenber?"
"Yes. | remenber throwing it in the river."

"Yes," said Ford, "but | fished it out."

"You didn't tell me."

"l didn't want you to throwit in again."

"Fair enough,"” admitted Arthur. "It says?"

"What ?"

"The Gui de says?"

"The Gui de says there is an art to flying," said Ford, "or rather a knack.
The knack lies in learning how to throw yourself at the ground and mnmiss.” He
sm |l ed weakly. He pointed at the knees of his trousers and held his arms up to
show the el bows. They were all torn and worn through

"l haven't done very well so far," he said. He stuck out his hand. "I'm
very glad to see you again, Arthur," he added.

Arthur shook his head in a sudden access of enption and bew | der ment.

"1 haven't seen anyone for years," he said, "not anyone. | can hardly even
remenber how to speak. | keep forgetting words. | practise you see. | practise
by talking to ... talking to ... what are those things people think you're nmad

if you talk to? Like George the Third."
"Ki ngs?" suggested Ford.
"No, no," said Arthur. "The things he used to talk to. W' re surrounded by

them for heaven's sake. |'ve planted hundreds nyself. They all died. Trees!
practise by talking to trees. Wat's that for?"
Ford still had hi s hand stuck out. Arthur |looked at it wth

i nconpr ehensi on.

"Shake," pronpted Ford.

Arthur did, nervously at first, as if it mght turn out to be a fish. Then
he grasped it vigorously with both hands in an overwhelning flood of relief.
He shook it and shook it.

After a while Ford found it necessary to disengage. They clinbed to the
top of a nearby outcrop of rock and surveyed the scene around them

"What happened to the Gol gafrinchans?" asked Ford.

Art hur shrugged.

"Alot of themdidn't nake it through the wnter three years ago," he
said, "and the few who remained in the spring said they needed a holiday and
set off on a raft. History says that they nust have survived ..."

"Huh," said Ford, "well well." He stuck his hands on his hips and | ooked
round again at the enpty world. Suddenly, there was about Ford a sense of
energy and purpose.

"We're going," he said excitedly, and shivered with energy.
"Where? How?" said Arthur.
"l don't know," said Ford, "but | just feel that the time is right. Things

are going to happen. We're on our way."

He | owered his voice to a whisper.

"I have detected," he said, "disturbances in the wash."

He gazed keenly into the distance and | ooked as if he would quite like the
wind to blow his hair back dramatically at that point, but the wind was busy
fooling around with some leaves a little way off.

Arthur asked himto repeat what he had just said because he hadn't quite
taken his neaning. Ford repeated it.

"The wash?" said Arthur.

"The space-tinme wash," said Ford, and as the wind blew briefly past at
that moment, he bared his teeth into it.

Arthur nodded, and then cleared his throat.

"Are we talking about,” he asked cautiously, "sonme sort of Vogon
| aundromat, or what are we tal king about?"



"Eddi es,"” said Ford, "in the space-tine continuum"”

"Ah," nodded Arthur, "is he? Is he?" He pushed his hands into the pocket
of his dressing gown and | ooked knowl edgeably into the distance.

"What ?" sai d Ford.

"Er, who," said Arthur, "is Eddy, then, exactly?"

Ford | ooked angrily at him

"WIIl you listen?" he snapped.

"1 have been listening,"” said Arthur, "but I'mnot sure it's hel ped.”

Ford grasped him by the | apels of his dressing gown and spoke to him as
slowy and distinctly and patiently as if he were sonebody from a telephone
conpany accounts departnment.

"There seem..." he said, "to be sone pools ...
he said, "in the fabric ..." he said ...

Arthur | ooked foolishly at the cloth of his dressing gown where Ford was
holding it. Ford swept on before Arthur could turn the foolish ook into a

foolish remark.

" in the fabric of space-tinme," he said.

"Ah, that," said Arthur.

"Yes, that," confirmed Ford.

They stood there alone on a hill on prehistoric Earth and stared each
other resolutely in the face.

"And it's done what?" said Arthur.

"1t," said Ford, "has devel oped pools of instability."

"Has it?" said Arthur, his eyes not wavering for a nonent.

"It has," said Ford with a simlar degree of ocular inmmbility.

"CGood, " said Arthur.

"See?" said Ford.

"No," said Arthur.

There was a qui et pause.

"The difficulty wth this conversation," said Arthur after a sort of
pondering look had crawed slowy across his face like a nopuntaineer
negotiating a tricky outcrop, "is that it's very different fromnost of the
ones |'ve had of late. Which, as | explained, have nobstly been wth trees.
They weren't like this. Except perhaps sonme of the ones |I've had with el ns
whi ch sonetines get a bit bogged down."

"Arthur," said Ford.

"Hell 0? Yes?" said Arthur.

" he said, "of instability

"Just believe everything | tell you, and it wll all be very, very
sinmple.”
"Ah, well I'mnot sure | believe that."

They sat down and conposed their thoughts.

Ford got out his Sub-Etha Sens-O Matic. It was neking vague hunmm ng noi ses
and a tiny light on it was flickering faintly.

"Flat battery?" said Arthur.

"No," said Ford, "there is a moving disturbance in the fabric of space
time, an eddy, a pool of instability, and it's sonmewhere in our vicinity."
"\\her e?"

Ford nmoved the device in a slow lightly bobbing sem -circle. Suddenly the
l'ight flashed.

"There!" said Ford, shooting out his arm "There, behind that sofa!"

Arthur | ooked. Mich to his surprise, there was a vel vet paisleycovered
Chesterfield sofa in the field in front of them He boggled intelligently at
it. Shrewd questions sprang into his mnd

"Why," he said, "is there a sofa in that field?"

"I told you!" shouted Ford, leaping to his feet. "Eddies in the space-tine
conti nuum "

"And this is his sofa, is it?" asked Arthur, struggling to his feet and,
he hoped, though not very optimstically, to his senses.

"Arthur!" shouted Ford at him "that sofa is there because of the space
time instability |'ve been trying to get your ternminally softened brain to get
to grips with. It's been washed out of the continuum it's space-tine jetsam
it doesn't natter what it is, we've got to catch it, it's our only way out of
here!™



He scranbl ed rapidly down the rocky outcrop and nmade off across the field.

"Catch it?" nmuttered Arthur, then frowned in benusenent as he saw that the
Chesterfield was | azily bobbing and wafting away across the grass.

Wth a whoop of wutterly unexpected delight he | eapt down the rock and
pl unged off in hectic pursuit of Ford Prefect and the irrational piece of
furniture.

They <careered wldly through the grass, |eaping, [|aughing, shouting
instructions to each other to head the thing off this way or that way. The sun
shone dream |y on the swaying grass, tiny field animals scattered crazily in
their wake.

Arthur felt happy. He was terribly pleased that the day was for once
wor ki ng out so much according to plan. Only twenty minutes ago he had decided
he would go mad, and now he was already chasing a Chesterfield sofa across the
fields of prehistoric Earth.

The sofa bobbed this way and that and seened simultaneously to be as solid
as the trees as it drifted past sone of them and hazy as a billow ng dream as
it floated Iike a ghost through others.

Ford and Arthur pounded chaotically after it, but it dodged and weaved as
if following its own conmpl ex mat hemati cal topography, which it was. Still they
pursued, still it danced and span, and suddenly turned and dipped as if
crossing the lip of a catastrophe graph, and they were practically on top of
it. Wth a heave and a shout they leapt on it, the sun winked out, they fel
through a sickening nothi ngness, and energed unexpectedly in the mddle of the
pitch at Lord's Cricked Gound, St John's Wod, London, towards the end of the
| ast Test Match of the Australian Series in the year 198-, wth England
needi ng only twenty-eight runs to wn.

OChapterd 3

I nportant facts from Gal actic history, nunber one:

(Reproduced from the Siderial Daily Mentioner's Book of popular Galactic
Hi story.)

The night sky over the planet Krikkit is the least interesting sight in
the entire Universe

OChapterO 4

It was a charming and delightful day at Lord's as Ford and Arthur tunbled
haphazardly out of a space-tine anonmaly and hit the inmmaculate turf rather
har d.

The applause of the crowd was trenendous. It wasn't for them but
instinctively they bowed anyway, which was fortunate because the small red
heavy ball which the crowd actually had been applauding whistled nere
mllinmetres over Arthur's head. In the crowd a man col | apsed.

They threw t hensel ves back to the ground which seened to spin hideously
around t hem

"What was that?" hissed Arthur.

"Sonet hing red,"” hissed Ford back at him

"VWere are we?"

"Er, somewhere green."

"Shapes," muttered Arthur. "I need shapes."

The applause of the crowd had been rapidly succeeded by gasps of
astoni shnment, and the awkward titters of hundreds of people who could not vyet
meke up their mnds about whether to believe what they had just seen or not.

"This your sofa?" said a voice.

"What was that?" whispered Ford.

Art hur | ooked up

"Sonet hi ng blue," he said.

"Shape?" said Ford.

Arthur | ooked again.

"It is shaped,” he hissed at Ford, with his brow savagely furrow ng, "like
a policemn."

They renmnined crouched there for a few nmonents, frowning deeply. The bl ue



thing shaped |ike a policeman tapped them both on the shoul ders.

"Conme on, you two," the shape said, "let's be having you."

These words had an electrifying effect on Arthur. He leapt to his feet
li ke an author hearing the phone ring and shot a series of startled glanced at
the panorama around him which had suddenly settled down into sonething of
quite terrifying ordinariness.

"Where did you get this fron?" he yelled at the policemn shape.

"What did you say?" said the startled shape.

"This is Lord's Cricket Gound, isn't it?" snapped Arthur. "Wiere did vyou
find it, how did you get it here? I think," he added, clasping his hand to his
brow, "that | had better calmdown." He squatted down abruptly in front of
For d.

"It is a policenan,

Ford shrugged.

"What do you want to do?" he said.

"1 want you," said Arthur, "to tell me that | have been dreaming for the
last five years."

Ford shrugged again, and obliged.

he said, "What do we do?"

"You've been dreanming for the last five years," he said.
Arthur got to his feet.
"It's all right, officer,"” he said. "I've been dreaming for the last five

years. Ask him" he added, pointing at Ford, "he was init."

Having said this, he sauntered off towards the edge of the pitch, brushing
down his dressing gown. He then noticed his dressing gown and stopped. He
stared at it. He flung himself at the policeman.

"So where did | get these clothes fron?" he how ed.

He col |l apsed and lay twitching on the grass.

Ford shook his head.

"He's had a bad two nmillion years," he said to the policeman, and together
they heaved Arthur on to the sofa and carried himoff the pitch and were only
briefly hanpered by the sudden di sappearance of the sofa on the way.

Reaction to all this fromthe crowd were nmany and various. Mst of them
couldn't cope with watching it, and listened to it on the radi o instead.

"Well, this is an interesting incident, Brian," said one radi o comment at or
to another. "I don't think there have been any nysterious materializations on
the pitch since, oh since, well | don't think there have been any - have

there? - that | recall?"

"Edgbast on, 19327?"

"Ah, now what happened then ..

"Well, Peter, | think it was Canter facing WIllcox comng up to bow from
the pavilion end when a spectator suddenly ran straight across the pitch."

There was a pause while the first commentator considered this.

"Ye ... e... s ..." he said, "yes, there's nothing actually very
mysterious about that, is there? He didn't actually nmaterialize, did he? Just
ran on."

"No, that's true, but he did claimto have seen something materialize on

the pitch."
"Ah, did he?"
"Yes. An alligator, | think, of sone description."”

"Ah. And had anyone el se noticed it?"

"Apparently not. And no one was able to get a very detail ed description
fromhim so only the nost perfunctory search was nade."

"And what happened to the man?"

"Well, | think soneone offered to take himoff and give him sone |lunch
but he explained that he'd already had a rather good one, so the matter was
dropped and Warwi ckshire went on to win by three w ckets."

"So, not very like this current instance. For those of you who've just
tuned in, you my be interested to know that, er ... two nmen, two rather
scruffily attired nen, and indeed a sofa - a Chesterfield I think?"

"Yes, a Chesterfield."

"Have just materialized here in the mddle of Lord' s Cricket Ground. But
don't think they nmeant any harm they've been very good-natured about it, and



"Sorry, can | interrupt you a nmonment Peter and say that the sofa has just
vani shed. "

"So it has. Well, that's one nystery less. Still, it's definitely one for
the record books | think, particularly occurring at this dramatic nmonent in
pl ay, England now needing only twenty-four runs to win the series. The nen are
|l eaving the pitch in the conpany of a police officer, and | think everyone's
settling down now and play is about to resune."”

"Now, sir," said the policeman after they had nmade a passage through the
curious crowmd and laid Arthur's peacefully inert body on a blanket, "perhaps

you'd care to tell me who you are, where you come from and what that little
scene was all about?"

Ford | ooked at the ground for a noment as if steadying hinself for
somet hing, then he straightened up and ained a | ook at the policeman which hit
himwi th the full force of every inch of the six hundred |ight-years' distance
between Earth and Ford's hone near Betel geuse.

"All right," said Ford, very quietly, "I'Il tell you."
"Yes, well, that won't be necessary," said the policeman hurriedly, "just
don't let whatever it was happen again.” The policeman turned around and

wandered off in search of anyone who wasn't from Betel geuse. Fortunately, the
ground was full of them

Arthur's consci ousness approached his body as froma great distance, and
reluctantly. It had had sone bad tinmes in there. Slowy, nervously, it entered
and settled down in to its accustoned position

Arthur sat up.

"VWere am | ?" he said.

"Lord's Cricket Ground," said Ford.

"Fine," said Arthur, and his consciousness stepped out again for a quick
breather. Hi s body fl opped back on the grass.

Ten minutes later, hunched over a cup of tea in the refreshnent tent, the
colour started to cone back to his haggard face.

"How re you feeling?" said Ford.

"I'"'m honme," said Arthur hoarsely. He closed his eyes and greedily inhaled
the steamfromhis tea as if it was - well, as far as Arthur was concerned, as
if it was tea, which it was.

"1'"'m honme," he repeated, "honme. It's England, it's today, the nightrmare is
over." He opened his eyes again and sniled serenely. "I'mwhere | belong,” he
said in an enotional whisper

"There are two things | fell which | should tell you," said Ford, tossing
a copy of the Guardian over the table at him

"I'"'m honme," said Arthur.

"Yes," said Ford. "One is," he said pointing at the date at the top of the
paper, "that the Earth will be denplished in two days' tine."

“I'"'mhome," said Arthur. "Tea," he said, "cricket," he added wth
pl easure, "nopwn grass, wooden benches, white linen jackets, beer cans ..."

Slowmy he began to focus on the newspaper. He cocked his head on one side
with a slight frown.

"1've seen that one before,"” he said. Hs eyes wandered slowy up to the
date, which Ford was idly tapping at. His face froze for a second or two and
then began to do that terribly slow crashing trick which Arctic ice-floes do
so spectacularly in the spring.

"And the other thing," said Ford, "is that you appear to have a bone in
your beard." He tossed back his tea.
Qutside the refreshnent tent, the sun was shining on a happy crowd. It

shone on white hats and red faces. It shone on ice lollies and nelted them It
shone on the tears of small children whose ice lollies had just nelted and
fallen off the stick. It shone on the trees, it flashed off whirling cricket
bats, it gleamed off the utterly extraordi nary object which was parked behind
the sight-screens and whi ch nobody appeared to have noticed. It beamed on Ford
and Arthur as they energed blinking fromthe refreshnent tent and surveyed the
scene around them

Art hur was shaki ng.

"Perhaps," he said, "I should ..."

"No," said Ford sharply.



"What ?" said Arthur.

"Don't try and phone yourself up at hone."
"How did you know ...?"

Ford shrugged.

"But why not?" said Arthur.

"People who talk to thenselves on the phone," said Ford, "never learn
anything to their advantage."

"But ..."

"Look," said Ford. He picked up an inmaginary phone and dialled an
i magi nary di al

"Hel | 0?" he said into the inmaginary nouthpiece. "lIs that Arthur Dent? Ah,

hello, yes. This is Arthur Dent speaking. Don't hang up."

He | ooked at the inmmgi nary nout hpi ece in disappointnent.

"He hung up," he said, shrugged, and put the inmaginary phone neatly back
on its imgi nary hook

"This is not my first tenporal anonmaly," he added.

A glumer | ook replaced the already gluml ook on Arthur Dent's face.

"So we're not hone and dry," he said.

"We could not even be said," replied Ford,
towel li ng oursel ves off."

The gane continued. The bow er approached the wi cket at a |lope, a trot,
and then a run. He suddenly exploded in a flurry of arnms and |egs, out of
which flew a ball. The batsman swing and thwacked it behind himover the
sight-screens. Ford's eyes followed the trajectory of the ball and jogged
monmentarily. He stiffened. He | ooked along the flight path of the ball again
and his eyes twi tched again.

"This isn't ny towel,"” said Arthur, who was rummaging in his rabbit-skin
bag.

"Shhh," said Ford. He screwed his eyes up in concentration

"l had a Gol gafrinchan jogging towel," continued Arthur, "it was blue with
yellow stars on it. This isn't it."

"Shhh," said Ford again. He covered one eye and | ooked with the other.

"This one's pink," said Arthur, "it isn't yours is it?"

"1 would like you to shut up about your towel," said Ford.

"It isn't ny towel,"” insisted Arthur, "that is the point | amtrying to

to be honme and vigorously

"And the time at which | would like you to shut up about it," continued
Ford in a lowgrowl, "is now"

"All right," said Arthur, starting to stuff it back into the primtively
stitched rabbit-skin bag. "I realize that it is probably not inportant in the
cosnc scale of things, it's just odd, that's all. A pink towel suddenly,
i nstead of a blue one with yellow stars."

Ford was begi nning to behave rather strangely, or rather not actually
beginning to behave strangely but beginning to behave in a way which was
strangely different fromthe other strange ways in which he nore regularly
behaved. What he was doing was this. Regardl ess of the benused stares it was
provoking fromhis fellow nenbers of the crowd gathered round the pitch, he
was waving his hands in sharp novenents across his face, ducking down behind

some people, |eaping up behind others, then standing still and blinking a |ot.
After a nonent or two of this he started to stalk forward slowy and
stealthily wearing a puzzled frown of concentration, like a | eopard that's not

sure whether it's just seen a half-enpty tin of cat food half a mle away
across a hot and dusty plain.

"This isn't ny bag either,"” said Arthur suddenly.

Ford's spell of concentration was broken. He turned angrily on Arthur

"1 wasn't tal king about ny towel," said Arthur. "W've established that
that isn't mne. It's just that the bag into which | was putting the towel
which is not mne is also not mne, though it is extraordinarily simlar. Now
personally | think that that is extrenely odd, especially as the bag was one
made nmnyself on prehistoric Earth. These are also not ny stones," he added,
pulling a few flat grey stones out of the bag. "I was nmaking a collection of
interesting stones and these are clearly very dull ones."

A roar of excitement thrilled through the crowmd and obliterated whatever



it was that Ford said in reply to this piece of information. The cricket bal
which had excited this reaction fell out of the sky and dropped neatly into
Arthur's nysterious rabbit-skin bag.

"Now | would say that that was also a very curious event," said Arthur,
rapidly closing the bag and pretending to | ook for the ball on the ground.

"l don't think it's here," he said to the snall boys who i mediately
clustered round himto join in the search, "it probably rolled off sonewhere.
Over there | expect." He pointed vaguely in the direction in which he w shed
they woul d push off. One of the boys | ooked at him quizzically.

"You all right?" said the boy.

"No," said Arthur.

"Then why you got a bone in your beard?" said the boy.

"I"'mtraining it to |ike being wherever it's put." Arthur prided hinself
on saying this. It was, he thought, exactly the sort of thing which would
entertain and stinulate young mninds.

"Oh," said the small boy, putting his head to one side and thinking about
it. "Wat's your name?"

"Dent," said Arthur, "Arthur Dent."

"You're a jerk, Dent," said the boy, "a conplete asshole.” The boy | ooked
past himat something else, to show that he wasn't in any particular hurry to
run away, and then wandered off scratching his nose. Suddenly Arthur
remenbered that the Earth was going to be denplished again in two days' tine,
and just this once didn't feel too bad about it.

Play resumed with a new ball, the sun continued to shine and Ford
continued to junmp up and down shaki ng his head and bli nking.

"Sonet hing's on your mnd, isn't it?" said Arthur

"1 think," said Ford in a tone of voice which Arthur by now recognized as
one which presaged sonething utterly unintelligible, "that there's an SEP over
there."

He pointed. Curiously enough, the direction he pointed in was not the one
in which he was | ooking. Arthur | ooked in the one direction, which was towards
the sight-screens, and in the other which was at the field of play. He nodded,
he shrugged. He shrugged again.

"A what?" he said.

"An SEP."

"An S ...?"

"... EP."

"And what's that?"

"Sonebody El se's Problem"

"Ah, good," said Arthur and relaxed. He had no idea what all that was
about, but at least it seemed to be over. It wasn't.

"Over there," said Ford, again pointing at the sight-screens and | ooking
at the pitch.

"\Where?" said Arthur.

"There!" said Ford.

"I see," said Arthur, who didn't.

"You do?" said Ford.

"\WWhat ?" said Arthur.

"Can you see," said Ford patiently, "the SEP?"

"1 thought you said that was sonebody el se's problem™

"That's right."

Arthur nodded slowy, carefully and with an air of inmense stupidity.

"And I want to know," said Ford, "if you can see it."

"You do?"

"Yes."

"What," said Arthur, "does it look Iike?"

"Well, how should I know, you fool?" shouted Ford. "If you can see it, you
tell me."

Art hur experienced that dull throbbing sensation just behind the tenples
which was a hallmark of so many of his conversations with Ford. His brain
lurked like a frightened puppy in its kennel. Ford took himby the arm

"An SEP," he said, "is something that we can't see, or don't see, or our
brain doesn't let us see, because we think that it's sonebody el se's problem



That's what SEP neans. Sonebody Else's Problem The brain just edits it out,
it's like a blind spot. If you look at it directly you won't see it unless you
know precisely what it is. Your only hope is to catch it by surprise out of
the corner of your eye."

"Ah," said Arthur, "then that's why ..."

"Yes," said Ford, who knew what Arthur was going to say.

" you' ve been junping up and ..

"Yes."

" down, and blinking ..."

"Yes."

" and ..."

"1 think you' ve got the nessage."

"l can see it," said Arthur, "it's a spaceship."

For a nonment Arthur was stunned by the reaction this revelation provoked.
A roar erupted fromthe crowd, and from every direction people were running,
shouting, yelling, tunbling over each other in a tumult of confusion. He
stunbl ed back in astonishnment and glanced fearfully around. Then he gl anced
around again in even greater astonishnent.

"Exciting, isn't it?" said an apparition. The apparition wobbled in front
of Arthur's eyes, though the truth of the matter is probably that Arthur's
eyes were wobbling in front of the apparition. H's nouth wobbled as well.

"W... w... w... w..." his nouth said
"1 think your team have just won," said the apparition
"W... w... w... w..." repeated Arthur, and punctuated each wobble with

a prod at Ford Prefect's back. Ford was staring at the tunmult in trepidation
"You are English, aren't you?" said the apparition

"W... w... w... wW... yes" said Arthur.

"Well, your team as | say, have just won. The match. It neans they retain
the Ashes. You nust be very pleased. | nust say, |'mrather fond of «cricket,
though | wouldn't |ike anyone outside this planet to hear ne saying that. Oh
dear no."

The apparition gave what | ooked as if it might have been a mschievous
grin, but it was hard to tell because the sun was directly behind him
creating a blinding halo round his head and illum nating his silver hair and

beard in a way which was awesone, dramatic and hard to reconcile with
m schi evous grins.

"Still," he said, "it'll all be over in a couple of days, won't it? Though
as | said to you when we last nmet, | was very sorry about that. Still,
what ever will have been, will have been."

Arthur tried to speak, but gave up the unequal struggle. He prodded Ford
agai n.

"1 thought sonmething terrible had happened," said Ford, "but it's just the
end of the ganme. We ought to get out. Oh, hello, Slartibartfast, what are you
doi ng here?"

"Ch, pottering, pottering," said the old man gravely.

"That your ship? Can you give us a |ift anywhere?"

"Patience, patience," the old man adnoni shed.

"OK," said Ford. "It's just that this planet's going to be denolished
pretty soon."

"I know that," said Slartibartfast.

"And, well, | just wanted to make that point," said Ford.

"The point is taken."

And if you feel that you really want to hang around a cricket pitch at
this point "

"I do."

"Then it's your ship."

"It is."

"1 suppose." Ford turned away sharply at this point.

"Hello, Slartibartfast," said Arthur at |ast.

"Hel l o, Earthman," said Slartibartfast.

"After all," said Ford, "we can only die once."

The old nman ignored this and stared keenly on to the pitch, with eyes that
seened alive wth expressions that had no apparent bearing on what was



happeni ng out there. What was happening was that the crowd was gathering
itself into a wide circle round the centre of the pitch. Wat Slartibartfast
saw in it, he al one knew

Ford was hummri ng sonething. It was just one note repeated at intervals. He
was hoping that sonmebody woul d ask hi m what he was hunm ng, but nobody did. If
anybody had asked him he woul d have said he was huming the first 1line of a
Noel Coward song called "Mad About the Boy" over and over again. It would then
have been pointed out to himthat he was only singing one note, to which he
woul d have replied that for reasons which he hoped woul d be apparent, he was
omtting the "about the boy" bit. He was annoyed that nobody asked.

"I't's just," he burst out at last, "that if we don't go soon, we m ght get
caught in the mddle of it all again. And there's nothing that depresses ne

nore than seeing a planet being destroyed. Except possibly still being on it
when it happens. O," he added in an undertone, "hanging around cricket
mat ches. "

"Patience," said Slartibartfast again. "Great things are afoot."

"That's what you said last time we nmet," said Arthur

"They were,"” said Slartibartfast.

"Yes, that's true,"” admtted Arthur.

Al'l, however, that seened to be afoot was a cerenpny of sonme kind. It was
being specially staged for the benefit of tv rather than the spectators, and
all they could gather about it fromwhere they were standing was what they
heard from a nearby radi o. Ford was aggressively uninterested.

He fretted as he heard it explained that the Ashes were about to be
presented to the Captain of the English teamout there on the pitch, funed
when told that this was because they had now won themfor the nth tine,
positively barked with annoyance at the information that the Ashes were the
remains of a cricket stunp, and when, further to this, he was asked to contend
with the fact that the cricket stunp in question had been burnt in Ml bourne,
Australia, in 1882, to signify the "death of English cricket", he rounded on
Slartibartfast, took a deep breath, but didn't have a chance to say anything
because the old man wasn't there. He was marching out on to the pitch wth
terrible purpose in his gait, his hair, beard and robes swept behind him
| ooki ng very nuch as Moses woul d have | ooked if Sinai had been a well-cut | awn
instead of, as it is nore usually represented, a fiery snoking nountain.

"He said to neet himat his ship,” said Arthur.

"What in the name of zarking fardwarks is the old fool doing?" exploded
For d.

"Meeting us at his shipin tw mnutes,” said Arthur with a shrug which
i ndi cated total abdication of thought. They started off towards it. Strange
sounds reached their ears. They tried not to listen, but could not help
noticing that Slartibartfast was querul ously demandi ng that he be given the
silver urn containing the Ashes, as they were, he said, "vitally inportant for
the past, present and future safety of the Galaxy", and that this was causing
wild hilarity. They resolved to ignore it.

What happened next they could not ignore. Wth a noise |ike a hundred
thousand people saying "wop", a steely white spaceship suddenly seened to
create itself out of nothing in the air directly above the cricket pitch and
hung there with infinite nenace and a slight hum

Then for a while it did nothing, as if it expected everybody to go about
their normal business and not mind it just hangi ng there.

Then it did sonething quite extraordinary. Or rather, it opened up and |et
sonmething quite extraordinary come out of it, eleven quite extraordinary
t hi ngs.

They were robots, white robots.

VWhat was npbst extraordi nary about them was that they appeared to have cone
dressed for the occasion. Not only were they white, but they carried what
appeared to be cricket bats, and not only that, but they also carried what
appeared to be cricket balls, and not only that but they wore white ribbing
pads round the | ower parts of their 1legs. These last were extraordinary
because they appeared to contain jets which allowed these curiously civilized
robots to fly down fromtheir hovering spaceship and start to Kkill people,
which is what they did



"Hello," said Arthur, "sonmething seenms to be happening.”

"Get to the ship," shouted Ford. "I don't want to know, | don't want to
see, | don't want to hear," he yelled as he ran, "this is not ny planet, |
didn't choose to be here, | don't want to get involved, just get me out of

here, and get nme to a party, with people | can relate to!"
Snoke and flane billowed fromthe pitch.

"Well, the supernatural brigade certainly seens to be out in force here
today ..." burbled a radio happily to itself.
"What | need,"” shouted Ford, by way of clarifying his previous renarks,

"is a strong drink and a peer-group.” He continued to run, pausing only for a
monment to grab Arthur's armand drag himalong with him Arthur had adopted
his normal crisis role, which was to stand with his nouth hangi ng open and | et
it all wash over him

"They're playing cricket," muttered Arthur, stunbling along after Ford. "
swear they are playing cricket. | do not know why they are doing this, but
that 1is what they are doing. They're not just killing people, they' re sending
them up," he shouted, "Ford, they're sending us up!"

It woul d have been hard to disbelieve this without knowing a great dea
nore Galactic history than Arthur had so far nanaged to pick up in his
travels. The ghostly but violent shapes that could be seen noving wthin the
thick pall of snoke seened to be performng a series of bizarre parodies of
batting strokes, the difference being that every ball they struck wth their
bats exploded wherever it landed. The very first one of these had dispelled
Arthur's initial reaction, that the whole thing might just be a publicity
stunt by Australian nargarine manufacturers.

And then, as suddenly as it had all started, it was over. The el even white
robots ascended through the seething cloud in a tight formation, and with a
few | ast flashes of flanme entered the bowels of their hovering white ship,
which, with the noise of a hundred thousand peopl e saying "foop", pronptly
vani shed into the thin air out of which it had wopped.

For a monent there was a terrible stunned silence, and then out of the
drifting snmoke energed the pale figure of Slartibartfast |ooking even nore
li ke Moses because in spite of the continued absence of the mountain he was at
| east now striding across a fiery and snmoking well-nown | awn.

He stared wildly about himuntil he saw the hurrying figures of Arthur
Dent and Ford Prefect forcing their way through the frightened crowd which was
for the noment busy stanpeding in the opposite direction. The crowd was
clearly thinking to itself about what an unusual day this was turning out to
be, and not really knowi ng which way, if any, to turn

Slartibartfast was gesturing urgently at Ford and Arthur and shouting at
them as the three of themgradually converged on his ship, still parked
behi nd the sight-screens and still apparently wunnoticed by the crowd
st anpedi ng past it who presumably had enough of their own problens to cope
with at that tine.

"They've garble warble farble!" shouted Slartibartfast in his thin
trenul ous voi ce.

"What did he say?" panted Ford as he el bowed his way onwards.

Art hur shook his head.

"“They've ...' sonething or other," he said.

"They've table warble farble!" shouted Slartibartfast again.

Ford and Arthur shook their heads at each other.

"It sounds urgent," said Arthur. He stopped and shouted.

"What ?"

"They' ve garble warble fashes!™ <cried Slartibartfast, still waving at
them

"He says," said Arthur, "that they' ve taken the Ashes. That is what |
think he says." They ran on

"The ...?" said Ford.

"Ashes," said Arthur tersely. "The burnt renmmins of a cricket stunp. |It's
a trophy. That ..." he was panting, "is ... apparently ... what they ... have
come and taken." He shook his head very slightly as if he was trying to get
his brain to settle down lower in his skull.

"Strange thing to want to tell us," snapped Ford.



"Strange thing to take."

"Strange ship."

They had arrived at it. The second strangest thing about the ship was
wat chi ng the Sonmebody Else's Problemfield at work. They could now clearly see
the ship for what it was sinply because they knew it was there. It was quite
apparent, however, that nobody el se could. This wasn't because it was actually
invisible or anything hyper-inpossible like that. The technol ogy involved in
maki ng anything invisible is so infinitely conplex that nine hundred and

ni nety-nine thousand mllion, nine hundred and ninety-nine nmllion, nine
hundred and ni nety-nine thousand, nine hundred and ninety-nine tines out of a
billion it is much sinpler and nore effective just to take the thing away and

do without it. The ultra-fanmous sciento-nmgician Effrafax of Wig once bet his
life that, given a year, he could render the great neganountai n Magranal
entirely invisible.

Havi ng spent nobst of the year jiggling around with i nmense LuxO Val ves and
Refracto-Nullifiers and Spectrum Bypass-O Matics, he realized, with nine hours
to go, that he wasn't going to nake it.

So, he and his friends, and his friends' friends, and his friends
friends' friends, and his friends' friends' friends' friends, and some rather
| ess good friends of theirs who happened to own a nmmjor stellar trucking
conpany, put in what nowis widely recognized as being the hardest night's
work in history, and, sure enough, on the following day, Magramal was no
|l onger visible. Effrafax lost his bet - and therefore his life - sinply
because sone pedantic adjudicating official noticed (a) that when walking
around the area that Magramal ought to be he didn't trip over or break his
nose on anything, and (b) a suspicious-1ooking extra noon.

The Sonebody Else's Problemfield is nuch sinpler and nore effective, and
what's nore can be run for over a hundred years on a single torch battery.
This is because it relies on people's natural disposition not to see anything
they don't want to, weren't expecting, or can't explain. |If Effrafax had
pai nted the mountain pink and erected a cheap and sinple Sonebody Else's
Problem field on it, then people would have wal ked past the nountain, round
it, even over it, and sinply never have noticed that the thing was there.

And this is precisely what was happening with Slartibartfast's ship. It
wasn't pink, but if it had been, that would have been the least of its visua
probl ens and people were sinply ignoring it |ike anything.

The nost extraordinary thing about it was that it |ooked only partly Ilike
a spaceship wth guidance fins, rocket engines and escape hatches and so on
and a great deal like a small upended Italian bistro.

Ford and Arthur gazed wup at it wth wonderment and deeply offended
sensibilities.

"Yes, | know," said Slartibartfast, hurrying up to themat that point,
breathl ess and agitated, "but there is a reason. Cone, we nust go. The ancient
nightmare is cone again. Doomconfronts us all. W nust |eave at once."

"I fancy somewhere sunny," said Ford.

Ford and Arthur followed Slartibartfast into the ship and were so
perplexed by what they sawinside it that they were totally unaware of what
happened next outside.

A spaceshi p, yet another one, but this one sleek and silver, descended
from the sky on to the pitch, quietly, without fuss, its long | egs unlocking
in a snmooth ballet of technol ogy.

It landed gently. It extended a short ranp. A tall grey-green figure
mar ched briskly out and approached the small knot of people who were gathered
in the centre of the pitch tending to the casualties of the recent bizarre
massacre. It noved people aside with quiet, understated authority, and cane at
last to a man lying in a desperate pool of blood, clearly now beyond the reach
of any Earthly nedicine, breathing, coughing his last. The figure knelt down
quietly beside him

"Arthur Philip Deodat?" asked the figure.

The man, with horrified confusion in eyes, nodded feebly.

"You're a no-good dunbo nothing," whispered the creature. "I thought vyou
shoul d know t hat before you went."



OChapterd 5

I nportant facts from Gal actic history, nunber two:

(Reproduced from the Siderial Daily Mentioner's Book of popular Galactic
Hi story.)

Since this Gal axy began, vast civilizations have risen and fallen, risen
and fallen, risen and fallen so often that it's quite tenpting to think that
life in the Galaxy nust be

(a) something akin to seasick - space-sick, time sick, history sick or
some such thing, and

(b) stupid.

(OChapterd 6

It seemed to Arthur as if the whol e sky suddenly just stood aside and | et
them t hr ough.

It seemed to himthat the atons of his brain and the atoms of the cosnps
were stream ng through each other

It seemed to himthat he was blown on the wind of the Universe, and that
the wi nd was him

It seenmed to himthat he was one of the thoughts of the Universe and that
the Universe was a thought of his.

It seened to the people at Lord's Cricket Gound that another North London
restaurant had just come and gone as they so often do, and that this was
Sonmebody El se's Probl em

"What happened?" whispered Arthur in considerable awe.

"We took off," said Slartibartfast.

Arthur lay in startled stillness on the acceleration couch. He wasn't
certain whether he had just got space-sickness or religion.

"Nice nover," said Ford in an unsuccessful attenpt to disguise the degree
to which he had been inpressed by what Slartibartfast's ship had just done,
"shane about the decor."

For a nmoment or two the old nman didn't reply. He was staring at the
instruments with the air of one who is trying to convert fahrenheit to
centigrade in his head whilst his house is burning down. Then his brow cl eared
and he stared for a nonent at the w de panoramic screen in front of him which
di splayed a bewildering conplexity of stars streamng |ike silver threads
around t hem

His Iips noved as if he was trying to spell sonething. Suddenly his eyes
darted in alarm back to his instrunents, but then his expression nerely
subsided into a steady frown. He | ooked back up at the screen. He felt his own
pul se. His frown deepened for a nonent, then he rel axed.

"It's a mstake to try and understand mathenmatics," he said, "they only
worry ne. Wat did you say?"

"Decor," said Ford. "Pity about it."

"Deep in the fundanental heart of mind and Universe,” said Slartibartfast,
"there is a reason.”

Ford glanced sharply around. He «clearly thought this was taking an
optimstic view of things.

The interior of the flight deck was dark green, dark red, dark brown,
cranped and noodily 1lit. Inexplicably, the resenblance to a snall Italian
bistro had failed to end at the hatchway. Small pools of Iight picked out pot
plants, glazed tiles and all sorts of little unidentifiable brass things.

Rafi a- w apped bottles lurked hideously in the shadows.

The instrunents which had occupied Slartibartfast's attention seened to be
mounted in the bottom of bottles which were set in concrete.

Ford reached out and touched it.

Fake concrete. Plastic. Fake bottles set in fake concrete.

The fundanental heart of nmind and Universe can take a running junp, he
thought to hinmself, this is rubbish. On the other hand, it could not be denied
that the way the ship had noved made the Heart of Gold seemlike an electric
pram

He swung hinself off +the couch. He brushed hinmself down. He | ooked at



Arthur who was singing quietly to himself. He |ooked at the screen and
recogni zed nothing. He | ooked at Slartibartfast.

"How far did we just travel ?" he said.

"About ..." said Slartibartfast, "about two thirds of the way across the
Gl actic disc, | would say, roughly. Yes, roughly two thirds, | think."

"It's a strange thing," said Arthur quietly, "that the further and faster
one travels across the Universe, the nobre one's position in it seens to be
largely immterial, and one is filled with a profound, or rather enptied of a

"Yes, very strange," said Ford. "Were are we goi ng?"

"We are going," said Slartibartfast, "to confront an ancient nightmare of
t he Universe."

"And where are you going to drop us off?"

"I will need your help."

"Tough. Look, there's sonewhere you can take us where we can have fun, |'m
trying to think of it, we can get drunk and maybe listen to sonme extremely
evil music. Hold on, I'Il look it wup." He dug out his copy of The Hitch

Hi ker's Guide to the Galaxy and tipped through those parts of the index
primarily concerned with sex and drugs and rock and roll

"A curse has arisen fromthe msts of time," said Slartibartfast.

"Yes, | expect so," said Ford. "Hey," he said, lighting accidentally on
one particular reference entry, "Eccentrica Gl lunbits, did you ever neet her?
The triple-breasted whore of Eroticon Six. Sonme people say her erogenous zones
start some four mles fromher actual body. Me, | disagree, | say five."

"A curse," said Slartibartfast, "which will engulf the Galaxy in fire and
destruction, and possibly bring the Universe to a premature doom | nean it,"
he added.

"Sounds like a bad tine,"” said Ford, "with ook I'lIl be drunk enough not
to notice. Here," he said, stabbing his finger at the screen of the Guide,
"would be a really wi cked place to go, and | think we should. \Wat do you say,
Arthur? Stop rmunmbling mantras and pay attention. There's inportant stuff
you're m ssing here."

Art hur pushed hinself up fromhis couch and shook his head.

"Where are we goi ng?" he said.

"To confront an ancient night-"

"Can it," said Ford. "Arthur, we are going out into the Galaxy to have
some fun. Is that an idea you can cope wth?"

"What's Slartibartfast |ooking so anxi ous about?" said Arthur.

"Not hi ng," said Ford.

"Doom " said Slartibartfast. "Conme," he added, wth sudden authority,
"there is much I nmust show and tell you."

He wal ked t owar ds a green wr ought -i ron spiral staircase set
i nconprehensibly in the mddle of the flight deck and started to ascend.
Arthur, with a frown, foll owed.

Ford slung the Cuide sullenly back into his satchel

"My doctor says that | have a malformed public-duty gland and a natura
deficiency in noral fibre," he nuttered to hinself, "and that | am therefore
excused from savi ng Universes."

Nevert hel ess, he stonped up the stairs behind them

What they found upstairs was just stupid, or so it seenmed, and Ford shook
his head, buried his face in his hands and slunped against a pot plant,
crushing it against the wall.

"The <central conputational area,"” said Slartibartfast unperturbed, "this
is where every calculation affecting the ship in any way is perforned. Yes
know what it looks like, but it is in fact a conplex four-dinmensiona
topographical map of a series of highly conplex mathematical functions."

"It looks like a joke," said Arthur.

"I know what it looks like," said Slartibartfast, and went into it. As he
did so, Arthur had a sudden vague flash of what it m ght nean, but he refused
to believe it. The Universe could not possibly work 1like that, he thought,
cannot possibly. That, he thought to hinself, would be as absurd as ... he
term nated that |ine of thinking. Mdst of the really absurd things he could
thi nk of had al ready happened.



And this was one of them

It was a large glass cage, or box - in fact a room
In it was a table, a long one. Around it were gathered about a dozen
chairs, of the bentwood style. On it was a tablecloth - a grubby, red and

white check tablecloth, scarred wth the occasional cigarette burn, each,
presunably, at a precise cal cul ated nat hemati cal position

And on the tablecloth sat sonme half-eaten Italian neals, hedged about with
hal f-eaten breadsticks and half-drunk glasses of wne, and toyed wth
listlessly by robots.

It was all conpletely artificial. The robot custonmers were attended by a
robot waiter, a robot wine waiter and a robot naetre d'. The furniture was
artificial, the tablecloth artificial, and each particul ar piece of food was
clearly capable of exhibiting all the nmechanical characteristics of, say, a
poll o sorpreso, w thout actually being one.

And all participated in a |little dance together - a conplex routine
i nvol ving the mani pul ati on of nenus, bill pads, wallets, cheque books, credit
cards, watches, pencils and paper napkins, which seenmed to be hovering
constantly on the edge of violence, but never actually getting anywhere.

Slartibartfast hurried in, and then appeared to pass the tinme of day quite
idly with the maetre d', whilst one of the custoner robots, an autorory, slid
slowy wunder the table, nentioning what he intended to do to sone guy over
some girl

Slartibartfast took over the seat which had been thus vacated and passed a
shrewd eye over the nenu. The tenpo of the routine round the table seened
somehow inperceptibly to quicken. Argunents broke out, people attenpted to
prove things on napkins. They waved fiercely at each other, and attenpted to
exam ne each other's pieces of chicken. The waiter's hand began to nobve on the
bill pad nore quickly than a human hand coul d manage, and then nore quickly
than a human eye could follow. The pace accelerated. Soon, an extraordinary
and insistent politeness overwhel ned the group, and seconds later it seened
that a nmonent of consensus was suddenly achieved. A new vibration thrilled
t hrough the ship.

Slartibartfast emerged fromthe glass room

"Bistromathics," he said. "The npst powerful conputational force known to
parasci ence. Cone to the Room of Informational IIlusions.”

He swept past and carried them bewi | dered in his wake.

(OChapterd 7

The Bistromatic Drive is a wonderful new nethod of crossing vast
interstellar di st ances without all that dangerous nucking about with
| nprobability Factors.

Bi stromathics itself is sinply a revolutionary new way of understanding
the behaviour of nunbers. Just as Einstein observed that tinme was not an
absol ute but depended on the observer's novenent in space, and that space was
not an absolute, but depended on the observer's movenent in tinme, so it is now
realized that nunbers are not absolute, but depend on the observer's novenent
in restaurants.

The first non-absolute nunber is the nunber of people for whom the table
is reserved. This wll vary during the course of the first three tel ephone
calls to the restaurant, and then bear no apparent relation to the nunber of
people who actually turn up, or to the nunber of people who subsequently join
them after the show match/party/gig, or to the number of people who | eave when
they see who el se has turned up

The second non-absolute nunmber is the given time of arrival, which is now
known to be one of those nobst bizarre of mathematical concepts, a
reci priversexcluson, a nunber whose existence can only be defined as being
anything other than itself. In other words, the given tine of arrival is the
one monment of tinme at which it is inpossible that any nenber of the party will
arrive. Recipriversexclusons now play a vital part in many branches of naths,
i ncluding statistics and accountancy and al so formthe basic equations used to
engi neer the Sonebody Else's Problemfield.

The third and nopst nysterious piece of non-absoluteness of all lies in the



relationship between the nunber of itens on the bill, the cost of each item
the nunber of people at the table, and what they are each prepared to pay for
(The nunber of people who have actually brought any noney is only a sub
phenonenon in this field.)

The baffling discrepancies which wused to occur at this point renmained
uni nvestigated for centuries sinply because no one took them seriously. They
were at the time put down to such things as politeness, rudeness, neanness,
flashness, tiredness, enotionality, or the |ateness of the hour, and
conpletely forgotten about on the follow ng norning. They were never tested
under |aboratory conditions, of course, because they never occurred in
| aboratories - not in reputable |aboratories at |east.

And so it was only with the advent of pocket conputers that the startling
truth becane finally apparent, and it was this:

Numbers written on restaurant bills within the confines of restaurants do
not follow the sanme mathenmmtical |aws as nunmbers witten on any other pieces
of paper in any other parts of the Universe.

This single fact took the scientific world by storm It conpletely
revolutionized it. So many nmathematical conferences got held in such good
restaurants that many of the finest mnds of a generation died of obesity and
heart failure and the science of maths was put back by years.

Slowly, however, the inplications of the idea began to be understood. To
begin with it had been too stark, too crazy, too nuch what the mn in the
street would have said, "Ch yes, | could have told you that," about. Then sone
phrases like "Interactive Subjectivity Frameworks" were invented, and
everybody was able to relax and get on with it.

The smal |l groups of monks who had taken wup hanging around the nmjor
research institutes singing strange chants to the effect that the Universe was
only a fignent of its own inmgination were eventually given a street theatre
grant and went away.

(OChapterd 8
"I'n space travel, you see," said Slartibartfast, as he fiddled with sone
instruments in the Room of Informational |llusions, "in space travel "
He st opped and | ooked about him
The Room of Informational Illusions was a welcone relief after the visua
nonstrosities of the central conputational area. There was nothing in it. No
information, no illusions, just thenselves, white walls and a few snall

instrunents which |ooked as if they were neant to plug into sonmething which
Slartibartfast couldn't find.

"Yes?" urged Arthur. He had picked up Slartibartfast's sense of urgency
but didn't know what to do with it.

"Yes what?" said the old nman.

"You were sayi ng?"

Slartibartfast | ooked at him sharply.

"The nunbers,” he said, "are awful."” He resumed his search

Arthur nodded wisely to hinself. After a while he realized that this
wasn't getting himanywhere and decided that he would say "what?" after all.

"I'n space travel," repeated Slartibartfast, "all the nunbers are awful."

Arthur nodded again and |looked round to Ford for help, but Ford was
practising being sullen and getting quite good at it.

"l was only," said Slartibartfast with a sigh, "trying to save you the
trouble of asking nme why all the ship's conmputations were being done on a
waiter's bill pad.”

Art hur frowned

"Why," he said, "were all the ship's conputations being done on a wait-"

He st opped.

Slartibartfast said, "Because in space travel all the nunbers are awful."

He could tell that he wasn't getting his point across.

"Listen," he said. "On a waiter's bill pad nunbers dance. You nust have
encount ered the phenonenon."
"well ...

"On a waiter's bill pad, said Slartibartfast, "reality and unreality



collide on such a fundamental |evel that each beconmes the other and anything
is possible, within certain paraneters.”

"What paraneters?”

"It's inpossible to say," said Slartibartfast. "That's one of them
Strange but true. At least, | think it's strange," he added, "and |I'm assured
that it's true."

At that noment he located the slot in the wall for which he had been
searching, and clicked the instrunment he was holding into it.

"Do not be alarmed,” he said, and then suddenly darted an al arned | ook at
hi msel f, and lunged back, "it's ..."

They didn't hear what he said, because at that nonent the ship w nked out
of existence around them and a starbattle-ship the size of a small Mdlands
industrial city plunged out of the sundered night towards them star |asers
abl aze.

They gaped, pop-eyed, and were unable to scream

OChapterd 9

Anot her world, another day, another dawn.
The early norning's thinnest sliver of |ight appeared silently.

Several billion trillion tons of superhot exploding hydrogen nuclei rose
slowl y above the horizon and managed to |l ook small, cold and slightly danp.
There is a nonment in every dawn when |light floats, there 1is the

possibility of magic. Creation holds its breath.

The nonent passed as it regularly did on Squornshellous Zeta, without
i nci dent .

The mist clung to the surface of the marshes. The swanp trees were grey
with it, the tall reeds indistinct. It hung notionless |ike held breath.

Not hi ng noved.

There was sil ence.

The sun struggled feebly with the mist, tried to inpart a Ilittle warnth
here, shed a little light there, but «clearly today was going to be just
anot her | ong haul across the sky.

Not hi ng nmoved.

Agai n, silence.

Not hi ng nmoved.

Si | ence.

Very often on Squornshel |l ous Zeta, whole days would go on like this, and
this was indeed going to be one of them

Fourteen hours later the sun sank hopel essly beneath the opposite horizon
with a sense of totally wasted effort.

And a few hours later it reappeared, squared its shoulders and started on
up the sky again.

This tinme, however, sonething was happening. A mattress had just net a
robot .

"Hell o, robot," said the mattress.

"Bl eah," said the robot and continued what it was doing, which was wal ki ng
round very slowy in a very tiny circle.

"Happy?" said the nattress.

The robot stopped and | ooked at the mattress. It |l ooked at it quizzically.
It was clearly a very stupid mattress. It | ooked back at himw th w de eyes.

After what it had calculated to ten significant decinmal places as being
the precise Ilength of pause nost likely to convey a general contenpt for al
things mattressy, the robot continued to walk round in tight circles.

"We could have a conversation," said the mattress, "would you |ike that?"

It was a large mattress, and probably one of quite high quality. Very few
things actually get manufactured these days, because in an infinitely |arge
Uni verse such as, for instance, the one in which we I|ive, npst things one
could possibly imagine, and a lot of things one would rather not, grow
somewhere. A forest was discovered recently in which nost of the trees grew
ratchet screwdrivers as fruit. The life cycle of ratchet screwdriver fruit it
quite interesting. Once picked it needs a dark dusty drawer in which it can
lie wundisturbed for years. Then one night it suddenly hatches, discards its



outer skin which crunbles into dust, and energes as a totally wunidentifiable
little metal object with flanges at both ends and a sort of ridge and a sort
of hole for a screw. This, when found, will get thrown away. No one knows what
it is supposed to gain from this. Nature, in her infinite wsdom is
presunmably working on it.

No one really knows what nmattresses are neant to gain fromtheir |ives
either. They are large, friendly, pocket-sprung creatures which live quiet
private lives in the marshes of Squornshellous Zeta. Many of them get caught,
sl aughtered, dried out, shipped out and slept on. None of them seem to mind
and all of themare called Zem

"No, " said Marvin.

"My name," said the mattress, "is Zem W could discuss the weather a
little. "

Marvi n paused again in his weary circul ar plod.

"The dew," he observed, "has clearly fallen with a particularly sickening
thud this norning."

He resumed his walk, as if inspired by this conversational outburst to
fresh heights of gl oom and despondency. He pl odded tenaciously. If he had had
teeth he would have gritted themat this point. He hadn't. He didn't. The nere
plod said it all

The mattress flolloped around. This is a thing that only live mattresses
in swanps are able to do, which is why the word is not in nore compn usage.
It flolloped in a synpathetic sort of way, nmoving a fairish body of water as
it did so. It blew a few bubbles up through the water engagingly. Its blue and
white stripes glistened briefly in a sudden feeble ray of sun that had
unexpect edl y made it through the nmist, causing the creature to bask
monentarily.

Marvi n pl odded.

"You have sonething on your nmind, | think," said the mattress floopily.

"More than you can possibly imgine," dreaded Marvin. "My capacity for
mental activity of all kinds is as boundless as the infinite reaches of space
itself. Except of course for ny capacity for happiness."

Stonp, stonp, he went.

"My capacity for happiness,” he added, "you could fit into a natchbox
wi t hout taking out the matches first."

The mattress globbered. This is the noise nade by a live, swanpdwelling
mattress that is deeply noved by a story of personal tragedy. The word can
al so, according to The Ul tra-Conpl ete Maxi negal on Dictionary of Every Language
Ever, nmean the noise nade by the Lord Hi gh Sanval vwag of Holl op on di scovering
that he has forgotten his wife's birthday for the second year running. Since
there was only ever one Lord High Sanval vwag of Holl op, and he never nmarried,
the word is only ever used in a negative or specul ative sense, and there is an
ever-increasing body of opinion which holds that The Utra-Conplete
Maxi megal on Dictionary is not worth the fleet of lorries it takes to cart its
m crostored edition around in. Strangely enough, the dictionary omts the word
"floopily", which sinply neans "in the manner of sonething which is floopy".

The mattress gl obbered again.

"l sense a deep dejection in your diodes,"” it vollued (for the neaning of
the word "vollue", buy a copy of Squornshellous Swanptal k at any remaindered
bookshop, or alternatively buy The U tra-Conpl ete Maxi negal on Dictionary, as
the University will be very glad to get it off their hands and regain sone
val uable parking lots), "and it saddens nme. You should be nore mattresslike.
We live quiet retired lives in the swanp, where we are content to flollop and
vollue and regard the wetness in a fairly floopy manner. Sone of us are
killed, but all of us are called Zem so we never know which and gl obbering is
thus kept to a mininum Wy are you walking in circles?"

"Because ny leg is stuck," said Marvin sinply.

"It seens to ne," said the mattress eyeing it conpassionately, "that it is
a pretty poor sort of leg."

"You are right," said Marvin, "it is."

"Voon," said the mattress.

"1 expect so," said Marvin, "and | al so expect that you find the idea of a
robot with an artificial leg pretty anusing. You should tell your friends Zem



and Zem when you see themlater; they'll laugh, if I know them which | don't
of course - except insofar as | know all organic life forms, which is nuch
better than | would wish to. Ha, but nmy life is but a box of worngears.”

He stonped around again in his tiny circle, around his thin steel peg-Ileg
whi ch revolved in the nud but seemed otherw se stuck.

"But why do you just keep wal king round and round?" said the nmattress.

"Just to make the point," said Marvin, and continued, round and round.

"Consider it made, my dear friend," flurbled the mattress, "consider it
made. "

"Just another mllion years," said Marvin, "just another quick mllion
Then | might try it backwards. Just for the variety, you understand.”

The mattress could feel deep in his innernmpbst spring pockets that the
robot dearly wi shed to be asked how | ong he had been trudging in this futile
and fruitless manner, and with another quiet flurble he did so.

"Oh, just over the one-point-five-mllion mark, just over," said Mrvin
airily. "Ask me if | ever get bored, go on, ask ne."

The mattress did.

Marvin ignored the question, he nerely trudged with added enphasis.

"l gave a speech once,"” he said suddenly, and apparently unconnectedly.
"You may not instantly see why | bring the subject up, but that is because ny
mnd works so phenonenally fast, and | amat a rough estimate thirty billion
times nore intelligent than you. Let ne give you an exanple. Think of a
nunber, any number."

"EBr, five," said the mattress.

"Wong," said Marvin. "You see?"

The mattress was mnuch inpressed by this and realized that it was in the
presence of a not unremarkable mind. It willomed along its entire length
sending excited little ripples through its shallow al gae-covered pool

It gupped.

"Tell me," it urged, "of the speech you once nade, | long to hear it."

"It was received very badly," said Marvin, "for a variety of reasons.
delivered it," he added, pausing to nmake an awkward hunping sort of gesture
with his not-exactly-good arm but his arm which was better than the other one
which was dishearteningly welded to his left side, "over there, about a nmile
di stance. "

He was pointing as well as he could nanage, and he obviously wanted to
meke it totally clear that this was as well as he could manage, through the
m st, over the reeds, to a part of the marsh which | ooked exactly the sane as
every other part of the narsh.

"There," he repeated. "I was sonewhat of a celebrity at the tine."

Excitenment gripped the mattress. It had never heard of speeches being
delivered on Squornshellous Zeta, and certainly not by celebrities. Water
spattered off it as a thrill glurried across its back.

It did something which mattresses very rarely bother to do. Summoning
every bit of its strength, it reared its oblong body, heaved it up into the
air and held it quivering there for a few seconds whilst it peered through the
m st over the reeds at the part of the marsh which Marvin had indicated,
observing, w thout disappointnment, that it was exactly the sane as every other
part of the marsh. The effort was too nuch, and it fl odged back into its pool
deluging Marvin with snelly nmud, npss and weeds.

"l was a celebrity," droned the robot sadly, "for a short while on account
of my miraculous and bitterly resented escape froma fate alnpst as good as
death in the heart of a blazing sun. You can guess fromny condition," he

added, "how narrow my escape was. | was rescued by a scrap-netal nmerchant,
imgine that. Here | am brain the size of ... never mnd."

He trudged savagely for a few seconds.

"He it was who fixed nme up with this leg. Hateful, isn't it? He sold ne to
a Mnd Zoo. | was the star exhibit. | had to sit on a box and tell ny story
whi |l st people told me to cheer up and think positive. "Gve us a grin, little
robot,' they would shout at ne, "give us a little chuckle." | would explain to

them that to get ny face to grin wld take a good couple of hours in a
wor kshop with a wench, and that went down very well."
"The speech,” urged the mattress. "I long to hear of the speech you gave



in the marshes.”

"There was a bridge built across the marshes. A cyberstructured
hyper bridge, hundreds of mles in length, to carry ion-buggies and freighters
over the swanp."

"A bridge?" quirruled the mattress. "Here in the swanmp?"

"A bridge," confirned Marvin, "here in the swanp. It was going to
revitalize the econony of the Squornshellous System They spent the entire
econony of the Squornshellous Systembuilding it. They asked ne to open it.
Poor fools."

It began to rain a little, a fine spray slid through the mst.

"I stood on the platform For hundreds of mles in front of ne, and
hundreds of miles behind me, the bridge stretched."

"Did it glitter?" enthused the mattress.

"It glittered."

"Did it span the nmiles mjestically?"

"It spanned the niles nmpjestically.”

"Did it stretch like a silver thread far out into the invisible nist?"

"Yes," said Marvin. "Do you want to hear this story?"

"I want to hear your speech," said the mattress.

"This is what | said. | said, "I would like to say that it is a very great
pl easure, honour and privilege for me to open this bridge, but | can't because
my lying circuits are all out of commssion. | hate and despise you all. | now

declare this hapless cyberstructure open to the unthinkabl e abuse of all who
wantonly cross her.' And | plugged nyself into the opening circuits."

Marvi n paused, renenbering the nonent.

The mattress flurred and glurried. It flolloped, gupped and wllom ed,
doing this last in a particularly floopy way.

"Voon," it wrfed at last. "And it was a magni ficent occasion?"

"Reasonabl y magni fi cent. The entire t housand-m | e-1 ong bri dge
spontaneously folded up its glittering spans and sank weeping into the mre
taki ng everybody with it."

There was a sad and terrible pause at this point in the conversation
during which a hundred thousand peopl e seened unexpectedly to say "wop" and a
team of white robots descended fromthe sky |ike dandelion seeds drifting on
the wind in tight mlitary formation. For a sudden violent nmonment they were
all there, in the swanp, wenching Marvin's false leg off, and then they were
gone again in their ship, which said "foop".

"You see the sort of thing | have to contend with?" said Marvin to the
gobbering mattress.

Suddenly, a nmonment |ater, the robots were back again for another violent
incident, and this time when they left, the mattress was alone in the swanp.
He flolloped around in astonishnment and alarm He alnost lurgled in fear. He
reared hinself to see over the reeds, but there was nothing to see, just nore
reeds. He listened, but there was no sound on the w nd beyond the now famliar
sound of half-crazed etynologists calling distantly to each other across the
sullen mre.

OChapterd 10

The body of Arthur Dent span.

The Universe shattered into a mllion glittering fragnents around it, and
each particular shard span silently through the void, reflecting on its silver
surface sone single searing holocaust of fire and destruction

And then the bl ackness behind the Universe expl oded, and each particul ar
pi ece of bl ackness was the furious snoke of hell.

And t he not hingness behind the blackness behind the Universe erupted, and
behind the nothingness behind the bl ackness behind the shattered Universe was
at last the dark figure of an i mmense nman speaki ng i mense words.

"These, then," said the figure, speaking from an inmensely confortable
chair, "were the Krikkit Wars, the greatest devastation ever visited upon our
Gal axy. What you have experienced ..."

Slartibartfast floated past, waving.

"lIt's just a docunentary,"” he <called out. "This is not a good bit.



Terribly sorry, trying to find the rewind contro

" is what billions of billions of innocent "

"Do not," called out Slartibartfast floating past again, and fiddling
furiously with the thing that he had stuck into the wall of the Room of
Informational Il1lusions and which was in fact still stuck there, "agree to buy

anything at this point."
" peopl e, creatures, your fell ow beings ..
Music swelled - again, it was imense nusic, imense chords. And behind
the man, slowy, three tall pillars began to energe out of the immensely
swirling mst.

" experienced, lived through - or, nmore often, failed to Iive through
Think of that, my friends. And let us not forget - and in just a nonent |
shall be able to suggest a way which will help us always to renmenber - that

before the Krikkit Wars, the Galaxy was that rare and wonderful thing a happy
Gal axy!"

The nusic was going bananas with i mensity at this point.

"A Happy Galaxy, ny friends, as represented by the synbol of the Wkkit
Gate!"

The three pillars stood out clearly now, three pillars topped wth two
cross pieces in a way which | ooked stupefyingly famliar to Arthur's addl ed
brain.

"The three pillars,” thundered the nman. "The Steel Pillar whi ch
represented the Strength and Power of the Gal axy!"

Searchlights seared out and danced crazy dances up and down the pillar on

the left which was, clearly, nade of steel or something very Ilike it. The
musi ¢ t hunped and bel | owed.
"The Perspex Pillar,"” announced the nman, "representing the forces of

Sci ence and Reason in the Gal axy!"

Ot her searchlights played exotically up and down t he ri ght hand,
transparent pillar creating dazzling patterns wthin it and a sudden
i nexplicable craving for ice-creamin the stomach of Arthur Dent.

"And, " the thunderous voice continued, "the W oden Pillar, representing

and here his voice became just very slightly hoarse with wonderful
sentinments, "the forces of Nature and Spirituality."

The lights picked out the central pillar. The nusic noved bravely up into
the real ns of conplete unspeakability.

"Between them supporting,” the voice rolled on, approaching its climax,
"the Gol den Bail of Prosperity and the Silver Bail of Peace!"

The whol e structure was now fl ooded with dazzling lights, and the nusic
had now, fortunately, gone far beyond the limts of the discernible. At the
top of the three pillars the two brilliantly gleanmng bails sat and dazzl ed.
There seened to be girls sitting on top of them or naybe they were nmeant to
be angels. Angels are usually represented as wearing nore than that, though

Suddenly there was a dramatic hush in what was presumably nmeant to be the
Cosnps, and a darkening of the |ights.

"There is not a world,” thrilled the man's expert voice, "not a civilized
world in the Galaxy where this synbol is not revered even today. Even in
primtive worlds it persists inracial menories. This it was that the forces
of Krikkit destroyed, and this it is that now |l ocks their world away till the
end of eternity!"

And with a flourish, the man produced in his hands a nodel of the Wkkit
gate. Scale was terribly hard to judge in this whole extraordi nary spectacle,
but the nodel |ooked as if it nust have been about three feet high

"Not the original key, of course. That, as everyone knows, was destroyed,
bl asted into the ever-whirling eddies of the spacetine continuumand |ost for
ever. This is a renmarkable replica, hand-tooled by skilled craftsnmen, lovingly
assenbl ed using ancient craft secrets into a nenento you will be proud to own,
in menory of those who fell, and in tribute to the Galaxy - our Galaxy - which
they died to defend ..."

Slartibartfast floated past again at this nonent.

"Found it," he said. "We can lose all this rubbish. Just don't nod, that's
all."

"Now, let wus bow our heads in paynment,"” intoned the voice, and then said



it again, nuch faster and backwards.

Li ghts came and went, the pillars disappeared, the man gabled hinself
backwards into nothing, the Universe snappily reassenbled itself around them

"You get the gist?" said Slartibartfast.

"I'"'m astonished," said Arthur, "and bew | dered."

"l was asleep," said Ford, who floated into view at this point. "Did
nm ss anyt hi ng?"

They found thensel ves once again teetering rather rapidly on the edge of
an agonizingly high cliff. The wi nd whi pped out fromtheir faces and across a
bay on which the remains of one of the greatest and npst powerful space
battle-fleets ever assenbled in the Galaxy was briskly burning itself back
into existence. The sky was a sullen pink, darkening via a rather curious
colour to blue and wupwards to black. Snmoke billowed down out of it at an
incredible lick.

Events were now passing back by them alnpst too quickly to be
di stingui shed, and when, a short while later, a huge starbattleship rushed
away fromthemas if they'd said "boo", they only just recognized it as the
poi nt at which they had come in.

But now things were too rapid, a video-tactile blur which brushed and
jiggled them through centuries of galactic history, turning, twsting,
flickering. The sound was a nere thin thrill.

Periodically through the thickening junble of events they sensed appalling
cat astrophes, deep horrors, cataclysnc shocks, and these were always
associated with certain recurring i mages, the only inmges which ever stood out
clearly fromthe aval ance of tunbling history: a wi cket gate, a small hard red

ball, hard white robots, and al so sonething |ess distinct, sonething dark and
cl oudy.

But there was also another sensation which rose clearly out of the
thrilling passage of tine.

Just as a slow series of clicks when speeded up will lose the definition

of each individual click and gradually take on the quality of a sustained and
rising tone, so a series of individual inpressions here took on the quality of
a sustained enption - and yet not an enption. If it was an enotion, it was a
totally enptionless one. It was hatred, inplacable hatred. It was cold, not
like ice is cold, but like a wall is <cold. It was inpersonal, not as a
randomy flung fist in a crowd is inpersonal, but like a conputer-issued
par ki ng sunmons is inpersonal. And it was deadly - again, not |ike a bullet or
a knife is deadly, but like a brick wall across a notorway is deadly.

And just as a rising tone will change in character and take on harnonics
as it rises, so again, this enotionless emtion seened to rise to an
unbearable if unheard scream and suddenly seened to be a screamof guilt and
failure.

And suddenly it stopped.

They were left standing on a quiet hilltop on a tranquil evening.

The sun was setting.

Al'l around them softly undul ating green countryside rolled off gently into
the distance. Birds sang about what they thought of it all, and the genera
opi nion seened to be good. Alittle way away could be heard the sound of
children playing, and a little further away than the apparent source of that
sound could be seen in the dimrng evening |ight the outlines of a snmall town.

The town appeared to consist nostly of fairly |ow buildings nade of white
stone. The skyline was of gentle pleasing curves.

The sun had nearly set.

As if out of nowhere, music began. Slartibartfast tugged at a switch and
it stopped.

A voice said, "This ..." Slartibartfast tugged at a switch and it stopped.

"I will tell you about it," he said quietly.

The place was peaceful. Arthur felt happy. Even Ford seened cheerful. They
wal ked a short way in the direction of the town, and the |I|nformational
Illusion of the grass was pleasant and springy under their feet, and the
Informational Illusion of the flowers snelt sweet and fragrant. Only
Slartibartfast seemed apprehensive and out of sorts.

He stopped and | ooked up



It suddenly occurred to Arthur that, coming as this did at the end, so to
speak, or rather the beginning of all the horror they had just blurredly
experienced, sonething nasty nust be about to happen. He was distressed to
think that something nasty could happen to somewhere as idyllic as this. He
too glanced up. There was nothing in the sky.

"They're not about to attack here, are they?" he said. He realized that
this was nerely a recordi ng he was wal ki ng through, but he still felt alarned.

"Nothing is about to attack here,"” said Slartibartfast in a voice which
unexpectedly trenbled with enption. "This is where it all started. This is the
pl ace itself. This is Krikkit."

He stared up into the sky.

The sky, from one horizon to another, fromeast to west, fromnorth to
south, was utterly and conpl etely bl ack

OChapterd 11

Stonp stonp.
Whirrr.

"Pl eased to be of service.”

"Shut up."

"Thank you."

Stonp stonp stonp stonp stonp.

VWhirrr.

"Thank you for nmeking a sinple door very happy."

"Hope your diodes rot."

"Thank you. Have a nice day."

Stonp stonp stonp stonp.

VWhirrr.

"It is ny pleasure to open for you ..."

"Zark off."

" and ny satisfaction to close again with the knowl edge of a job well
done. "

"I said zark off."

"Thank you for listening to this nessage."”

Stonp stonp stonp stonp.

"Wop. "

Zaphod stopped stonping. He had been stonping around the Heart of Gold for
days, and so far no door had said "wop" to him He was fairly certain that no
door had said "wop" to himnow It was not the sort of thing doors said. Too
concise. Furthernore, there were not enough doors. It sounded as if a hundred
t housand people had said "wop", which puzzled him because he was the only
person on the ship.

It was dark. Mst of the ship's non-essential systems were closed down. |t
was drifting in a renpte area of the Galaxy, deep in the inky blackness of
space. So which particular hundred thousand people would turn up at this point
and say a totally unexpected "wop"?

He | ooked about him up the corridor and down the corridor. It was all in
deep shadow. There were just the very di mpinkish outlines of the doors which
glowed in the dark and pul sed whenever they spoke, though he had tried every
way he could think of of stopping them

The lights were off so that his heads could avoid | ooking at each other,
because neither of themwas currently a particularly engaging sight, and nor
had they been since he had nmade the error of |ooking into his soul

It had indeed been an error. It had been |l ate one night - of course.

It had been a difficult day - of course.

There had been soulful nusic playing on the ship's sound system - of
cour se.

And he had, of course, been slightly drunk

In other words, all the usual conditions which bring on a bout of soul
searching had applied, but it had, nevertheless, clearly been an error.

Standing now, silent and alone in the dark corridor he renmenbered the
monment and shivered. Hi s one head | ooked one way and his other the other and
each decided that the other was the way to go.



He |istened but could hear nothing.

Al'l there had been was the "wop".

It seemed an awfully long way to bring an awfully | arge nunber of people
just to say one word.

He started nervously to edge his way in the direction of the bridge. There
at least he would feel in control. He stopped again. The way he was feeling he
didn't think he was an awfully good person to be in control

The first shock of that monent, thinking back, had been discovering that
he actually had a soul

In fact he'd always nore or |ess assuned that he had one as he had a ful
conpl ement of everything else, and indeed two of sonethings, but suddenly
actually to encounter the thing lurking there deep within himhad giving hima
severe jolt.

And then to discover (this was the second shock) that it wasn't the
totally wonderful object which he felt a man in his position had a natura
right to expect had jolted himagain.

Then he had thought about what his position actually was and the renewed
shock had nearly made himspill his drink. He drained it quickly before
anything serious happened to it. He then had another quick one to follow the
first one down and check that it was all right.

"Freedom" he said al oud.

Trillian canme on to the bridge at that point and said several enthusiastic
things on the subject of freedom

"l can't cope with it," he said darkly, and sent a third drink down to see
why the second hadn't yet reported on the condition of the first. He | ooked
uncertainly at both of her and preferred the one on the right.

He poured a drink down his other throat with the plan that it would head
the previous one off at the pass, join forces with it, and together they would
get the second to pull itself together. Then all three would go off in search
of the first, give it a good talking to and nmaybe a bit of a sing as well.

He felt uncertain as to whether the fourth drink had understood all that,
so he sent down a fifth to explain the plan nmore fully and a sixth for nora
support.

"You're drinking too nmuch," said Trillian

His heads collided trying to sort out the four of her he could now see
into a whole position. He gave up and | ooked at the navigation screen and was
astoni shed to see a quite phenonenal nunber of stars.

"Excitenment and adventure and really wild things," he nuttered.

"Look," she said in a synpathetic tone of voice, and sat down near him
"it's quite understandable that you're going to feel alittle aimess for a
bit."

He boggl ed at her. He had never seen anyone sit on their own |ap before.

"Wow, " he said. He had another drink

"You' ve finished the m ssion you' ve been on for years."

"l haven't been on it. |I've tried to avoid being on it."

"You' ve still finished it."

He grunted. There seened to be a terrific party going on in his stonach

"l think it finished ne," he said. "Here | am Zaphod Beebl ebrox, | can go
anywhere, do anything. | have the greatest ship in the know sky, a girl with
whom t hi ngs seemto be working out pretty well ..."

"Are they?"

"As far as | can tell 1'mnot an expert in personal relationships ..."

Trillian raised her eyebrows.

"l am" he added, "one hell of a guy, | can do anything | want only | just
don't have the faintest idea what."

He paused.

"One thing," he further added, "has suddenly ceased to | ead to another" -
in contradiction of which he had another drink and slid gracelessly off his
chair.

Whilst he slept it off, Trillian did a little research in the ship's copy
of The Htch Hker's Guide to the Galaxy. It had sone advice to offer on
drunkenness.

"Go toit," it said, "and good luck."



It was cross-referenced to the entry concerning the size of the Universe
and ways of coping with that.

Then she found the entry on Han Wavel, an exotic holiday planet, and one
of the wonders of the Gal axy.

Han Wavel is a world which consists |argely of fabulous ultraluxury hotels
and casinos, all of which have been forned by the natural erosion of wind and
rain.

The chances of this happening are nore or less one to infinity against.
Little is known of how this came about because none of the geophysicists,
probability statisticians, meteoranalysts or bizzarrol ogists who are so keen
to research it can afford to stay there

Terrific, thought Trillian to herself, and within a few hours the great
white running-shoe ship was slowy powering down out of the sky beneath a hot
brilliant sun towards a brightly coloured sandy spaceport. The ship was
clearly causing a sensation on the ground, and Trillian was enjoying herself.
She heard Zaphod noving around and whistling somewhere in the ship.

"How are you?" she said over the general intercom

"Fine," he said brightly, "terribly well."

"Where are you?"

"In the bathroom"

"What are you doi ng?"

"Staying here."

After an hour or two it becane plain that he neant it and the ship
returned to the sky without having once opened its hat chway.

"Hei gh ho," said Eddie the Conputer

Trillian nodded patiently, tapped her fingers a couple of tines and pushed
the intercomsw tch

"I think that enforced fun is probably not what you need at this point."

"Probably not," replied Zaphod from wherever he was.

"l think a bit of physical challenge would help draw you out of yourself."

"What ever you think, | think," said Zaphod.

"Recreational Inpossibilities" was a heading which caught Trillian's eye
when, a short while later, she sat down to flip through the Guide again, and
as the Heart of Gold rushed at inprobable speeds in an indeterninate
direction, she sipped a cup of sonething undrinkable fromthe Nutrimatic Drink
Di spenser and read about howto fly.

The Hitch Hiker's Guide to the Galaxy has this to say on the subject of
flying.

There is an art, it says, or rather a knack to flying.

The knack lies in learning how to throw yourself at the ground and m ss.

Pick a nice day, it suggests, and try it.

The first part is easy.

All it requires is sinply the ability to throw yourself forward with al
your weight, and the willingness not to mind that it's going to hurt.

That is, it's going to hurt if you fail to mss the ground.

Most people fail to miss the ground, and if they are really trying
properly, the likelihood is that they will fail to mss it fairly hard.

Clearly, it's the second point, the missing, which presents the
difficulties.

One problemis that you have to niss the ground accidentally. It's no good
deliberately intending to mss the ground because you won't. You have to have
your attention suddenly distracted by sonmething else when you' re halfway
there, so that you are no |onger thinking about falling, or about the ground,
or about how much it's going to hurt if you fail to mss it.

It is notoriously difficult to prise your attention away fromthese three
things during the split second you have at your disposal. Hence npbst people's
failure, and their eventual disillusionment with this exhilarating and
spectacul ar sport.

I f, however, you are lucky enough to have your attention nonentarily
distracted at the crucial nmonment by, say, a gorgeous pair of |egs (tentacles,
pseudopodi a, according to phyllum and/ or personal inclination) or a bonb going
off in your vicinity, or by suddenly spotting an extrenmely rare species of
beetle crawling along a nearby twig, then in your astonishnment you will mss



the ground conpletely and remain bobbing just a few inches above it in what
m ght seemto be a slightly foolish manner.

This is a nonent for superb and delicate concentration

Bob and float, float and bob.

Ignore all considerations of your own weight and sinply | et yourself waft
hi gher.

Do not listen to what anybody says to you at this point because they are
unlikely to say anything hel pful

They are nost likely to say sonething along the |lines of, "Good God, you
can't possibly be flying!"

It is vitally inmportant not to believe them or they wll suddenly be
right.

waft hi gher and higher.

Try a few swoops, gentle ones at first, then drift above the treetops
breathing regularly.

Do not wave at anybody.

When you have done this a few tines you wll find the noment of
distraction rapidly becones easier and easier to achieve.

You wll then learn all sorts of things about how to control your flight,
your speed, your manoeuvrability, and the trick usually lies in not thinking
too hard about whatever you want to do, but just allowing it to happen as if
it was going to anyway.

You will also learn how to |land properly, which is something you wll
al rost certainly cock up, and cock up badly, on your first attenpt.

There are private flying clubs you can join which help you achieve the
all -inportant nonent of distraction. They hire people with surprising bodies
or opinions to |leap out from behind bushes and exhibit and/or explain them at
the crucial nmonents. Few genuine hitch-hikers will be able to afford to join
these clubs, but some may be able to get tenporary enploynent at them

Trillian read this longingly, but reluctantly decided that Zaphod wasn't
really in the right frame of mnd for attempting to fly, or for walking
through nmountains or for trying to get the Brantisvogan Civil Service to
acknowl edge a change-of -address card, which were the other things |isted under
the heading "Recreational Inpossibilities".

Instead, she flew the ship to Allosinmanius Syneca, a world of ice, snow,
m nd- hurtling beauty and stunning cold. The trek fromthe snow plains of Liska
to the summit of the Ice Crystal Pyram ds of Sastantua is |ong and gruelling,
even with jet skis and a team of Syneca Snowhounds, but the view fromthe top
a view which takes in the Stin dacier Fields, the shimering Prism Mountains
and the far ethereal dancing icelights, is one which first freezes the mnd
and then slowly releases it to hitherto unexperienced horizons of beauty, and
Trillian, for one, felt that she could do with a bit of having her mnd slowy
rel eased to hitherto unexperienced horizons of beauty.

They went into a low orbit.

There lay the silverwhite beauty of Allosimnius Syneca beneath them

Zaphod stayed in bed wth one head stuck under a pillow and the other
doing crosswords till late into the night.

Trillian nodded patiently again, counted to a sufficiently high nunber,
and told herself that the inmportant thing now was just to get Zaphod tal king.

She prepared, by dint of deactivating all the robot kitchen synthomatics,
the nost fabulously delicious neal she could contrive - delicately oiled
meal s, scented fruits, fragrant cheeses, fine Al debaran wi nes.

She «carried it through to himand asked if he felt |ike talking things
t hr ough.

"Zark off," said Zaphod.

Trillian nodded patiently to herself, counted to an even higher nunber,
tossed the tray lightly aside, walked to the transport room and just
tel eported herself the hell out of his life.

She didn't even programre any coordi nates, she hadn't the faintest idea
where she was going, she just went - a randomrow of dots flow ng through the
Uni ver se.

"Anything," she said to herself as she left, "is better than this."

"Good job too," nuttered Zaphod to hinself, turned over and failed to go



to sl eep.

The next day he restlessly paced the enpty corridors of the ship,
pretending not to look for her, though he knew she wasn't there. He ignored
the conputer's querulous denmands to know just what the hell was going on
around here by fitting a small electronic gag across a pair of its terninals.

After a while he began to turn down the lights. There was nothing to see.
Not hi ng was about to happen

Lying in bed one night - and night was now virtually continuous on the
ship - he decided to pull hinmself together, to get things into sone kind of
perspective. He sat up sharply and started to pull clothes on. He decided that
there nust be sonmeone in the Universe feeling nore wetched, m serable and
forsaken than hinself, and he deternm ned to set out and find him

Hal fway to the bridge it occurred to himthat it mght be Marvin, and he
returned to bed.

It was a few hours later than this, as he stonped di sconsol ately about the
darkened corridors swearing at cheerful doors, that he heard the "wop" said,
and it made himvery nervous.

He | eant tensely against the corridor wall and frowned like a man trying
to wunbend a corkscrew by telekinesis. He laid his fingertips against the wall
and felt an unusual vibration. And now he could quite clearly hear slight
noi ses, and could hear where they were comng from- they were conming fromthe
bri dge.

"Conput er?" he hissed

"MmmP?" said the conputer term nal nearest him equally quietly.

"l's there soneone on this ship?"

"Mmmm " said the conputer

"Who is it?"
Mmmm nmm mmmm Y said t he conputer.
"What ?"

" Mmmm mmm mm- nmmmmmmm

Zaphod buried one of his faces in two of his hands.

"Oh, Zarquon," he nuttered to hinself. Then he stared up the corridor
towards the entrance to the bridge in the dimdistance from which nmore and
purposeful noises were conmng, and in which the gagged terminals were
si t uat ed.

"Conputer, "’

" Mhmmm e

"When | ungag you ..

" Mmmm "

"Remind me to punch nyself in the nouth.”

" Mmmm  nmm?”

"Either one. Now just tell me this. One for yes, tw for no. Is it
danger ous?"

" Mmmm "

"It is?"

Y —

"You didn't just go “mmm tw ce?"

" Mmm mmm

" Hhmm ™

He inched his way up the corridor as if he would rather be yarding his way
down it, which was true.

He was within two vyards of the door to the bridge when he suddenly
realized to his horror that it was going to be nice to him and he stopped
dead. He hadn't been able to turn off the doors' courtesy voice circuits.

This doorway to the bridge was concealed fromviewwithin it because of
the excitingly chunky way in which the bridge had been designed to curve
round, and he had been hoping to enter unobserved.

He I|eant despondently back against the wall again and said sone words
whi ch his other head was quite shocked to hear.

He peered at the dimpink outline of the door, and discovered that in the
darkness of the corridor he could just about nmake out the Sensor Field which
extended out into the corridor and told the door when there was someone there
for whomit mnmust open and to whomit nust make a cheery and pl easant remark

he hi ssed agai n.



He pressed hinself hard back against the wall and edged hinself towards
the door, flattening his chest as nuch as he possibly could to avoid brushing
against the very, very dimperineter of the field. He held his breath, and
congratul ated hinself on having lain in bed sulking for the last few days
rather than trying to work out his feelings on chest expanders in the ship's
gym

He then realized he was going to have to speak at this point.

He took a series of very shallow breaths, and then said as quickly and as
quietly as he could, "Door, if you can hear me, say so very, very quietly."

Very, very quietly, the door nurnured, "I can hear you."

"Good. Now, in a monent, |I'mgoing to ask you to open. \Wen you open | do
not want you to say that you enjoyed it, OK?"

n G( n

"And | don't want you to say to nme that | have nade a sinple door very
happy, or that it is your pleasure to open for ne and your satisfaction to
close again with the know edge of a job well done, OK?"

"OK "

"And | do not want you to ask nme to have a nice day, understand?”

"l understand."

"OK," said Zaphod, tensing hinmself, "open now."

The door slid open quietly. Zaphod slipped quietly through. The door
closed quietly behind him

"I's that the way you like it, M Beebl ebrox?" said the door out |oud

"l want you to inmgine," said Zaphod to the group of white robots who
swung round to stare at himat that point, "that | have an extrenely powerful
Kill-O Zap blaster pistol in ny hand."”

There was an immensely cold and savage silence. The robots regarded him
wi th hideously dead eyes. They stood very still. There was sonething intensely
macabre about their appearance, especially to Zaphod who had never seen one
before or even known anything about them The Krikkit Wars bel onged to the
anci ent past of the Gal axy, and Zaphod had spent nost of his wearly history

| essons plotting how he was going to have sex with the girl in the
cybercubicle next to him and since his teaching conputer had been an integra
part of this plot it had eventually had all its history circuits w ped and

replaced with an entirely different set of ideas which had then resulted in it
being scrapped and sent to a home for Degenerate Cybermats, whither it was
followed by the girl who had inadvertently fallen deeply in love wth the
unfortunate nachine, wth the result (a) that Zaphod never got near her and
(b) that he missed out on a period of ancient history that would have been of
i nestimable value to himat this noment.

He stared at themin shock

It was inpossible to explain why, but their snpoth and sl eek white bodies

seenmed to be the wutter enbodinment of <clean, clinical evil. From their
hi deously dead eyes to their powerful lifeless feet, they were clearly the
cal cul ated product of a mind that wanted sinply to kill. Zaphod gul ped in cold
fear.

They had been dismantling part of the rear bridge wall, and had forced a

passage through sonme of the vital innards of the ship. Through the tangled
wr eckage Zaphod could see, with a further and worse sense of shock, that they
were tunnelling towards the very heart of the ship, the heart of the
| nprobability Drive that had been so mysteriously created out of thin air, the
Heart of Gold itself.

The robot closest to himwas regarding himin such a way as to suggest
that it was neasuring every snallest particle of his body, mnd and
capability. And when it spoke, what it said seenmed to bear this inpression
out. Before going on to what it actually said, it is worth recording at this
poi nt that Zaphod was the first living organic being to hear one of these
creatures speak for something over ten billion years. |If he had paid nore
attention to his ancient history |lessons and less to his organic being, he
nm ght have been nmore inpressed by this honour.

The robot's voice was like its body, cold, sleek and lifeless. It had
almost a cultured rasp to it. It sounded as ancient as it was.

It said, "You do have a Kill-O Zap bl aster pistol in your hand."



Zaphod didn't know what it neant for a noment, but then he glanced down at
hi s own hand and was relieved to see that what he had found clipped to a wall
bracket was indeed what he had thought it was.

"Yeah," he said in a kind of relieved sneer, which is quite tricky, "well,
I wouldn't want to overtax your immgination, robot." For a while nobody said
anyt hi ng, and Zaphod realized that the robots were obviously not here to make
conversation, and that it was up to him

"I can't help noticing that you have parked your ship," he said with a nod
of one of his heads in the appropriate direction, "through mne."

There was no denying this. Wthout regard for any kind of proper
di mensi onal behavi our they had sinply materialized their ship precisely where
they wanted it to be, which neant that it was sinply | ocked through the Heart
of Gold as if they were nothing nore than two conbs.

Again, they made no response to this, and Zaphod wondered if the
conversation would gather any nonmentumif he phrased his part of it in the
form of questions.

" haven't you?" he added.

"Yes," replied the robot."

"Er, OK " said Zaphod. "So what are you cats doi ng here?"

Si | ence.

"Robots," said Zaphod, "what are you robots doing here?"

"We have cone," rasped the robot, "for the Gold of the Bail."

Zaphod nodded. He waggled his gun to invite further el aboration. The robot
seenmed to understand this.

"The CGold Bail is part of the Key we seek," <continued the robot, "to
rel ease our Masters fromKrikkit."

Zaphod nodded again. He waggled his gun again.

"The Key," continued the robot simply, "was disintegrated in tine and
space. The Golden Bail is enbedded in the device which drives vyour ship. It
will be reconstituted in the Key. Qur Masters shall be released. The Universa

Readj ustment will continue.”

Zaphod nodded agai n.

"What are you tal ki ng about ?" he said.

A slightly pained expression seened to cross the robot's totally
expressionl ess face. He seened to be finding the conversation depressing.

"Obliteration,” it said. "W seek the Key," it repeated, "we already have
the Woden Pillar, the Steel Pillar and the Perspex Pillar. In a nonent we
will have the Gold Bail ..."

"No you won't."

"W will," stated the robot.

"No you won't. It nmkes ny ship work."

"I'n a monent," repeated the robot patiently, "we will have the Gold Bai
"You will not," said Zaphod.

"And then we must go," said the robot, in all seriousness, "to a party."”

"Oh," said Zaphod, startled. "Can | come?"

"No," said the robot. "W are going to shoot you."

"Oh yeah?" said Zaphod, waggling his gun

"Yes," said the robot, and they shot him

Zaphod was so surprised that they had to shoot him again before he fel
down.

OChapterd 12

"Shhh," said Slartibartfast. "Listen and watch."

Ni ght had now fallen on ancient Krikkit. The sky was dark and enpty. The
only light was coning from the nearby town, from which pleasant convivi al
sounds were drifting quietly on the breeze. They stood beneath a tree from
which heady fragrances wafted around them Arthur squatted and felt the
Informational Illusion of the soil and the grass. He ran it through his
fingers. The soil seemed heavy and rich, the grass strong. It was hard to
avoid the inpression that this was a thoroughly delightful place in al
respects.



The sky was, however, extrenely blank and seemed to Arthur to cast a

certain chill over the otherwise idyllic, if currently invisible, |andscape.
Still, he supposed, it's a question of what you' re used to.

He felt a tap on his shoulder and | ooked up. Slartibartfast was quietly
directing his attention to sonething down the other side of the hill. He

| ooked and could just see sone faint |ights dancing and wavi ng, and novi ng
slowy in their direction.

As they cane nearer, sounds becane audible too, and soon the dim |lights
and noises resolved thenselves into a small group of people who were wal ki ng
honme across the hill towards the town.

They wal ked quite near the watchers beneath the tree, swinging Ilanterns
which nmade soft and crazy lights dance anmpbng the trees and grass, chattering
contentedly, and actually singing a song about how terribly nice everything
was, how happy they were, how nuch they enjoyed working on the farm and how
pl easant it was to be going hone to see their wves and children, wth a
lilting chorus to the effect that the flowers were snelling particularly nice
at this tinme of year and that it was a pity the dog had died seeing as it
liked them so much. Arthur could al nost imagine Paul MCartney sitting with
his feet up by the fire on evening, hummng it to Linda and wondering what to
buy with the proceeds, and thinking probably Essex.

"The Masters of Krikkit," breathed Slartibartfast in sepul chral tones.

Coming, as it did, so hard upon the heels of his own thoughts about Essex
this remark caused Arthur a nonent's confusion. Then the logic of the
situation inposed itself on his scattered nnd, and he discovered that he
still didn't understand what the old man neant.

"\What ?" he said.

"The Masters of Krikkit," said Slartibartfast again, and if his breathing
had been sepulchral before, this tinme he sounded |ike soneone in Hades with
bronchitis.

Arthur peered at the group and tried to make sense of what little
information he had at his disposal at this point.

The people in the group were clearly alien, if only because they seened a
little tall, thin, angular and alnobst as pale as to be white, but otherw se
they appeared remarkably pleasant; a little whinsical perhaps, one woul dn't
necessarily want to spend a |ong coach journey with them but the point was
that if they deviated in any way from being good straightforward people it was
in being perhaps too nice rather than not nice enough. So why all this rasping
lungwork from Slartibartfast which would seemnore appropriate to a radio
comercial for one of those nasty filns about chainsaw operators taking their
work home with then?

Then, this Krikkit angle was a tough one, too. He hadn't quite fathoned
the connection between what he knew as cricket, and what

Slartibartfast interrupted his train of thought at this point as if
sensi ng what was goi ng through his m nd

"The ganme you know as cricket,"” he said, and his voice still seened to be
wandering lost in subterranean passages, "is just one of those curious freaks
of racial nenory which can keep images alive in the m nd aeons after their
true significance has been lost in the nmsts of tine. O all the races on the
Gal axy, only the English could possibly revive the nenory of the nost horrific
wars ever to sunder the Universe and transformit into what |'mafraid is
general ly regarded as an inconprehensibly dull and pointless gane.

"Rather fond of it nyself," he added, "but in npst people' s eyes you have
been inadvertently guilty of the nbst grotesque bad taste. Particularly the
bit about the little red ball hitting the wicket, that's very nasty."

"Un" said Arthur with a reflective frowm to indicate that his cognitive
synapses were coping with this as best as they could, "um"

"And these," said Slartibartfast, slipping back into crypt guttural and
i ndi cating the group of Krikkit nen who had now wal ked past them "are the
ones who started it all, and it will start tonight. Conme, we will follow and
see why."

They slipped out fromunderneath the tree, and followed the cheery party
along the dark hill path. Their natural instinct was to tread quietly and
stealthily in pursuit of their quarry, though, as they were sinmply walking



through a recorded Informational |Illusion, they could as easily have been
weari ng euphoni uns and woad for all the notice their quarry would have taken
of them

Arthur noticed that a couple of nenbers of the party were now singing a
different song. It cane lilting back to themthrough the soft night air, and
was a sweet romantic ballad which woul d have netted McCartney Kent and Sussex
and enabled himto put in a fair offer for Hanpshire.

"You nust surely know," said Slartibartfast to Ford, "what it is that s
about to happen?”

"Me?" said Ford. "No."

"Did you not learn Ancient Galactic History when you were a child?"

"I was in the cybercubicle behind Zaphod," said Ford, "it was very
distracting. Which isn't to say that | didn't learn sone pretty stunning
t hi ngs."

At this point Arthur noticed a curious feature to the song that the party
were singing. The middle eight bridge, which would have had MCartney firmy
consolidated in Wnchester and gazing intently over the Test Valley to the
rich pickings of the New Forest beyond, had some «curious lyrics. The
songwriter was referring to neeting with a girl not "under the nmoon" or

"beneath the stars" but "above the grass", which struck Arthur a Ilittle
prosaic. Then he |looked up again at the bewi ldering black sky, and had the
distinct feeling that there was an inportant point here, if only he could

grasp what it was. It gave hima feeling of being alone in the Universe, and
he said so.

"No," said Slartibartfast, with a slight quickening of his step, "the
people of Krikkit have never thought to thenmselves "W are alone in the
Uni verse.' They are surrounded by a huge Dust Cl oud, you see, their single sun
with its single world, and they are right out on the utnost eastern edge of
the @Gl axy. Because of the Dust Cloud there has never been anything to see in
the sky. At night it is totally blank, During the day there is the sun, but
you can't look directly at that so they don't. They are hardly aware of the
sky. It's as if they had a blind spot which extended 180 degrees from horizon
to horizon.

"You see, the reason why they have never thought "W are alone in the
Universe' is that until tonight they don't know about the Universe. Unti
toni ght."

He noved on, leaving the words ringing in the air behind him

"l magi ne," he said, "never even thinking "W are alone' sinply because it
has never occurred to you to think that there's any other way to be."

He nmoved on again.

"I"'mafraid this is going to be a little unnerving," he added.

As he spoke, they became aware of a very thin roaring scream high up in
the sightless sky above them They glanced upwards in alarm but for a nmoment
or two could see not hing.

Then Arthur noticed that the people in the party in front of them had
heard the noi se, but that none of them seemed to know what to so with it. They
were glancing around thenselves in consternation, |left, right, forwards,
backwards, even at the ground. It never occurred to themto | ook upwards.

The profoundness of the shock and horror they enmanated a few nonents | ater
when the burning weckage of a spaceship canme hurtling and screamng out of
the sky and crashed about half a mle fromwhere they were standi ng was
sormet hing that you had to be there to experience.

Sone speak of the Heart of CGold in hushed tones, sonme of the Starship
Bi stromath

Many speak of the | egendary and gigantic Starship Titanic, a mpjestic and
| uxurious cruise-liner |aunched fromthe great shipbuilding asteroid conpl exes
of Artifactovol sone hundreds of years ago now, and with good reason

It was sensationally beautiful, staggeringly huge, and nore pleasantly
equi pped than any ship in what now renmins of history (see note below on the
Canpaign for Real Tinme) but it had the msfortune to be built in the very
earliest days of Inprobability Physics, long before this difficult and cussed
branch of know edge was fully, or at all, understood.

The designers and engineers decided, in their innocence, to build a



prototype |Inprobability Field into it, which was nmeant, supposedly, to ensure
that it was Infinitely |Inprobable that anything would ever go wong wth any
part of the ship.

They did not realize that because of the quasi-reciprocal and circular
nature of all Inprobability <calculations, anything that was Infinitely
| nprobabl e was actually very likely to happen al nost i mediately.

The Starship Titanic was a nonstrously pretty sight as it lay beached I|ike
a silver Arct uran Megavoi dwhal e anongst the laserlit tracery of its
construction gantries, a brilliant cloud of pins and needles of |ight against
the deep interstellar blackness; but when |aunched, it did not even manage to
conplete its very first radio message - an SOS - before wundergoing a sudden
and gratuitous total existence failure.

However, the same event which saw the disastrous failure of one science in
its infancy also wtnessed the apotheosis of another. It was conclusively
proven that nore people watched the tri-d coverage of the launch than actually
existed at the time, and this has now been recognized as the greatest
achi evenent ever in the science of audience research

Anot her spectacul ar nedia event of that tinme was the supernova which the
star Ysllodins underwent a few hours later. Ysllodins is the star around which
nost of the Galaxy's mmjor insurance underwiters live, or rather lived.

But whil st these spaceshi ps, and other great ones which conme to mnd, such
as the Galactic Fleet Battleships - the GSS Daring, the GSS Audacy and the GSS
Suicidal Insanity - are all spoken of with awe, pride, enthusiasm affection
admration, regret, jealousy, resentnent, in fact nost of the better known
enotions, the one which regularly commands the npst actual astonishnment was
Krikkit One, the first spaceship ever built by the people of Krikkit. This is
not because it was a wonderful ship. It wasn't.

It was a crazy piece of near junk. It |looked as if it had been knocked up
in sonebody's backyard, and this was in fact precisely where it had been
knocked up. The astonishing thing about the ship was not that it was one well
(it wasn't) but that it was done at all. The period of time which had el apsed
between the nonment that the people of Krikkit had discovered that there was
such a thing as space and the |aunching of their first spaceship was al nost
exactly a year.

Ford Prefect was extrenely grateful, as he strapped hinself in, that this
was just another Informational Illusion, and that he was therefore conpletely
safe. Inreal life it wasn't a ship he would have set foot in for all the rice
wine in China. "Extrenely rickety" was one phrase which sprang to mnmnd, and
"Please may | get out?" was another.

"This is going to fly?" said Arthur, giving gaunt | ooks, at the |ashed
t oget her pi pework and wiring which festooned the cranped interior of the shinp.

Slartibartfast assured himthat it would, that they were perfectly safe
and that it was all going to be extrenely instructive and not alittle
har r owi ng.

Ford and Arthur decided just to relax and be harrowed.

"Way not," said Ford, "go mad?"

In front of themand, of course, totally unaware of their presence for the
very good reason that they weren't actually there, were the three pilots. They
had al so constructed the ship. They had been on the hill path that night
singing whol esone heartwarnmng songs. Their brains had been very slightly
turned by the nearby crash of the alien spaceship. They had spent weeks
stripping every tiniest Jlast secret out of the weckage of that burnt-up
spaceship, all the while singing lilting spaceshipstripping ditties. They had
then built their own ship and this was it. This was their ship, and they were
currently singing a little song about that too, expressing the twin joys of
achi evenent and ownership. The chorus was a little poignant, and told of their
sorrow that their work had kept them such |ong hours in the garage, away from
the conpany of their wives and children, who had missed themterribly but had
kept them cheerful by bringing themcontinual stories of how nicely the puppy
was grow ng up.

Pow, they took off.

They roared into the sky like a ship that knew precisely what it was
doi ng.



"No way," said Ford a while later after they had recovered fromthe shock
of acceleration, and were clinbing up out of the planet's atnosphere, "no
way," he repeated, "does anyone design and build a ship like this in a year,
no matter how notivated. | don't believe it. Prove it to ne and | still won't
believe it." He shook his head thoughtfully and gazed out of a tiny port at
t he not hi ngness outside it.

The trip passed uneventfully for a while, and Slartibartfast fastwound
them t hrough it

Very quickly, therefore, they arrived at the inner perinmeter of the
hol | ow, spherical Dust Cl oud which surrounded their sun and honme planet,
occupying, as it were, the next orbit out.

It was nmore as if there was a gradual change in the texture and
consi stency of space. The darkness seened now to thrumand ripple past them
It was a very cold darkness, a very blank and heavy darkness, it was the
darkness of the night sky of Krikkit.

The col dness and heaviness and blankness of it took a slow grip on
Arthur's heart, and he felt acutely aware of the feelings of the Krikkit
pilots which hung in the air like a thick static charge. They were now on the
very boundary of the historical know edge of their race. This was the very
limt beyond which none of them had ever specul ated, or even known that there
was any specul ation to be done.

The darkness of the cloud buffeted at the ship. Inside was the silence of
hi story. Their historic mssion was to find out iif there was anything or
anywhere on the other side of the sky, from which the wecked spaceship could
have cone, another world maybe, strange and inconprehensible though this
thought was to the enclosed minds of those who had lived beneath the sky of
Krikkit.

History was gathering itself to deliver another bl ow.

Still the darkness thrummed at them the blank enclosing darkness. It
seemed closer and closer, thicker and thicker, heavier and heavier. And
suddenly it was gone.

They flew out of the cloud.

They saw the staggering jewels of the night in their infinite dust and
their mnds sang with fear.

For a while they flew on, notionless against the starry sweep of the
Gal axy, itself notionless against the infinite sweep of the Universe. And then
t hey turned round.

"1t'll have to go," the nen of Krikkit said as they headed back for hone.
On the way back they sang a nunber of tuneful and reflective songs on the
subjects of peace, justice, norality, «culture, sport, famly life and the

obliteration of all other life forms.

OChapterd 13

"So you see," said Slartibartfast, slowy stirring his artificially
constructed coffee, and thereby also stirring the whirl pool interfaces between
real and wunreal nunbers, between the interactive perceptions of mnd and
Uni verse, and thus generating the restructured matrices of inplicitly enfol ded
subjectivity which allowed his ship to reshape the very concept of time and
space, "howit is."

"Yes," said Arthur.

"Yes," said Ford.

"What do | do," said Arthur, "with this piece of chicken?"

Slartibartfast glanced at him gravely.

"Toy with it," he said, "toy withit."

He denmonstrated with his own piece.

Arthur did so, and felt the slight tingle of a mathenatical function

thrilling through the chicken leg as it nmoved fourdi nensionally through what
Slartibartfast had assured himwas five-di nensi onal space.

"Overnight," said Slartibartfast, "the whole population of Krikkit was
transforned from being charnming, delightful, intelligent "

" i f whinsical " interpolated Arthur.



ordinary people,” said Slartibartfast, "into charmng, delightful
intelligent "
" whi nsi cal
mani ¢ xenophobes. The idea of a Universe didn't fit into their world
picture, so to speak. They sinply couldn't cope with it. And so, charmngly,
delightfully, intelligently, whinsically if you like, they decided to destroy
it. Wiat's the matter now?"

"I don't like the wine very nuch,"” said Arthur sniffing it.

"Well, send it back. It's all part of the mathematics of it."

Arthur did so. He didn't |ike the topography of the waiter's smle, but
he'd never |iked graphs anyway.

"Where are we goi ng?" said Ford

"Back to the Room of Informational Illusions," said Slartibartfast, rising
and patting his nmouth with the mathematical representation of a paper napkin,
"for the second half."

OChapterd 14

"The people of Krikkit," said H's H gh Judgnental Supremacy, Judiciary
Pag, LIVR (the Learned, Inpartial and Very Rel axed) Chairman of the Board of
Judges at the Krikkit War Crines Trial, "are, well, you know, they're just a
bunch of real sweet guys, you know, who just happen to want to kill everybody.
Hell, | feel the sane way some nornings. Shit.

"OK," he continued, swinging his feet up on to the bench in front of him
and pausing a nonent to pick a thread off his Cerenpnial Beach Loafers, "so
you woul dn't necessarily want to share a Galaxy with these guys."

This was true.

The Krikkit attack on the Galaxy had been stunning. Thousands and
t housands of huge Krikkit warships had | eapt suddenly out of hyperspace and
si mul t aneously attacked thousands and thousands of mmjor worlds, first seizing
vital material supplies for building the next wave, and then calmy zapping
those worl ds out of existence.

The Gal axy, which had been enjoying a period of unusual peace and
prosperity at the time, reeled like a nman getting mugged in a nmeadow.

"1 nmean,"” continued Judiciary Pag, gazing round the ultra-nodern (this was
ten billion years ago, when "ultra-nodern” neant |ots of stainless steel and
brushed concrete) and huge courtroom "these guys are just obsessed.”

This too was true, and is the only explanation anyone has yet managed to
come up wth for the uni magi nabl e speed with which the people of Krikkit had
pursued their new and absol ute purpose - the destruction of everything that
wasn't Krikkit.

It is also the only explanation for their bew |l dering sudden grasp of al
the hypertechnol ogy involved in building their thousands of spaceships, and
their millions of lethal white robots.

These had really struck terror into the hearts of everyone who had
encountered them- in nost cases, however, the terror was extrenely short
lived, as was the person experiencing the terror. They were savage, single
mnded flying battle nmachines. They wielded fornidable mul ti functiona
battl ecl ubs which, brandished one way, would knock down buildings and,
brandi shed another way, fired blistering Omi-Destructo Zap Rays and,
brandi shed a third way, |aunched a hideous arsenal of grenades, ranging from
m nor incendiary devices to Maxi-Slorta Hypernucl ear Devices which could take
out a mej or sun. Sinply striking the grenades with the battleclubs
simul taneously primed them and | aunched themw th phenonmenal accuracy over
di stances ranging fromnere yards to hundreds of thousands of niles.

"OK," said Judiciary Pag again, "so we won." He paused and chewed a little
gum "W won," he repeated, "but that's no big deal. | nean a nediumsized
gal axy against one little world, and how long did it take us? Cerk of the
Court ?"

"M lud?" said the severe little man in black, rising.

"How | ong, ki ddo?"

"It is atrifle difficult, mlud, to be precise in this matter. Tine and
di stance ..."



"Rel ax, guy, be vague."

"I hardly like to be vague, mlud, over such a ..."

"Bite the bullet and be it."

The Clerk of the Court blinked at him It was clear that like npbst of the
Gal actic legal profession he found Judiciary Pag (or Zipo Bibrok 5/ 108, as
his private name was known, inexplicably, to be) a rather distressing figure.
He was clearly a bounder and a cad. He seened to think that the fact that he
was the possessor of the finest legal mnd ever discovered gave himthe right
to behave exactly as he |iked, and unfortunately he appeared to be right.

"Er, well, mlud, very approximately, two thousand years," the Clerk
mur nur ed unhappi ly.

"And how many guys zilched out?"

"Two grillion, mlud." The Clerk sat down. A hydrospectic photo of him at
this point would have reveal ed that he was steaming slightly.

Judi ciary Pag gazed once nore around the courtroom wherein were assenbl ed
hundreds of the very highest officials of the entire Galactic adni nistration

all in their cerenmnonial wuniforms or bodies, depending on netabolism and
custom Behind a wall of Zap-Proof Crystal stood a representative group of the
people of Krikkit, Jlooking with calm polite loathing at all the aliens

gathered to pass judgnent on them This was the npbst nonentous occasion in
| egal history, and Judiciary Pag knew it.

He took out his chewing gum and stuck it under his chair.

"That's a whole lotta stiffs,” he said quietly.

The grimsilence in the courtroomseened in accord with this view

"So, like |I said, these are a bunch of really sweet guys, but you woul dn't
want to share a Galaxy with them not if they're just gonna keep at it, not if
they're not gonna learn to relax a little. | nean it's just gonna be continua
nervous tinme, isn't it, right? Pow, pow, pow, when are they next com ng at us?
Peaceful coexistence is just right out, right? Get ne sone water sonebody,
t hank you."

He sat back and sipped reflectively.

"OK," he said, "hear ne, hear ne. It's, like, these guys, you know, are
entitled to their own view of the Universe. And according to their view, which
the Universe forced on them right, they did right. Sounds crazy, but | think
you'll agree. They believe in ..."

He consulted a piece of paper which he found in the back pocket of his
Judi ci al jeans.

"They believe in “peace, justice, norality, culture, sport, famly life,
and the obliteration of all other life fornms'."

He shrugged.

"I'"ve heard a | ot worse," he said.

He scratched his crotch reflectively.

"Freeeow," he said. He took another sip of water, then held it up to the
light and frowned at it. He twisted it round.

"Hey, is there sonmething in this water?" he said

"Er, no, mlud,” said the Court Usher who had brought it to him rather
nervously.

"Then take it away," snapped Judiciary Pag, "and put something in it. |
got an idea."

He pushed away the glass and | eaned forward.

"Hear nme, hear me," he said.

The solution was brilliant, and went |ike this:
The planet of Krikkit was to be enclosed for perpetuity in an envel ope of
Slo-Time, inside which Iife would continue alnost infinitely slowmy. Al [ight

woul d be deflected round the envel ope so that it would remain invisible and
i npenetrable. Escape fromthe envel ope would be utterly inpossible unless it
were | ocked fromthe outside

When the rest of the Universe cane to its final end, when the whole of

creation reached its dying fall (this was all, of course, in the days before
it was known that the end of the Universe would be a spectacular catering
venture) and life and matter ceased to exist, then the planet of Krikkit and

its sun would energe from its Slo-Time envelope and continue a solitary
exi stence, such as it craved, in the twilight of the Universal void.



The Lock would be on an asteroid which would slowly orbit the envel ope.

The key would be the synbol of the Galaxy - the WKkkit Gate.

By the tinme the applause in the court had died down, Judiciary Pag was
already in the Sens-O Shower with a rather nice nmenber of the jury that he'd
slipped a note to half an hour earlier.

OChapterd 15

Two nonths later, Zipo Bibrok 5/ 108 had cut the bottonms off his Galactic
State jeans, and was spending part of the enornmous fee his judgments commanded
lying on a jewelled beach having Essence of Qual actin rubbed into his back by
the sane rather nice nenber of the jury. She was a Soolfinian girl from beyond
the C oudworlds of Yaga. She had skin like I enon silk and was very interested
in | egal bodies.

"Did you hear the news?" she said.

"Weeeeel aaaaah!" said Zipo Bibrok 5/ 108, and you woul d have had to have
been there to know exactly why he said this. None of this was on the tape of
Informational Illusions, and is all based on hearsay.

"No," he added, when the thing that had made hi m say "Weeeel aaaaah” had
st opped happeni ng. He noved his body round slightly to catch the first rays of
the third and greatest of prineval Vod's three suns which was now creeping
over the ludicrously beautiful horizon, and the sky now glittered with sone of
the greatest tanning power ever known.

A fragrant breeze wandered up fromthe quiet sea, trailed along the beach
and drifted back to sea again, wondering where to go next. On a nad inpulse it
went up to the beach again. It drifted back to sea.

"I hope it isn't good news," nuttered Zipo Bibrok 5/ 108, "'cos | don't
think I could bear it."

"Your Krikkit judgnent was carried out today," said the girl sunptuously.
There was no need to say such a straightforward thing sunptuously, but she
went ahead and did it anyway because it was that sort of day. "I heard it on
the radio," she said, "when | went back to the ship for the oil."'

"Uhuh," muttered Zipo and rested his head back on the jewelled sand.

"Sonet hi ng happened, " she sai d.

" Mmm?"

"Just after the Slo-Tinme envelope was |ocked," she said, and paused a
moment from rubbing in the Essence of Qualactin, "a Krikkit warship which had
been mssing presuned destroyed turned out to be just nissing after all. It
appeared and tried to seize the Key."

Zi po sat up sharply.

"Hey, what?" he said.

"it's all right," she said in a voice which would have cal med the Big Bang
down. "Apparently there was a short battle. The Key and the warship were
disintegrated and blasted into the space-time continuum Apparently they are
| ost for ever."

She snmiled, and ran a little nore Essence of Qualactin on to her
fingertips. He relaxed and | ay back down.

"Do what you did a nonment or two ago

"That ?" she sai d.

"No, no," he said, "that."

She tried again.

"That ?" she asked.

"Weeeeel aaaaah! "

Again, you had to be there.

The fragrant breeze drifted up fromthe sea again.

A magi ci an wandered al ong the beach, but no one needed him

he nmur nur ed.

OChapterd 16

"Nothing is lost for ever," said Slartibartfast, his face flickering redly
inthe light of the candle which the robot waiter was trying to take away,
"except for the Cathedral of Chalesm?"”

"The what?" said Arthur with a start.



"The Cat hedral of Chalesm" repeated Slartibartfast. "It was during the
course of my researches at the Canpaign for Real Tine that I ..."

"The what?" said Arthur again.

The old nan paused and gat hered his thoughts, for what he hoped woul d be
one | ast onslaught on his story. The robot waiter nmoved through the space-tine
matrices in a way which spectacularly conbined the surly with the obsequious,
made a snatch for the candle and got it. They had had the bill, had argued
convi nci ngly about who had had the cannelloni and how nmany bottles of wine
they had had, and, as Arthur had been dimy aware, had thereby successfully
manoeuvred the ship out of subjective space and into a parking orbit round a
strange planet. The waiter was now anxious to conplete his part of the charade
and clear the bistro.

"All will becone clear,'

"\When?"

"In a mnute. Listen. The tinme streans are now very polluted. There's a
| ot of nuck floating about in them flotsamand jetsam and nore and nore of
it is now being regurgitated into the physical world. Eddies in the space-tine
conti nuum you see."

"So | hear," said Arthur.

"Look, where are we going?" said Ford, pushing his chair back fromthe
table with inpatience. "Because |'m eager to get there."

"We are going," said Slartibartfast in a slow, neasured voice, "to try to
prevent the war robots of Krikkit fromregaining the whole of the Key they
need to unlock the planet of Krikkit fromthe Slo-Tinme envelope and release
the rest of their army and their nad Masters."

"It's just," said Ford, "that you nmentioned a party."

"l did," said Slartibartfast, and hung his head.

He realized that it had been a mistake, because the idea seened to
exercise a strange and unhealthy fascination on the m nd of Ford Prefect. The
nmore that Slartibartfast unravelled the dark and tragic story of Krikkit and
its people, the nmore Ford Prefect wanted to drink a |lot and dance with girls.

The old nan felt that he should not have nentioned the party wuntil he
absolutely had to. But there it was, the fact was out, and Ford Prefect had
attached hinmself to it the way an Arcturan Megal each attaches itself to its
victimbefore biting his head off and making off with his spaceship.

"When," said Ford eagerly, "do we get there?"

"When |'ve finished telling you why we have to go there."

"l know why 1|'m going," said Ford, and | eaned back, sticking his hands
behi nd his head. He gave one of his smles which nade people twitch

Slartibartfast had hoped for an easy retirenent.

He had been planning to learn to play the octraventral heebiephone - a
pl easantly futile task, he knew, because he had the wong nunmber of nouths.

He had also been planning to wite an eccentric and relentlessly
i naccurate nonograph on the subject of equatorial fjords in order to set the
record wong about one or two matters he saw as inportant.

Instead, he had sonmehow got talked into doing some part-tinme work for the
Canpaign for Real Tinme and had started to take it all seriously for the first
time in his life. As a result he now found hinself spending his fast-declining
years conbating evil and trying to save the Gal axy.

He found it exhausting work and sighed heavily.

"Listen," he said, "at Cantim..."

"What ?" said Arthur.

"The Canpaign for Real Tine, which | will tell you about later. | noticed
that five pieces of jetsamwhich had in relatively recent tines plopped back
into existence seened to correspond to the five pieces of the m ssing Key.
Only two | could trace exactly - the Whoden Pillar, which appeared on vyour
pl anet, and the Silver Bail. It seens to be at sone sort of party. W nust go
there to retrieve it before the Krikkit robots find it, or who knows what may
hap?"

"No," said Ford firmy. "W nust go to the party in order to drink a |ot
and dance with girls."

"But haven't you understood everything I ...?"

"Yes," said Ford, wth a sudden and unexpected fierceness, "1've

said Slartibartfast.



understood it all perfectly well. That's why I want to have as many drinks and
dance with as many girls as possible while there are still any left. If
everything you' ve shown us is true ..."

"True? Of course it's true."

"... then we don't stand a whelk's chance in a supernova."

"A what?" said Arthur sharply again. He had been fol |l owi ng t he
conversation doggedly wup to this point, and was keen not to |lose the thread
now.

"A whel k's chance in a supernova,” repeated Ford w thout |osing nonmentum
"The ..."

"What's a whelk got to do with a supernova?" said Arthur

"It doesn't," said Ford levelly, "stand a chance in one."

He paused to see if the matter was now cleared up. The freshly puzzled
| ooks cl anbering across Arthur's face told himthat it wasn't.

"A supernova," said Ford as quickly and as clearly as he could, "is a star
whi ch expl odes at al nmbst half the speed of |ight and burns with the brightness
of a billion suns and then coll apses as a super-heavy neutron star. It's a
star which burns wup other stars, got it? Nothing stands a chance in a
super nova. "

"I see," said Arthur.

"The ..."

"So why a whel k particularly?"

"Why not a whel k? Doesn't matter."

Arthur accepted this, and Ford continued, picking up his early fierce
nonent um as best he coul d.

"The point is,"” he said, "that people like you and ne, Slartibartfast, and
Art hur - particularly and especially Arthur - are just dilletantes,
eccentrics, layabouts, fartarounds if you like."

Slartibartfast frowned, partly in puzzlenment and partly in wunbrage. He
started to speak.

"- ..." is as far as he got.

"We're not obsessed by anything, you see," insisted Ford.

"And that's the deciding factor. W can't w n against obsession. They
care, we don't. They wn."

"l care about lots of things," said Slartibartfast, his voice trenbling
partly with annoyance, but partly also with uncertainty.

"Such as?"

"Well," said the old man, "life, the Universe. Everything, really.
Fjords."

"Woul d you die for then?"

"Fjords?" blinked Slartibartfast in surprise. "No."

"Well then."
"Wul dn't see the point, to be honest."”
"And | still can't see the connection,”" said Arthur, "with whel ks."

Ford could feel the conversation slipping out of his control, and refused
to be sidetracked by anything at this point.

"The point is," he hissed, "that we are not obsessive people, and we don't
stand a chance agai nst "

"Except for your sudden obsession with whelks," pursued Arthur, "which
still haven't understood."

"WIIl you please | eave whel ks out of it?"

"I will if you will,"” said Arthur. "You brought the subject up."

"It was an error," said Ford, "forget them The point is this."

He | eant forward and rested his forehead on the tips of his fingers.

"What was | tal king about?" he said wearily.

"Let's just go down to the party,"” said Slartibartfast,
reason." He stood up, shaking his head.

"l think that's what | was trying to say," said Ford

For sonme unexpl ai ned reason, the teleport cubicles were in the bathroom

for whatever

OChapterd 17



Time travel 1is increasingly regarded as a nmenace. History is being

pol | ut ed.
The Encycl opedia Gal actica has nuch to say on the theory and practice of
time travel, nost of which is inconprehensible to anyone who hasn't spent at

|l east four lifetinmes studying advanced hypermathematics, and since it was
inpossible to do this before tine travel was invented, there is a certain
anount of confusion as to how the idea was arrived at in the first place. One
rationalization of this problem states that tinme travel was, by its very
nat ure, discovered simultaneously at all periods of history, but this is
clearly bunk.

The trouble is that a ot of history is now quite clearly bunk as well.

Here is an exanple. It nay not seemto be an inportant one to sone peopl e,
but to others it is crucial. It is certainly significant in that it was the
singl e event which caused the Canpaign for Real Tinme to be set up in the first
place (or is it last? It depends which way round you see history as happeni ng,
and this too is now an increasingly vexed question).

There is, or was, a poet. His nane was Lallafa, and he wote what are
wi dely regarded throughout the Gal axy as being the finest poens in existence,
the Songs of the Long Land.

They are/were unspeakably wonderful. That is to say, you couldn't speak
very nuch of them at once without being so overcone with enmption, truth and a
sense of whol eness and oneness of things that you wouldn't pretty soon need a
brisk walk round the block, possibly pausing at a bar on the way back for a
qui ck gl ass of perspective and soda. They were that good.

Lallafa had lived in the forests of the Long Lands of Effa. He Ilived
there, and he wote his poens there. He wote them on pages made of dried
habra | eaves, without the benefit of education or correcting fluid. He wote
about the [light in the forest and what he thought about that. He wrote about
the darkness in the forest, and what he thought about that. He wote about the
girl who had | eft himand precisely what he thought about that.

Long after his death his poems were found and wondered over. News of them

spread like norning sunlight. For centuries they illuninated and watered the

lives of nany people whose lives m ght otherw se have been darker and drier.
Then, shortly after the invention of tinme travel, sonme nmmjor correcting

fluid manufacturers wondered whether his poens m ght have been better still if

he had had access to sone high-quality correcting fluid, and whether he m ght
be persuaded to say a few words on that effect.

They travelled the tinme waves, they found him they explained the
situation - wth sone difficulty - to him and did i ndeed persuade him In
fact they persuaded himto such an effect that he becane extrenely rich at
their hands, and the girl about whom he was otherw se destined to wite which
such precision never got around to |leaving him and in fact they noved out of
the forest to a rather nice pad in town and he frequently comuted to the
future to do chat shows, on which he sparkled wittily.

He never got around to writing the poens, of course, which was a problem
but an easily solved one. The manufacturers of correcting fluid simly packed
himoff for a week somewhere with a copy of a later edition of his book and a
stack of dried habra |eaves to copy themout on to, meking the odd deliberate
nm stake and correction on the way.

Many people now say that the poens are suddenly worthless. Ohers argue
that they are exactly the sane as they always were, so what's changed? The
first people say that that isn't the point. They aren't quite sure what the
point is, but they are quite sure that that isn't it. They set up the Canpaign
for Real Time to try to stop this sort of thing going on. Their case was
considerably strengthened by the fact that a week after they had set
thensel ves wup, news broke that not only had the great Cathedral of Chal esm
been pulled dowmm in order to build a new ion refinery, but that the
construction of the refinery had taken so long, and had had to extend so far
back into the past in order to allow ion production to start on tine, that the
Cat hedral of Chal esm had now never been built in the first place. Picture
postcards of the cathedral suddenly becanme i mensely val uabl e.

So a lot of history is now gone for ever. The Canpaign for Real Tiners
claimthat just as easy travel eroded the differences between one country and



anot her, and between one world and another, so tinme travel is now eroding the
di fferences between one age and another. "The past," they say, "is now truly
like a foreign country. They do things exactly the sane there."

OChapterd 18

Arthur nmaterialized, and did so with all the customary staggering about
and clasping at his throat, heart and various linbs which he still indulged
hinsel f in whenever he nmade any of these hateful and painful materializations
that he was determi ned not to let hinmself get used to.

He | ooked around for the others.

They weren't there.

He | ooked around for the others again.

They still weren't there.

He cl osed his eyes.

He opened them

He | ooked around for the others.

They obstinately persisted in their absence.

He closed his eyes again, preparatory to making this completely futile
exerci se once nore, and because it was only then, whilst his eyes were cl osed,
that his brain began to register what his eyes had been | ooking at whilst they
were open, a puzzled frown crept across his face.

So he opened his eyes again to check his facts and the frown stayed put.

If anything, it intensified, and got a good firmgrip. If this was a party
it was a very bad one, so bad, in fact, that everybody else had left. He

abandoned this line of thought as futile. Cbviously this wasn't a party. It
was a cave, or a labyrinth, or a tunnel of something - there was insufficient
light to tell. Al was darkness, a danp shiny darkness. The only sounds were

the echoes of his own breathing, which sounded worried. He coughed very
slightly, and then had to listen to the thin ghostly echo of his cough
trailing away anmobngst w nding corridors and sightless chanbers, as of sone
great labyrinth, and eventually returning to him via the sanme unseen
corridors, as if to say ... "Yes?"

This happened to every slightest noise he made, and it unnerved him He
tried to huma cheery tune, but by the tine it returned to himit was a holl ow
dirge and he stopped.

His mind was suddenly full of inmages fromthe story that Slartibartfast
had been telling him He half-expected suddenly to see |ethal white robots
step silently fromthe shadows and kill him He caught his breath. They
didn't. He let it go again. He didn't know what he did expect.

Soneone or sonething, however, seened to be expecting him for at that
monment there lit up suddenly in the dark distance an eerie green neon sign

It said, silently:

You have been Diverted

The sign flicked off again, in a way which Arthur was not at all certain
he liked. It flicked off with a sort of contenptuous flourish. Arthur then
tried to assure hinself that this was just a ridiculous trick of his
imgination. A neon sign is either on or off, depending on whether it has
electricity running through it or not. There was no way, he told himself, that
it could possibly effect the transition fromone state to the other wth a
contenptuous flourish. He hugged hinself tightly in his dressing gown and
shivered, neverthel ess.

The neon sign in the depths now suddenly it wup, bafflingly, wth just
three dots and a comma. Like this:

Only in green neon.

It was trying, Arthur realized after staring at this perplexedly for a
second or two, to indicate that there was nore to cone, that the sentence was
not conplete. Trying wth alnbst superhuman pedantry, he reflected. O at
| east, inhunan pedantry.

The sentence then conpleted itself with these two words:

Arthur Dent.

He reel ed. He steadied hinself to have another clear ook at it. It still
said Arthur Dent, so he reel ed again.



Once again, the sign flicked off, and left himblinking in the darkness
with just the dimred i mage of his nanme junping on his retina.

Wel cone, the sign now suddenly said.

After a nonent, it added:

| Don't Think.

The stone-cold fear which had been hovering about Arthur all this tine,
waiting for its nonment, recognized that its nmoment had now come and pounced on
him He tried to fight it off. He dropped into a kind of alert crouch that he
had once seen sonebody do on television, but it must have been someone with
stronger knees. He peered huntedly into the darkness.

"Er, hello?" he said.

He cleared his throat and said it again, nore loudly and without the "er"
At sone distance down the corridor it seenmed suddenly as if sonebody started
to beat on a bass drum

He listened to it for a few seconds and realized that it was just his
heart beating.

He listened for a few seconds nore and realized that it wasn't his heart
beating, it was sonmebody down the corridor beating on a bass drum

Beads of sweat forned on his brow, tensed thenselves, and |leapt off. He
put a hand out on the floor to steady his alert crouch, which wasn't hol ding
up very well. The sign changed itself again. It said:

Do Not be Al arned.

After a pause, it added:

Be Very Very Frightened, Arthur Dent.

Once again it flicked off. Once again it left himin darkness. H's eyes
seened to be popping out of his head. He wasn't certain if this was because
they were trying to see nore clearly, or if they sinmply wanted to |eave at
this point.

"Hello?" he said again, this time trying to put a note of rugged and
aggressive self-assertionintoit. "lIs anyone there?"

There was no reply, nothing.

Thi s unnerved Arthur Dent even nore than a reply woul d have done, and he
began to back away fromthe scary nothingness. And the nore he backed away,
the nore scared he becane. After a while he realized that the reason for this
was because of all the filnms he had seen in which the hero backs further and
further away from some imagined terror in front of him only to bunp into it
com ng up from behi nd.

Just then it suddenly occurred to himto turn round rather quickly.

There was not hing there.

Just bl ackness.

This really unnerved him and he started to back away fromthat, back the
way he had cone.

After doing this for a short while it suddenly occurred to himthat he was
now backi ng towards whatever it was he had been backing away fromin the first
pl ace.

This, he couldn't help thinking, nust be a foolish thing to do. He decided
he woul d be better off backing the way he had first been backing, and turned
around agai n.

It turned out at this point that his second inmpul se had been the correct
one, because there was an indescribably hideous nonster standing quietly
behind him Arthur yawed wildly as his skin tried to junp one way and his
skel eton the other, whilst his brain tried to work out which of his ears it
nost wanted to crawl out of.

"Bet you weren't expecting to see nme again," said the nonster, which
Arthur couldn't help thinking was a strange remark for it to nake, seeing as
he had never met the creature before. He could tell that he hadn't met the

creature before fromthe sinple fact that he was able to sleep at nights. It
was ... it was ... it was ...
Arthur blinked at it. It stood very still. It did look a little famliar.

A terrible cold cal mcane over himas he realized that what he was | ooking
at was a six-foot-high hologramof a housefly.

He wondered why anybody woul d be showi ng hi ma six-foot-high hol ogram of a
housefly at this time. He wondered whose voi ce he had heard.



It was a terribly realistic hol ogram

It vani shed.

"Or perhaps you renenber nme better," said the voice suddenly, and it was a
deep, hollow nmal evol ent voice which sounded |ike molten tar glurping out of a
drumwith evil on its mnd, "as the rabbit."

Wth a sudden ping, there was a rabbit there in the black labyrinth with
him a huge, nonstrously, hideously soft and |ovable rabbit - an inmmge again,
but one on which every single soft and lovable hair seened like a real and
single thing growing in its soft and |ovable coat. Arthur was startled to see
his own reflection in its soft and |ovabl e unblinking and extrenmely huge brown
eyes.

"Born in darkness," runbled the voice, "raised in darkness. One norning
poked ny head for the first time into the bright new world and got it split
open by what felt suspiciously like some primtive instrument nade of flint.

"Made by you, Arthur Dent, and wi el ded by you. Rather hard as | recall

"You turned ny skin into a bag for keeping interesting stones in. | happen
to know t hat because in my next life | cane back as a fly again and you
swatted me. Again. Only this tinme you swatted me with the bag you' d nmade of my
previ ous skin.

"Arthur Dent, you are not nerely a cruel and heartless man, you are al so
staggeringly tactless.”

The voi ce paused whil st Arthur gawped.

"l see you have lost the bag," said the voice. "Probably got bored wth
it, did you?"

Arthur shook his head hel plessly. He wanted to explain that he had been in
fact very fond of the bag and had | ooked after it very well and had taken it
wi th hi m wherever he went, but that sonehow every tine he travelled anywhere
he seened inexplicably to end up wth the wong bag and that, curiously
enough, even as they stood there he was just noticing for the first tinme that
the bag he had with himat the nonent appeared to be nade out of rather nasty
fake |l eopard skin, and wasn't the one he'd had a few nonents ago before he
arrived in this whatever place it was, and wasn't one he would have chosen
hi nsel f and heaven knew what would be in it as it wasn't his, and he would
much rather have his original bag back, except that he was of course terribly
sorry for having so perenptorily renoved it, or rather its conponent parts,
i.e. the rabbit skin, from its previous owner, viz. the rabbit whom he
currently had the honour of attenmpting vainly to address.

Al'l he actually nmanaged to say was "Erp".

"Meet the newt you trod on," said the voice.

And there was, standing in the corridor with Arthur, a giant green scaly
newt. Arthur turned, vyelped, |eapt backwards, and found hinself standing in
the mddle of the rabbit. He yel ped again, but could find nowhere to |eap to.

"That was nme, too," continued the voice in a |ow nenacing runble, "as if
you didn't know ..."

"Know?" said Arthur with a start. "Know?"

"The interesting thing about reincarnation,” rasped the voice, "is that
nost people, nost spirits, are not aware that it is happening to them"

He paused for effect. As far as Arthur was concerned there was already
quite enough effect going on

"l was aware," hissed the voice, "that 1is, | becane aware. Slowy.
Gradual ly."

He, whoever he was, paused again and gathered breath.

"I could hardly help it, could I?" he bell owed, "when the sane thing kept
happeni ng, over and over and over again! Every life | ever lived, | got killed
by Arthur Dent. Any world, any body, any tine, |I'mjust getting settled down,
al ong cones Arthur Dent - pow, he kills ne.

"Hard not to notice. Bit of a menory jogger. Bit of a pointer. Bit of a
bl oody gi veaway!

""That's funny,' nmnmy spirit would say to itself as it winged its way back
to the netherworld after another fruitless Dent-ended venture into the |and of
the living, “that man who just ran over ne as | was hopping across the road to
my favourite pond |looked a little fanmiliar " And gradually | got to piece
it together, Dent, you multiple-ne-nurderer!”



The echoes of his voice roared up and down the corridors. Arthur stood
silent and cold, his head shaking with disbelief.

"Here's the nonent, Dent," shrieked the voice, now reaching a feverish
pitch of hatred, "here's the nonent when at last | knew"

It was indescribably hideous, the thing that suddenly opened up in front
of Arthur, meking himgasp and gargle with horror, but here's an attenpt at a
description of how hideous it was. It was a huge palpitating wet cave with a
vast, sliny, rough, whale-like creature rolling around it and sliding over
nonstrous white tonbstones. High above the cave rose a vast pronontory in
whi ch coul d be seen the dark recesses of two further fearful caves, which ..

Arthur Dent suddenly realized that he was |ooking at his own nmouth, when
his attention was neant to be directed at the live oyster that was being
ti pped helplessly into it.

He staggered back with a cry and averted his eyes.

When he | ooked again the appalling apparition had gone. The corridor was
dark and, briefly, silent. He was alone with his thoughts. They were extrenely
unpl easant thoughts and woul d rat her have had a chaperone.

The next noise, when it came, was the | ow heavy roll of a large section of

wall trundling aside, revealing, for the nmoment, just dark bl ackness behind
it. Arthur looked into it in nuch the sanme way that a nopuse |looks into a dark
dog- kennel .

And t he voice spoke to him again.

"Tell me it was a coincidence, Dent," it said. "I dare you to tell ne it

was a coinci dence!"
"It was a coincidence," said Arthur quickly.
"It was not!" cane the answering bellow.

"It was," said Arthur, "it was ..."

"If it was a coincidence, then ny nane,” roared the voice, "is not
Agrajag!!!"

"And presumably," said Arthur, "you would claimthat that was your nane."

"Yes!"™ hissed Agrajag, as if he had just conpleted a rather deft
syl | ogi sm

"Well, I"'mafraid it was still a coincidence," said Arthur.

"Cone in here and say that!" how ed the voice, in sudden apopl exy again.

Arthur wal ked in and said that it was a coincidence, or at |least, he
nearly said that it was a coincidence. Hi s tongue rather lost its footing
towards the end of the |ast word because the |ights came up and reveal ed what
it was he had wal ked into.

It was a Cat hedral of Hate.

It was the product of a mind that was not nerely tw sted, but actually
sprai ned.

It was huge. It was horrific.

It had a Statue in it.

W will conme to the Statue in a nonment.

The vast, inconprehensibly vast chanber |ooked as if it had been carved
out of the inside of a nountain, and the reason for this was that that was
precisely what it had been carved out of. It seened to Arthur to spin
sickeningly round his head as he stood and gaped at it.

It was bl ack.

VWere it wasn't black you were inclined to wish that it was, because the
colours with which some of the unspeakable details were picked out ranged
horribly across the whole spectrum of eye-defying colours fromUtra Violent
to Infra Dead, taking in Liver Purple, Loathsonme Lilac, Matter Yellow, Burnt
honbre and Gan Green on the way.

The unspeakable details which these colours picked out were gargoyles
whi ch woul d have put Francis Bacon off his |unch.

The gargoyles all | ooked inwards fromthe walls, from the pillars, from
the flying buttresses, fromthe choir stalls, towards the Statue, to which we
will come in a noment.

And if the gargoyles would have put Francis Bacon off his lunch, then it
was clear from the gargoyles' faces that the Statue would have put them off
theirs, had they been alive to eat it, which they weren't, and had anybody
tried to serve them sone, which they wouldn't.



Around the monunental walls were vast engraved stone tablets in nenory of
those who had fallen to Arthur Dent.

The nanes of sone of those commenorated were underlined and had asterisks
against them So, for instance, the nane of a cow which had been sl aughtered
and of which Arthur Dent had happened to eat a fillet steak would have the
pl ai nest engravi ng, whereas the nane of a fish which Arthur had hinself caught
and then decided he didn't like and left on the side of the plate had a doubl e
underli ni ng, three sets of asterisks and a bleeding dagger added as
decoration, just to make the point.

And what was nost disturbing about all this, apart from the Statue, to
which we are, by degrees, coming, was the very clear inplication that al
these people and creatures were indeed the sanme person, over and over again.

And it was equally clear that this person was, however unfairly, extrenely
upset and annoyed.

In fact it would be fair to say that he had reached a | evel of annoyance
the 1ike of which had never been seen in the Universe. It was an annoyance of
epic proportions, a burning searing flane of annoyance, an annoyance whi ch now
spanned the whole of tinme and space in its infinite unbrage.

And this annoyance had been given its fullest expression in the Statue in
the centre of all this nonstrosity, which was a statue of Arthur Dent, and an
unflattering one. Fifty feet tall if it was an inch, there was not an inch of
it which wasn't crammed with insult to its subject nmatter, and fifty feet of
that sort of thing would be enough to make any subject feel bad. From the
small  pinple on the side of his nose to the poorish cut of his dressing gown,
there was no aspect of Arthur Dent which wasn't |anbasted and vilified by the
scul ptor.

Arthur appeared as a gorgon, an evil, rapacious, ravenning, bloodied ogre,
sl aughtering his way through an i nnocent one-nman Universe.

Wth each of the thirty arns which the sculptor in a fit of artistic
fervour had decided to give him he was either braining a rabbit, swatting a
fly, pulling a w shbone, picking a flea out of his hair, or doing sonething
which Arthur at first |ooking couldn't quite identify.

H s many feet were nostly stanping on ants.

Arthur put his hands over his eyes, hung his head and shook it slowy from
side to side in sadness and horror at the craziness of things.

And when he opened his eyes again, there in front of himstood the figure
of the man or creature, or whatever it was, that he had supposedly been
persecuting all this tine.

"HhhhhhrrrrrraaaaaaHHHHHH! " sai d Agraj ag.

He, or it, or whatever, looked like a nmad fat bat. He waddled slowy
around Arthur, and poked at himw th bent claws.

"Look ...!" protested Arthur.

"HhhhhhrrrrrraaaaaaHHHHHH! ' ! " expl ai ned Agrajag, and Arthur reluctantly
accepted this on the grounds that he was rather frightened by this hideous and
strangely w ecked apparition

Agraj ag was bl ack, bloated, winkled and | eathery.

Hi s batwi ngs were sonehow nore frightening for being the pathetic broken
fl oundering things they were that if they had been strong, nuscul ar beaters of
the air. The frightening thing was probably the tenacity of his continued
exi stence agai nst all the physical odds.

He had the npbst astounding collection of teeth.

They looked as if they each cane froma conpletely different animal, and
they were ranged around his nouth at such bizarre angles it seemed that if he
ever actually tried to chew anything he'd lacerate half his own face along
with it, and possibly put an eye out as well.

Each of his three eyes was small and intense and | ooked about as sane as a
fish in a privet bush.

"l was at a cricket nmatch," he rasped.

This seemed on the face of it such a preposterous notion that Arthur
practically choked.

"Not in this body," screeched the creature, "not in this body! This is ny
| ast body. My last life. This is ny revenge body. My kill-Arthur-Dent body. My
| ast chance. | had to fight to get it, too."



"But ..."

"I was at," roared Agrajag, a cricket match! | had a weak heart
condition, but what, | said to nmy wife, can happen to me at a cricket natch?
As |' m wat chi ng, what happens?

"Two people quite nmaliciously appear out of thin air just in front of ne.
The last thing | can't help but notice before ny poor heart gives out in shock
is that one of themis Arthur Dent wearing a rabbit bone in his beard.
Coi nci dence?"

"Yes," said Arthur.

"Coi nci dence?" screaned the creature, painfully thrashing its broken
wi ngs, and opening a short gash on its right cheek with a particularly nasty
tooth. On <closer examnation, such as he'd been hoping to avoid, Arthur
noticed that nuch of Agrajag's face was covered with ragged strips of black
sticky plasters.

He backed away nervously. He tugged at his beard. He was appalled to
di scover that in fact he still had the rabbit bone in it. He pulled it out and
threw it away.

"Look," he said, "it's just fate playing silly buggers with you. Wth ne.
Wth us. It's a compl ete coincidence. "

"What have you got against me, Dent?" snarled the creature, advancing on
himin a painful waddle.

"Not hing," insisted Arthur, "honestly, nothing."

Agrajag fixed himwith a beady stare.

"Seems a strange way to relate to sonmebody you've got nothing against,

killing them all the time. Very curious piece of social interaction, | would
call that. I'd also call it alie!"

"But look," said Arthur, "I'm very sorry. There's been a terrible
m sunderstanding. |'ve got to go. Have you got a clock? I'mneant to be
hel pi ng save the Universe." He backed away still further.

Agraj ag advanced still further.

"At one point," he hissed, "at one point, | decided to give up. Yes,
woul d not cone back. | would stay in the netherworld. And what happened?"

Arthur indicated with random shakes of his head that he had no idea and
didn't want to have one either. He found he had backed up against the cold
dark stone that had been carved by who knew what Hercul ean effort into a
monstrous travesty of his bedroom slippers. He glanced up at his own

horrendously parodied image towering above him He was still puzzled as to
what one of his hands was neant to be doing.

"l got vyanked involuntarily back into the physical world," pursued
Agrajag, "as a bunch of petunias. In, | mght add, a bow. This particularly

happy little lifetinme started off with me, in nmy bow, unsupported, three
hundred mi |l es above the surface of a particularly grimplanet. Not a naturally
tenable position for a bow of petunias, you mght think. And you'd be right.
That life ended a very short while later, three hundred miles Ilower. In, |
m ght add, the fresh weckage of a whale. My spirit brother."

He leered at Arthur with renewed hatred.

"On the way down," he snarled, "I couldn't help noticing a flashy-1ooking
white spaceship. And | ooking out of a port on this flashy-looking spaceship
was a smug-1 ooking Arthur Dent. Coincidence?!!"

"Yes!" yelped Arthur. He glanced up again, and realized that the armthat
had puzzled himwas represented as wantonly calling into existence a bow of
dooned petunias. This was not a concept which |leapt easily to the eye.

"1 must go," insisted Arthur

"You may go," said Agrajag, "after | have killed you."

"No, that won't be any use," explained Arthur, beginning to clinb up the
hard stone incline of his <carved slipper, "because | have to save the
Universe, you see. | have to find a Silver Bail, that's the point. Tricky
thing to do dead."

"Save the Universe!" spat Agrajag with contenpt. "You should have thought
of that before you started your vendetta against ne! What about the tine you
were on Stavronul a Beta and soneone ..."

"I've never been there," said Arthur.

" tried to assassinate you and you ducked. Who do you think the bullet



hit? What did you say?"

"Never been there," repeated Arthur. "VWat are you tal king about? | have
to go."

Agraj ag stopped in his tracks.

"You nust have been there. You were responsible for my death there, as
everywhere el se. An innocent bystander!" He quivered.

"1"ve never heard of the place," insisted Arthur. "I've certainly never
had anyone try to assassinate ne. Other than you. Perhaps | go there later, do
you t hi nk?"

Agrajag blinked slowly in a kind of frozen | ogical horror.

"You haven't been to Stavronula Beta ... yet?" he whispered.

"No," said Arthur, "I don't know anything about the place. Certainly never
been to it, and don't have any plans to go."

"Oh, you go there all right," nuttered Agrajag in a broken voice, "you go
there all right. Oh =zark!" he tottered, and stared wildly about himat his

huge Cat hedral of Hate. "I've brought you here too soon!"
He started to scream and bellow. "I've brought you here too zarking soon!"
Suddenly he rallied, and turned a baleful, hating eye on Arthur
"I"'mgoing to kill you anyway!"™ he roared. "Even if it's a |logica
inpossibility 1'm going to zarking well try! I'"'mgoing to blow this whole

mountain up!" He screaned, "Let's see you get out of this one, Dent!"

He rushed in a painful waddling hobble to what appeared to be a small
black sacrificial altar. He was shouting so wildly now that he was really
carving his face up badly. Arthur |eaped down fromhis vantage place on the
carving of his own foot and ran to try to restrain the three-quarters-crazed
creature

He | eaped upon him and brought the strange nonstrosity crashing down on
top of the altar.

Agrajag screaned again, thrashed wildly for a brief nonent, and turned a
wild eye on Arthur.

"You know what you've done?" he gurgled painfully. "You' ve only gone and
killed ne again. i nmean, what do you want from ne, bl ood?"

He thrashed again in a brief apoplectic fit, quivered, and coll apsed,
smacking a large red button on the altar as he did so.

Arthur started with horror and fear, first at what he appeared to have
done, and then at the loud sirens and bells that suddenly shattered the air to
announce some cl amouring energency. He stared wildly around him

The only exit appeared to be the way he cane in. He pelted towards it,
throwi ng away the nasty fake | eopard-skin bag as he did so.

He dashed random y, haphazardly through the | abyrinthine maze, he seened
to be pursued nore and nore fiercely by claxons, sirens, flashing lights.

Suddenly, he turned a corner and there was a light in front of him

It wasn't flashing. It was daylight.

OChapterd 19
Al though it has been said that on Earth alone in our Galaxy is Krikkit (or

cricket) treated as fit subject for a gane, and that for this reason the Earth
has been shunned, this does only apply to our Galaxy, and nmore specifically to

our dimension. In sone of the higher dinensions they feel they can nore or
| ess please thensel ves, and have been playing a peculiar gane called Brockian
Utra-Cricket for whatever their transdi nensional equivalent of billions of
years is.

"Let's be blunt, it's a nasty game" (says The Hitch Hi ker's Guide to the
Gal axy) "but then anyone who has been to any of the higher dinmensions wll
know that they're a pretty nasty heathen lot up there who should just be
smashed and done in, and would be, too, if anyone could work out a way of
firing mssiles at right-angles to reality."

This is another exanple of the fact that The Hitch Hi ker's Guide to the
Galaxy will enploy anybody who wants to walk straight in off the street and
get ripped off, especially if they happen to walk in off the street during the
afternoon, when very few of the regular staff are there.

There is a fundanental point here.



The history of The Hitch H ker's Guide to the Galaxy is one of idealism
struggle, despair, passion, success, failure, and enornously long |unch
br eaks.

The earliest origins of the GGuide are now, along wth npst of its
financial records, lost in the mists of tine.

For other, and nore curious theories about where they are | ost, see bel ow

Most of the surviving stories, however, speak of a founding editor called
Hurling Frootnig.

Hurling Frootmig, it is said, founded the Cuide, established its
fundamental principles of honesty and idealism and went bust.

There followed many vyears of penury and heart-searching during which he
consulted friends, sat in darkened roons in illegal states of nind, thought
about this and that, fooled about wth weights, and then, after a chance
encounter with the Holy Lunching Friars of Voondon (who clained that just as
lunch was at the centre of a nan's tenporal day, and man's tenporal day could
be seen as an analogy for his spiritual Iife, so Lunch should

(a) be seen as the centre of a man's spiritual life, and

(b) be held in jolly nice restaurants), he refounded the Guide, laid down
its fundanental principles of honesty and idealismand where you could stuff
them both, and led the Guide on to its first mmjor commercial success.

He also started to develop and explore the role of the editorial 1lunch
break which was subsequently to play such a crucial part in the Guide's
history, since it meant that npbst of the actual work got done by any passing
stranger who happened to wander into the enpty offices on an afternoon and saw
somret hi ng worth doi ng.

Shortly after this, the Guide was taken over by Megadodo Publi cations of
Ursa Mnor Beta, thus putting the whole thing on a very sound financial
footing, and allowing the fourth editor, Lig Lury Jr, to enbark on lunch
breaks of such breathtaking scope that even the efforts of recent editors, who
have started undertaki ng sponsored |unch-breaks for charity, seem |like nere
sandwi ches i n conpari son.

In fact, Lig never formally resigned his editorship - he nerely left his
office late one norning and has never since returned. Though well over a
century has now passed, many nenbers of the guide staff still retain the
romantic notion that he has sinply popped out for a ham croissant, and wll
yet return to put in a solid afternoon's work.

Strictly speaking, all editors since Lig Lury Jr have therefore been
designated Acting Editors, and Lig's desk is still preserved the way he |eft
it, with the addition of a small sign which says "Lig Lury Jr, Editor,
M ssing, presunmed Fed"

Sonme very scurrilous and subversive sources hint at the idea that Lig
actual ly peri shed in the Guide's first extraordinary experiments in
alternative book-keeping. Very little is known of this, and less still said.
Anyone who even notices, let alone calls attention to, the curious but utter
coi nci dental and neani ngl ess fact that every world on which the Guide has ever
set up an accounting departnment has shortly afterwards perished in warfare or
some natural disaster, is liable to get sued to snithereens.

It is an interesting though utterly unrelated fact that the two or three
days prior to the denolition of the planet Earth to make way for a new
hyperspace bypass saw a dranmmtic upsurge in the nunber of UFO sightings there,
not only above Lords Cricket Ground in St. John's Wod, London, but al so above
d astonbury in Sonerset.

d astonbury had long been associated with myths of ancient Kkings,
witchcraft, ley-lines an wart curing, and had now been selected as the site
for the new Htch Hiker's Cuide financial records office, and indeed, ten
years' worth of financial records were transferred to a magic hill just
outside the city nere hours before the Vogons arrived.

None of these facts, however strange or inexplicable, is as strange or
i nexplicable as the rules of the game of Brockian Utra-Cricket, as played in
the higher dinmensions. A full set of rules is so nassively conplicated that
the only tinme they were all bound together in a single volunme, they underwent
gravitational collapse and becanme a Bl ack Hol e.

A brief summary, however, is as follows:



Rule One: Gow at least three extra legs. You won't need them but it
keeps the crowds anused

Rul e Two: Find one good Brockian Utra-Cricket player. Clone himoff a few
times. This saves an enornous anpunt of tedious selection and training.

Rul e Three: Put your team and the opposing teamin a large field and build
a high wall round them

The reason for this is that, though the game is a najor spectator sport,
the frustration experienced by the audience at not actually being able to see
what's going on leads themto inmagine that it's a lot nore exciting than it
really is. A crowd that has just watched a rather hundrum ganme experiences far
less lifeaffirmation than a crowd that believes it has just m ssed the npst
dramatic event in sporting history.

Rul e Four: Throw |l ots of assorted itens of sporting equipnent over the

wall for the players. Anything will do - cricket bats, basecube bats, tennis
guns, skis, anything you can get a good swing with.
Rul e Five: The players should now | ay about thenselves for all they are

worth with whatever they find to hand. Whenever a player scores a "hit" on
anot her player, he should i mediately run away and apologize from a safe
di st ance.

Apol ogi es shoul d be concise, sincere and, for maximumclarity and points,
del i vered through a negaphone.

Rul e Six: The winning team shall be the first teamthat w ns.

Curiously enough, the nore the obsession with the gane grows in the higher
di mensions, the less it is actually played, since nost of the conpeting teans
are now in a state of permanent warfare wth each other over the
interpretation of these rules. This is all for the best, because in the |ong
run a good solid war is |ess psychol ogically damagi ng than a protracted gane
of Brockian U tra-Cricket.

OChapterd 20

As Arthur ran darting, dashing and panting down the side of the npuntain
he suddenly felt the whole bulk of the nountain nove very, very slightly
beneath him There was a runble, a roar, and a slight blurred novenent, and a
lick of heat in the distance behind and above him He ran in a frenzy of fear
The Jland began to slide, and he suddenly felt the force of the word
"landslide” in a way which had never been apparent to him before. It had
always just been a word to him but now he was suddenly and horribly aware
that sliding is a strange and sickening thing for land to do. It was doing it
with him on it. He felt ill wth fear and shaking. The ground slid, the
mountain slurred, he slipped, he fell, he stood, he slipped again and ran. The
aval ance began.

Stones, then rocks, then boulders which pranced past him like clunsy
puppies, only rmuch, much bigger, rmuch, much harder and heavi er, and al npst
infinitely nmore likely to kill you if they fell on you. His eyes danced wth
them his feet danced wth the dancing ground. He ran as if running was a
terrible sweating sickness, his heart pounded to the rhythm of the pounding
geol ogi cal frenzy around him

The logic of the situation, i.e. that he was clearly bound to survive if
the next foreshadowed incident in the saga of his inadvertent persecution of
Agrajag was to happen, was utterly failing to inpinge itself on his mnd or
exercise any restraining influence on himat this time. He ran with the fear
of death in him wunder him over him and grabbing hold of his hair.

And suddenly he tripped again and was hurled forward by his considerable
monmentum But just at the nonment that he was about to hit the ground
astoundingly hard he saw lying directly in front of hima snmall navy-blue
hol dall that he knew for a fact he had lost in the baggage-retrieval system at
At hens airport some ten years in his personal tine-scale previously, and in
his astonishnent he m ssed the ground conpletely and bobbed off into the air
wi th his brain singing.

VWhat he was doing was this: he was flying. He glanced around him in
surprise, but there could be no doubt that that was what he was doing. No part
of himwas touching the ground, and no part of himwas even approaching it. He



was sinply floating there with boulders hurtling through the air around him

He coul d now do sonething about that. Blinking with the noneffort of it he
wafted higher into the air, and now the boul ders were hurtling through the air
beneath him

He | ooked downwards with intense curiosity. Between himand the shivering
ground were now sone thirty feet of enpty air, enpty that is if you discounted
the boulders which didn't stay in it for long, but bounded downwards in the
iron grip of the law of gravity; the sane |aw which seened, all of a sudden
to have given Arthur a sabbati cal

It occurred to himalnost instantly, with the instinctive correctness that
sel f-preservation instils in the mnd, that he nustn't try to think about it,
that if he did, the law of gravity would suddenly glance sharply in his
direction and demand to know what the hell he thought he was doing up there,
and all woul d suddenly be | ost.

So he thought about tulips. It was difficult, but he did. He thought about
the pleasing firm roundness of the bottomof tulips, he thought about the
interesting variety of colours they cane in, and wondered what proportion of
the total nunmber of tulips that grew, or had grown, on the Earth would be
found within a radius of one nmile from a wndmll. After a while he got
dangerously bored wth this train of thought, felt the air slipping away
beneath him felt that he was drifting down into the paths of the bouncing
boul ders that he was trying so hard not to think about, so he thought about
Athens airport for a bit and that kept himusefully annoyed for about five
mnutes - at the end of which he was startled to discover that he was now
floating about two hundred yards above the ground.

He wondered for a nonment how he was going to get back down to it, but
instantly shied away fromthat area of speculation again, and tried to | ook at
the situation steadily.

He was flying, Wat was he going to do about it? He | ooked back down at
the ground. He didn't look at it hard, but did his best just to give it an
idle glance, as it were, in passing. There were a couple of things he couldn't
help noticing. One was that the eruption of the nobuntain seenmed now to have
spent itself - there was a crater just a little way beneath the peak
presunmably where the rock had caved in on top of the huge cavernous cat hedral
the statue of hinself, and the sadly abused figure of Agrajag.

The other was his hold-all, the one he had |ost at Athens airport. It was
sitting pertly on a piece of clear ground, surrounded by exhausted boul ders
but apparently hit by none of them Why this should be he could not specul ate,
but since this nystery was conpletely overshadowed by the nonstrous
inpossibility of the bag's being there in the first place, it was not a
speculation he really felt strong enough for anyway. The thing is, it was
there. And the nasty, fake |eopard-skin bag seenmed to have di sappeared, which
was all to the good, if not entirely to the explicable.

He was faced with the fact that he was going to have to pick the thing up
Here he was, flying along two hundred yards above the surface of an alien
pl anet the name of which he couldn't even renenber. He could not ignore the
pl aintive posture of this tiny piece of what used to be his life, here, so
many |ight-years fromthe pul verized remains of his hone.

Furthermore, he realized, the bag, if it was still in the state in which
he lost it, would contain a can which would have in it the only Greek olive
oil still surviving in the Universe.

Slowy, carefully, inch by inch, he began to bob downwards, swi nging
gently fromside to side |like a nervous sheet of paper feeling its way towards
the ground.

It went well, he was feeling good. The air supported him but let him
through. Two minutes |later he was hovering a nere two feet above the bag, and
was faced with some difficult decision. He bobbed there lightly. He frowned,
but again, as lightly as he coul d.

If he picked the bag up, could he carry it? Mghtn't the extra weight just
pull himstraight to the ground?

M ghtn't the nere act of touching sonething on the ground suddenly
di scharge whatever nysterious force it was that was holding himin the air?

M ghtn't he be better off just being sensible at this point and stepping



out of the air, back on to the ground for a nmonent or two?

If he did, would he ever be able to fly again?

The sensation, when he allowed hinself to be aware of it, was so quietly
ecstatic that he <could not bear the thought of losing it, perhaps for ever.
Wth this worry in mnd he bobbed upwards a little again, just to try the fee
of it, the surprising and effortless novenent of it. He bobbed, he floated. He
tried alittle swoop.

The swoop was terrific. Wth his arns spread out in front of him his hair
and dressing gown stream ng out behind him he dived down out of the sky,
bellied along a body of air about two feet fromthe ground and swung back up
again, catching hinmself at the top of the swing and hol ding. Just holding. He
stayed there.

It was wonderful .

And that, he realized, was the way of picking up the bag. He woul d swoop
down and catch hold of it just at the point of the upswing. He would carry it
on up with him He mght wobble a bit, but he was certain that he could hold
it.

He tried one or two nore practice swoops, and they got better and better
The air on his face, the bounce and woof of his body, all conmbined to nmake him
feel an intoxication of the spirit that he hadn't felt since, since - well as
far as he could work out, since he was born. He drifted away on the breeze and

surveyed the countryside, which was, he discovered, pretty nasty. It had a
wast ed ravaged | ook. He decided not to ook at it any nore. He would just pick
up the bag and then ... he didn't know what he was going to do after he had

pi cked up the bag. He decided he would just pick up the bag and see where
things went fromthere

He judged hinmself against the wnd, pushed up against it and turned
around. He floated on its body. He didn't realize, but his body was wllom ng
at this point.

He ducked down under the airstream dipped - and dived.

The air threwitself past him he thrilled through it. The ground wobbl ed
uncertainly, straightened its ideas out and rose snoothly up to nmeet him
offering the bag, its cracked plastic handles up towards him

Hal fway down there was a sudden dangerous nonent when he could no | onger
believe he was doing this, and therefore he very nearly wasn't, but he
recovered hinmself in tinme, skinmmed over the ground, slipped an arm snoothly
through the handles of the bag, and began to clinb back up, couldn't make it
and all of a sudden collapsed, bruised, scratched and shaking in the stony
ground.

He staggered instantly to his feet and swayed hopel essly around, swi nging
the bag round himin agony of grief and di sappoi ntnent.

His feet, suddenly, were stuck heavily to the ground in the way they
al ways had been. His body seenmed |ike an unwi el dy sack of potatoes that reeled
stunbling agai nst the ground, his nmind had all the lightness of a bag of |ead.

He sagged and swayed and ached with gi ddiness. He tried hopelessly to run
but his |l egs were suddenly too weak. He tripped and flopped forward. At that
monent he renenbered that in the bag he was now carrying was not only a can of
Greek olive oil but a duty-free allowance of retsina, and in the pleasurable
shock of that realization he failed to notice for at |east ten seconds that he
was now flying again.

He whooped and cried with relief and pl easure, and sheer physical delight.
He swooped, he wheel ed, he skidded and whirled through the air. Cheekily he
sat on an updraught and went through the contents of the hold-all. He felt the
way he imagi ned an angel nust feel during its cel ebrated dance on the head of
a pin whilst being counted by phil osophers. He laughed with pleasure at the
discovery that the bag did in fact contain the olive oil and the retsina as
well as a pair of cracked sungl asses, some sand-filled swinmng trunks, sone
creased postcards of Santorini, a |large and unsightly towel, sone interesting
stones, and various scraps of paper wth the addresses of people he was
relieved to think he would never neet again, even if the reason why was a sad
one. He dropped the stones, put on the sunglasses, and | et the pieces of paper
whip away in the w nd.

Ten minutes later, drifting idly through a cloud, he got a Ilarge and



extremely disreputable cocktail party in the small of the back
OChapterd 21

The 1longest and nost destructive party ever held is nowinto its fourth

generation, and still no one shows any signs of |eaving. Sonebody did once
look at his watch, but that was eleven years ago, and there has been no
foll owup

The ness is extraordinary, and has to be seen to be believed, but if you
don't have any particular need to believe it, then don't go and | ook, because
you won't enjoy it.

There have recently been sone bangs and flashes up in the «clouds, and
there is one theory that this is a battle being fought between the fleets of
several rival carpet-cleaning conpanies who are hovering over the thing Iike
vul tures, but you shouldn't believe anything you hear at parties, and
particularly not anything you hear at this one.

One of the problens, and it's one which is obviously going to get worse,
is that all the people at the party are either the children or the
grandchil dren or the great-grandchildren of the people who wouldn't Ileave in
the first place, and because of all the business about selective breeding and
regressive genes and so on, it neans that all the people now at the party are
either absolutely fanatical partygoers, or gibbering idiots, or, nore and nore
frequently, both.

Ei t her way, it means that, genetically speaking, each succeeding
generation is now less likely to | eave than the precedi ng one.
So other factors conme into operation, |ike when the drink is going to run

out .

Now, because of certain things which have happened which seened |ike a
good idea at the tine (and one of the problens with a party which never stops
is that all the things which only seemlike a good idea at parties continue to
seem | i ke good ideas), that point seens still to be a |long way off.

One of the things which seened like a good idea at the tinme was that the
party should fly - not in the normal sense that parties are nmeant to fly, but
literally.

One night, long ago, a band of drunken astro-engineers of the first
generation clanbered round the building digging this, fixing that, banging
very hard on the other and when the sun rose the followi ng norning, it was
startled to find itself shining on a building full of happy drunken people
whi ch was now floating |li ke a young and uncertain bird over the treetops.

Not only that, but the flying party had al so nanaged to armitself rather
heavily. If they were going to get involved in any petty argunents with w ne
merchants, they wanted to nmake sure they had m ght on their side.

The transition from full-tinme cocktail party to part-tine raiding party
came with ease, and did nmuch to add that extra bit of zest and swing to the
whole affair which was badly needed at this point because of the enornous
nunber of tines that the band had al ready played all the nunbers it knew over
t he years.

They |looted, they raided, they held whole cities for ransomfor fresh
suppl i es of cheese crackers, avocado dip, spare ribs and wne and spirits,
whi ch woul d now get piped aboard fromfloating tankers.

The problem of when the drink is going to run out is, however, going to
have to be faced one day.

The planet over which they are floating is no longer the planet it was
when they first started floating over it.

It is in bad shape.

The party had attacked and raided an awful lot of it, and no one has ever
succeeded in hitting it back because of the erratic and unpredictable way in
which it lurches round the sky.

It is one hell of a party.

It is also one hell of a thing to get hit by in the small of the back

OChapterd 22



Arthur lay floundering in pain on a piece of ripped and di snmenbered
reinforced concrete, flicked at by w sps of passing cloud and confused by the
sounds of flabby nerrynaki ng sonmewhere indistinctly behind him

There was a sound he couldn't imediately identify, partly because he
didn't know the tune "I Left ny Leg in Jaglan Beta" and partly because the
band playing it were very tired, and sone nenbers of it were playing it in
three-four time, some in fourfour, and sone in a kind of pie-eyed r2, each
according to the anpunt of sleep he'd nmanaged to grab recently.

He lay, panting heavily in the wet air, and tried feeling bits of hinself
to see where he m ght be hurt. Wherever he touched hinself, he encountered a
pain. After a short while he worked out that this was because it was his hand
that was hurting. He seened to have sprained his wist. H's back, too, was
hurting, but he soon satisfied hinself that he was not badly hurt, but just
bruised and a little shaken, as who woul dn't be? He coul dn't understand what a
bui | di ng woul d be doing flying through the cl ouds.

On the other hand, he would have been a little hard-pressed to come up
wi th any convincing explanation of his own presence, so he decided that he and
the building were just going to have to accept each other. He | ooked up from
where he was lying. A wall of pale but stained stone slabs rose up behind him
the building proper. He seened to be stretched out on sone sort of |edge or
lip which extended outwards for about three or four feet all the way around.
It was a hunk of the ground in which the party building had had its
foundations, and which it had taken along with itself to keep itself bound
toget her at the bottom end.

Nervously, he stood up and, suddenly, |ooking out over the edge, he felt
nauseous with vertigo. He pressed hinself back against the wall, wet with nist
and sweat. His head was swimring freestyle, but someone in his stonmach was
doing the butterfly.

Even though he had got up here under his own power, he could now not even
bear to contenplate the hideous drop in front of him He was not about to try
his luck junping. He was not about to nobve an inch closer to the edge.

Clutching his hold-all he edged along the wall, hoping to find a doorway
in. The solid weight of the can of olive oil was a great reassurance to him

He was edging in the direction of the nearest corner, in the hope that the
wal | around the corner might offer nore in the way of entrances than this one,
whi ch of fered none.

The unsteadiness of the building's flight nade himfeel sick with fear
and after a short while he took the towel fromout of his hold-all and did
something with it which once again justified its suprene position in the |ist
of useful things to take with you when you hitch-hi ke round the Gal axy. He put
it over his head so he wouldn't have to see what he was doing.

Hi s feet edged along the ground. His outstretched hand edged along the
wal | .

Finally he came to the corner, and as his hand rounded the corner it
encount ered sonet hi ng which gave himsuch a shock that he nearly fell straight
off. It was another hand.

The two hands gripped each ot her.

He desperately wanted to use his other hand to pull the towel back from
his eyes, but it was holding the hold-all with the olive o0il, the retsina and
the postcards from Santorini, and he very much didn't want to put it down.

He experienced one of those "self" nmonents, one of those nonents when you
suddenly turn around and |ook at yourself and think "Who am|? What am | up
to? What have | achieved? Am | doing well?" He whinpered very slightly.

He tried to free his hand, but he couldn't. The other hand was hol ding his
tightly. He had no recourse but to edge onwards towards the corner. He |eaned
around it and shook his head in an attenpt to dislodge the towel. This seened
to provoke a sharp cry of sone unfashionable emption from the owner of the
ot her hand.

The towel was whipped fromhis head and he found his eyes peering into
those of Ford Prefect. Beyond himstood Slartibartfast, and beyond them he
could clearly see a porchway and a | arge cl osed door.

They were both pressed back against the wall, eyes wild with terror as
they stared out into the thick blind cloud around them and tried to resist



the lurching and swayi ng of the building.

"Were the zarking photon have you been?" hissed Ford, panic stricken

"Er, well," stuttered Arthur, not really knowing howto sumit all up that
briefly. "Here and there. \Wat are you doi ng here?"

Ford turned his wild eyes on Arthur again.

"They won't let us in without a bottle," he hissed.

The first thing Arthur noticed as they entered into the thick of the
party, apart fromthe noise, the suffocating heat, the wld profusion of
colours that protuded dimy through the atnosphere of heavy snpoke, the carpets
thick with ground glass, ash and avocado droppings, and the small group of

pterodactyl-like creatures in |lurex who descended on his cherished bottle of
retsina, squawking, "A new pleasure, a new pleasure”, was Trillian being
chatted up by a Thunder God.

"Didn't | see you at MIIliways?" he was sayi ng.

"Were you the one with the hamrer?"

"Yes. | much prefer it here. So much less reputable, so nuch nore
fraught.”

Squeal s of sone hideous pleasure rang around the room the outer
di mensi ons of which were invisible through the heaving throng of happy, noisy
creatures, cheerfully yelling things that nobody coul d hear at each other and
occasional ly having crises.

"Seems fun," said Trillian. "What did you say, Arthur?"

"l said, how the hell did you get here?"

"l was a row of dots flow ng randomy through the Universe. Have you net
Thor? He makes thunder."

"Hello," said Arthur. "l expect that nmust be very interesting."”

"Hi," said Thor. "It is. Have you got a drink?"

"Er, no actually ..."

"Then why don't you go and get one?"

"See you later, Arthur,"” said Trillian.

Sonet hing jogged Arthur's mnd, and he | ooked around huntedly.

"Zaphod isn't here, is he?" he said.

"See you," said Trillian firmy, "later."

Thor glared at him with hard coal -black eyes, his beard bristled, what
little light was there was in the place nustered its forces briefly to glint
menaci ngly off the horns of his hel net.

He took Trillian's elbowin his extremely |arge hand and the nuscles in
hi s upper arm noved around each other Iike a couple of Vol kswagens parKki ng.

He | ed her away.

"One of the interesting things about being imuortal," he said, "is ...

"One of the interesting things about space," Arthur heard Slartibartfast
saying to a large and volum nous creature who | ooked |Iike soneone |osing a
fight with a pink duvet and was gazing raptly at the old nman's deep eyes and
silver beard, "is howdull it is."

"Dul Il ?" said the creature, and blinked her rather winkled and bl oodshot
eyes.

"Yes," said Slartibartfast, "staggeringly dull. Bew lderingly so. You see,
there's so nuch of it and so little init. Wuld you like nme to quote sone
statistics?"

"Er, well ..

"Please, | would like to. They, too, are quite sensationally dull."

"1"I'l  come back and hear themin a nonent," she said, patting himon the
arm lifted up her skirts like a hovercraft and noved off into the heaving
crown.

"I thought she'd never go," grow ed the old man. "Cone, Earthman ...

"Arthur."

"We nust find the Silver Bail, it is here somewhere."

"Can't we just relax a |little?" Arthur said. "lI've had a tough day.
Trillian's here, incidentally, she didn't say how, it probably doesn't
matter."

"Think of the danger to the Universe ..."

"The Universe," said Arthur, "is big enough and old enough to | ook after

itself for half an hour. Al right," he added, in response to Slartibartfast's



i ncreasing agitation, "I'll wander round and see if anybody's seen it."

"Good, good," said Slartibartfast, "good. " He plunged into the crowd
himsel f, and was told to relax by everybody he passed.

"Have you seen a bail anywhere?" said Arthur to a little man who seened to
be standing eagerly waiting to listen to sonebody. "It's nmade of silver,
vitally inmportant for the future safety of the Universe, and about this long."

"No," said the enthusiastically w zened little man, "but do have a drink
and tell ne all about it."

Ford Prefect withed past, dancing a wld, frenetic and not entirely
unobscene dance with soneone who | ooked as if she was wearing Sydney Opera
House on her head. He was yelling a futile conversation at her above the din.

"I like that hat!" he baw ed.

"What ?"

"l said, | like the hat."

"1"mnot wearing a hat."

"Well, | like the head, then."

"What ?"

"l said, | like the head. Interesting bone-structure."
"What ?"

Ford worked a shrug into the conplex routine of other novenents he was
per form ng.

"l said, you dance great," he shouted, "just don't nod so much."
"What ?"
"It's just that every tine you nod," said Ford, "... owl" he added as his

partner nodded forward to say "What?" and once again pecked him sharply on the
forehead with the sharp end of her swept-forward skull

"My planet was blown up one norning," said Arthur, who had found hinself
qui te unexpectedly telling the little man his life story or, at |east, edited
highlights of it, "that's why |I'mdressed like this, in ny dressing gown. M
pl anet was blown up with all nmy clothes init, you see. | didn't realize 1'd
be coming to a party."

The little man nodded enthusiastically.

"Later, | was thrown off a spaceship. Still in nmy dressing gown. Rather
than the space suit one would nornally expect. Shortly after that | discovered
that my planet had originally been built for a bunch of nice. You can inmagine
how | felt about that. | was then shot at for a while and blown up. In fact I
have been blown wup ridiculously often, shot at, i nsul t ed, regul arly
di sintegrated, deprived of tea, and recently |I crashed into a swanp and had to
spend five years in a danp cave."

"Ah," effervesced the little man, "and did you have a wonderful tine?"

Arthur started to choke violently on his drink

"What a wonderful exciting cough," said the |little man, quite startled by
it, "do you mind if I join you?"

And with that he launched into the npst extraordinary and spectacular fit
of coughing which caught Arthur so nuch by surprise that he started to choke
violently, discovered he was already doing it and got thoroughly confused.

Toget her they performed a |ung-busting duet which went on for fully two
m nutes before Arthur managed to cough and splutter to a halt.

"So invigorating," said the little man, panting and wiping tears fromhis
eyes. "What an exciting life you nust |ead. Thank you very nmuch."

He shook Arthur warmly by the hand and wal ked off into the crowd. Arthur
shook his head in astonishment.

A youngi sh-1ooking man cane up to him an aggressive-looking type with a
hook nouth, a lantern nose, and snall beady little cheekbones. He was wearing
black trousers, a black silk shirt open to what was presumably his navel
though Arthur had | earnt never to nake assunptions about the anatonmies of the
sort of people he tended to neet these days, and had all sorts of nasty dangly
gold things hanging round his neck. He carried something in a black bag, and
clearly wanted people to notice that he didn't want themto notice it.

"Hey, er, did | hear you say your name just now?" he said.

This was one of the many things that Arthur had told the enthusiastic
little man.

"Yes, it's Arthur Dent."



The man seened to be dancing slightly to sonme rhythm other than any of the
several that the band were grimy pushing out.
"Yeah," he said, "only there was a man in a nountain wanted to see you."

"I met him"

"Yeah, only he seened pretty anxious about it, you know. "
"Yes, | nmet him"

"Yeah, well | think you should know that."

"I do. I net him"

The man paused to chew a little gum Then he clapped Arthur on the back

"OK," he said, "all right. I"'mjust telling you, right? Good night, good
luck, win awards."

"What ?" said Arthur, who was beginning to flounder seriously at this
poi nt .

"Whatever. Do what you do. Do it well." He nade a sort of clucking noise
wi th what ever he was chewi ng and then sonme vaguely dynami ¢ gesture.

"Why?" said Arthur.

"Do it badly," said the nan, "who cares? Wo gives a shit?" The blood
suddenly seened to punp angrily into the man's face and he started to shout.

"Why not go mad?" he said. "Go away, get off ny back will you, guy. Just
zark offrit"

"OK, I'mgoing," said Arthur hurriedly.

"lIt's been real." The nan gave a sharp wave and di sappeared off into the
t hrong.

"What was that about?" said Arthur to a girl he found standi ng beside him
"Why did he tell nme to win awards?"

"Just showbiz talk," shrugged the girl. "He's just won an award at the
Annual Ursa M nor Al pha Recreational Illusions Institute Awards Cerenobny, and
was hoping to be able to pass it off lightly, only you didn't mention it, so
he couldn't."

"COh," said Arthur, "oh, well I"'msorry |I didn't. What was it for?"

"The Most Gratuitous Use OF The Word “~Fuck' In A Serious Screenplay. It's
very prestigious."

"l see," said Arthur, "yes, and what do you get for that?"

"A Rory. It's just a small silver thing set on a |large black base. Wat
did you say?"

"l didn't say anything. | was just about to ask what the silver "

"Ch, | thought you said “wop'."

"Sai d what ?"

"Wop. "

Peopl e had been dropping in on the party now for some vyears, fashionable
gatecrashers from other worlds, and for sonme tinme it had occurred to the
partygoers as they had | ooked out at their own world beneath them wth its
wrecked cities, its ravaged avocado farns and blighted vineyards, its vast
tracts of new desert, its seas full of biscuit crunbs and worse, that their
world was in sonme tiny and al nost inperceptible ways not quite as nuch fun as
it had been. Sone of them had begun to wonder if they could manage to stay
sober for |ong enough to make the entire party spaceworthy and maybe take it
off to some other people's worlds where the air mght be fresher and give them
f ewer headaches.

The few undernourished farnmers who still managed to scratch out a feeble
existence on the half-dead ground of the planet's surface would have been
extrenely pleased to hear this, but that day, as the party canme scream ng out
of the clouds and the farmers | ooked up in haggard fear of yet another cheese
and-wine raid, it becane clear that the party was not going to be going
anywhere else for a while, that the party would soon be over. Very soon it
woul d be tinme to gather up hats and coats and stagger blearily outside to find
out what tine of day it was, what tine of year it was, and whether in any of
this burnt and ravaged | and there was a taxi goi ng anywhere.

The party was |l ocked in a horrible enbrace with a strange white spaceship
which seened to be half sticking through it. Together they were |urching,
heavi ng and spinning their way round the sky in grotesque disregard of their
own wei ght.

The clouds parted. The air roared and | eapt out of their way.



The party and the Krikkit warship | ooked, in their withings, alittle
i ke two ducks, one of which is trying to make a third duck inside the second
duck, whilst the second duck is trying very hard to explain that it doesn't
feel ready for a third duck right now, is uncertain that it would want any
putative third duck to be nmade by this particular first duck anyway, and
certainly not whilst it, the second duck, was busy flying.

The sky sang and screamed with the rage of it all and buffeted the ground
wi th shock waves.

And suddenly, with a foop, the Krikkit ship was gone.

The party blundered hel plessly across the sky |like a man | eani ng agai nst
an unexpectedly open door. It span and wobbled on its hover jets. It tried to
right itself and wonged itself instead. It staggered back across the sky
agai n.

For a while these staggerings continued, but <clearly they could not
continue for long. The party was now a nortally wounded party. Al the fun had
gone out of it, as the occasional brokenbacked pirouette could not disguise.

The longer, at this point, that it avoided the ground, the heavier was
going to be the crash when finally it hit it.

I nside, things were not going well either. They were going nonstrously
badly, in fact, and people were hating it and saying so loudly. The Krikkit
robots had been.

They had renmpoved the Award for The Most Gratuitous Use OF The Word ~ Fuck
In A Serious Screenplay, and in its place had |eft a scene of devastation that
left Arthur feeling alnbst as sick as a runner-up for a Rory.

"W would love to stay and hel p," shouted Ford, picking his way over the
mangl ed debris, "only we're not going to."

The party lurched again, provoking feverish cries and groans from anongst
t he snoki ng wr eckage.

"W have to go and save the Universe, you see," said Ford. "And if that
sounds like a pretty |ame excuse, then you nay be right. Either way, we're
of f."

He suddenly cane across an unopened bottle |lying, niracul ously unbroken
on the ground.

"Do you mind if we take this?" he said. "You won't be needing it."

He took a packet of potato crisps too.

"Trillian?" shouted Arthur in a shocked and weakened voice. In the snoking
mess he coul d see not hing.

"Earthman, we nust go," said Slartibartfast nervously.

"Trillian?" shouted Arthur again.

A nonent or two later, Trillian staggered, shaking, into view, supported
by her new friend the Thunder God.

"The girl stays with ne," said Thor. "There's a great party going on in
Val halla, we'll be flying off "

"Were were you when all this was going on?" said Arthur

"Upstairs,"” said Thor, "I was weighing her. Flying's a tricky business you
see, you have to calculate wind ..."

"She cones with us," said Arthur.

"Hey," said Trillian, "don't I ..."

"No," said Arthur, "you conme with us."

Thor | ooked at himwith slowy snoul dering eyes. He was naki ng some point
about godliness and it had nothing to do with being clean

"She cones with ne," he said quietly.

"Come on, Earthman," said Slartibartfast nervously, picking at Arthur's
sl eeve.

"Come on, Slartibartfast," said Ford, picking at the old nman's sleeve.
Slartibartfast had the tel eport device.

The party lurched and swayed, sending everyone reeling, except for Thor
and except for Arthur, who stared, shaking, into the Thunder God's bl ack eyes.

Slowy, incredibly, Arthur put up what appeared to be his tiny little
fists.

"Want to meke sonething of it?" he said

"1 beg your m nuscul e pardon?" roared Thor

"l said," repeated Arthur, and he could not keep the quavering out of his



voice, "do you want to nmmke sonmething of it?" He waggled his fists
ridicul ously.

Thor looked at himwth incredulity. Then a little wisp of snmoke curled
upwards fromhis nostril. There was a tiny little flane in it too.

He gripped his belt.

He expanded his chest to nake it totally clear that here was the sort of
man you only dared to cross if you had a team of Sherpas with you

He unhooked the shaft of his hamrer fromhis belt. He held it up in his
hands to reveal the massive iron head. He thus cleared up any possible
m sunderstanding that he might nerely have been carrying a tel egraph pole
around with him

"Do | want," he said, with a hiss like ariver flowing through a stee
mll, "to make sonmething of it?"

"Yes," said Arthur, his voice suddenly and extraordinarily strong and
belligerent. He waggled his fists again, this tinme as if he nmeant it.

"You want to step outside?" he snarled at Thor.

"All right!" bellowed Thor, like an enraged bull (or in fact |ike an
enraged Thunder God, which is a great deal nore inpressive), and did so.

"CGood," said Arthur, "that's got rid of him Slarty, get us out of here.”

OChapterd 23

"All right," shouted Ford at Arthur, "so |I'ma coward, the point is |'m
still alive." They were back aboard the Starship Bistromath, so was
Slartibartfast, so was Trillian. Harnony and concord were not.

"Well, so am| alive, aren't |?" retaliated Arthur, haggard with adventure

and anger. His eyebrows were |leaping up and down as if they wanted to punch
each ot her.

"You damm nearly weren't," expl oded Ford.

Arthur turned sharply to Slartibartfast, who was sitting in his pilot
couch on the flight deck gazing thoughtfully into the bottomof a bottle which
was telling himsonmething he clearly couldn't fathom He appealed to him

"Do you think he understands the first word |I've been saying?" he said,
qui vering with enotion.

"I don't know," replied Slartibartfast, a little abstractedly. "I'm not
sure,"” he added, glancing up very briefly, "that | do." He stared at his
instruments with renewed vigor and bafflenent. "You'll have to explain it to
us again," he said.

"Wl oLt

"But later. Terrible things are afoot.”

He tapped the pseudo-glass of the bottle bottom

"We fared rather pathetically at the party, |I'mafraid," he said, "and our
only hope nowis to try to prevent the robots fromusing the Key in the Lock
How in heaven we do that | don't know," he nuttered. "Just have to go there,
suppose. Can't say | like the idea at all. Probably end up dead.”

"Where is Trillian anyway?" said Arthur wth a sudden affectation of
unconcern. What he had been angry about was that Ford had berated him for
wasting tine over all the business with the Thunder God when they could have
been nmaking a rather nore rapid escape. Arthur's own opinion, and he had
offered it for whatever anybody nmight have felt it was worth, was that he had
been extraordinarily brave and resourcef ul

The prevailing view seenmed to be that his opinion was not worth a pair of
fetid dingo's kidneys. What really hurt, though, was that Trillian didn't seem
to react nmuch one way or the other and had wandered off sonewhere.

"And where are my potato crisps?" said Ford.

"They are both," said Slartibartfast, wi thout |ooking up, "in the Room of
Informational Illusions. | think that vyour young lady friend is trying to
understand sone problens of Galactic history. | think the potato crisps are

probably hel ping her."
OChapterd 24

It is a mstake to think you can solve any major problens just with



pot at oes.
For instance, there was once an insanely aggressive race of people called
the Silastic Arnorfiends of Striterax. That was just the name of their race.

The nane of their arnmy was sonething quite horrific. Luckily they lived even
further back in Glactic history than anything we have so far encountered -
twenty billion years ago - when the Gal axy was young and fresh, and every idea

worth fighting for was a new one.

And fighting was what the Silastic Arnorfiends of Striterax were good at,
and being good at it, they did a Ilot. They fought their enemes (i.e.
everybody el se), they fought each other. Their planet was a conplete weck.
The surface was littered with abandoned cities which were surrounded by
abandoned war machi nes, which were in turn surrounded by deep bunkers in which
the Silastic Armorfiends |ived and squabbl ed with each other.

The best way to pick a fight with a Silastic Arnorfiend was just to be
born. They didn't Ilike it, they got resentful. And when an Arnorfiend got
resentful, soneone got hurt. An exhausting way of life, one mght think, but
they did seemto have an awful |ot of energy.

The best way of dealing with a Silastic Arnorfiend was to put himinto a
room of his own, because sooner or l|ater he would sinply beat hinmself up

Eventually they realized that this was sonething they were going to have
to sort out, and they passed a | aw decreeing that anyone who had to carry a
weapon as part of his normal Silastic work (policenen, security guards,
primary school teachers, etc.) had to spend at |least forty-five mnutes every
day punching a sack of potatoes in order to work off his or her surplus
aggr essi ons.

For a while this worked well, until sonmeone thought that it would be ruch
more efficient and | ess tine-consunming if they just shot the potatoes instead.
This led to a renewed enthusiasm for shooting all sorts of things, and

they all got very excited at the prospect of their first major war for weeks.

Anot her achievenent of the Silastic Arnorfiends of Striterax is that they
were the first race who ever nmanaged to shock a conputer.

It was a gi gantic spaceborne conputer called Hactar, which to this day is
remenbered as one of the nobst powerful ever built. It was the first to be
built like a natural brain, in that every cellular particle of it carried the
pattern of the whole within it, which enabled it to think nore flexibly and
i magi natively, and also, it seened, to be shocked.

The Silastic Arnorfiends of Striterax were engaged in one of their regular
wars with the Strenuous Garfighters of Stug, and were not enjoying it as nuch
as usual because it involved an awful |ot of trekking through the Radiation
Swanps of Cwul zenda, and across the Fire Mountains of Frazfraga, neither of
which terrains they felt at home in.

So when the Strangul ous Stilettans of Jajazikstak joined in the fray and
forced themto fight another front in the Gamma Caves of Carfrax and the Ice
Stornms of Varl engooten, they decided that enough was enough, and they ordered
Hactar to design for theman U timte Wapon

"What do you mean," asked Hactar, "by U timte?"

To which the Silastic Arnorfiends of Striterax said, "Read a bloody
dictionary," and plunged back into the fray.

So Hactar designed an U tinate Wapon

It was a very, very small bonb which was sinply a junction box in
hyperspace that woul d, when activated, connect the heart of every nmajor sun
with the heart of every other nmajor sun sinmultaneously and thus turn the
entire Universe in to one gigantic hyperspatial supernova.

VWen the Silastic Arnorfiends tried to use it to blow up a Strangul ous
Stilettan nunitions dunp in one of the Gamm Caves, they were extrenely
irritated that it didn't work, and said so.

Hactar had been shocked by the whol e idea.

He tried to explain that he had been thinking about this Utinmte Wapon
busi ness, and had worked out that there was no conceivabl e consequence of not
setting the bonb off that was worse than the known consequence of setting it
off, and he had therefore taken the liberty of introducing a small flaw into
the design of the bomb, and he hoped that everyone involved would, on sober
reflection, feel that



The Silastic Arnorfiends di sagreed and pul verized the conputer.

Later they thought better of it, and destroyed the faulty bonb as well.

Then, pausing only to smash the hell out of the Strenuous Garfighters of
Stug, and the Strangul ous Stilettans of Jajazi kstak, they went on to find an
entirely new way of blowing thenselves up, which was a profound relief to
everyone else in the Galaxy, particularly the Garfighters, the Stilettans and
t he pot at oes.

Trillian had watched all this, as well as the story of Krikkit. She
energed fromthe Room of informational Il1lusions thoughtfully, just in tinme to
di scover that they had arrived too |ate.

OChapterd 25

Even as the Starship Bistromath flickered into objective being on the top
of a small cliff on the mle-wi de asteroid which pursued a |onely and eterna
path in orbit around the enclosed star systemof Krikkit, its crew was aware
that they were in time only to be witnesses to an unstoppable historic event.

They didn't realize they were going to see two.

They stood cold, Ilonely and helpless on the cliff edge and watched the
activity below. Lances of light wheeled in sinister arcs against the void from
a point only about a hundred yards below and in front of them

They stared into the blinding event.

An extension of the ship's field enabled them to stand there, by once
again exploiting the nind s predisposition to have tricks played on it: the
problens of falling up off the tiny nass of the asteroid, or of not being able
to breathe, sinply becane Sonebody El se's.

The white Krikkit warship was parked anongst the stark grey crags of the
asteroid, alternately flaring under arclights or disappearing in shadow. The
bl ackness of the shaped shadows cast by the hard rocks danced together in wld
choreography as the arclights swept round them

The el even white robots were bearing, in procession, the WKkkit Key out
into the niddle of a circle of swinging lights.

The Wkkit Key was rebuilt. Its conponents shone and glittered: the Stee
Pillar (or Marvin's leg) of Strength and Power, the Gold Bail (or Heart of the
I mprobability Drive) of Prosperity, the Perspex Pillar (or Argabuthon Sceptre
of Justice) of Science and Reason, the Silver Bail (or Rory Award for The Most
G atuitous Use O The W rd "Fuck®™ In A Serious Screenplay) and the now
reconstituted Whoden Pillar (or Ashes of a burnt stunp signifying the death of
English cricket) of Nature and Spirituality.

"l suppose there is nothing we can do at this point?" asked Arthur
nervously.

"No," sighed Slartibartfast.

The expression of disappointnent which crossed Arthur's face was a
conplete failure, and, since he was standing obscured by shadow, he allowed it
to collapse into one of relief.

"Pity," he said.

"We have no weapons," said Slartibartfast, "stupidly."

"Damm, " said Arthur very quietly.

Ford sai d not hi ng.

Trillian said nothing, but in a peculiarly thoughtful and distinct way.
She was staring at the bl ankness of the space beyond the asteroid.

The asteroid circled the Dust Cl oud which surrounded the Slo-Time envel ope
which enclosed the world on which lived the people of Krikkit, the Masters of
Krikkit and their killer robots.

The hel pl ess group had no way of knowi ng whether or not the Krikkit robots
were aware of their presence. They could only assune that they nust be, but
that they felt, quite rightly in the circunstances, that they had nothing to
fear. They had an historic task to perform and their audience could be
regarded with contenpt.

"Terrible inmpotent feeling, isn't it?" said Arthur, but the others ignored
hi m

In the <centre of the area of light which the robots were approaching, a
squar e- shaped crack appeared in the ground. The crack defined itself nmore and



nore distinctly, and soon it becane clear that a block of the ground, about
six feet square, was slowy rising.

At the sane tinme they becane aware of sone other novenent, but it was
al rost sublinmal, and for a noment or two it was not clear what it was that was
novi ng.

Then it becanme cl ear.

The asteroid was nmoving. It was nmoving slowy in towards the Dust C oud,
as if being hauled in inexorably by sonme celestial angler in its depths.

They were to nmake in real life the journey through the Cl oud which they
had already made in the Room of Informational Illusions. They stood frozen in
silence. Trillian frowned.

An age seened to pass. Events seened to pass with spinning slowness, as
the leading edge of the asteroid passed into the vague and soft outer
perinmeter of the C oud.

And soon they were engulfed in a thin and dancing obscurity. They passed
on t hr ough it, on and on, dimMy aware of vague shapes and whorls
i ndi stinguishable in the darkness except in the corner of the eye.

The Dust dinmmed the shafts of brilliant light. The shafts of brilliant
I'ight twi nkled on the nyriad specks of Dust.

Trillian, again, regarded the passage from within her own frowning
t hought s.

And they were through it. Whether it had taken a mnute or half an hour
they weren't sure, but they were through it and confronted with a fresh
bl ankness, as if space were pinched out of existence in front of them

And now t hings nmoved qui ckly.

A blinding shaft of l|ight seened al nbost to explode fromout of the block
which had risen three feet out of the ground, and out of that rose a smaller
Per spex bl ock, dazzling with interior dancing col ours.

The block was slotted with deep groves, three wupright and two across,
clearly designed to accept the Wkkit key.

The robots approached the Lock, slotted the Key into its hone and stepped
back again. The block twisted round of is own accord, and space began to
alter.

As space unpinched itself, it seemed agonizingly to twist the eyes of the
wat chers in their sockets. They found thenselves staring, blinded, at an
unravel | ed sun whi ch stood now before them where it seened only seconds before
there had not been even enpty space. It was a second or two before they were
even sufficiently aware of what had happened to throw their hands up over
their horrified blinded eyes. In that second or two, they were aware of a tiny
speck moving slowy across the eye of that sun

They staggered back, and heard ringing in their ears the thin and
unexpected chant of the robots crying out in unison

"Krikkit! Krikkit! Krikkit! Krikkit!"

The sound chilled them It was harsh, it was cold, it was enpty, it was
mechani cal 'y di smal

It was al so triunphant.

They were so stunned by these two sensory shocks that they al nost nissed
the second historic event.

Zaphod Beebl ebrox, the only man in history to survive a direct blast
attack from the Krikkit robots, ran out of the Krikkit warship brandishing a
Zap gun.

"OK," he cried, "the situation is totally under control as of this nonent
intine."

The single robot guarding the hatchway to the ship silently swung his
battl ecl ub, and connected it with the back of Zaphod's |eft head.

"Who the zark did that?" said the left head, and Ilolled sickeningly
f orwar d.

His right head gazed keenly into the middle distance.

"Who did what?" it said.

The club connected with the back of his right head.

Zaphod neasured his length as a rather strange shape on the ground.

Wthin a matter of seconds the whole event was over. A few blasts fromthe
robots were sufficient to destroy the Lock for ever. It split and nelted and



splayed its contents brokenly. The robots marched grimy and, it alnpst
seened, in a slightly disheartened manner, back into their warship which, with
a "foop", was gone.

Trillian and Ford ran hectically round and down the steep incline to the
dark, still body of Zaphod Beebl ebr ox.

OChapterd 26
"I don't know," said Zaphod, for what seenmed to him like the thirty
seventh time, "they could have killed nme, but they didn't. Maybe they just
thought | was a kind of wonderful guy or something. | could understand that."

The others silently registered their opinions of this theory.

Zaphod lay on the cold floor of the flight deck. H's back seened to
wrestle the floor as pain thudded through himand banged at his heads.

"1 think," he whispered, "that there is sonething wong with those
anodi zed dudes, sonething fundanmentally weird."

"They are programmed to kill everybody,"” Slartibartfast pointed out.

"That," wheezed Zaphod between the whacking thuds, "could be it." He
didn't seem al toget her convi nced.

"Hey, baby,"” he said to Trillian, hoping this would nmake up for his

previ ous behavi our.

"You all right?" she said gently.

"Yeah," he said, "I'mfine."

"Good," she said, and walked away to think. She stared at the huge
vi siscreen over the flight couches and, twisting a switch, she flipped |oca
i mages over it. One image was the bl ankness of the Dust Cloud. One was the sun
of Krikkit. One was Krikkit itself. She flipped between themfiercely.

"Well, that's goodbye Gal axy, then," said Arthur, slapping his knees and
st andi ng up.

"No," said Slartibartfast, gravely. "Qur course is clear." He furrowed his
brow until you could grow sone of the smaller root vegetables in it. He stood
up, he paced around. When he spoke again, what he said frightened himso nuch
he had to sit down again.

"We rmust go down to Krikkit," he said. A deep sigh shook his old frane and
his eyes seened alnpst to rattle in their sockets.

"Once again," he said, "we have failed pathetically. Quite pathetically.

"That," said Ford quietly, "is because we don't care enough. | told you

He swung his feet up on the instrunent panel and picked fitfully at
somet hing on one of his fingernails.

"But unless we deternine to take action,"” said the old man querul ously, as
if struggling against sonething deeply insouciant in his nature, "then we
shall all be destroyed, we shall all die. Surely we care about that?"

"Not enough to want to get killed over it," said Ford. He put on a sort of
hollow smle and flipped it round the room at anyone who wanted to see it.

Slartibartfast clearly found this point of view extrenely seductive and he
fought against it. He turned again to Zaphod who was gritting his teeth and
sweating with the pain.

"You surely nust have sone idea," he said, "of why they spared your |life.
It seens nobst strange and unusual ."

"I kind of think they didn't even know," shrugged Zaphod. "I told you
They hit me with the nost feeble blast, just knocked ne out, right? They

lugged nme into their ship, dunped ne into a corner and ignored nme. Like they
wer e enbarrassed about ne being there. If | said anything they knocked me out

again. W had sonme great conversations. “Hey ... ugh!' "H there ... ugh!' "I
wonder ...ugh!' Kept ne anused for hours, you know." He w nced again.

He was toying with sonething in his fingers. He held it up. It was the
Gold Bail - the Heart of Gold, the heart of the Infinite Inprobability Drive.

Only that and the Woden Pillar had survived the destruction of the Lock
i ntact.

"1 hear your ship can nove a bit," he said. "So how would you like to zip
me back to nmine before you ..."

"WIIl you not help us?" said Slartibartfast.

"1"d love to stay and hel p you save the Gal axy," insisted Zaphod, rising



hinself up on to his shoulders, "but | have the nother and father of a pair of

headaches, and | feel a lot of little headaches comi ng on. But next tine it
needs saving, |'myour guy. Hey, Trillian baby?"

She | ooked round briefly.

"Yes?"

"You want to conme? Heart of Gol d? Excitenment and adventure and really wld
t hi ngs?"

"I'"'mgoing down to Krikkit," she said.
OChapterd 27
It was the sane hill, and yet not the sane.
This tinme it was not an Informational Illusion. This was Krikkit itself

and they were standing on it. Near them behind the trees, stood the strange
Italian restaurant which had brought these, their real bodies, to this, the
real, present world of Krikkit.

The strong grass under their feet was real, the rich soil real too. The
heady fragrances fromthe tree, too, were real. The night was real night.

Krikkit.

Possi bly the npbst dangerous place in the Galaxy for anyone who isn't a
Krikkiter to stand. The place that could not countenance the existence of any
ot her place, whose charming, delightful, intelligent inhabitants would how
with fear, savagery and nurderous hate when confronted with anyone not their
own.

Art hur shudder ed.

Sl artibartfast shuddered.

Ford, surprisingly, shuddered.

It was not surprising that he shuddered, it was surprising that he was
there at all. But when they had returned Zaphod to his ship Ford had felt
unexpectedly shamed into not running away.

Wong, he thought to hinself, wong wong wong. He hugged to hinself one
of the Zap guns with which they had arned thensel ves out of Zaphod's arnmoury.

Trillian shuddered, and frowned as she | ooked into the sky.

This, too, was not the sane. It was no |onger blank and enpty.

Whi |l st the countryside around them had changed little in the two thousand
years of the Krikkit wars, and the nere five years that had elapsed |locally
since Krikkit was sealed in its Slo-Tinme envelope ten billion years ago, the
sky was dramatically different.

Dimlights and heavy shapes hung in it.

High in the sky, where no Krikkiter ever |ooked, were the War Zones, the
Robot Zones - huge warshi ps and tower blocks floating in the Nil-O-Gav fields
far above the idyllic pastoral |ands of the surface of Krikkit.

Trillian stared at them and thought.

"Trillian," whispered Ford Prefect to her

"Yes?" she said.

"VWat are you doi ng?"

"Thi nking."

"Do you al ways breathe |ike that when you're thinking?"

"l wasn't aware that | was breathing."

"That's what worried nme."

“I think I know ..." said Trillian

"Shhhh!" said Slartibartfast in alarm and his thin trenbling hand
noti oned them further back beneath the shadow of the tree.

Suddenly, as before in the tape, there were lights comng along the hil
path, but this tine the dancing beanms were not fromlanterns but electric
torches - not initself a dramatic change, but every detail nmade their hearts

thunp with fear. This tinme there were no lilting whinsical songs about flowers
and farm ng and dead dogs, but hushed voices in urgent debate.
A light noved in the sky with slow weight. Arthur was clenched with a

cl austrophobic terror and the warmw nd caught at his throat.

Wt hin seconds a second party becane visible, approaching from the other
side of the dark hill. They were noving swiftly and purposefully, their
torches swi nging and probing around them



The parties were clearly converging, and not nerely with each other. They
were converging deliberately on the spot where Arthur and the others were
st andi ng.

Arthur heard the slight rustle as Ford Prefect raised his Zap gun to his
shoul der, and the slight whinpering cough as Slartibartfast raised his. He
felt the cold unfam liar weight of his own gun, and wth shaking hands he
raised it.

His fingers funbled to release the safety catch and engage the extrene
danger catch as Ford had shown him He was shaking so nuch that if he'd fired
at anybody at that nonment he probably would have burnt his signature on them

Only Trillian didn't raise her gun. She raised her eyebrows, |owered them
again, and bit her lip in thought.

"Has it occurred to you," she began, but nobody wanted to di scuss anything
much at the noment.

A light stabbed through the darkness from behind them and they span around
to find a third party of Krikkiters behind them searching themout with their
t or ches.

Ford Prefect's gun crackled viciously, but fire spat back at it and it
crashed from hi s hands.

There was a monment of pure fear, a frozen second before anyone fired
agai n.

And at the end of the second nobody fired.

They were surrounded by pal e-faced Krikkiters and bathed in bobbing torch
I'ight.

The captives stared at their captors, the captors stared at their
captives.

"Hel | 0?" said one of the captors. "Excuse nme, but are you ... aliens?"

OChapterd 28

Meanwhile, nore millions of mles away than the mnmnd can confortably
enconpass, Zaphod Beebl ebrox was throwi ng a nood agai n.
He had repaired his ship - that is, he'd watched with alert interest

whil st a service robot had repaired it for him It was now, once again, one of
the nost powerful and extraordinary ships in existence. He could go anywhere,
do anything. He fiddled with a book, and then tossed it away. It was the one
he'd read before.

He wal ked over to the comunications bank and opened an allfrequencies
ener gency channel

"Anyone want a drink?" he said.

"This an energency, feller?" crackled a voice fromhalfway across the
Gal axy.

"Got any mixers?" said Zaphod.

"CGo take a ride on a conmet."

"OK, OK," said Zaphod and flipped the channel shut again. He sighed and
sat down. He got up again and wandered over to a conputer screen. He pushed a
few buttons. Little blobs started to rush around the screen eating each other.

"Powl " said Zaphod. "Freeeoooo! Pop pop pop!"

"Hi there," said the conputer brightly after a minute of this, "you have
scored three points. Previous best score, seven mllion five hundred and
ni nety-seven thousand, two hundred and ..."

"OK, OK," said Zaphod and flipped the screen bl ank again.

He sat down again. He played with a pencil. This too began slowy to |ose
its fascination.

"OK, OK," he said, and fed his score and the previous one into the
conput er.

His ship made a bl ur of the Universe.
OChapterd 29
"Tell us," said the thin, pale-faced Krikkiter who had stepped forward

from the ranks of the others and stood wuncertainly in the circle of
torchlight, handling his gun as if he was just holding it for someone else



who'd just popped off sonewhere but would be back in a minute, "do you know
anyt hi ng about something called the Bal ance of Nature?"

There was no reply from their <captives, or at |least nothing nore
articulate than a few confused munbl es and grunts. The torchlight continued to
play over them Hgh in the sky above themdark activity continued in the
Robot zones.

"It's just," continued the Krikkiter uneasily, "something we heard about,
probably nothing inmportant. Well, | suppose we'd better kill you then."

He | ooked down at his gun as if he was trying to find which bit to press.

"That is," he said, |ooking up again, "unless there's anything you want to
chat about ?"

Sl ow, nunb astonishment crept up the bodies of Slartibartfast, Ford and
Arthur. Very soon it would reach their brains, which were at the nmonment solely

occupied with noving their jawbones up and down. Trillian was shaking her head
as if trying to finish a jigsaw by shaking the box.

"We're worried, you see," said another nan from the crowd, "about this
pl an of universal destruction.”

"Yes," added another, "and the balance of nature. It just seenmed to us
that if the whole of the rest of the Universe is destroyed it wll sonehow

upset the balance of nature. We're quite keen on ecol ogy, you see." His voice
trail ed away unhappily.

"And sport," said another, loudly. This got a cheer of approval from the
ot hers.
"Yes," agreed the first, "and sport ..." He |ooked back at his fellows

uneasily and scratched fitfully at his cheek. He seenmed to be westling wth
some deep inner confusion, as if everything he wanted to say and everything he
t hought were entirely different things, between which he could see no possible
connecti on.

"You see," he nunbled, "sone of us ..." and he | ooked around again as if
for confirmation. The others nade encouraging noises. "Sone of wus," he
continued, "are quite keen to have sporting links with the rest of the Gl axy,
and though | can see the argunent about keeping sport out of politics, | think

that if we want to have sporting links with the rest of the Gal axy, which we
do, then it's probably a mstake to destroy it. And indeed the rest of the

Uni ver se " his voice trailed away again "... which is what seens to be the
idea now ..."

"Wh ..." said Slartibartfast. "Wh ..."

"Hhhh ... ?" said Arthur.

"Dr ..." said Ford Prefect.

"OK," said Trillian. "Let's talk about it." She wal ked forward and took

the poor confused Krikkiter by the arm He | ooked about twenty-five, which
meant, because of the peculiar manglings of tinme that had been going on in
this area, that he would have been just twenty when the Krikkit Wars were
finished, ten billion years ago.

Trillian led himfor a short wal k through the torchlight before she said
anything nore. He stunbled uncertainly after her. The encircling torch beans
were drooping now slightly as if they were abdicating to this strange, quiet
girl who alone in the Universe of dark confusion seemed to know what she was
doi ng.

She turned and faced him and lightly held both his arnms. He was a picture
of bewi | dered m sery.

"Tell ne," she said.

He said nothing for a nonment, whilst his gaze darted fromone of her eyes
to the other.

"W ..." he said, "we have to be alone ... | think." He screwed up his
face and then dropped his head forward, shaking it 1like someone trying to
shake a <coin out of a nobney box. He | ooked up again. "W have this bonb now,
you see," he said, "it's just a little one."

"I know," she said.

He goggled at her as if she'd said sonething very strange about beetroots.
"Honestly," he said, "it's very, very little."

"1 know," she said again.

"But they say,"” his voice trailed on, "they say it can destroy everything



that exists. And we have to do that, you see, | think. WII that nmake us
alone? | don't know. It seems to be our function, though,” he said, and
dropped his head again.

"\What ever that neans," said a hollow voice fromthe crowd.

Trillian slowy put her arns around the poor bew | dered young Krikkiter
and patted his trenbling head on her shoul der.

"It's all right,"” she said quietly but clearly enough for all the shadowy
crowd to hear, "you don't have to do it."

She rocked him

"You don't have to do it," she said again.

She |l et him go and stood back.

"l want you to do sonething for nme," she said, and unexpectedly | aughed.

"1 want," she said, and | aughed again. She put her hand over her nputh and
then said with a straight face, "I want you to take ne to your |eader," and
she pointed into the War Zones in the sky. She seemed sonehow to know that
their | eader would be there.

Her laughter seenmed to discharge sonething in the atnosphere. From
somewhere at the back of the crowd a single voice started to sing a tune which
woul d have enabl ed Paul McCartney, had he witten it, to buy the world.

OChapterd 30

Zaphod Beebl ebrox crawl ed bravely along a tunnel, like the hell of a guy
he was. He was very confused, but continued crawli ng doggedly anyway because
he was that brave.

He was confused by sonething he had just seen, but not half as confused as
he was going to be by sonmething he was about to hear, so it would now be best
to explain exactly where he was.

He was in the Robot War Zones many niles above the surface of the planet
Krikkit.

The atnosphere was thin here and relatively unprotected fromany rays or
anyt hi ng whi ch space might care to hurl in his direction

He had parked the starship Heart of Gold anpbngst the huge jostling dim
hul ks that crowded the sky here above Krikkit, and had entered what appeared
to be the biggest and nobst inportant of the sky buildings, arned with nothing
but a Zap gun and sonething for his headaches.

He had found hinmself in a long, wide and badly it corridor in which he
was able to hide wuntil he worked out what he was going to do next. He hid
because every now and then one of the Krikkit robots would walk along it, and
although he had so far led some kind of charned life at their hands, it had
nevert hel ess been an extrenely painful one, and he had no desire to stretch
what he was only half-inclined to call his good fortune.

He had ducked, at one point, into a roomleading off the corridor, and had
di scovered it to be a huge and, again, dinmy Iit chanber.

In fact, it was a nuseum wth just one exhibit - the weckage of a
spacecraft. It was terribly burnt and mangl ed, and, now that he had caught up
with sone of the Galactic history he had m ssed through his failed attenpts to
have sex with the girl in the cybercubicle next to himat school, he was able
to put in an intelligent guess that this was the wecked spaceship which had
drifted through the Dust Cloud all those billions of years ago and started the
whol e busi ness of f.

But, and this is where he had beconme confused, there was sonething not at
all right about it.

It was genuinely wecked. It was genuinely burnt, but a fairly brief
inspection by an experienced eye revealed that it was not a genuine
spacecraft. It was as if it was a full-scale nodel of one - a solid blueprint.
In other words it was a very useful thing to have around if you suddenly
decided to build a spaceship yourself and didn't know how to do it. It was
not, however, anything that would ever fly anywhere itself.

He was still puzzling over this - in fact he'd only just started to puzzle
over it - when he becane aware that a door had slid open in another part of
the chanber, and another couple of Krikkit robots had entered, |ooking a
little glum



Zaphod did not want to tangle wth them and, deciding that just as
di scretion was the better part of valour so was cowardice the better part of
discretion, he valiantly hid himself in a cupboard.

The cupboard in fact turned out to be the top part of a shaft which |ed
down through an inspection hatch into a wde ventilation tunnel. He |ed
hi msel f down into it and started to crawl along it, which is where we found
hi m

He didn't like it. It was cold, dark and profoundly unconfortable, and it
frightened him At the first opportunity - which was another shaft a hundred
yards further along - he clinbed back up out of it.

This tinme he energed into a smaller chanber, which appeared to be a
conmputer intelligence centre. He enmerged in a dark narrow space between a
| arge conputer bank and the wall.

He quickly learned that he was not alone in the chanber and started to
| eave again, when he began to listen with interest to what the other occupants
wer e sayi ng.

"I't's the robots, sir,
them "

"What, exactly?"

These were the voices of two War Command Krikkiters. Al the War
Commanders lived up in the sky in the Robot War Zones, and were largely i mune
to the whinsical doubts and uncertainties which were afflicting their fellows
down on the surface of the planet.

"Well, sir | think it's just as well that they are being phased out of the
war effort, and that we are now going to detonate the supernova bonb. In the
very short time since we were released fromthe envel ope -"

"Get to the point."

"The robots aren't enjoying it, sir.

"What ?"

"The war, sir, it seens to be getting them down. There's a certain world
weari ness about them or perhaps | should say Universe-weariness."

"Well, that's all right, they're neant to be helping to destroy it."

"Yes, well they're finding it difficult, sir. They are afflicted with a
certain lassitude. They're just finding it hard to get behind the job. They
| ack oonph.™

"What are you trying to say?"

said one voice. "There's sonething wong wth

"Well, | think they're very depressed about sonething, sir."
"What on Krikkit are you tal king about?"
"Well, in the few skirnishes they've had recently, it seens that they go

into battle, raise their weapons to fire and suddenly think, why bother? Wat,
cosmcally speaking, is it all about? And they just seemto get a little tired
and a little grim"

"And then what do they do?"

"Er, quadratic equations nostly, sir. Fiendishly difficult ones by al
accounts. And then they sulk."

" Sul k?"

"Yes, sir."

"Whoever heard of a robot sul king?"

"I don't know, sir."

"What was that noise?"

It was the noise of Zaphod | eaving with his head spinning.

OChapterd 31

In a deep well of darkness a crippled robot sat. It had been silent inits
metallic darkness for sone tine. It was cold and danp, but being a robot it
was supposed not to be able to notice these things. Wth an enornous effort of
will, however, it did nmanage to notice them

Its brain had been harnessed to the <central intelligence core of the
Krikkit War Conputer. It wasn't enjoying the experience, and neither was the
central intelligence core of the Krikkit War Conputer.

The Krikkit robots which had sal vaged this pathetic netal creature from
the swanps of Squornshellous Zeta had recognized alnost inmmediately its



gigantic intelligence, and the use which this could be to them

They hadn't reckoned with the attendant personality disorders, which the
col dness, the darkness, the danpness, the cranpedness and the |oneliness were
doi ng nothing to decrease.

It was not happy with its task.

Apart from anything else, the nere coordination of an entire planet's
mlitary strategy was taking up only a tiny part of its formi dable nmind, and
the rest of it had becone extrenmely bored. Having solved all the nagjor
mat hemati cal, physical, chemcal, biological, sociological, philosophical
etynol ogi cal , neteorol ogi cal and psychol ogi cal problems of the Universe except
his own, three tinmes over, he was severely stuck for sonething to do, and had
taken up conposing short dolorous ditties of no tone, or indeed tune. The
| atest one was a |ull aby.

"Now the world has gone to bed," Marvin droned,

"Dar kness won't engulf ny head,

"l can see by infra-red,

"How | hate the night."

He paused to gather the artistic and enotional strength to tackle the next
ver se.

"Now | lay nme down to sleep

"Try to count electric sheep

"Sweet dream wi shes you can keep

"How | hate the night."

“Marvin!" hissed a voice

Hi s head snapped up, alnpbst dislodging the intricate network of el ectrodes
whi ch connected himto the central Krikkit War Conputer

An inspection hatch had opened and one of a pair of wunruly heads was
peering through whilst the other kept on jogging it by continually darting to
| ook this way and that extrenely nervously.

"COh, it's you," nuttered the robot. "I night have known."
"Hey, kid," said Zaphod in astonishnent, "was that you singing just then?"
"l am" Marvin acknow edged bitterly, "in particularly scintillating form

at the nonent."
Zaphod poked his head in through the hatchway and | ooked around.
"Are you al one?" he said.
"Yes," said Mrvin. "Warily | sit here, pain and mnmisery nmy only
conmpani ons. And vast intelligence of course. And infinite sorrow. And ..."
"Yeah," said Zaphod. "Hey, what's your connection with all this?"

"This," said Mrvin, indicating with his Iless damged arm all the
el ectrodes which connected himwith the Krikkit conputer.

"Then," said Zaphod awkwardly, "I guess you nust have saved ny life.
Twi ce. "

"Three tines," said Marvin.

Zaphod' s head snapped round (his other one was |ooking hawkishly in
entirely the wong direction) just in time to see the lethal killer robot
directly behind himseize up and start to snoke. It staggered backwards and
slunped against a wall. It slid dowmn it. It slipped sideways, threwits head
back and started to sob inconsol ably.

Zaphod | ooked back at Marvin.

"You nmust have a terrific outlook on life," he said.

"Just don't even ask," said Marvin.

"l won't," said Zaphod, and didn't. "Hey |ook," he added, "you're doing a
terrific job."

"Which nmeans, | suppose,” said Marvin, requiring only one ten thousand
mllion billion trillion grillionth part of his mental powers to make this
particular logical leap, "that you're not going to release ne or anything |ike
that."

"Kid, you know |I'd love to."

"But you're not going to."

"No. "

"l see.”

"You're working well.'

"Yes," said Marvin. "Wy stop now just when |I'mhating it?"



"I got to find Trillian and the guys. Hey, you any idea where they are?
mean, | just got a planet to choose from Could take a while."

"They are very close,"” said Marvin dolefully. "You can nonitor them from
here if you like."

"l better go get them" asserted Zaphod. "Er, maybe they need sone hel p,

right?"

"Maybe, " said Marvin with unexpected authority in his |lugubrious voice,
"it would be better if you nmonitored themfromhere. That young girl," he
added unexpectedly, "is one of the |east benightedly unintelligent life forms

it has been ny profound | ack of pleasure not to be able to avoid neeting."

Zaphod took a nonent or two to find his way through this |abyrinthine
string of negatives and enmerged at the other end with surprise.

"Trillian?" he said. "She's just a kid. Cute, yeah, but tenperanental. You
know how it is with wonen. Or perhaps you don't. | assune you don't. I|If you do
I don't want to hear about it. Plug us in."

"... totally manipul ated."

"What ?" sai d Zaphod.

It was Trillian speaking. He turned round.

The wal | agai nst which the Krikkit robot was sobbing had lit up to revea
a scene taking place in sonme other unknown part of the Krikkit Robot War
zones. It seened to be a council chanber of some kind - Zaphod couldn't make
it out too clearly because of the robot slunped agai nst the screen

He tried to nove the robot, but it was heavy with its grief and tried to
bite him so he just | ooked around as best he coul d.

"Just think about it," said Trillian's voice, "your history is just a
series of freakishly inprobable events. And | know an inprobabl e event when
see one. Your conplete isolation fromthe Galaxy was freakish for a start.
Right out on the very edge wth a Dust Cloud around you. It's a set-up
Obvi ously. "

Zaphod was mad with frustration because he couldn't see the screen. The
robot's head was obscuring his view of the people Trillian as talking to, his
mul ti-functional battleclub was obscuring the background, and the el bow of the
armit had pressed tragically against its brow was obscuring Trillian herself.

"Then," said Trillian, "this spaceship that crash-landed on your planet.
That's really likely, isn't it? Have you any idea of what the odds are agai nst
a drifting spaceship accidentally intersecting with the orbit of a planet?"

"Hey," said Zaphod, "she doesn't know what the zark she's tal king about.
I've seen that spaceship. It's a fake. No deal ."

"1 thought it mght be," said Marvin from his prison behind Zaphod.

"Oh yeah," said Zaphod. "It's easy for you to say that. | just told you.
Anyway, | don't see what it's got to do with anything."
"And especially," <continued Trillian, "the odds against it intersecting

with the orbit of the one planet in the Galaxy, or the whole of the Universe
as far as | know, that would be totally traumatized to see it. You don't know
what the odds are? Nor do I, ‘they're that big. Again, it's a set-up.
woul dn't be surprised if that spaceship was just a fake."

Zaphod managed to nove the robot's battleclub. Behind it on the screen
were the figures of Ford, Arthur and Slartibartfast who appeared astonished
and bewi | dered by the whol e thing.

"Hey, look," said Zaphod excitedly. "The guys are doing great. Ra ra ral
Go get 'em guys."

"And what about," said Trillian, "all this technol ogy you suddenly nmanaged
to build for yourselves al nbst overnight? Mst people would take thousands of
years to do all that. Someone was feeding you what you needed to know, soneone
was keeping you at it.

"1 know, | know," she added in response to an unseen interruption, "I know
you didn't realize it was going on. This is exactly nmy point. You never
realized anything at all. Like this Supernova Bonb."

"How do you know about that?" said an unseen voi ce.

"1 just know," said Trillian. "You expect ne to believe that you are
bri ght enough to invent sonething that brilliant and be too dunmb to realize it

would take you with it as well? That's not just stupid, that is spectacularly
obt use. "



"Hey, what's this bonb thing?" said Zaphod in alarmto Marvin.

"The supernova bonmb?" said Marvin. "It's a very, very small bonb."

"Yeah?"

"That woul d destroy the Universe in toto," added Marvin. "Good idea, if
you ask ne. They won't get it to work, though."

"Why not, if it's so brilliant?"

"It's brilliant," said Marvin, "they're not. They got as far as designing

it before they were |ocked in the envel ope. They've spent the last five years
building it. They think they' ve got it right but they haven't. They're as
stupid as any other organic life form | hate them™

Trillian was conti nuing.

Zaphod tried to pull the Krikkit robot away by its leg, but it kicked and
gromwed at him and then quaked with a fresh outburst of sobbing. Then
suddenly it slunped over and continued to express its feelings out of
everybody's way on the floor.

Trillian was standing alone in the nmiddle of the chanber tired out but
with fiercely burning eyes.

Ranged in front of her were the pale-faced and winkled El der Masters of
Krikkit, notionless behind their widely curved control desk, staring at her
wi th hel pless fear and hatred.

In front of them equidistant between their control desk and the niddle of
the chanber, where Trillian stood, as if on trial, was a slim white pillar
about four feet tall. On top of it stood a small white gl obe, about three,
maybe four inches in dianeter.

Beside it stood a Krikkit robot with its multi-functional battleclub

"In fact," explained Trillian, "you are so dunb stupid" (She was sweati ng.
Zaphod felt that this was an unattractive thing for her to be doing at this
point) "you are all so dumb stupid that | doubt, | very nuch doubt, that

you' ve been able to build the bonb properly without any help from Hactar for
the last five years."

"Who's this guy Hactar?" said Zaphod, squaring his shoul ders.

If Marvin replied, Zaphod didn't hear him Al his attention was
concentrated on the screen.

One of the Elders of Krikkit made a small motion with his hand towards the
Kri kkit robot. The robot raised his club

"There's nothing | can do," said Marvin. "It's on an independent circuit
fromthe others.™

"Wait," said Trillian.

The Elder made a small notion. The robot halted. Trillian suddenly seened

very doubtful of her own judgnent.

"How do you know all this?" said Zaphod to Marvin at this point.

"Conputer records," said Marvin. "I have access."

"You're very different, aren't you," said Trillian to the Elder Masters,
"from your fellow worldlings down on the ground. You' ve spent all your lives
up here, unprotected by the atnosphere. You' ve been very vul nerable. The rest
of your race is very frightened, you know, they don't want you to do this.
You' re out of touch, why don't you check up?"

The Krikkit Elder grew inpatient. He nmade a gesture to the robot which was
precisely the opposite of the gesture he had last nade to it.

The robot swung its battleclub. It hit the small white gl obe.

The smal | white gl obe was the supernova bonb.

It was a very, very snall bonmb which was designed to bring the entire
Uni verse to an end.

The supernova bonb flew through the air. It hit the back wall of the
council chanmber and dented it very badly.

"So how does she know all this?" said Zaphod.

Marvin kept a sullen silence

"Probably just bluffing," said Zaphod. "Poor kid, | should never have |eft
her al one."

OChapterd 32

"Hactar!" called Trillian. "Wat are you up to?"



There was no reply from the enclosing darkness. Trillian wai t ed,
nervously. She was sure that she couldn't be wong. She peered into the gl oom
from whi ch she had been expecting sone kind of response. But there was only
cold silence

"Hactar?" she <called again. "I would |ike you to neet ny friend Arthur
Dent. | wanted to go off with a Thunder God, but he wouldn't let nme and |
appreci ate that. He made nme realize where ny affections really lay.
Unfortunately Zaphod is too frightened by all this, so | brought Arthur
instead. I'mnot sure why I"'mtelling you all this.

"Hel | 0?" she said again. "Hactar?"
And then it cane.

It was thin and feeble, Ilike a voice carried on the wind froma great
di stance, half heard, a nenory of a dream of a voice.
"Won't you both cone out," said the voice. "I pronise that you wll be

perfectly safe."

They glanced at each other, and then stepped out, inprobably, along the
shaft of |ight which streaned out of the open hatchway of the Heart of Gold
into the dimgranul ar darkness of the Dust Cl oud.

Arthur tried to hold her hand to steady and reassure her, but she woul dn't
let him He held on to his airline hold-all with its tin of G eek olive oil
its towel, its crunpled postcards of Santorini and its other odds and ends. He
steadi ed and reassured that instead.

They were standing on, and in, nothing.

Mur ky, dusty nothing. Each grain of dust of the pulverized conputer
sparkled dimy as it turned and twisted slowy, catching the sunlight in the
darkness. Each particle of the conputer, each speck of dust, held wthin
itself, faintly and weakly, the pattern of the whole. In reducing the conputer
to dust the Silastic Arnorfiends of Striterax had nerely crippled the
conmputer, not killed it. A weak and insubstantial field held the particles in
slight relationships with each other.

Arthur and Trillian stood, or rather floated, in the mddle of this
bi zarre entity. They had nothing to breathe, but for the nonment this seened
not to natter. Hactar kept his pronise. They were safe. For the nonent.

"1 have nothing to offer you by way of hospitality," said Hactar faintly,
"but tricks of the light. It is possible to be confortable with tricks of the
light, though, if that is all you have."

H s voice evanesced, and in the dark dust a long vel vet paisleycovered
sof a coal esced into hazy shape.

Arthur could hardly bear the fact that it was the sane sofa which had
appeared to him in the fields of prehistoric Earth. He wanted to shout and
shake with rage that the Universe kept doing these insanely bew | dering things
to him

He let this feeling subside, and then sat on the sofa - carefully.
Trillian sat on it too.

It was real

At least, if it wasn't real, it did support them and as that is what

sofas are supposed to do, this, by any test that mattered, was a real sofa.

The voice on the solar wind breathed to them again.

"1 hope you are confortable," it said.

They nodded.

"And | would like to congratulate you on the accuracy of your deductions."

Arthur quickly pointed out that he hadn't deduced anything nuch hinself,
Trillian was the one. She had sinply asked himal ong because he was interested
inlife, the Universe, and everything.

"That is something in which | too aminterested,” breathed Hactar

"Well," said Arthur, "we should have a chat about it sonetine. Over a cup
of tea."

There slowy materialized in front of thema small wooden table on which
sat a silver teapot, a bone china mlk jug, a bone china sugar bow, and two
bone chi na cups and saucers.

Arthur reached forward, but they were just a trick of the light. He | eaned
back on the sofa, which was an illusion his body was prepared to accept as
confortabl e.



"Why," said Trillian, "do you feel you have to destroy the Universe?"

She found it a little difficult talking into nothingness, with nothing on
which to focus. Hactar obviously noticed this. He chuckled a ghostly chuckle.

"If it's going to be that sort of session,” he said, "we may as well have
the right sort of setting.”

And now there materialized in front of them sonmething new. It was the dim
hazy i mage of a couch - a psychiatrist's couch. The leather with which it was
uphol stered was shiny and sunptuous, but again, it was only a trick of the
I'ight.

Around them to conplete the setting, was the hazy suggestion of wood
panelled walls. And then, on the couch, appeared the inmage of Hactar hinself,
and it was an eye-twi sting i mge.

The couch | ooked normal size for a psychiatrist's couch - about five or
six feet |ong.

The conputer | ooked normal size for a black space-borne conputer satellite
- about a thousand mles across.

The illusion that the one was sitting on top of the other was the thing
whi ch nade the eyes twi st.

"All right,” said Trillian firmly. She stood up off the sofa. She felt
that she was being asked to feel too confortable and to accept too many
il lusions.

"Very good," she said. "Can you construct real things too? | nmean solid
obj ect s?"

Again there was a pause before the answer, as if the pulverized m nd of
Hactar had to collect its thoughts fromthe nmillions and nillions of niles

over which it was scattered.

"Ah," he sighed. "You are thinking of the spaceship.”

Thoughts seened to drift by themand through them |ike waves through the
et her.

"Yes," he acknow edge, "I can.

"But it takes enornous effort and time. All | can doin ny ... particle
state, you see, is encourage and suggest. Encourage and suggest. And suggest

The i mage of Hactar on the couch seened to billow and waver, as if finding
it hard to maintain itself.

It gathered new strength

"1 can encourage and suggest,” it said, "tiny pieces of space debris - the
odd m nute nmeteor, a few nol ecules here, a few hydrogen atons there - to npve

together. | encourage themtogether. | can tease theminto shape, but it takes
many aeons."

"So, did you nmke," asked Trillian again, "the nodel of the wecked
spacecraft ?"

"Er ... yes," murmured Hactar. "I have made ... a few things. | can nove
them about. | nade the spacecraft. It seened best to do."

Somet hing then made Arthur pick up his hold-all fromwhere he had left it
on the sofa and grasp it tightly.

The mi st of Hactar's ancient shattered mnd swirled about them as if
uneasy dreans were noving through it

"l repented, you see," he nurrmured dolefully. "I repented of sabotaging ny
own design for the Silastic Arnorfiends. It was not nmy place to make such
decisions. | was created to fulfill a function and | failed init. | negated

my own existence."
Hact ar sighed, and they waited in silence for himto continue his story.

"You were right," he said at length. "I deliberately nurtured the planet
of Krikkit till they would arrive at the sane state of mind as the Silastic
Arnmorfiends, and require of ne the design of the bonb | failed to nmake the
first tine. | wapped nyself around the planet and coddled it. Under the

i nfluence of events | was able to generate, they |learned to hate |ike naniacs.
I had to make themlive in the sky. On the ground ny influences were too weak.
"Wthout nme, of course, when they were | ocked away fromme in the envel ope
of Slo-Tinme, their responses became very confused and they were unable to
nmanage.
"Ah well, ah well,"” he added, "I was only trying to fulfill m function."



And very gradually, very, very slowy, the inmages in the «cloud began to
fade, gently to nelt away.

And then, suddenly, they stopped fading.

"There was also the nmatter of revenge, of course,"” said Hactar, with a
shar pness which was new in his voice.

"Renenber," he said, "that | was pulverized, and then left in a crippled
and semi-inmpotent state for billions of years. | honestly would rather wi pe
out the Universe. You would feel the same way, believe ne."

He paused again, as eddies swept through the Dust.

"But primarily,"™ he said in his fornmer, wistful tone, "I was trying to
fulfill ny function. Ah well."

Trillian said, "Does it worry you that you have failed?"

"Have | failed?" whispered Hactar. The inmge of the conmputer on the
psychiatrist's couch began slowy to fade again.

"Ah well, ah well," the fading voice intoned again. "No, failure doesn't
bot her ne now. "

"You know what we have to do?" said Trillian, her voice cold and

busi nessli ke.

"Yes," said Hactar, "you're going to disperse ne. You are going to destroy
my consciousness. Please be ny guest - after all these aeons, oblivion is al
I crave. |If | haven't already fulfilled ny function, then it's too | ate now.
Thank you and good night."

The sofa vani shed

The tea table vani shed

The couch and the conputer vanished. the walls were gone. Arthur and
Trillian made their curious way back into the Heart of Cold.

"Well, that,"” said Arthur, "would appear to be that."

The flanes danced higher in front of himand then subsided. A few | ast
licks and they were gone, leaving himwith just a pile of Ashes, where a few
m nut es previ ously there had been the Woden Pillar of Nature and
Spirituality.

He scooped them off the hob of the Heart of Gold's Gamm barbecue, put
themin a paper bag, and wal ked back into the bridge.

"1 think we should take them back," he said. "I feel that very strongly."

He had already had an argunment with Slartibartfast on this matter, and
eventually the old man had got annoyed and left. he had returned to his own
ship the Bistromath, had a furious roww th the waiter and di sappeared off
into an entirely subjective idea of what space was.

The argunent had arisen because Arthur's idea of returning the Ashes to
Lord's Cricket Ground at the sanme nonent that they were originally taken would
involve travelling back in time a day or so, and this was precisely the sort
of gratuitous and irresponsible mucki ng about that the Canpaign for Real Tine
was trying to put a stop to.

"Yes," Arthur had said, "but you try and explain that to the MCC," and he
woul d hear no nore agai nst the idea.

"1 think," he said again, and stopped. The reason he started to say it
agai n was because no one had listened to himthe first tinme, and the reason he
stopped was because it |ooked fairly clear that no one was going to listen to
himthis time either.

Ford, Zaphod and Trillian were watching the visiscreens intently as Hactar
was di spersing under pressure froma vibration field which the Heart of Gold
was punping into it.

"What did it say?" asked Ford.

"I thought | heard it say," said Trillian in a puzzle voice, " Wat's done
is done ... | have fulfilled ny function ...""

"I think we should take these back," said Arthur holding up the bag
containing the Ashes. "I feel that very strongly."

OChapterd 33

The sun was shining calmy on a scene of conplete havoc.
Snoke was still billow ng across the burnt grass in the wake of the theft
of the Ashes by the Krikkit robots. Through the snoke, people were running



pani cstricken, colliding with each other, tripping over stretchers, being
arrest ed.

One policenan was attenpting to arrest Wowbagger the Infinitely Prol onged
for insulting behaviour, but was unable to prevent the tall grey-green alien
from returning to his ship and arrogantly flying away, thus causing even nore
pani ¢ and pandenoni um

In the mddle of this, for the second tine that afternoon, the figures of
Arthur Dent and Ford Prefect suddenly materialized, they had tel eported down
out of the Heart of Gold which was now in parking orbit round the planet.

"I can explain,” shouted Arthur. "I have the Ashes! They're in this bag."

"I don't think you have their attention,"” said Ford

"1 have al so hel ped save the Universe," called Arthur to anyone who was
prepared to listen, in other words no one.

"That shoul d have been a crowd-stopper," said Arthur to Ford.

"I't wasn't," said Ford

Art hur accosted a policeman who was runni ng past.

"Excuse nme," he said. "The Ashes. |'ve got them They were stolen by those
white robots a noment ago. |'ve got themin this bag. They were part of the
Key to the Slo-Tine envel ope, you see, and, well, anyway you can guess the

rest, the point is |I've got them and what should | do with thenP"

The policeman told him but Arthur could only assune that he was speaking
met aphorical |l y.

He wander ed about di sconsol ately.

"l's no one interested?" he shouted out. A man rushed past him and |jogged
his elbow, he dropped the paper bag and it spilt its contents all over the
ground. Arthur stared down at it with a tight-set mouth.

Ford | ooked at him

"Wanna go now?" he said.

Arthur heaved a heavy sigh. He | ooked around at the planet Earth, for what
he was now certain would be the last tine.

"OK, " he said.

At that nonent, through the clearing smoke, he caught sight of one of the
wi ckets, still standing in spite of everything.

"Hold on a nmonent," he said to Ford. "When | was a boy ..

"Can you tell ne later?"

"l had a passion for cricket, you know, but | wasn't very good at it.

"Or not at all, if you prefer.”

"And | always dreaned, rather stupidly, that one day |I would bow at
Lord's."

He | ooked around him at the panicstricken throng. No one was going to mnd
very much.

"OK," said Ford wearily. "Get it over with. | shall be over there," he

added, "being bored." He went and sat down on a patch of snopking grass.

Arthur renmenbered that on their first visit there that afternoon, the
cricket ball had actually Ianded in his bag, and he | ooked through the bag.

He had already found the ball in it before he remenbered that it wasn't
the sane bag that he'd had at the tinme. Still, there the ball was anpbngst his
souvenirs of Greece.

He took it out and polished it against his hip, spat on it and polished it
again. He put the bag down. He was going to do this properly.

He tossed the snmall hard red ball fromhand to hand, feeling its weight.

Wth a wonderful feeling of lightness and unconcern, he trotted off away
fromthe wi cket. A nmediumfast pace, he decided, and nmeasured a good | ong run
up.

He |ooked wup into the sky. The birds were wheeling about it, a few white
cl ouds scudded across it. The air was disturbed with the sounds of police and
anbul ance sirens, and people screanmng and yelling, but he felt curiously
happy and untouched by it all. He was going to bowl a ball at Lord's.

He turned and pawed a couple of tinmes at the ground wth his bedroom
slippers. He squared his shoulders, tossed the ball in the air and caught it
agai n.

He started to run

As he ran, he saw that standing at the w cket was a batsman



Oh, good, he thought, that should add a little ..

Then, as his running feet took him nearer, he saw nmore clearly. The
batsman standi ng ready at the wi cket was not one of the England cricket team
He was not one of the Australian cricket team It was one of the robot Krikkit
team It was a cold, hard, lethal white killer-robot that presumably had not
returned to its ship with the others.

Quite a few thoughts collided in Arthur Dent's mind at tis monent, but he
didn't seemto be able to stop running. Tine seenmed to be going terribly,
terribly slowmy, but still he didn't seemto be able to stop running.

Moving as if through syrup, he slowy turned his troubled head and | ooked
at his own hand, the hand which was holding the small hard red ball

His feet were pounding slowy onwards, unstoppably, as he stared at the

ball gripped in his helpless hand. It was enitting a deep red glow and
flashing intermttently. And still his feet were pounding inexorably forward.
He | ooked at the Krikkit robot again standing inplacably still and

purposefully in front of him battleclub raised in readiness. Its eyes were
burning with a deep cold fascinating light, and Arthur could not nove his own
eyes from them He seened to be |ooking down a tunnel at them - nothing on
either side seemed to exist.

Sone of the thoughts which were colliding in his mind at this tinme were
t hese:

He felt a hell of a fool

He felt that he should have listened rather nore carefully to a nunber of
things he had heard said, phrases which now pounded round in his mnd as his
feet pounded onwards to the point where he would inevitably rel ease the bal
to the Krikkit robot, who would inevitably strike it.

He renenbered Hactar saying, "Have | failed? Failure doesn't bother nme."

He renmenbered the account of Hactar's dying words, "What's done is done,
have fulfilled ny function."

He remenbered Hactar saying that he had nanaged to make "a few things."

He renmenbered the sudden novenent in his hold-all that had nade him grip
it tightly to himself when he was in the Dust C oud.

He renmenbered that he had travelled back in time a couple of days to cone
to Lord's again.

He al so renenbered that he wasn't a very good bow er

He felt his armcom ng round, gripping tightly on to the ball which he now
knew for certain was the supernova bonb that Hactar had built hinmself and
planted on him the bonb which would cause the Universe to cone to an abrupt
and premature end.

He hoped and prayed that there wasn't an afterlife. Then he realized there
was a contradiction involved here and nmerely hoped that there wasn't an
afterlife.

He woul d feel very, very enbarrassed neeting everybody.

He hoped, he hoped, he hoped that his bowing was as bad as he renmenbered
it to be, because that seened to be the only thing now standing between this
nmonment and uni versal oblivion.

He felt his legs pounding, he felt his armconing round, he felt his feet
connecting with the airline hold-all he'd stupidly left lying on the ground in
front of him he felt hinself falling heavily forward but, having his mnd so
terribly full of other things at this nmonent, he conpletely forgot about
hitting the ground and didn't.

Still holding the ball firmy in his right hand he soared up into the air
whi npering with surprise.

He wheel ed and whirled through the air, spinning out of control

He twisted down towards the ground, flinging hinself hectically through
the air, at the same tine hurling the bonmb harm essly off into the distance.

He hurtl ed towards the astounded robot from behind. It still had its
mul ti-functional battleclub raised, but had suddenly been deprived of anything
to hit.

Wth a sudden mad access of strength, he westled the battleclub fromthe
grip of the startled robot, executed a dazzling banking turn in the air,
hurtled back down in a furious power-drive and with one crazy sw ng knocked
the robot's head fromthe robot's shoul ders.



"Are you com ng now?" said Ford.

Epi | ogue:

Life, the Universe and Everything

And at the end they travelled again.

There was a tine when Arthur Dent would not. He said that the Bistromathic
Drive had revealed to himthat time and distance were one, that nmind and
Uni verse were one, that perception and reality were one, and that the nore one
travelled the nore one stayed in one place, and that what with one thing and
anot her he would rather just stay put for a while and sort it all out in his
m nd, which was now at one with the Universe so it shouldn't take too |ong,
and he could get a good rest afterwards, put in a little flying practice and
learn to cook which he had always neant to do. The can of Greek olive oil was
now his nobst prized possession, and he said that the way it had unexpectedly
turned up in his life had again given hima certain sense of the oneness of
thi ngs which made him feel that

He yawned and fell asleep

In the norning as they prepared to take him to some quiet and idyllic
pl anet where they wouldn't mind himtalking |ike that they suddenly picked up
a conputer-driven distress call and diverted to investigate.

A smal | but apparently undanmaged spacecraft of the Merida class seened to
be dancing a strange little jig through the void. A brief conputer scan
reveal ed that the ship was fine, its conmputer was fine, but that its pilot was
mad.

"Hal f-mad, half-mad," the man insisted as they carried him raving,
aboar d.

He was a journalist with the Siderial Daily Mentioner. They sedated him
and sent Marvin in to keep himconpany until he promsed to try and talk
sense.

"l was covering a trial," he said at |ast, "on Argabuthon."

He pushed hinself wup on to his thin wasted shoul ders, his eyes stared
wildly. H's white hair seenmed to be waving at soneone it knew in the next
room

"Easy, easy," said Ford. Trillian put a soothing hand on his shoul der.

The rman sank back down again and stared at the ceiling of the ship's sick
bay.

"The case,"” he said, "is now immterial, but there was a witness ... a
witness ... a man called ... called Prak. A strange and difficult man. They
were eventually forced to adm nister a drug to make him tell the truth, a
truth drug."

His eyes rolled helplessly in his head.

"They gave himtoo nmuch," he said in a tiny whinper. "They gave hi m nuch
too nuch." He started to cry. "I thing the robots nust have jogged the
surgeon's arm"

"Robot s?" said Zaphod sharply. "Wat robots?"

"Sonme white robots,"” whispered the man hoarsely, "broke into the courtroom
and stole the judge's sceptre, the Argabuthon Sceptre of Justice, nasty
Perspex thing. |I don't know why they wanted it." He began to cry again. "And
think they jogged the surgeon's arm..."

He shook his head | oosely fromside to side, helplessly, sadly, his eyes
screwed up in pain.

"And when the trial continued," he said in a weeping whisper, "they asked
Prak a most unfortunate thing. They asked him" he paused and shivered, "to
tell the Truth, the Wole Truth and Nothing but the Truth. Only, don't you
see?"

He suddenly hoisted hinmself up on to his el bows again and shouted at them

"They'd given himnuch too nmuch of the drug!"

He col | apsed again, nmpaning quietly. "Miuch too much too nmuch too nuch too

The group gathered round his bedside glanced at each other. there were
goose pi npl es on backs.

"What happened?" said Zaphod at | ast.

"Oh, he told it all right," said the man savagely, "for all | know he's
still telling it now  Strange, terrible things ... terrible, terrible!" he



screaned.

They tried to calmhim but he struggled to his el bows again.

"Terrible things, inconprehensible things," he shouted, "things that would
drive a man nad!"

He stared wildly at them

"Or in nmy case," he said, "half-mad. I'ma journalist."

"You nean," said Arthur quietly, "that you are used to confronting the
truth?"

"No," said the man with a puzzled frown. "I mean that | made an excuse and
left early.”

He coll apsed into a coma from which he recovered only once and briefly.

On that one occasion, they discovered fromhimthe follow ng:

VWen it becane clear that Prak could not be stopped, that here was truth
inits absolute and final form the court was cl eared.

Not only cleared, it was sealed up, with Prak still in it. Steel walls
were erected around it, and, just to be on the safe side, barbed wre,
electric fences, crocodile swanps and three nmajor armes were installed, so
that no one would ever have to hear Prak speak

"That's a pity," said Arthur. "I'd like to hear what he had to say.
Presumably he woul d know what the U timte Question to the Utinmate Answer is.
It's always bothered ne that we never found out."

"Think of a nunber,"” said the conmputer, " any nunber."”

Arthur told the conputer the tel ephone nunmber of King's Cross railway
station passenger inquiries, on the grounds that it nmust have sone function
and this might turn out to be it.

The conmputer injected the nunber into t he ship's reconstituted
| mprobability Drive.

In Relativity, Matter tells Space how to curve, and Space tells Matter how
to nove.

The Heart of Gold told space to get knotted, and parked itself neatly
within the inner steel perineter of the Argabuthon Chanber of Law.

The courtroom was an austere place, a |large dark chanber, clearly designed
for Justice rather than, for instance, for Pleasure. You wuldn't hold a
dinner party here - at least, not a successful one. The decor would get your
guests down.

The ceilings were high, vaulted and very dark. Shadows |urked there wth
grim determnation. The panelling for the walls and benches, the cladding of
the heavy pillars, all were carved fromthe darkest and nbst severe trees in
the fearsonme Forest of Arglebard. The massive bl ack Podi um of Justice which
dom nated the centre of the chanber was a nonster of gravity. If a sunbeam had
ever managed to slink this far into the Justice conplex of Argabuthon it would
have turned around and sl unk strai ght back out again.

Arthur and Trillian were the first in, whilst Ford and Zaphod bravely kept
a watch on their rear.

At first it seenmed totally dark and deserted. their footsteps echoed
hollowly round the chanber. This seened curious. Al the defences were stil
in position and operative around the outside of the building, they had run
scan checks. Therefore, they had assuned, the truth-telling nust still be
goi ng on.

But there was nothing.

Then, as their eyes becane accustonmed to the darkness, they spotted a dul
red glow in a corner, and behind the glow a |live shadow. They swung a torch
round on to it.

Prak was | ounging on a bench, snoking a listless cigarette.

"H," he said, with a little half-wave. H s voice echoed through the
chanber. He was a little man with scraggy hair. He sat wth his shoulders
hunched forward and his head and knees kept jiggling. He took a drag of his
cigarette.

They stared at him

"What's going on?" said Trillian

"Not hing," said the nan and jiggled his shoul ders.

Arthur shone his torch full on Prak's face.

"We thought,” he said, "that you were nmeant to be telling the Truth, the



Vol e Truth and Not hing but the Truth."

"Ch, that," said Prak. "Yeah. | was. | finished. There's not nearly as
much of it as people imgine. Sone of it's pretty funny, though."
He suddenly exploded in about three seconds of manical |aughter and

stopped again. he sat there, jiggling his head and knees. He dragged on his
cigarette with a strange half-smle

Ford and Zaphod cane forward out of the shadows.

"Tell us about it," said Ford.

"Ch, | can't remenber any of it now, " said Prak. "I thought of witing
some of it down, but first |I couldn't find a pencil, and then | thought, why
bot her ?"

There was a long silence, during which they thought they could feel the
Universe age a little. Prak stared into the torchlight.
"None of it?" said Arthur at last. "You can renenber none of it?"

"No. Except npbst of the good bits were about frogs, | renmenber that."

Suddenly he was hooting with laughter again and stanping his feet on the
ground.

"You woul d not believe sone of the things about frogs," he gasped. "Cone
on let's go and find ourselves a frog. Boy, will | ever see themin a new

light!" He leapt to his feet and did a tiny little dance. Then he stopped and
took a long drag at his cigarette.

"Let's find a frog | can laugh at,'
guys?"

"We came to find vyou," said Trillian, deliberately not keeping the
di sappoi nt ment out of her voice. "My nane is Trillian."

Prak jiggled his head.

"Ford Prefect,” said Ford Prefect with a shrug.

Prak jiggled his head.

"And |," said Zaphod, when he judged that the silence was once again deep
enough to allow an announcenent of such gravity to be tossed in lightly, "am
Zaphod Beebl ebrox. "

Prak jiggled his head.

"Who's this guy?" said Prak jiggling his shoulder at Arthur, who was
standing silent for a nonent, |ost in disappointed thoughts.

"Me?" said Arthur. "Oh, ny name's Arthur Dent."

Prak's eyes popped out of his head.

"No kidding?" he yelped. "You are Arthur Dent? The Arthur Dent?"

He staggered backwards, clutching his stomach and convulsed with fresh
par oxysns o | aughter.

"Hey, just think of neeting you!" he gasped. "Boy," he shouted, "you are
the nost ... wow, you just |eave the frogs standing!"

he howl ed and screanmed with | aughter. He fell over backwards on to the
bench. He hollered and yelled in hysterics. He cried with laughter, he kicked
his legs in the air, he beat his chest. Gadually he subsided, panting. He
| ooked at them He |ooked at Arthur. He fell back again howing with |aughter
Eventual Iy he fell asleep.

Arthur stood there with his lips twitching whilst the others carried Prak
comat ose on to the ship.

"Before we picked up Prak," said Arthur, "I was going to leave. | stil
want to, and | think | should do so as soon as possible."

The others nodded in silence, a silence which was only slightly underm ned
by the heavily mnuffled and distant sound of hysterical |aughter which cane
drifting fromPrak's cabin at the farthest end of the ship.

"We have questioned him™" continued Arthur, "or at |least, you have
questioned him - 1, as you know, can't go near him- on everything, and he
doesn't really seemto have anything to contribute. Just the occasiona
sni ppet, and things | don't want to hear about frogs."

The others tried not to smirk

"Now, | am the first to appreciate a joke," said Arthur and then had to
wait for the others to stop |aughing.

"I amthe first " he stopped again. This time he stopped and |Iistened
to the silence. There actually was silence this time, and it had cone very
suddenl y.

he said sinply. "Anyway, who are you



Prak was quiet. For days they had lived wth constant manical |aughter
ringing round the ship, only occasionally relieved by short periods of I|ight
giggling and sleep. Arthur's very soul was clenched with paranoia.

This was not the silence of sleep. A buzzer sounded. A glance at a board
told themthat the buzzer had been sounded by Prak

"He's not well," said Trillian quietly. "The constant |aughing is
conpl etely wecking his body."

Arthur's lips tw tched but he said nothing.

"We'd better go and see him™" said Trillian

Trillian canme out of the cabin wearing her serious face.

"He wants you to go in," she said to Arthur, who was wearing his glum and
tight-lipped one. He thrust his hands deep into his dressing-gown pockets and

tried to think of something to say which wouldn't sound petty. It seened
terribly unfair, but he couldn't.
"Please," said Trillian

He shrugged and went in, taking his glumand tight-1ipped face with him
despite the reaction this always provoked from Prak

He | ooked down at his tornmentor, who was lying quietly on the bed, ashen
and wasted. His breathing was very shallow Ford and Zaphod were standi ng by
the bed | ooki ng awkward.

"You wanted to ask ne sonething,"” said Prak in a thin voice and coughed
slightly.

Just the cough made Arthur stiffen, but it passed and subsi ded.

"How do you know that?" he asked.

Prak shrugged weakly. "'Cos it's true," he said sinply.

Art hur took the point.

"Yes," he said at last in rather a strained drawl. "I did have a question
O rather, what | actually have is an Answer. | wanted to know what the
Question was."

Prak nodded synpathetically, and Arthur relaxed a little.

"It's ... well, it's a long story," he said, "but the Question | would
ke to know is the Utimte Question of Life, the Universe and Everyt hing.
| we know is that the Answer is Forty-Two, which is a little aggravating."

Prak nodded agai n.

"Forty-Two," he said. "Yes, that's right."

He paused. Shadows of thought and nmenory crossed his face |ike the shadows
of clouds crossing the |and.

"I"'mafraid,"” he said at last, "that the Question and the Answer are
mutual |y exclusive. Know edge of one |logically precludes know edge of the
other. It is inpossible that both can ever be known about the sane universe."

He paused again. Disappointnment crept into Arthur's face and snuggl ed down
into its accustonmed pl ace.

"Except," said Prak, struggling to sort a thought out, "if it happened, it
seens that the Question and the Answer would just cancel each other out and
take the Universe wth them which would then be replaced by sonething even
nore bizarrely inexplicable. It is possible that this has already happened,”
he added with a weak smle, "but there is a certain amunt of Uncertainty
about it."

Alittle giggle brushed through him

Arthur sat down on a stool

"Oh well," he said with resignation, "I was just hoping there would be
some sort of reason.”

"Do you know," said Prak, "the story of the Reason?"

Arthur said that he didn't, and Prak said that he knew that he didn't.

li
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He told it.

One night, he said, a spaceship appeared in the sky of a planet which had
never seen one before. The planet was Dal forsas, the ship was this one. It
appeared as a brilliant new star noving silently across the heavens.

Primitive tribesnen who were sitting huddled on the Cold Hillsides |ooked
up fromtheir steanming night-drinks and pointed wth trenbling fingers,
swearing that they had seen a sign, a sign fromtheir gods which neant that
they must now arise at |last and go and slay the evil Princes of the Plains.

In the high turrets of their palaces, the Princes of the Plains |ooked up



and saw the shining star, and received it unm stakably as a sign fromtheir
gods that they must now go and set about the accursed Tribesnen of the Cold
Hi | | sides.

And between them the Dwellers in the Forest |ooked up into the sky and
saw the sigh of the new star, and saw it wth fear and apprehension, for
though they had never seen anything like it before, they too knew precisely
what it foreshadowed, and they bowed their heads in despair.

They knew that when the rains cane, it was a sign

When the rains departed, it was a sign.

When the winds rose, it was a sign.

When the winds fell, it was a sign.

VWhen in the land there was born at nmidnight of a full nmon a goat with
three heads, that was a sign

Wien in the land there was born at some tinme in the afternoon a perfectly
normal cat or pig with no birth conplications at all, or even just a child
with a retrousse nose, that too would often be taken as a sign.

So there was no doubt at all that a new star in the sky was a sign of a
particul arly spectacul ar order.

And each new sign signified the same thing - that the Princes of the
Pl ai ns and the Tribesnen of the Cold Hillsides were about to beat the hell out
of each other again.

This in itself wouldn't be so bad, except that the Princes of the Plains
and the Tribesnen of the Cold Hillsides always elected to beat the hell out of
each other in the Forest, and it was always the Dwellers in the Forest who
camre off worst in these exchanges, though as far as they could see it never
had anything to do with them

And sonetines, after sone of the worst of these outrages, the Dwellers in
the Forest would send a nmessenger to either the | eader of the Princes of the
Plains or the | eader of the Tribesnen of the Cold Hillsides and demand to know
the reason for this intol erabl e behaviour.

And the | eader, whichever one it was, would take the nessenger aside and
explain the Reason to him slowy and carefully and with great attention to
the considerabl e detail involved.

And the terrible thing was, it was a very good one. It was very clear,
very rational, and tough. The nessenger would hang his head and feel sad and
foolish that he had not realized what a tough and conpl ex place the real world
was, and what difficulties and paradoxes had to be enbraced if one was to live
init.

"Now do you understand?" the | eader would say.

The nessenger woul d nod dunbly.

"And you see these battles have to take place?"

Anot her dunb nod.

"And why they have to take place in the forest, and why it is in
everybody's best interest, the Forest Dwellers included, that they shoul d?"

B = S
“In the long run.”
"Er, yes."

And the nessenger did understand the Reason, and he returned to his people
in the Forest. But as he approached them as he wal ked through the Forest and
anongst the trees, he found that all he could renenber of the Reason was how
terribly clear the argunment had seenmed. What it actually was he coul dn't
renmenmber at all.

And this, of course, was a great confort when next the Tribesmen and the
Princes canme hacking and burning their way through the Forest, killing every
Forest Dweller in their way.

Prak paused in his story and coughed pathetically.

"l was the messenger," he said, "after the battles precipitated by the
appearance of your ship, which were particularly savage. Many of our people
died. | thought | could bring the Reason back. |I went and was told it by the
| eader of the Princes, but on the way back it slipped and nelted away in ny
mind |ike snow in the sun. That was nany years ago, and nuch has happened
since then."

He | ooked up at Arthur and giggled again very gently.



"There is one other thing | can remenber fromthe truth drug. Apart from

the frogs, and that is God's |ast nessage to his creation. Wuld you like to
hear it?"

For a nonment they didn't know whether to take him seriously.

"*Strue," he said. "For real. | nean it."

His chest heaved weakly and he struggled for breath. His head lolled
slightly.

"I wasn't very inpressed with it when | first knew what it was," he said,
"but now | think back to how inpressed | was by the Prince's Reason, and how
soon afterwards | couldn't recall it at all, I think it mght be a lot nore
hel pful. Wuld you like to know what it is? Wuld you?"

They nodded dunbly.

"l bet you would. If you're that interested | suggest you go and | ook for
it. It is witten in thirty-foot-high letters of fire on top of the Quentulus
Quazgar Mountains in the land of Sevorbeupstry on the planet Preliuntarn
third out fromthe sun Zarss in Glactic Sector QQ7 Active J Ganma. It is
guarded by the Lajestic Vantrashell of Lob."

There was a long silence followi ng this announcenment, which was finally
broken by Arthur.

"Sorry, it's where?" he said.

"It is witten," repeated Prak, "in thirty-foot-high letters of fire on
top of the Quentulus Quazgar Mountains in the |and of Sevorbeupstry on the
pl anet Preliuntarn, third out fromthe ..."

"Sorry," said Arthur again, "which nmountains?"

"The Quentul us Quazgar Muwuntains in the land of Sevorbeupstry on the
pl anet "

"Which and was that? | didn't quite catch it."

"Sevor beupstry, on the planet "

" Sevor be- what ?"

"Oh, for heaven's sake," said Prak and died testily.

In the follow ng days Arthur thought a little about this nessage, but in
the end he decided that he was not going to allow hinself to be drawn by it,
and insisted on following his original plan of finding a nice little world
somewhere to settle down and lead a quiet retired life. Having saved the
Uni verse twice in one day he thought that he could take things a little easier
from now on.

They dropped him off on the planet Krikkit, which was now once again an
idyllic pastoral world, even if the songs did occasionally get on his nerves.

He spent a lot of tinme flying.

He learnt to comunicate with birds and di scovered that their conversation
was fantastically boring. It was all to do with wind speed, w ng spans, power
to-weight ratios and a fair bit about berries. Unfortunately, he discovered,
once you have learnt birdspeak you quickly cone to realize that the air is
full of it the whole tine, just inane bird chatter. There is no getting away
fromit.

For that reason Arthur eventually gave up the sport and learnt to live on
the ground and love it, despite a lot of the inane chatter he heard down there
as wel | .

One day, he was wal king through the fields humring a ravishing tune he'd
heard recently when a silver spaceship descended fromthe sky and | anded in
front of him

A hatchway opened, a ranp extended, and a tall grey-green alien marched
out and approached him
“"Arthur Phili ..." it said, then glanced sharply at himand down at his

clipboard. He frowned. He | ooked up at hi m again.
"1've done you before haven't 1?" he said.



