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There is a theory which states that if ever anyone
di scovers exactly what the Universe is for and why it is here, it
will instantly disappear and be replaced by sonething even nore
bi zarre and i nexplicable.

There is another theory which states that this has al ready happened.

Chapter 1

The story so far:

In the beginning the Universe was created.

This has nmade a | ot of people very angry and been widely regarded as a bad
nove.

Many races believe that it was created by sone sort of God, though the
Jatravartid people of Viltvodle VI believe that the entire Universe was in
fact sneezed out of the nose of a being called the Great Green Arkl eseizure.

The Jatravartids, who live in perpetual fear of the time they call The
Coming of The Geat Wite Handkerchief, are small blue creatures with nore
than fifty arms each, who are therefore unique in being the only race in
history to have invented the aerosol deodorant before the wheel

However, the Geat Geen Arkleseizure Theory is not widely accepted
outside Viltvodle VI and so, the Universe being the puzzling place it is,
ot her expl anations are constantly bei ng sought.

For instance, a race of hyperintelligent pan-dinmensional beings once built
thensel ves a gigantic superconputer called Deep Thought to cal cul ate once and
for all the Answer to the Utimte Question of Life, the Universe, and
Everyt hi ng.

For seven and a half million years, Deep Thought computed and cal cul at ed,
and in the end announced that the answer was in fact Forty-two - and so
anot her, even bigger, conputer had to be built to find out what the actua
question was.

And this conmputer, which was called the Earth, was so large that it was
frequently nistaken for a planet - especially by the strange ape-li ke beings
who roaned its surface, totally unaware that they were sinply part of a
gi gantic conmputer program

And this is very odd, because without that fairly sinple and obvi ous piece
of know edge, nothing that ever happened on the Earth coul d possibly make the
slightest bit of sense.

Sadly however, just before the critical nonment of readout, the Earth was
unexpectedly demolished by the Vogons to nmake way - so they clained - for a
new hyperspace bypass, and so all hope of discovering a neaning for Ilife was
| ost for ever.

O so it would seem

Two of there strange, ape-like creatures survived.

Arthur Dent escaped at the very | ast nmonment because an old friend of his,
Ford Prefect, suddenly turned out to be froma small planet in the vicinity of



Bet el geuse and not from Guildford as he had hitherto clainmed; and, nore to the
poi nt, he knew how to hitch rides on flying saucers.

Tricia MM Ilian - or Trillian - had skipped the planet six nonths earlier
wi th Zaphod Beebl ebrox, the then President of the Gal axy.

Two survivors

They are all that remmi ns of the greatest experinent ever conducted - to
find the Utimte Question and the Utimte Answer of Life, the Universe, and
Everyt hi ng.

And, less than half a mllion mles fromwhere their starship is drifting
lazily through the inky blackness of space, a Vogon ship is nmoving slowy
towar ds them

Chapter 2

Li ke all Vogon ships it looked as if it had been not so nuch designed as
congeal ed. The unpl easant yell ow |l unps and edifices which protuded fromit at
unsi ghtly angles would have disfigured the |ooks of nobst ships, but in this
case that was sadly inpossible. Uglier things have been spotted in the skies,
but not by reliable wtnesses.

In fact to see anything nmuch uglier than a Vogon ship you would have to go
inside and | ook at a Vogon. If you are wi se, however, this is precisely what
you will avoid doing because the average Vogon will not think twi ce before
doi ng sonething so pointlessly hideous to you that you will wi sh you had never
been born - or (if you are a clearer mnded thinker) that the Vogon had never
been born.

In fact, the average Vogon probably wouldn't even think once. They are
sinmpl e-m nded, thick-willed, slug-brained creatures, and thinking is not
really sonmething they are cut out for. Anatonical analysis of the Vogon
reveals that its brain was originally a badly deformed, msplaced and
dyspeptic liver. The fairest thing you can say about them then, is that they
know what they |like, and what they |ike generally involves hurting people and,
wher ever possible, getting very angry.

One thing they don't like is leaving a job unfinished - particularly this
Vogon, and particularly - for various reasons - this job.

This Vogon was Captain Prostetnic Vogon Jeltz of the Galactic Hyperspace

Pl anni ng Council, and he was it who had had the job of demolishing the so
called "planet” Earth.
He heaved his nonunentally vile body round in his ill-fitting, sliny seat

and stared at the nonitor screen on which the starship Heart of Gold was being
systematically scanned.

It mattered little to himthat the Heart of Gold, wth its Infinite
| nprobability Drive, was the nost beautiful and revolutionary ship ever built.
Aesthetics and technology were closed books to himand, had he had his way,
burnt and buried books as well.

It mattered even less to himthat Zaphod Beeblebrox was aboard. Zaphod
Beebl ebrox was now the ex-President of the Galaxy, and though every police
force in the Galaxy was currently pursuing both him and this ship he had
stol en, the Vogon was not interested.

He had other fish to fry.

It has been said that Vogons are not above a little bribery and corruption
in the sanme way that the sea is not above the clouds, and this was certainly
true in his case. When he heard the words "integrity" or "noral rectitude", he
reached for his dictionary, and when he heard the chink of ready noney in
|l arge quantities he reached for the rule book and threw it away.

In seeking so inplacably the destruction of the Earth and all that therein
|l ay he was novi ng sonewhat above and beyond the call of his professional duty.
There was even sone doubt as to whether the said bypass was actually going to
be built, but the matter had been gl ossed over.

He grunted a repellent grunt of satisfaction

"Conputer," he croaked, "get me my brain care specialist on the line."

Wthin a few seconds the face of Gag Halfrunt appeared on the screen
smling the snmile of a man who knew he was ten light years away from the Vogon
face he was |ooking at. M xed up sonewhere in the snile was a glint of irony



too. Though the Vogon persistently referred to himas "ny private brain care
specialist” there was not a lot of brain to take care of, and it was in fact
Hal frunt who was enpl oying the Vogon. He was paying himan awful |ot of npney
to do sone very dirty work. As one of the Glaxy's nbst prom nent and
successful psychiatrists, he and a consortiumof his colleagues were quite
prepared to spend an awful | ot of nobney when it seened that the entire future
of psychiatry m ght be at stake.

"Well," he said, "hello ny Captain of Vogons Prostetnic, and how are we
feeling today?"

The Vogon captain told himthat in the [ast few hours he had w ped out
nearly half his crewin a disciplinary exercise

Hal frunt's smile did not flicker for an instant.

"Well," he said, "I think this is perfectly normal behaviour for a Vogon
you know? The natural and healthy channelling of the aggressive instincts into
acts of sensel ess violence."

"That," runbled the Vogon, "is what you al ways say."

"Well again," said Halfrunt, "I think that this is perfectly norm
behavi our for a psychiatrist. Good. We are clearly both very well adjusted in
our nmental attitudes today. Now tell ne, what news of the m ssion?"

"We have | ocated the ship."

"Wonderful ," said Halfrunt, "wonderful! and the occupants?"”

"The Earthman is there."

"Excellent! And ...?"

"A femal e fromthe sane planet. They are the last."

"Good, good," beamed Hal frunt, "Wo el se?"

"The man Prefect.”

"Yes?"

"And Zaphod Beebl ebrox."

For an instant Halfrunt's smle flickered.

"Ah yes," he said, "I had been expecting this. It is nbost regrettable.”

"A personal friend?" inquired the Vogon, who had heard the expression
somewhere once and decided to try it out.

"Ah, no," said Halfrunt, "in my profession you know, we do not nake

personal friends."

"Ah," grunted the Vogon, "professional detachment."”

"No," said Halfrunt cheerfully, "we just don't have the knack."

He paused. His mouth continued to smle, but his eyes frowned slightly.

"But Beeblebrox, vyou know," he said, "he is one of ny nost profitable
clients. He had personality problens beyond the dreans of anal ysts."

He toyed with this thought a little before reluctantly disnmissing it.

"Still," he said, "you are ready for your task?"

"Yes."

"Good. Destroy the ship imediately."

"\What about Beebl ebr ox?"

"Well," said Halfrunt brightly, "Zaphod's just this guy, you know?"

He vani shed fromthe screen

The Vogon Captain pressed a communi cator button which connected him with
the remains of his crew

"Attack," he said.

At that precise nmonent Zaphod Beebl ebrox was in his cabin swearing very
| oudly. Two hours ago, he had said that they would go for a quick bite at the
Restaurant at the End of the Universe, whereupon he had had a blazing row with
the ship's conputer and stormed off to his cabin shouting that he woul d work
out the Inprobability factors with a pencil.

The Heart of Cold's Inprobability Drive made it the nost powerful and
unpredictable ship in existence. There was nothing it couldn't do, provided
you knew exactly how i nprobable it was that the thing you wanted it to do
woul d ever happen.

He had stolen it when, as President, he was neant to be launching it. He
didn't know exactly why he had stolen it, except that he liked it.

He didn't know why he had become President of the Gal axy, except that it
seened a fun thing to be.

He did know that there were better reasons than these, but that they were



buried in a dark, |ocked off section of his two brains. He w shed the dark
| ocked off section of his two brains would go away because they occasionally
surfaced nonentarily and put strange thoughts into the light, fun sections of
his mind and tried to deflect himfromwhat he saw as being the basic business
of his life, which was to have a wonderfully good tine.

At the nonment he was not having a wonderfully good tinme. He had run out of
patience and pencils and was feeling very hungry.

"Starpox!" he shout ed.

At that sane precise nonent, Ford Prefect was in md air. This was not
because of anything wong wth the ship's artificial gravity field, but
because he was |[|eaping down the stair-well which led to the ship's persona
cabins. It was a very high junp to do in one bound and he |anded awkwardly,
stunbl ed, recovered, raced down the corridor sending a couple of mniature
service robots flying, skidded round the corner, burst into Zaphod's door and
expl ai ned what was on his mnd

"Vogons, " he said.

A short while before this, Arthur Dent had set out fromhis cabin in
search of a cup of tea. It was not a quest he enbarked upon with a great dea
of optim sm, because he knew that the only source of hot drinks on the entire
ship was a benighted piece of equipnent produced by the Sirius Cybernetics
Corporation. It was called a Nutri-Matic Drinks Synthesizer, and he had
encountered it before.

It claimed to produce the w dest possible range of drinks personally
mat ched to the tastes and netabolism of whoever cared to use it. When put to
the test, however, it invariably produced a plastic cup filled with a liquid
that was al npst, but nit quite, entirely unlike tea.

He attenpted to reason with the thing.

"Tea," he said.

"Share and Enjoy," the machine replied and provided himwith yet another
cup of the sickly liquid.

He threw it away.

"Share and enjoy," the machi ne repeated and provided himw th another one.

"Share and Enjoy" is the conpany notto of the hugely successful Sirius
Cybernetics Corporation Conplaints division, which now covers the mgjor |and
masses of three nediumsized planets and is the only part of the Corporation
to have shown a consistent profit in recent years.

The nmotto stands - or rather stood - in three mle high illumnated
|l etters near the Conplaints Departnent spaceport on Eadrax. Unfortunately its
wei ght was such that shortly after it was erected, the ground beneath the
letters caved in and they dropped for nearly half their length through the
offices of many tal ented young conpl ai nts executives - now deceased.

The protrudi ng upper halves of the Iletters now appear, in the loca
| anguage, to read "Go stick your head in a pig", and are no |onger
illum nated, except at times of special celebration

Arthur threw away a sixth cup of the Iiquid.

"Listen, you machine,"” he said, "you claimyou can synthesize any drink in
exi stence, so why do you keep giving ne the same undrinkabl e stuff?"

"Nutrition and pl easurabl e sense data," burbled the nachine. "Share and
Enj oy. "

"It tastes filthy!"

"1f you have enjoyed the experience of this drink," continued the nachi ne,
"why not share it with your friends?"

"Because," said Arthur tartly, "I want to keep them WII| you try to
conmprehend what I'mtelling you? That drink ..."

"That drink," said the machine sweetly, "was individually tailored to neet
your personal requirenents for nutrition and pl easure.”

"Ah," said Arthur, "so |I'ma nmasochist on diet am|?"

"Share and Enjoy."

"Oh shut up."

"WIIl that be all?"

Arthur decided to give up

"Yes," he said.

Then he decided he'd be dammed if he'd give up



"No," he said, "look, it's very, very sinple ... all | want ... is a cup
of tea. You are going to nmake one for ne. Keep quiet and listen.”

And he sat. He told the Nutri-Mtic about India, he told it about China,
he told it about Ceylon. He told it about broad | eaves drying in the sun. He
told it about silver teapots. He told it about sumer afternoons on the | awn.
He told it about putting in the mlk before the tea so it wuldn't get
scalded. He weven told it (briefly) about the history of the East I|ndia
Conmpany.

"So that's it, is it?" said the Nutri-Mtic when he had finished.

"Yes," said Arthur, "that is what | want."

"You want the taste of dried | eaves boiled in water?"

"Er, yes. Wth mlk."

"Squirted out of a cow?"

"Well, in a manner of speaking | suppose ..

"l"mgoing to need sone help with this one," said the machine tersely. Al
the cheerful burbling had dropped out of its voice and it now meant busi ness.

"Well, anything I can do," said Arthur.

"You' ve done quite enough,”™ the Nutri-Matic inforned him

It summoned up the ship's conputer.

"Hi there!" said the ship's conputer.

The Nutri-Matic explained about tea to the ship's conputer. The conputer
boggled, linked logic circuits with the Nutri-Matic and together they | apsed
into a grimsilence.

Art hur watched and waited for a while, but nothing further happened.

He thunped it, but still nothing happened.

Eventual ly he gave up and wandered up to the bridge.

In the enpty wastes of space, the Heart of Gold hung still. Around it
blazed the Dbillion pinpricks of the Galaxy. Towards it crept the ugly yellow
|l ump of the Vogon ship.

Chapter 3

"Does anyone have a kettle?" Arthur asked as he wal ked on to the bridge,
and instantly began to wonder why Trillian was yelling at the conputer to talk
to her, Ford was thumping it and Zaphod was kicking it, and al so why there was
a nasty yellow lunmp on the vision screen

He put down the enpty cup he was carrying and wal ked over to them

"Hel | 0?" he said.

At that nonent Zaphod flung hinself over to the polished marble surfaces
that contained the instrunents that controlled the conventional photon drive.
They nmaterialized beneath his hands and he flipped over to nanual control. He
pushed, he pulled, he pressed and he swore. The photon drive gave a sickly
judder and cut out again.

"Sonet hi ng up?" said Arthur.

"Hey, didja hear that?" nuttered Zaphod as he | eapt now for the nanua
controls of the Infinite Inprobability Drive, "the nonkey spoke!"

The I nprobability Drive gave two small whines and then also cut out.

"Pure history, man," said Zaphod, kicking the Inprobability Drive, "a
tal ki ng nonkey!"

"If you're upset about something ..." said Arthur.

"Vogons!" snapped Ford, "we're under attack!"

Art hur gi bber ed.

"Well what are you doing? Let's get out of here!"

"Can't. Conputer's jamed."

"Jamed?"

"It says all its circuits are occupied. There's no power anywhere in the
ship."

Ford moved away fromthe conputer terminal, wped a sleeve across his

forehead and sl unped back against the wall.

"Not hing we can do," he said. He glared at nothing and bit his lip.

VWien Arthur had been a boy at school, long before the Earth had been
derol i shed, he had used to play football. He had not been at all good at it,
and his particular speciality had been scoring own goals in inportant matches.



VWenever this happened he wused to experience a peculiar tingling round the
back of his neck that would slowmy creep up across his cheeks and heat his
brow. The inmage of nud and grass and lots of little jeering boys flinging it
at him suddenly cane vividly to his mnd at this nonent.

A peculiar tingling sensation at the back of his neck was creeping up
across his cheeks and heating his brow

He started to speak, and stopped.

He started to speak again and stopped again.

Finally he managed to speak

"Er," he said. He cleared his throat.

"Tell me," he continued, and said it so nervously that the others al
turned to stare at him He glanced at the approaching vyellow blob on the
Vi si on screen.

"Tell e, he said again, "did the conputer say what was occupying it?
just ask out of interest

Their eyes were riveted on him

"And, er ... well that's it really, just asking."

Zaphod put out a hand and held Arthur by the scruff of the neck

"What have you done to it, Mnkeyman?" he breat hed.

"Well," said Arthur, "nothing in fact. It's just that | think a short
while ago it was trying to work out howto ..."
"Yes?"

"Make me sonme tea."

"That's right guys," the conmputer sang out suddenly, "just coping with
that problemright now, and wow, it's a biggy. Be with you in a while." It
| apsed back into a silence that was only matched for sheer intensity by the
silence of the three people staring at Arthur Dent.

As if to relieve the tension, the Vogons chose that noment to start
firing.

The ship shook, the ship thundered. Qutside, the inch thick force-shield
around it blistered, crackled and spat under the barrage of a dozen 30
Megahurt Definit-Kil Photrazon Cannon, and |ooked as if it wouldn't be around
for long. Four mnutes is howlong Ford Prefect gave it."Three ninutes and
fifty seconds," he said a short while later.

"Forty-five seconds,"” he added at the appropriate tinme. He flicked idly at
some usel ess switches, then gave Arthur an unfriendly | ook

"Dying for a cup of tea, eh?" he said. "Three mnutes and forty seconds.™

"WIl you stop counting!" snarled Zaphod.

"Yes," said Ford Prefect, "in three mnutes and thirty-five seconds."

Aboard the Vogon ship, Prostetnic Vogon Jeltz was puzzled. He had expected
a chase, he had expected an exciting grapple wth tractor beans, he had
expected to have to use the specially installed Sub-Cyclic Normality Assert
i-Tron to counter the Heart of Gold' s Infinite Inprobability Drive, but the
Sub-Cyclic Normality Assert-i-Tron lay idle as the Heart of Gold just sat
there and took it.

A dozen 30-Megahurt Definit-Kil Photrazon Cannon continued to bl aze away
at the Heart of Gold, and still it just sat there and took it.

He tested every sensor at his disposal to see if there was any subtle
trickery afoot, but no subtle trickery was to be found.

He didn't know about the tea of course.

Nor did he know exactly how the occupants of the Heart of Gold were
spending the last three nminutes and thirty seconds of life they had left to
spend.

Quite how Zaphod Beeblebrox arrived at the idea of holding a seance at
this point is sonething he was never quite clear on

Qbvi ously the subject of death was in the air, but nore as sonething to be
avoi ded than harped upon.

Possibly the horror that Zaphod experienced at the prospect of being
reunited with his deceased relatives led on to the thought that they m ght
just feel the sanme way about him and, what's nore, be able to do sonething
about hel ping to postpone this reunion

O again it mght just have been one of the strange pronptings that
occasionally surfaced fromthat dark area of his mnd that he had inexplicably



| ocked off prior to becom ng President of the Gal axy.

"You want to talk to your great grandfather?" boggled Ford.

"Yeah."

"Does it have to be now?"

The ship continued to shake and thunder. The tenperature was rising. The
light was getting dimer - all the energy the conputer didn't require for
t hi nki ng about tea was being punped into the rapidly fading force-field.

"Yeah!" insisted Zaphod. "Listen Ford, | think he may be able to help us."

"Are you sure you nean think? Pick your words with care.”

"Suggest something el se we can do."

"Er, well "

"OK, round the central console. Now. Cone on! Trillian, Monkeynan, nove."

They clustered round the central console in confusion, sat down and,
feeling exceptionally foolish, held hands. Wth his third hand Zaphod turned
off the lights.

Dar kness gri pped the ship.

Qutside, the thunderous roar of the Definit-Kil cannon continued to rip at
the force-field.

"Concentrate,” hissed Zaphod, "on his nanme."

"What is it?" asked Arthur.

"Zaphod Beebl ebrox the Fourth.™

"\What ?"

"Zaphod Beebl ebrox the Fourth. Concentrate!"

"The Fourth?"

"Yeah. Listen, |'m Zaphod Beebl ebrox, my father was Zaphod Beebl ebrox the
Second, ny grandfather Zaphod Beebl ebrox the Third ..."

"What ?"

"There was an accident wth a contraceptive and a tine machine. Now
concentratel"

"Three mnutes," said Ford Prefect.

"Why," said Arthur Dent, "are we doing this?"

"Shut up," suggested Zaphod Beebl ebrox.

Trillian said nothing. What, she thought, was there to say?

The only light on the bridge cane fromtwo dim red triangles in a far
corner where Marvin the Paranoid Android sat slunped, ignhoring all and ignored
by all, in a private and rather unpleasant world of his own.

Round the central console four figures hunched in tight concentration
trying to blot fromtheir mnds the terrifying shuddering of the ship and the
fearful roar that echoed through it.

They concentr at ed.

Still they concentrated.

And still they concentrated.

The seconds ticked by.

On Zaphod's brow stood beads of sweat, first of concentration, then of
frustration and finally of embarrassnent.

At last he let out a cry of anger, snatched back his hands from Trillian
and Ford and stabbed at the light swtch.
"Ah, | was beginning to think you'd never turn the lights on," said a

voi ce. "No, not too bright please, ny eyes aren't what they once were."

Four figures jolted upright in their seats. Slowy they turned their heads
to |l ook, though their scal ps showed a distinct propensity to try and stay in
the sane pl ace.

"Now. Who disturbs ne at this tine?" said the small, bent, gaunt figure
standing by the sprays of fern at the far end of the bridge. H's two snal
wi spy-haired heads |ooked so ancient that it seened they mght hold dim
menories of the birth of the gal axies thenselves. One lolled in sleep, but the
ot her squinted sharply at them If his eyes weren't what they once were, they
nmust once have been di anpnd cutters.

Zaphod stuttered nervously for a nonent. He gave the intricate little
doubl e nod which is the traditional Betel geusian gesture of fanmlial respect.

"Ch ... er, hi Geat G-anddad ..." he breathed.

The little old figure nmoved cl oser towards them He peered through the dim
light. He thrust out a bony finger at his great grandson



"Ah," he snapped. "Zaphod Beebl ebrox. The last of our great |I|ine. Zaphod
Beebl ebrox the Not hingth."

"The First."

"The Nothingth," spat the figure. Zaphod hated his voice. It always seened
to him to screech like fingernails across the bl ackboard of what he liked to
think of as his soul.

He shifted awkwardly in his seat.

"Er, yeah,” he nmuttered, "Er, look, I'mreally sorry about the flowers, |
meant to send them al ong, but you know, the shop was fresh out of weaths and

"You forget!" snapped Zaphod Beebl ebrox the Fourth.

"well oLt

"Too busy. Never think of other people. The living are all the sane."

"Two m nutes, Zaphod," whispered Ford in an awed whi sper.

Zaphod fidgeted nervously.

"Yeah, but | did nean to send them" he said. "And I'Il wite to nmy great
grandnot her as well, just as soon as we get out of this ..."

"Your great grandnmother," nused the gaunt little figure to hinself.

"Yeah," said Zaphod, "Er, how is she? Tell you what, 1'Il go and see her.
But first we've just got to ..."

"Your late great grandmother and | are very well," rasped Zaphod
Beebl ebrox the Fourth.

"Ah. Oh."

"But very disappointed in you, young Zaphod ..."

"Yeah well ..." Zaphod felt strangely powerless to take charge of this

conversation, and Ford's heavy breathing at his side told himthat the seconds
were ticking away fast. The noise and the shaking had reached terrifying
proportions. He saw Trillian and Arthur's faces white and unblinking in the
gl oom

"BEr, Great Grandfather ..."

"We've been follow ng your progress with considerabl e despondency ..

"Yeah, | ook, just at the nmonment you see ..."

"Not to say contenpt!"”

"Could you sort of listen for a nmonment

"1 nmean what exactly are you doing with your |ife?"

"I'm being attacked by a Vogon fleet!" cried Zaphod. It was an
exaggeration, but it was his only opportunity so far of getting the basic
poi nt of the exercise across.

"Doesn't surprise ne in the least,"” said the little old figure wth a
shrug.

"Only it's happening right now you see," insisted Zaphod feverishly.

The spectral ancestor nodded, picked up the cup Arthur Dent had brought in
and | ooked at it with interest.

"Br ... Great Granddad ..."

"Did you know," interrupting the ghostly figure, fixing Zaphod with a
stern | ook, "that Betel geuse Five has developed a very slight eccentricy in
its orbit?"

Zaphod didn't and found the information hard to concentrate on what with
all the noise and the imm nence of death and so on

"Er, no ... look," he said.

"Me spinning in ny grave!" barked the ancestor. He slamed the cup down
and pointed a quivering, stick-like see-through finger at Zaphod.

"Your fault!" he screeched.

"One mnute thirty," nuttered Ford, his head in his hands.

"Yeah, | ook G eat G anddad, can you actually hel p because ..

"Hel p?" exclainmed the old man as if he'd been asked for a stoat.

"Yeah, help, and like, now, because otherwise ..."

"Hel p!" repeated the old man as if he'd been asked for a lightly grilled
stoat in a bun with French fries. He stood amazed.

"You go swanni ng your way round the Galaxy with your ..." the ancestor
waved a contenptuous hand, "with your disreputable friends, too busy to put
flowers on ny grave, plastic ones would have done, would have been quite
appropriate from you, but no. Too busy. Too nodern. Too sceptical - till you



suddenly find yourself in a bit of a fix and come over suddenly al
astral | ym nded!"

He shook his head - carefully, so as not to disturb the slunber of the
ot her one, which was al ready becom ng restive.
"Well, | don't know, young Zaphod," he continued, "I think [I'll have to

t hi nk about this one."

"One nmnute ten," said Ford hollowy.

Zaphod Beebl ebrox the Fourth peered at himcuriously.

"Why does that man keep tal king in nunbers?" he said.

"Those nunbers,” said Zaphod tersely, "are the time we've got left to
live."

"Oh," said his great grandfather. He grunted to hinmself. "Doesn't apply to
me, of course,” he said and noved off to a dimmer recess of the bridge in
search of sonething else to poke around at.

Zaphod felt he was teetering on the edge of madness and wondered if he
shoul dn't just junp over and have done with it.

"Great Grandfather,” he said, "It applies to us! We are still alive, and
we are about to |ose our lives."

"CGood job too."

"What ?"

"What wuse is your life to anyone? When | think of what you've made of it
the phrase "pig's ear' cones irresistibly to my mind."

"But | was President of the Galaxy, man!"

"Huh," muttered his ancestor, "And what kind of a job is that for a
Beebl ebr ox?"

"Hey, what? Only President you know O the whole Gal axy!"

"Conceited little negapuppy.”

Zaphod bl i nked in bew | dernent.

"Hey, er, what are you at, man? | mean Great G andfather."

The hunched wup little figure stalked up to his great grandson and tapped
him sternly on the knee. This had the effect of remni nding Zaphod that he was
talking to a ghost because he didn't feel a thing.

"You know and | know what being President neans, young Zaphod. You know
because you've been it, and | know because |'m dead and it gives one such a
wonderful ly uncluttered perspective. W have a saying up here. "Life is wasted
on the living.'"

"Yeah," said Zaphod bitterly, "very good. Very deep. R ght now | need
aphorisns like |I need holes in ny heads."

"Fifty seconds,"” grunted Ford Prefect.

"Where was | ?" said Zaphod Beebl ebrox the Fourth.

"Pontificating," said Zaphod Beebl ebr ox.

"Ch yes."

"Can this guy," nuttered Ford quietly to Zaphod, "actually in fact help
us?"

"Nobody el se can," whi spered Zaphod.

Ford nodded despondently.

"Zaphod!" the ghost was saying, "you becane President of the Galaxy for a
reason. Have you forgotten?"

"Could we go into this later?"

"Have you forgotten!" insisted the ghost.

"Yeah! O course | forgot! | had to forget. They screen your brain when
you get the job you know. If they'd found my head full of tricksy ideas I'd
have been right out on the streets again with nothing but a fat pension
secretarial staff, a fleet of ships and a couple of slit throats."

"Ah," nodded the ghost in satisfaction, "then you do remenber!"”

He paused for a nonent.

"Good," he said and the noise stopped.

"Forty-eight seconds," said Ford. He | ooked again at his watch and tapped
it. He | ooked up

"Hey, the noise has stopped," he said.

A m schievous twinkle gleanmed in the ghost's hard little eyes.

"1"ve slowed down tine for a nmonent,"” he said, "just for a nmonment you
understand. | would hate you to miss all | have to say."



"No, you listen to ne, you see-through old bat," said Zaphod | eapi ng out
of his chair, "A - thanks for stopping tine and all that, great, terrific,
wonderful, but B - no thanks for the homly, right? | don't know what this
great think I"'mneant to be doing is, and it looks to ne as if | was supposed
not to know. And | resent that, right?

"The old me knew. The old ne cared. Fine, so far so hoopy. Except that the
old me cared so nmuch that he actually got inside his own brain - ny own brain
- and | ocked off the bits that knew and cared, because if | knew and cared |
woul dn't be able to doit. |I wouldn't be able to go and be President, and
woul dn't be able to steal this ship, which nust be the inportant thing.

"But this fornmer self of mine killed hinself off, didn't he, by changing
my brain? OK, that was his choice. This new ne has its own choices to nmke,
and by a strange coincidence those choices involve not knowing and not caring
about this big nunber, whatever it is. That's what he wanted, that's what he
got.

"Except this old self of mne tried to | eave hinself in control, |eaving
orders for me in the bit of nmy brain he | ocked off. Well, | don't want to
know, and | don't want to hear them That's my choice. I'm not going to be

anybody's puppet, particularly not ny own."

Zaphod banged the console in fury, oblivious to the dunbfol ded | ooks he
was attracting.

"The old me is dead!" he raved, "Killed hinself! The dead shouldn't hang
about trying to interfere with the living!"

"And yet you summon ne up to help you out of a scrape," said the ghost.

"Ah," said Zaphod, sitting down again, "well that's different isn't it?"

He grinned at Trillian, weakly.

"Zaphod," rasped the apparition, "I think the only reason | waste ny
breath on you is that being dead I don't have any other use for it."

"OK," said Zaphod, "why don't you tell nme what the big secret is. Try ne."

"Zaphod, you knew when you were President of the Galaxy, as did Yooden
Vranx before vyou, that the President is nothing. A cipher. Sonewhere in the
shadows behind is another man, being, sonmething, wth ultinate power. That
man, or being, or sonething, you nust find - the nan who controls this Gl axy,
and - we suspect - others. Possibly the entire Universe."

"\ihy 2"

"Why?" exclained an astonished ghost, "Why? Look around you | ad, does it
|l ook to you as if it's in very good hands?"

"It's alright."
The old ghost glowered at him
"I will not argue wth you. You wll sinply take this ship, this

| nprobability Drive ship to where it is needed. You will do it. Don't think
you can escape your purpose. The Inprobability Field controls you, you are in
its grip. What's this?"

He was standing tapping at one of the termnals of Eddie the Shipboard
Comput er. Zaphod told him

"What's it doi ng?"

"It is trying," said Zaphod with wonderful restraint, "to nake tea."

"Good," said his great grandfather, "I approve of that. Now Zaphod, "he
said, turning and wagging a finger at him "I don't know if you are really
capabl e of succeeding in your job. | think you will not be able to avoid it.
However, | am too long dead and too tired to care as much as | did. The

princi pal reason | am hel ping you now is that | couldn't bear the thought of
you and your nodern friends slouching about up here. Understood?"

"Yeah, thanks a bundle."

"Ch, and Zaphod?"

"Er, yeah?"

"If you ever find you need help again, you know, if you're in trouble,
need a hand out of a tight corner ..."

"Yeah?"

"Pl ease don't hesitate to get lost."

Wthin the space of one second, a bolt of light flashed from the w zened
old ghost's hands to the conputer, the ghost vanished, the bridge filled with
bill owi ng snoke and the Heart of Cold | eapt an unknown distance through the



di mensi ons of tine and space.
Chapter 4

Ten |ight years away, Gag Hal frunt jacked up his smle by several notches.
As he watched the picture on his vision screen, relayed across the sub-ether
fromthe bridge of the Vogon ship, he saw the final shreds of +the Heart of
Gold's force-shield ripped away, and the ship itself vanish in a puff of
snoke.

Good, he thought.

The end of the last stray survivors of the denolition he had ordered on
the planet Earth, he thought.

The final end of this dangerous (to the psychiatric profession) and
subversive (also to the psychiatric profession) experinent to find the
Question to the Utimte Question of Life, the Universe, and Everything, he
t hought .

There woul d be sonme celebration with his fellows tonight, and in the
morning they would neet again their unhappy, bew |l dered and highly profitable
patients, secure in the know edge that the Meaning of Life would not now be,
once and for all, well and truly sorted out, he thought.

"Fam ly's always enbarrassing isn't it?" said Ford to Zaphod as the snopke
began to clear.

He paused, then | ooked about.

"Where's Zaphod?" he said.

Arthur and Trillian | ooked about blankly. They were pale and shaken and
didn't know where Zaphod was.

"Marvin?" said Ford, "Were' s Zaphod?"

A nmoment | ater he said:

"WWere's Marvin?"

The robot's corner was enpty.

The ship was utterly silent. It lay in thick black space. Cccasionally it
rocked and swayed. Every instrunment was dead, every vision screen was dead.
They consulted the conputer. It said:

"l regret that | have been tenporarily closed to all conmunication
Meanwhil e, here is sone light nusic.”

They turned off the Ilight nusic.

They searched every corner of the ship in increasing bew ldernent and
alarm Everywhere was dead and silent. Nowhere was there any trace of Zaphod
or of Marvin.

One of the last areas they checked was the small bay in which the Nutri
Mati c machi ne was | ocat ed.

On the delivery plate of the Nutri-Matic Drink Synthesizer was a snall
tray, on which sat three bone china cups and saucers, a bone china jug of
mlk, a silver teapot full of the best tea Arthur had ever tasted, and a smal
printed note saying "Wait".

Chapter 5

Usa Mnor Beta is, some say, one of the nbst appalling places in the
known Uni ver se.

Al though it is excruciatingly rich, horrifyingly sunny and nore full of
wonderfully exciting people than a ponmegranate is of pips, it can hardly be
insignificant that when a recent edition of Playbeing nagazine headlined an
article with the words "When you are tired of Usa Mnor Beta you are tired of
life", the suicide rate quadrupl ed overnight.

Not that there are any nights on Usa M nor Beta.

It is a West Zone planet which by an inexplicable and somewhat suspicious
freak of topography consists alnpst entirely of subtropical coastline. By an
equal |y suspicious freak of tenporal relastatics, it is nearly always Saturday
afternoon just before the beach bars close.

No adequate explanation for this has been forthconing fromthe dom nant
lifeforns on Usa Mnor Beta, who spend nost of their time attenpting to
achieve spiritual enlightenment by running round swi mr ng pools, and inviting



I nvestigation O ficials formthe Galactic Geo-Tenporal Control Board to "have
a nice diurnal anomaly".

There is only one city on Usa Mnor Beta, and that is only called a city
because the swinm ng pools are slightly thicker on the ground there than
el sewhere

If you approach Light City by air - and there is no other way of
approaching it, no roads, no port facilities - if you don't fly they don't
want to see you in Light City - you will see why it has this nane. Here the
sun shines brightest of all, glittering on the swinmm ng pools, shinrering on

the white, palmlined boulevards, glistening on the healthy bronzed specks
nmovi ng up and down them gleam ng off the villas, the hazy airpads, the beach
bars and so on.

Most particularly it shines on a building, a tall beautiful building
consisting of two thirty-storey white towers connected by a bridge half-way up
their |ength.

The building is the home of a book, and was built here on the proceeds of
an extraordinary copyright law suit fought between the book's editors and a
br eakfast cereal conpany.

The book is a guide book, a travel book

It is one of the nost remarkable, certainly the npbst successful, books
ever to cone out of the great publishing corporations of Usa Mnor - nore
popul ar than Life Begins at Five Hundred and Fifty, better selling than The
Big Bang Theory - A Personal View by Eccentrica Gallunbits (the triple
breasted whore of Eroticon Six) and nore controversial than Oolon Colluphid' s
| atest blockbusting title Everything You Never Wanted To Know About Sex But
Have Been Forced To Find Qut.

(And in many of the nore relaxed civilizations on the Quter Eastern Ri m of
the Galaxy, it has long surplanted the great Encyclopaedia Galactica as the
standard repository of all know edge and w sdom for though it has many
oni ssions and contains nuch that is apocryphal, or at least wildly inaccurate,
it scores over the older and nore pedestrian work in two inportant respects.
First, it 1is slightly cheaper, and secondly it has the words Don't Panic
printed in large friendly letters on its cover.)

It is of course that invaluable conpanion for all those who want to see
the marvels of the known Universe for less than thirty Altairan Dollars a day
- The Hitch Hi ker's Guide to the Gal axy.

If you stood with your back to the min entrance |obby of the Guide
offices (assum ng you had | anded by now and freshened up with a quick dip and
shower) and then wal ked east, you would pass along the |eafy shade of Life
Boul evard, be anmmzed by the pal e golden colour of the beaches stretching away
to your left, astounded by the mind-surfers floating carelessly along two feet
above the waves as if it was nothing special, surprised and eventually
slightly irritated by the giant palm trees that hum toneless nothings
t hroughout the daylight hours, in other words continuously.

If you then wal ked to the end of Life Boulevard you would enter the
Lal amatine district of shops, bolonut trees and pavenent cafes where the UM
Betans cone to relax after a hard afternoon's relaxation on the beach. The
Lalamatine district is one of those very few areas which doesn't enjoy a
perpetual Saturday afternoon - it enjoys instead the cool of a perpetual early
Sat urday evening. Behind it lie the night clubs.

If, on this particular day, afternoon, stretch of eveningtine - call it
what you wll - you had approached the second pavenent cafe on the right you
woul d have seen the usual crowd of UMBetans chatting, drinking, |ooking very
rel axed, and casually glancing at each other's watches to see how expensive
t hey were.

You woul d al so have seen a couple of rather dishevelled 1ooking hitch
hi kers from Al gol who had recently arrived on an Arcturan Megafrei ghter aboard
whi ch they had been roughing it for a few days. They were angry and bewi | dered
to discover that here, wthin sight of the Hitch Hiker's Guide building
itself, a sinple glass of fruit juice cost the -equivalent of over sixty
Al tairan dollars.

"Sell out," one of themsaid, bitterly.

If at that moment you had then | ooked at the next table but one you would



have seen Zaphod Beebl ebrox sitting and | ooking very startled and confused.

The reason for his confusion was that five seconds wearlier he had been
sitting on the bridge of the starship Heart of Gold.

"Absolute sell out," said the voice again.

Zaphod | ooked nervously out of the <corners of his eyes at the two
di shevel l ed hitch-hikers at the next table. Were the hell was he? How had he
got there? Wiere was his ship? His hand felt the armof the chair on which he
was sitting, and then the table in front of him They seened solid enough. He
sat very still.

"How can they sit and wite a guide for hitch-hikers in a place like

this?" continued the voice. "I nean look at it. Look at it!"
Zaphod was | ooking at it. Nice place, he thought. But where? And why?
He fished in his pocket for his two pairs of sunglasses. In the sane

pocket he felt a hard snmooth, unidentified lunp of very heavy nmetal. He pulled
it out and looked at it. He blinked at it in surprise. \Wiere had he got that?
He returned it to his pocket and put on the sunglasses, annoyed to discover
that the nmetal object had scratched one of the | enses. Nevertheless, he felt
much nore confortable with themon. They were a double pair of Joo Janta 200
Super-Chromatic Peril Sensitive Sungl asses, which had been specially designed
to help people develop a relaxed attitude to danger. At the first hint of
trouble they turn totally black and thus prevent you from seei ng anythi ng that
nm ght al arm you.

Apart from the scratch the lenses were clear. He relaxed, but only a
little bit.

The angry hitch-hiker continued to glare at his nonstrously expensive
fruit juice.

"Worst thing that ever happened to the Guide, noving to U sa Mnor Beta,"
he grunbled, "they' ve all gone soft. You know, |'ve even heard that they've
created a whole electronically synthesized Universe in one of their offices so
they can go and research stories during the day and still go to parties in the
evening. Not that day and evening nean nuch in this place."

Usa Mnor Beta, thought Zaphod. At |east he knew where he was now. He
assurmed that this nust be his great grandfather's doing, but why?

Much to his annoyance, a thought popped into his mnd. It was very clear
and very distinct, and he had now cone to recognize these thoughts for what
they were. His instinct was to resist them They were the pre-ordained
pronptings fromthe dark and | ocked off parts of his mnd

He sat still and ignored the thought furiously. It nagged at him He
ignored it. It nagged at him He ignored it. It nagged at him He gave in to
it.

VWhat the hell, he thought, go with the flow. He was too tired, confused
and hungry to resist. He didn't even know what the thought neant.

Chapter 6

"Hell 0? Yes? Megadodo Publications, home of the Hitch Hiker's Guide to the
Gal axy, the nost totally renmarkable book in the whole of the known Universe,
can | help you?" said the |arge pink-w nged insect into one of the seventy
phones |ined up along the vast chronme expanse of the reception desk in the
foyer of the Hitch Hiker's Guide to the Galaxy offices. It fluttered its w ngs
and rolled its eyes. It glared at all the grubby people cluttering up the
foyer, soiling the carpets and | eaving dirty handmarks on the upholstery. It
adored working for the Hitch Hiker's CGuide to the Galaxy, it just wi shed there
was sonme way of keeping all the hitch-hikers away. Weren't they neant to be
hangi ng round dirty spaceports or sonething? It was certain that it had read
something sonewhere in the book about the inportance of hanging round dirty
spaceports. Unfortunately nost of them seened to cone and hang around in this
nice clean shiny foyer after hanging around in extrenely dirty spaceports. And
all they ever did was conplain. It shivered its wi ngs.

"What?" it said into the phone. "Yes, | passed on your nessage to M
Zarniwoop, but I'mafraid he's too cool to see you right now He's on an
i ntergal actic cruise."”

It waved a petulant tentacle at one of the grubby people who was angrily



trying to engage its attention. The petulant tentacle directed the angry
person to |ook at the notice on the wall to its left and not to interrupt an
i nportant phone call.

"Yes," said the insect, "he is in his office, but he's on an intergalactic
crui se. Thank you so rmuch for calling." It slamed down the phone.

"Read the notice," it said to the angry man who was trying to conplain
about one of the nore ludicrous and dangerous pieces of nisinformation
contai ned in the book.

The Hitch Hiker's Guide to the Galaxy is an indispensable conpanion to al
those who are keen to make sense of life in an infinitely conplex and
confusing Universe, for though it cannot hope to be useful or informative on
all matters, it does at |east nmake the reassuring claim that where it is
inaccurate it is at least definitely inaccurate. In cases of mmjor discrepancy
it's always reality that's got it wrong.

This was the gist of the notice. It said "The Guide is definitive. Reality
is frequently inaccurate."

This has led to some interesting consequences. For instance, when the
Editors of the Guide were sued by the fanilies of those who had died as a
result of taking the entry on the planet Traal literally (it said "Ravenous
Bugbl atter beasts often nmake a very good neal for visiting tourists" instead
of "Ravenous Bugblatter beasts often nmake a very good neal of visiting
tourists") they claimed that the first version of the sentence was the nore
aesthetically pleasing, summponed a qualified poet to testify under oath that
beauty was truth, truth beauty and hoped thereby to prove that the quilty
party was Life itself for failing to be either beautiful or true. The judges
concurred, and in a noving speech held that Life itself was in contenpt of
court, and duly confiscated it fromall those there present before going off
to enjoy a pleasant evening's ultragolf.

Zaphod Beeblebrox entered the foyer. He strode up to the i nsect
receptionist.

"OK," he said, "Were's Zarniwoop? Get ne Zarni woop."

"Excuse nme, sir?" said the insect icily. It did not care to be addressed
in this manner.

"Zarni woop. Get him right? Get himnow.'

"Well, sir," snapped the fragile little <creature, "if you could be a
little cool about it ..."

"Look," said Zaphod, "I'mup to here with cool, OK? |I'm so anmazingly coo
you could keep a side of neat inside ne for a nmonth. | am so hip | have
difficulty seeing over ny pelvis. Now will you nove before you blow it?"

"Well, if you'd let ne explain, sir," said the insect tapping the nopst
petulant of all the tentacles at its disposal, "lI'mafraid that isn't possible

right now as M Zarniwoop is on an intergalactic cruise."

Hel |, thought Zaphod.

"When he's going to be back?" he said.

"Back sir? He's in his office.™

Zaphod paused while he tried to sort this particular thought out in his
m nd. He didn't succeed.

"This cat's on an intergalactic cruise ... in his office?" He |eaned
forward and gripped the tapping tentacle.

"Listen, three eyes," he said, "don't you try to outweird ne. | get
stranger things than you free with ny breakfast cereal."

"Well, just who do you think you are, honey?" flounced the insect

quivering its wings in rage, "Zaphod Beebl ebrox or sonething?"

"Count the heads," said Zaphod in a | ow rasp

The insect blinked at him 1t blinked at hi m again.

"You are Zaphod Beebl ebrox?" it squeaked.

"Yeah," said Zaphod, "but don't shout it out or they'Il all want one."

"The Zaphod Beebl ebr ox?"

"No, just a Zaphod Beebl ebrox, didn't you hear | conme in six packs?"

The insect rattled its tentacles together in agitation

"But sir," it squealed, "I just heard on the sub-ether radio report. It
said that you were dead ..."

"Yeah, that's right," said Zaphod, "I just haven't stopped noving yet.



Now. \Were do | find Zarni woop?"

"Well, sir, his office is on the fifteenth floor, but ..."

"But he's on an intergalactic cruise, yeah, yeah, howdo | get to him"

"The newly installed Sirius Cybernetics Corporation Vertical People
Transporters are in the far corner sir. But sir "

Zaphod was turning to go. He turned back

"Yeah?" he said.

"Can | ask you why you want to see M Zarni woop?"

"Yeah," said Zaphod, who was unclear on this point hinself, "I told nyself
| had to."

"Cone again sir?"

Zaphod | eaned forward, conspirationally.

"1 just materialized out of thin air in one of your cafes,” he said, "as a
result of an argument with the ghost of ny great grandfather. No sooner had
got there that nmy fornmer self, the one that operated on ny brain, popped into

nmy head and said “Go see Zarniwoop'. | have never heard of the cat. That is
all | know. That and the fact that I've got to find the nman who rules the
Uni verse. "

He wi nked.

"M Beebl ebrox, sir,"
shoul d be in novies."

"Yeah," said Zaphod patting the thing on a glittering pink wing, "and you,
baby, should be in real life."

The insect paused for a nonent to recover fromits agitation and then
reached out a tentacle to answer a ringing phone.

A netal hand restrained it.

"Excuse nme," said the owner of the nmetal hand in a voice that would have
made an insect of a nore sentinmental disposition collapse in tears.

This was not such an insect, and it couldn't stand robots.

said the insect in awed wonder, "you're so weird you

"Yes, sir," it snapped, "can | help you?"

"I doubt it," said Marvin.

"Well in that case, if you'll just excuse ne ..." Six of the phones were
now ringing. Anllion things awaited the insect's attention.

"No one can help ne," intoned Marvin.

"Yes, sir, well

"Not that anyone tried of course.™ The restraining netal hand fell linply
by Marvin's side. His head hung forward very slightly.

"Is that so," said the insect tartly.

"Hardly worth anyone's while to help a nenial robot is it?"

"I"'msorry, sir, if "

"l mean where's the percentage in being kind or helpful to a robot if it
doesn't have any gratitude circuits?"

"And you don't have any?" said the insect, who didn't seemto be able to
drag itself out of this conversation

"I'"ve never had occasion to find out,’

"Listen, you m serable heap of mal adj usted net al

"Aren't you going to ask nme what | want?"

The insect paused. Its long thin tongue darted out and licked its eyes and
dart ed back again.

"I's it worth it?" it asked.

"l's anything?" said Marvin inmediately.

"What ... do ... you ... want?"

"“I''"'m 1 ooking for sonmeone."

"Who?" hissed the insect.

"Zaphod Beebl ebrox,"” said Marvin, "he's over there."

The insect shook with rage. It could hardly speak

"Then why did you ask ne?" it screaned.

"l just wanted sonething to talk to," said Marvin.

"What ! "

"Pathetic isn't it?"

Wth a grinding of gears Marvin turned and trundl ed off. He caught up with
Zaphod approaching the el evators. Zaphod span round in astonishnent.

"Hey ... Marvin!" he said, "Marvin! How did you get here?"

Marvin inforned it.



Marvin was forced to say something which came very hard to him

"1 don't know," he said.

"But ..."

"One monment | was sitting in your ship feeling very depressed, and the
next nonent | was standing here feeling utterly mserable. An Inprobability
Field | expect."

"Yeah," said Zaphod, "I expect nmy great grandfather sent you along to keep
me conpany."

"Thanks a bundl e grandad, " he added to hinself under his breath.

"So, how are you?" he said al oud.

"Ch, fine," said Marvin, "if you happen to |like being me which personally
| don't."

"Yeah, yeah," said Zaphod as the el evator doors opened.

"Hello," said the elevator sweetly, "I amto be your elevator for this
trip to the floor of your <choice. | have been designed by the Sirius
Cybernetics Corporation to take you, the visitor to the Hitch H ker's Guide to
the Galaxy, into these their offices. If you enjoy your ride, which wll be

swift and pleasurable, then you may care to experience some of the other
el evators which have recently been installed in the offices of the Galactic
tax departnment, Boobiloo Baby Foods and the Sirian State Mental Hospital
where many ex-Sirius Cybernetics Corporation executives will be delighted to
wel cone your visits, synpathy, and happy tales of the outside world."

"Yeah," said Zaphod, stepping into it, "what else do you do besides tal k?"

"l go up," said the elevator, "or down."

"Good," said Zaphod, "We're going up."

"Or down," the elevator remnm nded him

"Yeah, OK, up please."

There was a monent of silence

"Down's very nice," suggested the el evator hopefully.

"Ch yeah?"

" Super. "

"Good," said Zaphod, "Now will you take us up?"

"May | ask vyou," inquired the elevator in its sweetest, npst reasonable
voice, "if you' ve considered all the possibilities that down m ght offer you?"

Zaphod knocked one of his heads against the inside wall. He didn't need

this, he thought to hinself, this of all things he had no need of. He hadn't
asked to be here. If he was asked at this noment where he would |ike to be he
woul d probably have said he would like to be lying on the beach with at | east
fifty beautiful wonmen and a small team of experts working out new ways they
could be nice to him which was his usual reply. To this he would probably
have added sonet hi ng passi onate on the subject of food.

One thing he didn't want to be doing was chasing after the man who ruled
the Universe, who was only doing a job which he m ght as well keep at, because
if it wasn't himit would only be soneone else. Mdst of all he didn't want to
be standing in an office block arguing with an el evator

"Li ke what other possibilities?" he asked wearily.

"Well," the voice trickled on Ilike honey on biscuits, "there's the
basenent, the microfiles, the heating system... er "

It paused.

"Nothing particularly exciting," it admtted, "but they are alternatives."

"Holy Zarquon," nuttered Zaphod, "did | ask for an existentialist

el evator?" he beat his fists against the wall.
"What's the matter with the thing?" he spat.
"It doesn't want to go up," said Marvin sinply, "I think it's afraid.”
"Afrai d?" cried Zaphod, "Of what? Hei ghts? An elevator that's afraid of
hei ght s?"
"No," said the elevator nmiserably, "of the future ..

"The future?" exclained Zaphod, "Wat does the wetched thing want, a
pensi on scheme?"
At that nonent a commtion broke out in the reception hall behind them

Fromthe walls around them cane the sound of suddenly active nmachinery.
"W can all see into the future,” whispered the elevator in what sounded
like terror, "it's part of our programmng."



Zaphod | ooked out of the elevator - an agitated crowd had gathered round
the el evator area, pointing and shouting.

Every elevator in the building was com ng down, very fast.

He ducked back in.

"Marvin," he said, "just get this elevator go up will you? W've got to
get to Zarni woop."

"Why?" asked Marvin dol efully.

"I don't know," said Zaphod, "but when | find him he'd better have a very
good reason for nme wanting to see him"

Modern el evators are strange and conmplex entities. The ancient electric
wi nch and "maxi mum capacity-ei ght-persons”™ jobs bear as nuch relation to a
Sirius Cybernetics Corporation Happy Vertical People Transporter as a packet
of mxed nuts does to the entire west wng of the Sirian State Menta
Hospi t al

This is because they operate on the curios principle of "defocused
tenporal perception”. In other words they have the capacity to see dimy into
the i medi ate future, which enables the elevator to be on the right floor to
pick you up even before you knew you wanted it, thus elimnating all the
tedi ous chatting, relaxing, and making friends that people were previously
forced to do whist waiting for elevators.

Not unnaturally, nmany elevators inbued with intelligence and precognition
becane terribly frustrated with the m ndl ess busi ness of going up and down, up
and down, experinented briefly with the notion of going sideways, as a sort of
exi stential protest, demanded participation in the decision-naking process and
finally took to squatting in basenents sul ki ng.

An inpoverished hitch-hiker visiting any planets in the Sirius star system
these days can pick up easy noney working as a counsellor for neurotic
el evators.

At the fifteenth floor the el evator doors opened quickly.

"Fifteenth," said the elevator, "and renenber, |I'monly doing this because
I Iike your robot."

Zaphod and Marvin bundl ed out of the elevator which instantly snapped its
doors shut and dropped as fast as its mechanismwould take it.

Zaphod | ooked around warily. The corridor was deserted and silent and gave
no clue as to where Zarni wop night be found. Al the doors that led off the
corridor were closed and unnarked.

They were standing close to the bridge which | ed across from one tower of
the building to the other. Through a large window the brilliant sun of Ursa
M nor Beta threw blocks of [light in which danced small specks of dust. A
shadow flitted past nonentarily.

"Left in the lurch by alift," nmuttered Zaphod, who was feeling at his
| east jaunty.

They both stood and | ooked in both directions.

"You know sonet hi ng?" said Zaphod to Marvin.

"More that you can possibly imagine."”

"lI"mdead certain this building shouldn't be shaking," Zaphod said.

It was just a light trenor through the soles of his feet - and another
one. In the sunbeans the flecks of dust danced nore vigorously. Another shadow
flitted past.

Zaphod | ooked at the fl oor.

"Either," he said, not very confidently, "they've got sonme vibro system
for toning up your nuscles while you work, or "

He walked across to the w ndow and suddenly stunbled because at that
moment his Joo Janta 200 Super-Chromatic Peril Sensitive sungl asses had turned
utterly black. A large shadow flitted past the window with a sharp buzz.

Zaphod ripped off his sunglasses, and as he did so the building shook with
a thunderous roar. He leapt to the w ndow.

"Or," he said, "this building's being bonbed!"

Anot her roar cracked through the building.

"Who in the Gal axy would want to bonb a publishing conpany?" asked Zaphod,
but never heard Marvin's reply because at that nonent the building shook with
another bomb attack. He tried to stagger back to the elevator - a pointless
manoeuvre he realized, but the only one he could think of.



Suddenly, at the end of the corridor leading at right angles from this
one, he caught sight of a figure as it lunged into view, a man. The man saw
hi m

"Beebl ebrox, over here!" he shouted.

Zaphod eyed himwi th distrust as another bonb blast rocked the buil ding.

"No," called Zaphod, "Beebl ebrox over here! Who are you?"

"A friend!" shouted back the man. He ran towards Zaphod.

"Oh yeah?" said Zaphod, "Anyone's friend in particular, or just generally
wel | di sposed of people?"

The man raced along the corridor, the floor bucking beneath his feet |ike
an excited bl anket. He was short, stocky and weatherbeaten and his clothes
| ooked as if they'd been twice round the Galaxy and back with himin them

"Do you know," Zaphod shouted in his ear when he arrived, "your building s
bei ng bonbed?"

The man indicated his awareness.

It suddenly stopped being light. dancing round at the w ndow to see why,
Zaphod gaped as a huge sluglike, gunnetal-green spacecraft crept through the
air past the building. Two nore followed it.

"The governnent you deserted is out to get you, Zaphod," hissed the man
"they've sent a squadron of Frogstar Fighters."

"Frogstar Fighters!" nuttered Zaphod, "Zarquon!"

"You get the picture?"

"What are Frogstar Fighters?" Zaphod was sure he'd heard soneone talk
about them when he was President, but he never paid nmuch attention to official
matters.

The man was pulling him back through a door. He went with him Wth a
searing whine a small black spider-like object shot through the air and
di sappeared down the corridor

"What was that?" hissed Zaphod.

"Frogstar Scout robot class A out |ooking for you," said the nman

"Hey yeah?"

"CGet down!"

From the opposite direction cane a larger black spider-like object. It
zapped past them

"And that was ...?"

"A Frogstar Scout robot class B out |ooking for you."

"And that?" said Zaphod, as a third one seared through the air.

"A Frogstar Scout robot class C out |ooking for you."

"Hey," chuckl ed Zaphod to hinself, "pretty stupid robots eh?"

From over the bridge cane a massive runbling hum A gigantic black shape
was noving over it fromthe opposite tower, the size and shape of a tank.

"Holy photon, what's that?"

"A tank," said the man, "Frogstar Scout robot class D conme to get you."

"Shoul d we | eave?"

"1 think we should."

"Marvin!" called Zaphod.

"What do you want ?"

Marvin rose froma pile of rubble further down the corridor and | ooked at
t hem

"You see that robot coning towards us?"

Marvin | ooked at the gigantic black shape edging forward towards them over
the bridge. He | ooked down at his own snmall nmetal body. He |ooked back wup at
the tank.

"l suppose you want ne to stop it,’

"Yeah."

"Whi | st you save your skins."

"Yeah," said Zaphod, "get in there!"

"Just so long," said Marvin, "as | know where | stand."

The nman tugged at Zaphod's arm and Zaphod foll owed himoff down the
corridor.

A point occurred to him about this.

"Were are we goi ng?" he said.

"Zarni woop's office.”

he sai d.



"I's this any time to keep an appoi nt ment ?"

"Conme on."
Chapter 7
Marvin stood at the end of the bridge corridor. He was not in fact a
particularly small robot. His silver body gleaned in the dusty sunbeans and
shook with the continual barrage which the building was still undergoing.

He did, however, look pitifully small as the gigantic black tank rolled to
a halt in front of him The tank examined him with a probe. The probe
Wi t hdr ew.

Marvin stood there.

"Qut of ny way little robot,"” growl ed the tank

"I'" mafraid," said Marvin, "that |'ve been left here to stop you."

The probe extended again for a quick recheck. It withdrew again.

"You? Stop nme?" roared the tank. "Go on!"

"No, really | have,"” said Marvin sinply

"VWhat are you arnmed with?" roared the tank in disbelief.

"CGuess," said Marvin.

The tank's engines runbled, its gears ground. Mol ecul e-sized electronic
relays deep in its micro-brain flipped backwar ds and f orwar ds in
const ernati on.

"Quess?" said the tank

Zaphod and the as yet unnaned man | urched up one corridor, down a second
and along a third. The building continued to rock and judder and this puzzled
Zaphod. |f they wanted to blow the building up, why was it taking so |ong?

Wth difficulty they reached one of a nunber of totally anonynous unmarked
doors and heaved at it. Wth a sudden jolt it opened and they fell inside.

All this way, thought Zaphod, all this trouble, all this notlying-on-the
beach- havi ng- a-wonderful -tinme, and for what? A single chair, a single desk and
a single dirty ashtray in an undecorated office. The desk, apart froma bit of
danci ng dust and single, revolutionary form of paper clip, was enpty.

"Where," said Zaphod, "is Zarniwop?" feeling that his already tenuous
grasp of the point of this whole exercise was beginning to slip.

"He's on an intergalactic cruise,” said the man

Zaphod tried to size the man up. Earnest type, he thought, not a barrel of
|l aughs. He probably apportioned a fair whack of his tinme to running up and
down heaving corridors, breaking down doors and making cryptic remarks in
enpty offices.

"Let nme introduce nyself,’

the man said, "My nane is Roosta, and this is

my towel."
"Hell o Roosta," said Zaphod.
"Hello, towel," he added as Roosta held out to him a rather nasty old

flowery towel. Not knowi ng what to do with it, he shook it by the corner
Qutside the w ndow, one of the huge slug-like, gunnetal -green spaceships
grow ed past.

"Yes, go on," said Marvin to the huge battle machine, "you'll never
guess. "

"Errmmm ..." said the nachine, vibrating with unaccustonmed thought, "laser
beans?"

Marvi n shook his head solemly.

"No," mnuttered the nmchine in its deep guttural runble, "Too obvious.

Anti-matter ray?" it hazarded.

"Far too obvious," adnoni shed Marvin.

"Yes," grunmbled the machi ne, sonewhat abashed, "Er ... how about an
el ectron ran®"

This was new to Marvin.

"What's that?" he said.

"One of these," said the machine with enthusiasm

From its turret energed a sharp prong which spat a single |ethal blaze of
light. Behind Marvin a wall roared and coll apsed as a heap of dust. The dust
billowed briefly, then settled.

"No," said Marvin, "not one of those."



"CGood though, isn't it?"

"Very good," agreed Marvin.

"l know," said the Frogstar battle nachine, after another nonent's
consideration, "you nust have one of those new Xanthic Re- Structron
Dest abilized Zenon Emitters!"

"Nice, aren't they?" said Marvin.

"That's what you've got?" said the machine in considerable awe.

"No, " said Marvin.

"Oh," said the machi ne, disappointed, "then it nust be ..."

"You're thinking along the wong lines,"” said Marvin, "You're failing to
take into account something fairly basic in the relationship between nen and
robots."

"Br, | know," said the battle machine, "is it ..." it tailed off into
t hought agai n.

"Just think," urged Marvin, "they left ne, an ordinary, nmenial robot, to
stop you, a gigantic heavy-duty battle machine, whilst they ran off to save
thensel ves. What do you think they would | eave nme with?"

"Oooh, er," nuttered the machine in alarm “"sonething pretty damm
devastating | should expect.”
"Expect!" said Marvin, "oh yes, expect. I'Il tell you what they gave ne to

protect nyself with shall 1@
"Yes, alright," said the battle machine, bracing itself.
"Not hing," said Marvin.
There was a dangerous pause.
"Not hi ng?" roared the battle machine.

"Nothing at all,” intoned Marvin dismally, "not an el ectronic sausage."
The machi ne heaved about with fury.
"Well, doesn't that just take the biscuit!" it roared, "Nothing, eh? Just

don't think, do they?"
"And nme," said Marvin in a soft |low voice, "with this terrible pain in al
the di odes down ny left side."

"Makes you spit, doesn't it?"

"Yes," agreed Marvin with feeling.

"Hell that mekes nme angry," bellowed the nmachine, "think I'Il smash that
wal I down!"

The electron ram stabbed out another searing blaze of |ight and took out
the wall next to the nmachi ne.

"How do you think |I feel?" said Marvin bitterly.

"Just ran off and left you, did they?" the nachine thundered.

"Yes," said Marvin.

"l think 1'Il shoot down their bloody ceiling as well!" raged the tank

It took out the ceiling of the bridge.

"That's very inpressive," nurmured Mrvin.

"You ain't seeing nothing yet," prom sed the machine, "l can take out this
floor too, no trouble!"

It took out the floor, too.

"Hell's bells!" the nmachine roared as it plummeted fifteen storeys and
snmashed itself to bits on the ground bel ow.

"What a depressingly stupid nachine," said Marvin and trudged away.

Chapter 8

"So, do we just sit here, or what?" said Zaphod angrily, "what do these
guys out here want?"

"You, Beebl ebrox,"” said Roosta, "they're going to take you to the Frogstar
- the nost totally evil world in the Gal axy."

"Oh, yeah?" said Zaphod. "They'll have to cone and get nme first."

"They have cone and got you," said Roosta, "look out of the wi ndow. "

Zaphod | ooked, and gaped.

"The ground's goi ng away!" he gasped, "where are they taking the ground?"

"They're taking the building," said Roosta, "we're airborne."

Cl ouds streaked past the office w ndow.

Qut in the open air again Zaphod could see the ring of dark green Frogstar



Fi ghters round the uprooted tower of the building. A network of force beans
radiated in fromthemand held the tower in a firmgrip.
Zaphod shook his head in perplexity.

"What have | done to deserve this?" he said, "I walk into a building, they
take it away."
"It's not what you've done they're worried about," said Roosta, "it's what

you're going to do."

"Well don't | get a say in that?"

"You did, years ago. You' d better hold on, we're in for a fast and bunpy
journey."

"I'f | ever nmeet nyself," said Zaphod, "I'Il hit nyself so hard | won't
know what's hit nme."

Marvin trudged in through the door, |ooked at Zaphod accusingly, slunped
in a corner and switched hinsel f off.

On the bridge of the Heart of Gold, all was silent. Arthur stared at the
rack in front of himand thought. He caught Trillian's eyes as she | ooked at
himinquiringly. He | ooked back at the rack

Finally he sawit.

He picked up five small plastic squares and laid themon the board that
lay just in front of the rack

The five squares had on themthe five letters E, X, Q Uand |l. He laid
themnext to the letters S, I, T, E

"Exquisite," he said, "on a triple word score. Scores rather a lot |I'm
afraid."”

The ship bunped and scattered sonme of the letters for the 'n'th tine.

Trillian sighed and started to sort them out again.

Up and down the silent corridors echoed Ford Prefect's feet as he stal ked
the ship thunping dead instrunents.

VWhy did the ship keep shaking? he thought.

Wiy did it rock and sway?

VWhy could he not find out where they were?

Were, basically, were they?

The |l eft-hand tower of the Hitch Hi ker's Guide to the Glaxy offices
streaked through interstellar space at a speed never equalled either before or
since by any other office block in the Universe.

In a roomhal fway up it, Zaphod Beebl ebrox strode angrily.

Roosta sat on the edge of the desk doing sone routine towel maintenance.

"Hey, where did you say this building was flying to?" demanded Zaphod.

"The Frogstar," said Roosta, "the npbst totally evil place in the
Uni ver se. "

"Do they have food there?" said Zaphod.

"Food? You're going to the Frogstar and you're worried about whether they
got food?"

"Wthout food I may not make it to the Frogstar."

Qut of the window, they could see nothing but the flickering Iight of the
force beanms, and vague green streaks which were presunmably the distorted
shapes of the Frogstar Fighters. At this speed, space itself was invisible,
and indeed unreal

"Here, suck this," said Roosta, offering Zaphod his towel.

Zaphod stared at himas if he expected a cuckoo to leap out of his
forehead on a small spring

"It's soaked in nutrients," expl ai ned Roost a.

"What are you, a nessy eater or sonething?' said Zaphod

"The yellow stripes are high in protein, the green ones have vitam n B and
C complexes, the little pink flowers contain wheatgermextracts."

Zaphod took and | ooked at it in amazenent.

"What are the brown stains?" he asked.

"Bar-B-Q sauce," said Roosta, "for when | get sick of wheatgerm"

Zaphod sniffed it doubtfully.

Even nmore doubtfully, he sucked a corner. He spat it out again.

"Ugh, " he stated.

"Yes," said Roosta, "when |I've had to suck that end |I usually need to suck
the other end a bit too."



"Why, " asked Zaphod suspiciously, "what's in that?"

"Anti-depressants,” said Roosta.

"1'"ve gone right off this towel, you know," said Zaphod handing it back

Roosta took it back fromhim swung hinself off the desk, walked round it,
sat in the chair and put his feet up

"Beebl ebrox," he said, sticking his hands behind his head, "have you any
i dea what's going to happen to you on the Frogstar?"

"They're going to feed nme?" hazarded Zaphod hopeful ly.

"They're going to feed you," said Roosta, "into the Total Perspective
Vor tex!"

Zaphod had never heard of this. He believed that he had heard of all the
fun things in the Gal axy, so he assumed that the Total Perspective Vortex was
not fun. He asked what it was.

"Only," said Roosta, "the npbst savage psychic torture a sentinent being
can undergo."

Zaphod nodded a resigned nod.

"So," he said, "no food, huh?"

"Listen!" said Roosta urgently, "you can kill a man, destroy his body,
break his spirit, but only the Total Perspective Vortex can annihilate a man's
soul! The treatnent Jlasts seconds, but the effect lasts the rest of your

lifel™

"You ever had a Pan Galactic Gargle Blaster?" asked Zaphod sharply.

"This is worse."

"Phreeow! " admitted Zaphod, nuch i npressed.

"Any idea why these guys might want to do this to nme?" he added a nonent
| ater.

"They believe it wll be the best way of destroying you for ever. They
know what you're after.”

"Could they drop ne a note and |l et nme know as wel | ?"

"You know," said Roosta, "you know, Beeblebrox. You want to neet the nmn
who rul es the Universe."

"Can he cook?" said Zaphod. On reflection he added:

"l doubt if he can. If he could cook a good neal he wouldn't worry about
the rest of the Universe. | want to neet a cook."

Roost a si ghed heavily.

"What are you doi ng here anyway?" demanded Zaphod, "what's all this got to
so with you?"

"1"mjust one of those who planned this thing, along wth Zarni woop, al ong
with Yooden Vranx, along wth vyour great grandfather, along wth you
Beebl ebr ox. "

n Nb?ll

"Yes, you. | was told you had changed, | didn't realize how nuch."
"But ..."

"l amhere to do one job. | will do it before |I |eave you."

"What job, man, what are you tal king about?"

"I will do it before | |eave you."

Roosta | apsed into an inpenetrable silence.
Zaphod was terribly glad.

Chapter 9

The air around the second planet of the Frogstar systemwas stale and
unwhol esone.

The dank wi nds that swept continually over its surface swept over salt
flats, dried up marshland, tangled and rotting vegetation and the crunbling
remains of ruined cities. No life noved across its surface. The ground, |ike
that of nmany planets in this part of the Gal axy, had | ong been deserted.

The how of the wnd was desolate enough as it gusted through the old
decayi ng houses of the cities; it was nore desolate as it whipped about the
bottons of the tall black towers that swayed uneasily here and there about the
surface of this world. At the top of these towers lived col onies of |arge,
scraggy, evil smelling birds, the sole survivors of the civilization that once
l'i ved here.



The howl of the wind was at its nost desolate, however, when it passed
over a pinple of a place set in the mddle of a wide grey plain on the
outskirts of the largest of the abandoned citi es.

This pinple of a place was the thing that had earned this world the
reputation of being the nost totally evil place in the Galaxy. Fromwi thout it
was sinply a steel donme about thirty feet across. Fromwithin it was sonething
nmore nonstrous than the m nd can conprehend.

About a hundred vyards or so away, and separated fromit by a pockmarked
and bl asted stretch of the nobst barren |and i magi nabl e was what woul d probably
have to be described as a | anding pad of sorts. That is to say that scattered
over a largish area were the ungainly hulks of two or three dozen crash-I|anded
bui | di ngs.

Flitting over and around these buildings was a mnd, a mnd that was
wai ting for sonething.

The mind directed its attention into the air, and before very long a
di stant speck appeared, surrounded by a ring of smaller specks.

The | arger speck was the left-hand tower of the Hitch Hiker's Guide to the
Gal axy office building, descending through the stratosphere of Frogstar World
B

As it descended, Roosta suddenly broke the | ong unconfortable silence that
had grown up between the two nen.

He stood up and gathered his towel into a bag. He said:

"Beebl ebrox, | will now do the job | was sent here to do."

Zaphod | ooked up at himfromwhere he was sitting in a corner sharing
unspoken t houghts with Marvin.

"Yeah?" he said.

"The building will shortly be I anding. Wen you | eave the building, do not
go out of the door," said Roosta, "go out of the w ndow "

"Good luck,"” he added, and walked out of the door, disappearing from
Zaphod's life as nysteriously as he had entered it.

Zaphod | eapt up and tried the door, but Roosta had already | ooked it. He
shrugged and returned to the corner.

Two minutes later, the building crashlanded anpbngst the other w eckage.
Its escort of Frogstar Fighters deactivated their force beans and soared off
into the air again, bound for Frogstar Wrld A, an altogether nore congenial
spot. They never |anded on Frogstar World B. No one did. No one ever wal ked on
its surface other than the intended victinms of the Total Perspective Vortex.

Zaphod was badly shaken by the crash. He lay for a while in the silent
dusty rubble to which nost of the room had been reduced. He felt that he was
at the | owest ebb he had ever reached in his life. He felt bew |l dered, he felt
|l onely, he felt unloved. Eventually he felt he ought to get whatever it was
over wth.

He | ooked around the cracked and broken room The wall had split round the
door frame, and the door hung open. The wi ndow, by some mracle was closed and
unbroken. For a while he hesitated, then he thought that if his strange and
recent conpani on had been through all that he had been through just to tel
him what he had told him then there nust be a good reason for it. Wth
Marvin's help he got the wi ndow open. Qutside it, the cloud of dust aroused by
the crash, and the hulks of the other buildings with which this one was
surrounded, effectively prevented Zaphod from seeing anything of the world
out si de.

Not that this concerned himunduly. H's nmain concern was what he saw when
he |ooked down. Zarniwoop's office was on the fifteenth floor. The buil ding
had | anded at a tilt of about forty-five degrees, but still the descent | ooked
heart - st oppi ng.

Eventual |y, stung by the continuous series of contenptuous |ooks that
Marvin appeared to be giving him he took a deep breath and cl anbered out on
to the steeply inclined side of the building. Mrvin followed him and
toget her they began to crawl slowy and painfully down the fifteen floors that
separated them fromthe ground.

As he crawed, the dank air and dust choked his lungs, his eyes smarted
and the terrifying distance down made his heads spin.

The occasional remark from Marvin of the order of "This is the sort of



thing you lifeforms enjoy is it? | ask nerely for information," did little to
i nprove his state of mnd

About hal f-way down the side of the shattered building they stopped to
rest. It seemed to Zaphod as he lay there panting with fear and exhaustion
that Marvin seemed a mite nore cheerful than wusual. Eventually he realized
this wasn't so. The robot just seened cheerful in conparison with his own
nood.

A |l arge, scraggy black bird canme flapping through the slowy settling
clouds of dust and, stretching down its scrawny |egs, |anded on an inclined
wi ndow | edge a couple of yards from Zaphod. It folded its ungainly wngs and
teetered awkwardly on its perch.

Its wingspan nust have been sonmething |like six feet, and its head and neck
seened curiously large for a bird. Its face was flat, the beak underdevel oped,
and half-way along the wunderside of its wngs the vestiges of sonething
handl i ke could be clearly seen

In fact, it |ooked al nbst human.

It turned its heavy eyes on Zaphod and clicked its beak in a desultory
f ashi on.

"CGo away, " said Zaphod.

"OK," muttered the bird norosely and fl apped off into the dust again.

Zaphod watched its departure in bew | dernent.

"Did that bird just talk to me?" he asked Marvin nervously. He was quite
prepared to believe the alternative explanation, that he was in fact
hal | uci nati ng.

"Yes," confirmed Marvin.

"Poor souls,"” said a deep, ethereal voice in Zaphod's ear

Twisting round violently to find the source of the voice nearly caused
Zaphod to fall off the building. He grabbed savagely at a protruding w ndow
fitting and cut his hand on it. He hung on, breathing heavily.

The voice had no visible source whatever - there was no one there.
Nevert hel ess, it spoke again.

"A tragic history behind them you know. A terrible blight."

Zaphod | ooked wildly about. The voice was deep and quiet. |In other
circunstances it would even be described as soothing. There is, however,
not hi ng soot hi ng about being addressed by a di senbodi ed voi ce out of nowhere,
particularly if you are, |ike Zaphod Beebl ebrox, not at your best and hangi ng
froma | edge eight storeys up a crashed buil di ng.

"Hey, er " he stanmmered.
"Shall 1 tell you their story?" inquired the voice quietly.
"Hey, who are you?" panted Zaphod. "Were are you?"

"Later then, perhaps," nmurnured the voice. "I am Gargravarr. | am the
Custodi an of the Total Perspective Vortex."

"Why can't | see ..."

"You will find your progress down the building greatly facilitated," the
voice lifted, "if you nove about two yards to your left. Wy don't you try
it?"

Zaphod | ooked and saw a series of short horizontal grooves |leading all the
way down the side of the building. Gatefully he shifted himself across to
t hem

"Why don't | see you again at the bottonP?" said the voice in his ear, and
as it spoke it faded.

"Hey," called out Zaphod, "Wiere are you ..

"It'1l only take a couple of mnutes ..." said the voice very faintly.

"Marvin," said Zaphod earnestly to the robot squatting dejectedly next to
him "Did a ... did a voice just "

"Yes," Marvin replied tersely.

Zaphod nodded. He took out his Peril Sensitive Sungl asses again. They were
compl etely black, and by now quite badly scratched by the unexpected neta
object in his pocket. He put themon. He would find his way down the building
more confortably if he didn't actually have to | ook at what he was doi ng.

M nutes | ater he clanbered over the ripped and mangl ed foundations of the
bui | di ng and, once nore renoving his sungl asses, he dropped to the ground.

Marvin joined hima nonent or so later and lay face down in the dust and



rubbl e, from which position he seened too disinclined to nove.

"Ah, there you are,"” said the voice suddenly in Zaphod's ear, "excuse ne
leaving you like that, it's just that | have a terrible head for heights. At
least,"” it added wistfully, "I did have a terrible head for heights."

Zaphod | ooked around slowly and carefully, just to see if he had mssed
somet hi ng which might be the source of the voice. Al he saw, however, was the
dust, the rubble and the towering hul ks of the encircling buildings.

"Hey, er, why can't | see you?" he said, "why aren't you here?"

"l am here,"” said the voice slowy, "ny body wanted to conme but it's a bit
busy at the nonment. Things to do, people to see.” After what seened like a
sort of ethereal sigh it added, "You know how it is with bodies."

Zaphod wasn't sure about this.

"1 thought | did," he said.

"l only hope it's gone for a rest cure," continued the voice, "the way
it's been living recently it nust be on its |last el bows."

"El bows?" said Zaphod, "don't you nean |ast |egs?"

The voice said nothing for a while. Zaphod | ooked around uneasily. He
didn't knowif it was gone or was still there or what it was doing. Then the
voi ce spoke again.

"So, you are to be put into the Vortex, yes?"

"Er, well," said Zaphod wth a very poor attenpt at nonchal ance, "this
cat's in no hurry, you know. | can just slouch about and take in a |look at the
| ocal scenery, you know?"

"Have you seen the local scenery?" asked the voice of Gargravarr.

"Er, no."

Zaphod cl anbered over the rubble, and rounded the corner of one of the
wr ecked buil di ngs that was obscuring his view.

He | ooked out at the |andscape of Frogstar Wrld B

"Ah, OK, " he said, "I'Il just sort of slouch about then."
"No," said Gargravarr, "the Vortex is ready for you now. You nust cone.
Fol l ow nme. "

"Er, yeah?" said Zaphod, "and how am | neant to do that?"

"1l hum for you," said Gargravarr, "follow the hunm ng."

A soft keening sound drifted through the air, a pale, sad sound that
seemred to be wthout any kind of focus. It was only by listening very
carefully that Zaphod was able to detect the direction from which it was
comng. Slowy, dazedly, he stunbled off in its wake. \Wat else was there to
do?

Chapter 10

The Universe, as has been observed before, is an unsettlingly big place, a
fact which for the sake of a quiet |ife npst people tend to ignore.

Many woul d happily nove to sonmewhere rather smaller of their own devising,
and this is what npst beings in fact do.

For instance, in one corner of the Eastern Galactic Arm lies the Ilarge
forest planet Oglaroon, the entire "intelligent"” population of which |ives
permanently in one fairly small and crowded nut tree. In which tree they are
born, |live, fall in love, carve tiny speculative articles in the bark on the
meaning of life, the futility of death and the inportance of birth control
fight a few extrenely nminor wars, and eventually die strapped to the underside
of some of the | ess accessible outer branches.

In fact the only QOgl arooni ans who ever |eave their tree are those who are
hurled out of it for the heinous crine of wondering whether any of the other

trees mght be capable of supporting life at all, or indeed whether the other
trees are anything other than illusions brought on by eating too many
Qgl anut s.

Exotic though this behaviour may seem there is no life formin the Gl axy
which is not in some way guilty of the same thing, which is why the Tot al
Perspective Vortex is as horrific as it is.

For when you are put into the Vortex you are given just one nonentary
glinpse of the entire uninmaginable infinity of creation, and somewhere in it a
tiny little marker, a mcroscopic dot on a mcroscopic dot, which says "You



are here."

The grey plain stretched before Zaphod, a ruined, shattered plain. The
wi nd whi pped wildly over it.

Visible in the mddle was the steel pinple of the done. This, gathered
Zaphod, was where he was going. This was the Total Perspective Vortex.

As he stood and gazed bleakly at it, a sudden inhuman wail of terror
emanated fromit as of a man having his soul burnt fromhis body. It screaned
above the wi nd and died away.

Zaphod started with fear and his blood seened to turn to liquid helium

"Hey, what was that?" he nuttered voicel essly.

"A recording,"” said Gargravarr, "of the last nman who was put in the
Vortex. It is always played to the next victim A sort of prelude.”

"Hey, it really sounds bad ..." stammered Zaphod, "couldn't we maybe sl ope
off to a party or sonething for a while, think it over?"

"For all | know," said Gargravarr's ethereal voice, "I'm probably at one.
My body that is. It goes to a lot of parties without me. Says | only get in
the way. Hey ho."

"What is all this with your body?" said Zaphod, anxious to del ay whatever
it was that was going to happen to him

"Well, it's ... it's busy you know," said Gargravarr hesitantly.

"You nean it's got a mnd of its own?" said Zaphod.

There was a long and slightly chilly pause before Gargravarr spoke agai n.

"l have to say," he replied eventually, "that | find that remark in rather
poor taste."

Zaphod nuttered a bew | dered and enbarrassed apol ogy.

"No matter," said Gargravarr, "you weren't to know "

The voice fluttered unhappily.

"The truth is,” it continued in tones which suggested he was trying very
hard to keep it under control, "the truth is that we are currently undergoing
a period of legal trial separation. | suspect it will end in divorce."

The voice was still again, |eaving Zaphod with no idea of what to say. He
munbl ed uncertainly.

"l think we are probably not very well suited," said Gargravarr again at
I ength, "we never seenmed to be happy doing the sane things. W always had the
greatest argunents over sex and fishing. Eventually we tried to conbine the
two, but that only led to disaster, as you can probably inmagine. And now ny
body refuses to let me in. It won't even see ne ..."

He paused again, tragically. The w nd whi pped across the plain.

"It says | only inhibit it. |I pointed out that in fact | was neant to
inhibit it, and it said that that was exactly the sort of smart alec renmark
that got right up a body's left nostril, and so we left it. It will probably
get custody of my forenane."

"Ch ..." said Zaphod faintly, "and what's that?"

"Pizpot," said the voice, "My nane is Pizpot Gargravarr. Says it all
really doesn't it?"

"Errr ..." said Zaphod synpathetically.

"And that is why |, as a disenbodied m nd, have this job, Custodian of the
Total Perspective Vortex. No one will ever walk on the ground of this planet.
Except the victins of the Vortex - they don't really count I'mafraid."

"Ah ...

"1"I'l tell you the story. Wuld you like to hear it?"

"Er ...

"Many years ago this was a thriving, happy planet - people, cities shops,
a normal world. Except that on the high streets of these cities there were
slightly nore shoe shops than one mi ght have thought necessary. And slowy,
insidiously, the nunbers of these shoe shops were increasing. It's a wel
known econoni ¢ phenonenon but tragic to see it in operation, for the nore shoe
shops there were, the nore shoes they had to make and the woirse and nore
unwearable they becane. And the worse they were to wear, the nore people had
to buy to keep thensel ves shod, and the nore the shops proliferated, until the
whol e econony of the place passed what | believe is ternmed the Shoe Event
Horizon, and it becanme no | onger econonically possible to build anything other
than shoe shops. Result - collapse, ruin and fam ne. Mst of the popul ation



di ed out. Those few who had the right kind of genetic instability nutated into
birds - you' ve seen one of them - who cursed their feet, cursed the ground,
and vowed that none should walk on it again. Unhappy lot. Cone, | nust take
you to the Vortex."
Zaphod shook his head in bermusenment and stunbled forward across the plain.
"And you," he said, "you conme fromthis hellhole pit do you?"

"No no," said Gargravarr, taken aback, "I conme fromthe Frogstar Wrld C
Beauti ful place. Wonderful fishing. | flit back there in the evenings. Though
all 1 can do now is watch. The Total Perspective Vortex is the only thing on

this planet with any function. It was built here because no one else wanted it
on their doorstep.”

At that nonent another dismal screamrent the air and Zaphod shuddered.

"What can do that to a guy?" he breat hed.

"The Universe," said Gargravarr sinply, "the whole infinite Universe. The
infinite suns, the infinite distances between them and yourself an invisible
dot on an invisible dot, infinitely small."

"Hey, |'m Zaphod Beeblebrox, man, you know," nuttered Zaphod trying to
flap the Iast remants of his ego.

Gargravarr made no reply, but nerely resumed his nournful humming till
they reached the tarnished steel done in the nmiddle of the plain.

As they reached it, a door hummed open in the side, revealing a snml
dar kened chanber within.

"Enter," said Gargravarr.

Zaphod started with fear.

"Hey, what, now?" he said.

" Now. "

Zaphod peered nervously inside. The chanber was very small. It was stee
lined and there was hardly space in it for nmore than one man.

"It ... er ... it doesn't look like any kind of Vortex to ne," said
Zaphod.

"It isn't," said Grgravarr, "it's just the elevator. Enter."

Wth infinite trepidation Zaphod stepped into it. He was aware of
Gargravarr being in the elevator with him though the di senbodi ed man was not
for the nonent speaking.

The el evator began its descent.

"I must get nyself into the right frame of mnd for this,” nuttered
Zaphod.

"There is no right frane of mnd," said Gargravarr sternly.

"You really know how to nake a guy feel inadequate.”

"I don't. The Vortex does."

At the bottom of the shaft, the rear of the el evator opened up and Zaphod
stunmbl ed out into a smallish, functional, steel-lined chanber.

At the far side of it stood a single upright steel box, just large enough
for a man to stand in.

It was that sinple.

It connected to a small pile of components and instruments via a single
thick wre.

"lIs that it?" said Zaphod in surprise.

"That is it."

Didn't |look too bad, thought Zaphod.

"And | get in there do |I?" said Zaphod.

"You get in there," said Gargravarr, "and |'mafraid you nust do it now. "

"OK, OK," said Zaphod.

He opened the door of the box and stepped in.

I nside the box he waited.

After five seconds there was a click, and the entire Universe was there in
the box with him

Chapter 11
The Total Perspective Vortex derives its picture of the whole Universe on

the principle of extrapolated matter anal yses.
To explain - since every piece of matter in the Universe is in sonme way



affected by every other piece of matter in the Universe, it 1is 1in theory
possi ble to extrapol ate the whole of creation - every sun, every planet, their
orbits, their conposition and their econonic and social history from say, one
smal | piece of fairy cake.

The nman who invented the Total Perspective Vortex did so basically in
order to annoy his wife.

Trin Tragula - for that was his nane - was a dreaner, a thinker, a
specul ati ve phil osopher or, as his wife would have it, an idiot.

And she would nag himincessantly about the utterly inordinate anmount of
tinme he spent staring out into space, or nulling over the nechanics of safety
pi ns, or doing spectrographic anal yses of pieces of fairy cake.

"Have some sense of proportion!™ she would say, sonetines as often as
thirty-eight times in a single day.
And so he built the Total Perspective Vortex - just to show her.

And into one end he plugged the whole of reality as extrapolated from a
piece of fairy cake, and into the other end he plugged his wife: so that when
he turned it on she saw in one instant the whole infinity of creation and
herself in relation to it.

To Trin Tragula's horror, the shock conpletely annihilated her brain; but
to his satisfaction he realized that he had proved conclusively that iif life
is going to exist in a Universe of this size, then the one thing it cannot
afford to have is a sense of proportion

The door of the Vortex swung open.

From hi s di senbodi ed nmind Gargravarr watched dejectedly. He had rather
|l i ked Zaphod Beebl ebrox in a strange sort of way. He was clearly a man of nany
qualities, even if they were nostly bad ones.

He waited for himto flop forwards out of the box, as they all did.

I nstead, he stepped out.

"Hi!'" he said.

"Beebl ebrox ..." gasped Gargravarr's mnd in anmazenent.

"Could | have a drink please?" said Zaphod.

"You ... you ... have been in the Vortex?" stamrered Gargravarr.

"You saw ne, kid."

"And it was working?"

"Sure was."

"And you saw the whole infinity of creation?"

"Sure. Really neat place, you know that ?"

Gargravarr's mnd was reeling in astoni shnment. Had his body been with him
it would have sat down heavily with its nmouth hangi ng open

"And you saw yourself," said Gargravarr, "in relation to it all?"

"Ch, yeah, yeah."

"But ... what did you experience?"

Zaphod shrugged smugly.

"It just told ne what | knew all the tine. I"'ma really terrific and great

guy. Didn't | tell you, baby, I'm Zaphod Beebl ebrox!"

Hi s gaze passed over the machinery which powered the vortex and suddenly
st opped, startl ed.

He breathed heavily.

"Hey," he said, "is that really a piece of fairy cake?"

He ripped the small piece of confectionery fromthe sensors with which it
was surrounded.

"1f I told you how nmuch | needed this,"
have tine to eat it."

He ate it.

he said ravenously, "I wouldn't

Chapter 12

A short while later he was running across the plain in the direction of
the ruined city.

The dank air wheezed heavily in his lungs and he frequently stunmbled with
the exhaustion he was still feeling. Night was beginning to fall too, and the
rough ground was treacherous.

The elation of his recent experience was still with himthough. The whole



Uni verse. He had seen the whole Universe stretching to infinity around him -
everything. And with it had cone the clear and extraordi nary know edge that he
was the nost inportant thing in it. Having a conceited ego is one thing.
Actually being told by a machine is another.

He didn't have time to reflect on this matter

Gargravarr had told himthat he would have to alert his masters as to what
had happened, but that he was prepared to | eave a decent interval before doing
so. Enough tinme for Zaphod to nake a break and find sonewhere to hide.

VWhat he was going to do he didn't know, but feeling that he was the npst
i mportant person in the Universe gave him the confidence to believe that
somet hing would turn up

Nothing else on this blighted planet could give himnuch grounds for
optimsm

He ran on, and soon reached the outskirts of the abandoned city.

He wal ked al ong cracked and gapi ng roads riddled with scrawny weeds, the
holes filled with rotting shoes. The buil dings he passed were so crunbl ed and
decrepit he thought it unsafe to enter any of them Were could he hide? He
hurried on.

After a while the remnins of a wide sweeping road |led off fromthe one
down which he was wal king, and at its end lay a vast |ow building, surrounded
with sundry smaller ones, the whole surrounded by the renmains of a perineter
barrier. The large main building still seemed reasonably solid, and Zaphod
turned off to see if it might provide himwith ... well wth anything.

He approached the building. Along one side of it - the front it would seem
since it faced a wide concreted apron area - were three gigantic doors, maybe
sixty feet high. The far one of these was open, and towards this, Zaphod ran

Inside, all was gloom dust and confusion. G ant cobwebs lay over
everything. Part of the infrastructure of the building had collapsed, part of
the rear wall had caved in, and a thick choking dust lay inches over the
floor.

Through the heavy gl oom huge shapes | ooned, covered with debris.

The shapes were sonetines cylindrical, sonmetinmes bul bous, sonetines |ike
eggs, or rather cracked eggs. Most of themwere split open or falling apart,
some were mere skel etons.

They were all spacecraft, all derelict.

Zaphod wandered in frustration among the hul ks. There was nothing here
that renotely approached the serviceable. Even the nere vibration of his
footsteps caused one precarious weck to collapse further into itself.

Towards the rear of the building lay one old ship, slightly larger than
the others, and buried beneath even deeper piles of dust and cobwebs. |Its
outline, however, seened unbroken. Zaphod approached it with interest, and as
he did so, he tripped over an old feedline.

He tried to toss the feedline aside, and to his surprise discovered that

it was still connected to the ship.
To his wutter astonishnment he realized that the feedline was al so hunm ng
slightly.

He stared at the ship in disbelief, and then back down at the feedline in
hi s hands.

He tore off his jacket and threw it aside. Crawling along on his hands and
knees he followed the feedline to the point where it connected with the ship.
The connection was sound, and the slight humm ng vibration was nore distinct.

Hi s heart was beating fast. He wiped away sone grine and laid an ear
agai nst the ship's side. He could only hear a faint, indeterninate noise.

He rummaged feverishly anongst the debris lying on the floor all about him
and found a short |length of tubing, and a nonbi odegradabl e plastic cup. Qut of
this he fashioned a crude stethoscope and placed it against the side of the
shi p.

What he heard nade his brains turn sonersaults.

The voice said:

"Transtellar Cruise Lines would like to apologize to passengers for the
continuing delay to this flight. We are currently awaiting the | oading of our
conmpl emrent of small | enon-soaked paper napkins for your confort, refreshment
and hygiene during the journey. Meanwhile we thank you for your patience. The



cabin creww |l shortly be serving coffee and biscuits again."
Zaphod staggered backwards, staring wildly at the ship.

He wal ked around for a few nonents in a daze. In so doing he suddenly
caught sight of a giant departure board still hanging, but by only one
support, fromthe ceiling above him It was covered with grine, but some of
the figures were still discernible.

Zaphod' s eyes searched anongst the figures, then nmade sonme brief
calculations. Hi s eyes w dened.

"Ni ne hundred years ..." he breathed to hinmself. That was how late the
shi p was.

Two minutes |ater he was on board.

As he stepped out of the airlock, the air that greeted himwas cool and
fresh - the air conditioning was still working.

The lights were still on.

He noved out of the small entrance chanber into a short narrow corridor
and st epped nervously down it.

Suddenly a door opened and a figure stepped out in front of him

"Pl ease return to your seat sir," said the android stewardess and, turning
her back on him she wal ked on down the corridor in front of him

VWen his heart had started beating again he foll owed her. She opened the
door at the end of the corridor and wal ked t hrough

He foll owed her through the door.

They were now in the passenger conpartnent and Zaphod's heart stopped
still again for a nonent.

In every seat sat a passenger, strapped into his or her seat.

The passengers' hair was long and unkenpt, their fingernails were |ong,
the men wore beards.

Al'l of themwere quite clearly alive - but sleeping.

Zaphod had the creeping horrors.

He wal ked slowly down the aisle as in a dream By the tinme he was hal f-way
down the aisle, the stewardess had reached the other end. She turned and

spoke.

"Good afternoon |adies and gentlenen," she said sweetly, "Thank you for
bearing with us during this slight delay. We will be taking off as soon as we
possibly can. If you would like to wake up now | wll serve you coffee and
bi scuits.”

There was a slight hum

At that nonent, all the passengers awoke.

They awoke screanming and clawing at their straps and |life support systens
that held themtightly in their seats. They screanmed and bawl ed and hol |l ered
till Zaphod thought his ears would shatter.

They struggled and withed as the stewardess patiently noved up the aisle
placing a snall cup of coffee and a packet of biscuits in front of each one of
t hem

Then one of themrose fromhis seat.

He turned and | ooked at Zaphod.

Zaphod's skin was crawling all over his body as if it was trying to get
off. He turned and ran fromthe bedl am

He plunged through the door and back into the corridor.

The man pursued him

He raced in a frenzy to the end of the corridor, through the entrance
chanber and beyond. He arrived on the flight deck, slamred and bolted the door
behind him He | eant back agai nst the door breathing hard.

Wthin seconds, a hand started beating on the door

From somewhere on the flight deck a netallic voice addressed him

"Passengers are not allowed on the flight deck. Please return to your
seat, and wait for the ship to take off. Coffee and biscuits are being served.
This is your autopilot speaking. Please return to your seat."

Zaphod sai d nothing. He breathed hard, behind him the hand continued to
knock on the door.

"Please return to your seat,’
all owed on the flight deck."

"1'"'mnot a passenger,"” panted Zaphod.

repeated the autopilot. "Passengers are not



"Pl ease return to your seat."”

"l am not a passenger!" shouted Zaphod agai n.

"Pl ease return to your seat.”

"l amnot a ... hello, can you hear ne?"

"Pl ease return to your seat.”

You're the autopilot?" said Zaphod.

"Yes," said the voice fromthe flight console.

"You're in charge of this ship?"

"Yes," said the voice again, "there has been a delay. Passengers are to be
kept tenporarily in suspended animation, for their confort and convenience.
Coffee and biscuits are being served every year, after which passengers are
returned to suspended aninmation for their continued confort and convenience.
Departure will take place when the flight stores are conplete. W apol ogi ze
for the delay."

Zaphod noved away from the door, on which the pounding had now ceased. He
approached the flight console.

"Delay?" he <cried, "Have you seen the world outside this ship? It's a
wast el and, a desert. Civilization's been and gone, man. There are no |enon
soaked paper napkins on the way from anywhere!"

"The statistical likelihood,” <continued the autopilot primy, "is that
other civilizations will arise. There wll one day be |enpn-soaked paper
napkins. Till then there will be a short delay. Please return to your seat."”

"But ..."

But at that nonent the door opened. Zaphod span round to see the nan who
had pursued him standing there. He carried a |arge briefcase. He was snartly
dressed, and his hair was short. He had no beard and no |ong fingernails.

"Zaphod Beebl ebrox,"” he said, "My nane is Zarniwoop. | believe you wanted
to see ne."

Zaphod Beebl ebrox wittered. His nouths said foolish things. He dropped
into a chair.

"Ch man, oh man, where did you spring fron?" he said

"1've been waiting here for you," he said in a businesslike tone.

He put the briefcase down and sat in another chair.

"l amglad you followed instructions,” he said, "I was a bit nervous that
you m ght have left my office by the door rather than the w ndow. Then you
woul d have been in trouble."

Zaphod shook his heads at himand burbl ed.

"When you entered the door of ny office, you entered ny electronically
synt hesi zed Uni verse," he explained, "if you had left by the door you would
have been back in the real one. The artificial one works from here."

He patted the briefcase snugly.

Zaphod glared at himwi th resentnment and | oat hi ng.

"What's the difference?" he nuttered.

"Not hing," said Zarniwoop, "they are identical. OCh - except that | think
the Frogstar Fighters are grey in the real Universe."

"What's goi ng on?" spat Zaphod.

"Sinple," said Zarniwoop. His self assurance and snugness nmade Zaphod
seet he.

"Very sinple," repeated Zarniwoop, "I discovered the coordi nated at which
this man could be found - the man who rules the Universe, and discovered that
his world was protected by an Unprobability field. To protect my secret - and
myself - | retreated to the safety of this totally artificial Universe and hid
myself away in a forgotten cruise liner. | was secure. Meanwhile, you and |

"You and |1 ?" said Zaphod angrily, "you nean | knew you?"

"Yes," said Zarni woop, "we knew each other well."

"l had no taste," said Zaphod and resuned a sullen silence.

"Meanwhile, you and | arranged that you would steal the Inprobability
Drive ship - the only one which could reach the ruler's world - and bring it
to me here. This you have now done | trust, and | congratulate you." He smled
atight little snile which Zaphod wanted to hit with a brick

"Ch, and in case you were wondering," added Zarniwoop, "this Universe was
created specifically for you to come to. You are therefore the nost inportant



person in this Universe. You would never,"” he said with an even nore brickable
smle, "have survived the Total Perspective Vortex in the real one. Shall we
go?"

"Where?" said Zaphod sullenly. He felt collapsed.

"To your ship. The Heart of Gold. You did bring it | trust?"

"No. "

"Where is your jacket?"

Zaphod | ooked at himin nystification.

"My jacket? | took it off. It's outside."”

"Good, we will go and find it."

Zar ni woop stood up and gestured to Zaphod to follow him

Qut in the entrance chanber again, they could hear the screanms of the
passengers being fed coffee and biscuits.

"It has not been a pleasant experience waiting for you," said Zarni woop.

"Not pleasant for you!" baw ed Zaphod, "How do you think ..."

Zarniwoop held up a silencing finger as the hatchway swung open. A few
feet away fromthemthey could see Zaphod's jacket lying in the debris.

"A very remarkabl e and very powerful ship," said Zarniwop, "watch."

As they watched, the pocket on the jacket suddenly bulged. It split, it
ripped. The small nmetal nodel of the Heart of Gold that Zaphod had been
bewi | dered to discover in his pocket was grow ng.

It grew, it continued to grow. It reached, after two mnutes, its ful
si ze.

"At an Inprobability Level," said Zarniwoop, "of ... oh | don't know, but
sormet hing very large."

Zaphod swayed.

"You mean | had it with ne all the tine?"

"Zarniwoop smled. He lifted up his briefcase and opened it.

He twisted a single switch inside it.

"Goodbye artificial Universe," he said, "hello real one!"

The scene before them shimered briefly - and reappeared exactly as
bef ore.

"You see?" said Zarniwoop, "exactly the sane."

"You nean," repeated Zaphod tautly, "that | had it with ne all the tinme?"

"Oh yes," said Zarniwop, "of course. That was the whole point."

"That's it," said Zaphod, "you can count me out, from hereon in you can
count nme out. I've had all | want of this. You play your own ganes."

"I"mafraid you cannot |eave," said Zarniwop, "you are entwined in the
I nprobability field. You cannot escape.”

He snmled the smle that Zaphod had wanted to hit and this tinme Zaphod hit
it.

Chapter 13
Ford Prefect bounded up to the bridge of the Heart of Gold.
"Trillian! Arthur!" he shouted, "it's working! The ship's reactivated!"
Trillian and Arthur were asleep on the floor.

"Cone on you guys, we're going off, we're off," he said kicking them
awake.

"Hi there guys!" twittered the conputer, "it's really great to be back
with you again, | can tell you, and | just want to say that

"Shut up," said Ford, "tell us where the hell we are."

"Frogstar Wrld B, and nman it's a dunp,"” said Zaphod running on to the
bridge, "hi, guys, you must be so amazingly glad to see nme you don't even find
words to tell ne what a cool frood I am"™

"What a what?" said Arthur blearily, picking hinself up fromthe floor and
not taking any of this in.

"1 know how you feel," said Zaphod, "I'm so great even | get tongue-tied
talking to nyself. Hey it's good to see you Trillian, Ford, Monkeyman. Hey,
er, conputer ...?"

"Hi there, M Beeblebrox sir, sure is a great honor to ..

"Shut up and get us out of here, fast fast fast."

"Sure thing, fella, where do you want to go?"



"Anywhere, doesn't matter," shouted Zaphod, "yes it does!" he said again,
"we want to go to the nearest place to eat!"”

"Sure thing," said the conputer happily and a nmssi ve expl osion rocket the
bri dge.

When Zarniwoop entered a minute or so later with a black eye, he regarded
the four wisps of snoke with interest.

Chapter 14

Four inert bodies sank through spinning blackness. Consciousness had died,
cold oblivion pulled the bodies down and down into the pit of unbeing. The
roar of silence echoed dismally around them and they sank at last into a dark
and bitter sea of heaving red that slowy engulfed them seem ngly for ever.

After what seened an eternity the sea receded and left them Ilying on a
cold hard shore, the flotsam and jetsam of the stream of Life, the Universe,
and Everyt hi ng.

Col d spasms shook them |ights danced sickeningly around them The cold
hard shore tipped and span and then stood still. It shone darkly - it was a
very highly polished cold hard shore.

A green blur watched them di sapprovingly.

It coughed.

"Good evening, madam gentlenen,"” it said, "do you have a reservation?"

Ford Prefect's consciousness snapped back |ike elastic, making his brain
smart. He | ooked up woozily at the green blur.

"Reservation?" he said weakly. "Yes, sir," said the green blur.

"Do you need a reservation for the afterlife?"

In so far as it is possible for a green blur to arch its eyebrows
di sdainfully, this is what the green blur now did.

"Afterlife, sir?" it said

Arthur Dent was grappling with his consciousness the way one grapples with
a lost bar of soap in the bath.

"I's this the afterlife?" he stammrered.

"Well | assune so," said Ford Prefect trying to work out which way was up
He tested the theory that it nust lie in the opposite direction fromthe cold
hard shore on which he was |lying, and staggered to what he hoped were his
feet.

"I mean," he said, swaying gently, "there's no way we could have survived
that blast is there?"

"No," nuttered Arthur. He had raised hinself on to his elbows but it
didn't seemto inprove things. He slunped down again.

"No," said Trillian, standing up, "no way at all."

A dull hoarse gurgling sound cane fromthe floor. It was Zaphod Beebl ebrox
attenpting to speak. "I certainly didn't survive," he gurgled, "I was a tota

goner. Wham bang and that was it."

"Yeah, thanks to you," said Ford, "We didn't stand a chance. We nust have
been blown to bits. Arms, |egs everywhere.”

"Yeah," said Zaphod struggling noisily to his feet.

"If the lady and gentlenen would like to order drinks ..." said the green
blur, hovering inpatiently beside them

"Kerpow, splat," continued Zaphod, "instantaneously zonked into our
conmponent nol ecul es. Hey, Ford," he said, identifying one of the slowy

solidifying blurs around him "did you get that thing of your whole life
flashi ng before you?"

"You got that too?" said Ford, "your whole |ife?"

"Yeah," said Zaphod, "at least | assume it was mine. | spent a lot of tine
out of nmy skulls you know. "

He | ooked at around himat the various shapes that were at last becom ng
proper shapes instead of vague and wobbling shapel ess shapes.

"So ..." he said.

"So what ?" said Ford.

"So here we are," said Zaphod hesitantly, "lying dead ..."
"Standing,” Trillian corrected him

"Er, standing dead," continued Zaphod, "in this desolate ..



"Restaurant,” said Arthur Dent who had got to his feet and could now, nuch
to his surprise, see clearly. That is to say, the thing that surprised himwas
not that he could see, but what he could see.

"Here we are," continued Zaphod doggedly, "standing dead in this desol ate

"Five star ..." said Trillian.

"Restaurant," concl uded Zaphod.

"Odd isn't it?" said Ford.

"Er, yeah."

"Ni ce chandeliers though,” said Trillian

They | ooked about thensel ves in benmusenent.

"lIt's not so nuch an afterlife,” said Arthur, "nore a sort of apres vie."

The chandeliers were in fact a little on the flashy side and the |ow
vaulted ceiling from which they hung would not, in an ideal Universe, have
been painted in that particular shade of deep turquoise, and even if it had
been it wouldn't have been highlighted by conceal ed noodlighting. This is not,
however, an ideal Universe, as was further evidenced by the eye-crossing
patterns of the inlaid marble floor, and the way in which the fronting for the
eighty-yard | ong marbl e-topped bar had been nmade. The fronting for the eighty
yard | ong narbl e-topped bar had been nade by stitching together nearly twenty
thousand Antarean Mosaic Lizard skins, despite the fact that the twenty
thousand lizards concerned had needed themto keep their insides in.

A few smartly dressed creatures were |lounging casually at the bar or
relaxing in the richly col oured body-huggi ng seats that were depl oyed here and
there about the bar area. A young VI'Hurg officer and his green steani ng young
|l ady passed through the |arge snoked glass doors at the far end of the bar
into the dazzling Iight of the main body of the Restaurant beyond.

Behi nd Arthur was a |arge curtained bay wi ndow. He pulled aside the corner
of the curtain and | ooked out at a | andscape which under normal circunstances
woul d have given Arthur the creeping horrors. These were not, however, nor nal
circunstances, for the thing that froze his blood and made his skin try to
crawl up his back and off the top of his head was the sky. The sky was ...

An attendant flunkey politely drew the curtain back into place.

"All in good tinme, sir," he said.

Zaphod' s eyes fl ashed.

"Hey, hang about you dead guys,"” he said, "I think we're m ssing sone
ultra-inportant thing here you know. Sonething sonebody said and we mssed
it."

Arthur was profoundly relieved to turn his attention fromwhat he had j ust
seen.

He said, "I said it was a sort of apres ...

"Yeah, and don't you wi sh you hadn't?" said Zaphod, "Ford?"

"I said it was odd."

"Yeah, shrewd but dull, perhaps it was ...

"Perhaps,” interrupted the green blur who had by this tinme resolved into
the shape of a small wi zened dark-suited green waiter, "perhaps you would care
to discuss the matter over drinks ..."

"Drinks!" cried Zaphod, "that was it! See what you niss if you don't stay
alert."

"Indeed sir," said the waiter patiently. "If the lady and gentl enmen woul d
care to order drinks before dinner

"Di nner!" Zaphod excl aimed with passion, "Listen, little green person, ny
stomach coul d take you home and cuddle you all night for the nmere idea."

"... and the Universe," <concluded the waiter, determined not to be

defl ected on his hone stretch, "will explode |ater for your pleasure.”

Ford's head swivelled towards him He spoke with feeling.

"Wow, " he said, "What sort of drinks do you serve in this place?"

The waiter laughed a polite little waiter's |augh

"Ah," he said, "I think sir has perhaps m sunderstood nme."

"Oh, | hope not," breathed Ford.

The waiter coughed a polite little waiter's cough

"It is not unusual for our custonmers to be a little disoriented by the
time journey,"” he said, "so if | might suggest
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"Time journey?" said Zaphod.

"Time journey?" said Ford.

"Time journey?" said Trillian

"You nmean this isn't the afterlife?" said Arthur.

The waiter smiled a polite little waiter's snmile. He had al nbst exhausted
his polite little waiter repertoire and would soon be slipping into his role
of a rather tight |ipped and sarcastic little waiter.

"Afterlife sir?" he said, "No sir."

"And we're not dead?" said Arthur

The waiter tightened his |ips.

"Aha, ha,"” he said, "Sir is nost evidently alive, otherwi se | would not
attenpt to serve sir."

In an extraordinary gesture which is pointless attenpting to describe,
Zaphod Beebl ebrox slapped both his foreheads with two of his arnms and one of
his thighs with the other.

"Hey guys," he said, "This is crazy. W finally did it. W finally got to
where we were going. This is MIIliways!"

"Yes sir," said the waiter, laying on the patience with a trowel, "this is
MIliways - the Restaurant at the End of the Universe.”

"End of what?" said Arthur.

"The Universe," repeated the waiter, very clearly and unnecessarily
distinctly.

"When did that end?" said Arthur.

"In just a few minutes, sir," said the waiter. He took a deep breath. He
didn't need to do this since his body was supplied wth the peculiar
assortment of gases it required for survival froma small intravenous device
strapped to his leg. There are tines, however, when whatever your netabolism
you have to take a deep breath.

"Now, if you would care to order drinks at |ast,"
show you to your table."

Zaphod grinned two nmanic grins, sauntered over to the bar and bought nopst
of it.

he said, "I wll then

Chapter 15
The Restaurant at the End of the Universe is one of the npbst extraordinary
ventures in the entire history of catering. It has been built on the
fragnented remains of ... it will be built on the fragnented ... that is to
say it will have been built by this tinme, and i ndeed has been -
One of the nmjor problens encountered in time travel is not that of

accidentally beconing your own father or nother. There is no probleminvol ved
in beconmi ng your own father or nother that a broadmi nded and well-adjusted
famly <can't cope with. There is also no problem about changing the course of
hi story - the course of history does not change because it all fits together
like a jigsaw. Al the inmportant changes have happened before the things they
wer e supposed to change and it all sorts itself out in the end.

The major problemis quite sinply one of grammar, and the min work to
consult in this matter is Dr Dan Streetnentioner's Tinme Traveller's Handbook

of 1001 Tense Formations. It will tell you for instance how to describe
somet hing that was about to happen to you in the past before you avoided it by
time-junping forward two days in order to avoid it. The event will be

described differently according to whether you are tal king about it from the
standpoint of your own natural tinme, froma time in the further future, or a
time in the further past and is further conplicated by the possibility of
conducting conversations whilst you are actually travelling fromone tinme to
another with the intention of becom ng your own father or nother.

Most readers get as far as the Future Sen -Conditionally Modified
Subi nverted Plagal Past Subjunctive Intentional before giving up: and in fact
in later editions of the book all the pages beyond this point have been |eft
bl ank to save on printing costs.

The Hitch Hikers Guide to the Galaxy skips lightly over this tangle of
acadeni ¢ abstraction, pausing only to note that the term"Future Perfect" has
been abandoned since it was discovered not to be.



To resune:

The Restaurant at the End of the Universe is one of the npbst extraordinary
ventures in the entire history of catering

It is built on the fragnented remains of an eventually ruined planet which
is (wioll haven be) enclosed in a vast tinme bubble and projected forward in
time to the precise monent of the End of the Universe.

This is, many woul d say, inpossible.

Init, guests take (willan on-take) their places at table and eat (willan
on-eat) sunmptuous neals whilst watching (willing watchen) the whole of
creation expl ode around them

This is, many woul d say, equally inpossible.

You can arrive (mayan arivan on-when) for any sitting you like wthout
prior (late fore-when) reservation because you can book retrospectively, as it
were when you return to your own tinme. (you can have on-book haventa forewhen
presooni ng returni ngwenta retrohone.)

This is, many woul d now insist, absolutely inpossible.

At the Restaurant you can neet and dine with (myan neetan con with dinan
on when) a fascinating cross-section of the entire population of space and
tinme.

This, it can be explained patiently, is also inpossible.

You can visit it as nmany times as you like (mayan on-visit reonvisiting

and so on - for further tense-corrections consult Dr Streetmentioner's
book) and be sure of never neeting yourself, because of the enbarrassnment this
usual | y causes.

This, even if the rest were true, which it isn't, is patently inpossible,
say the doubters.

All  you have to do is deposit one penny in a savings account in your own
era, and when you arrive at the End of Tine the operation of conpound interest
means that the fabul ous cost of your neal has been paid for.

This, many claim is not nerely inpossible but clearly insane, which is
why the advertising executives of the star system of Bastablon canme up with
this slogan: "If you've done six inpossible things this norning, why not round
it off with breakfast at MIlliways, the Restaurant at the End of the
Uni ver se?"

Chapter 16

At the bar, Zaphod was rapidly becomng as tired as a newt. Hi s heads
knocked together and his smles were coming out of synch. He was niserably
happy.

"Zaphod," said Ford, "whilst wyou're still capable of speech, would you
care to tell nme what the photon happened? Where have you been? Where have we
been? Snall matter, but I'd like it cleared up."

Zaphod's left head sobered up, leaving his right to sink further into the
obscurity of drink

"Yeah," he said, "I've been around. They want nme to find the man who rul es
the Universe, but | don't care to meet him | believe the man can't cook."

His | eft head watched his right head saying this and then nodded.

"True," it said, "have another drink."

Ford had another Pan Galactic Gargle Blaster, the drink which has been
described as the al coholic equival ent of a nugging - expensive and bad for the
head. What ever had happened, Ford decided, he didn't really care too nuch.

"Listen Ford," said Zaphod, "everything's cool and froody."

"You nmean everything's under control."

"No," said Zaphod, "I do not nmean everything s under control. That would
not be cool and froody. If you want to know what happened let's just say | had
the whole situation in ny pocket. OK?"

Ford shrugged.

Zaphod giggled into his drink. It frothed up over the side of the glass
and started to eat its way into the marble bar top

A wild-skinned sky-gypsy approached them and played electric violin at
themuntil Zaphod gave hima | ot of npney and he agreed to go away again.

The gypsy approached Arthur and Trillian sitting in another part of the



bar .

"I don't know what this place is,"” said Arthur, "but | think it gives ne
the creeps.”

"Have another drink," said Trillian, "Enjoy yourself."

"Whi ch?" said Arthur, "the two are nutually excl usive."

"Poor Arthur, you're not really cut out for this Iife are you?"

"You call this life?"

"You're beginning to sound |ike Marvin."

"Marvin's the clearest thinker I know. How do you think we nmake this
violinist go away?"

The waiter approached.

"Your table is ready," he said.

Seen fromthe outside, which it never is, the Restaurant resenbles a giant
glittering starfish beached on a forgotten rock. Each of its arnms houses the
bars, the kitchens, the forcefield generators which protect the entire
structure and the decayed planet on which it sits, and the Tinme Turbines which
slowmy rock the whole affair backwards and forwards across the crucial nonent.

In the centre sits the gigantic golden done, alnost a conpl ete gl obe, and
it was into this area that Zaphod, Ford, Arthur and Trillian now passed.

At least five tons of glitter alone had gone into it before them and
covered every avail able surface. The other surfaces were not avail abl e because
they were already encrusted with jewels, precious sea shells from Santraginus,
gold | eaf, nosai ¢ tiles, lizard skins and a nillion wunidentifiable
enbel | i shnments and decorations. G ass glittered, silver shone, gold gleaned,
Art hur Dent goggl ed.

"Wowee, " sai d Zaphod, "Zappo."

"Incredible!" breathed Arthur, "the people ... ! The things ... !I"
"The things," said Ford Prefect quietly, "are also people.”

"The people ..." resuned Arthur, "the ... other people ..."

"The lights ... !" said Trillian

"The tables ..." said Arthur.

"The clothes ... !'" said Trillian

The waiter thought they sounded like a couple of bailiffs.

"The End of the Universe is very popul ar," said Zaphod threadi ng his way
unsteadily through the throng of tables, some nmade of narble, sonme of rich
ul tra- mahagony, sonme even of platinum and at each a party of exotic creatures
chatting anmpongst thensel ves and studyi ng menus.

"People like to dress up for it," continued Zaphod, "G ves it a sense of
occasion."

The tables were fanned out in a large circle around a central stage area
where a small band were playing light nusic, at |least a thousand tables was
Arthur's guess, and interspersed anongst them were swaying palns, hissing
fountains, grotesque statuary, in short all the paraphernalia common to al
Restaurants where little expense has been spared to give the inpression that
no expense has been spared. Arthur glanced around, half expecting to see
someone neki ng an Anerican Express commerci al

Zaphod lurched into Ford, who lurched back into Zaphod.

"Wowee, " sai d Zaphod.

"Zappo," said Ford.

"My great granddaddy nust have really screwed up the conputer's works, you

know, " said Zaphod, "I told it to take us to the nearest place to eat and it
sends us to the End of the Universe. Renind nme to be nice to it one day."
He paused.

"Hey, everybody's here you know. Everybody who was anybody."

"Was?" said Arthur.

"At the End of the Universe you have to use the past tense a lot," said
Zaphod, "'cos everything's been done you know. Hi, guys," he called out to a
nearby party of giant iguana lifeforns, "How did you do?"

"lI's that Zaphod Beebl ebrox?" asked one iguana of another iguana.

"1 think so," replied the second iguana.

"Well doesn't that just take the biscuit,"” said the first iguana.

"Funny old thing, life," said the second iguana.

"It's what you nmke of it," said the first and they |apsed back into
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silence. They were waiting for the greatest show in the Universe.

"Hey, Zaphod," said Ford, grabbing for his arm and, on account of the
third Pan Galactic Gargle Blaster, nissing. He pointed a swaying finger

"There's an old nmate of nine," he said, "Hotblack Desiato! See the man at
the platinumtable with the platinumsuit on?"

Zaphod tried to follow Ford's finger with his eyes but it nade him feel
dizzy. Finally he saw.

"OCh vyeah," he said, then recognition came a nonent |later. "Hey," he said,
"did that guy ever nmake it nmegabi g! Ww, bigger than the biggest thing ever
Ot her than ne."

"Who's he supposed to be?" asked Trillian

"Hot bl ack Desiato?" said Zaphod in astonishnent, "you don't know? You
never heard of Disaster Area?"

"No," said Trillian, who hadn't.
"The biggest," said Ford, "l oudest
"Richest ..." suggested Zaphod.

rock band in the history of he searched for the word.
history itself,"” said Zaphod.

"No," said Trillian

"Zowee," said Zaphod, "here we are at the End of the Universe and you
haven't even lived yet. Did you mss out."

He led her off to where the waiter had been waiting all this tine at the
table. Arthur followed themfeeling very | ost and al one.

Ford waded off through the throng to renew an ol d acquai ntance.

"Hey, er, Hotblack," he called out, "how you doing? Great to see you big
boy, how s the noise? You' re |looking great, really very, very fat and unwell.
Amazing." He slapped the man on the back and was mldly surprised that it
seemred to elict no response. The Pan Galactic Gargle Blasters swirling round
inside himtold himto plunge on regardl ess.

"Renenber the old days?" he said, "W used to hang out, right? The Bistro
Illegal, renmenber? Slims Throat Enporiun? The Evil drome Boozaramm, great days
eh?"

Hot bl ack Desiato offered no opinion as to whether they were great days or
not. Ford was not perturbed.

"And when we were hungry we'd pose as public health inspectors, you
remenmber that? And go around confiscating neals and drinks right? Till we got
food poisoning. Ch, and then there were the long nights of talking and
drinking in those snelly roons above the Cafe Lou in Gretchen Town, New Bet el
and you were always in the next roomtrying to wite songs on your ajuitar and
we all hated them And you said you didn't care, and we said we did because we
hated them so nmuch." Ford's eyes were beginning to m st over.

"And you said you didn't want to be a star," he continued, wallowi ng in
nostal gia, "because you despised the star system And we said, Hadra and
Sulijoo and nme, that we didn't think you had the option. And what do you do
now? You buy star systens!”

He turned and solicited the attention of those at nearby tables.

"Here," he said, "is a man who buys star systens!”

Hot bl ack Desi ato nade no attenpt either to confirmor deny this fact, and
the attention of the tenporary audi ence waned rapidly.

"1 think someone's drunk," rmuttered a purple bush-like being into his w ne
gl ass.

Ford staggered slightly, and sat down heavily on the chair facing Hotbl ack
Desi at o.

"What's that nunmber you do?" he said, unwi sely grabbing at a bottle for
support and tipping it over - into a nearby glass as it happened. Not to waste
a happy accident, he drained the gl ass.

"That really huge nunber," he continued, "how does it go? “Bwarnl Bwarnmni

Baderr!!' sonething, and in the stage act you do it ends up with this ship
crashing right into the sun, and you actually do it!"

Ford crashed his fist into his other hand to illustrate this feat
graphically. He knocked the bottle over again.

"Ship! Sun! Wam bang!" he cried. "I nean forget lasers and stuff, you

guys are into solar flares and real sunburn! Oh, and terrible songs."



Hi s eyes foll owed the streamof |iquid glugging out of the bottle on to
the table. Sonmething ought to be done about it, he thought.

"Hey, you want a drink?" he said. It began to sink into his squel ching
mnd that sonmething was mssing from this reunion, and that the mssing
something was in sone way connected with the fact that the fat man sitting
opposite himin the platinumsuit and the silvery trilby had not yet said "Hi
Ford" or "Great to see you after all this tine," or in fact anything at all
More to the point he had not yet even noved.

" Hot bl ack?" said Ford.

A large neaty hand |anded on his shoulder from behind and pushed him
aside. He slid gracelessly off his seat and peered upwards to see if he could
spot the owner of this discourteous hand. The owner was not hard to spot, on
account of his being something of the order of seven feet tall and not
slightly built with it. In fact he was built the way one builds | eather sofas,
shiny, lunpy and with lots of solid stuffing. The suit into which the man's
body had been stuffed |ooked as iif it's only purpose in life was to
denmonstrate how difficult it was to get this sort of body into a suit. The
face had the texture of an orange and the colour of an apple, but there the
resenbl ance to anythi ng sweet ended.

"Kid ..." said a voice which energed fromthe man's mouth as if it had
been having a really rough tine down in his chest.

"Er, yeah?" said Ford conversationally. He staggered back to his feet
again and was di sappointed that the top of his head didn't cone further up the
man' s body.

"Beat it," said the man.

"Oh yeah?" said Ford, wondering how w se he was being, "and who are you?"

The man considered this for a nonment. He wasn't used to being asked this
sort of question. Nevertheless, after a while he cane up with an answer.

"I"'mthe guy who's telling you to beat it," he said, "before you get it
beaten for you."

"Now listen," said Ford nervously - he wshed his head would stop
spi nning, settle down and get to grips with the situation - "Now Ilisten," he
continued, "I amone of Hotblack's ol dest friends and ..."

He glanced at Hotblack Desiato, who still hadn't noved so nmuch as an
eyel ash

and ...
after "and".
The large nan cane up with a whole sentence to go after "and". He said it.

said Ford again, wondering what would be a good word to say

"And | am M Desiato's bodyguard,” it went, "and | amresponsible for his
body, and | am not responsible for yours, so take it away before it gets
damaged. "

"Now wait a minute," said Ford

"No mnutes!"™ booned the bodyguard, "no waiting! M Desiato speaks to no

one!"

"Wel | perhaps you'd I et himsay what he thinks about the matter hinself,"
sai d Ford.

"He speaks to no one!" bellowed the bodyguard.

Ford glanced anxiously at Hotblack again and was forced to admt to
hi nsel f that the bodyguard seened to have the facts on his side. There was
still not the slightest sign of novenent, |et alone keen interest in Ford's
wel f are.

"Why?" said Ford, "What's the matter with hinP"

The bodyguard told him

Chapter 17

The Hitch Hiker's Quide to the Galaxy notes that Disaster Area, a
pl utonium rock band fromthe Gagrakacka M nd Zones, are generally held to be
not only the | oudest rock band in the Galaxy, but in fact the | oudest noise of
any kind at all. Regular concert goers judge that the best sound balance is
usually to be heard fromwi thin | arge concrete bunkers sone thirty-seven niles
from the stage, whilst the nusicians thenselves play their instrunments by
renote control fromw thin a heavily insul ated spaceship which stays in orbit



around the planet - or nore frequently around a conpletely different planet.

Their songs are on the whole very sinple and nostly follow the famliar
thenme of boy-being neets girl-being beneath a silvery npon, which then
expl odes for no adequately explored reason

Many worlds have now banned their act altogether, sonmetimes for artistic
reasons, but nost commonly because the band's public addr ess syst em
contravenes |ocal strategic arnms limtations treaties.

This has not, however, stopped their earnings from pushing back the
boundari es of pure hypermathematics, and their chief research accountant has
recently been appointed Professor of Neomathematics at the University of
Maxi megal on, in recognition of both his General and his Special Theories of

Di saster Area Tax Returns, in which he proves that the whole fabric of the
spacetinme continuumis not nmerely curved, it is in fact totally bent.
Ford staggered back to the table where Zaphod, Arthur and Trillian were

sitting waiting for the fun to begin.
"Cotta have sone food," said Ford.
"Hi, Ford," said Zaphod, "you speak to the big noise boy?"
Ford waggl ed his head nonconmmittally.
"Hot bl ack? | sort of spoke to him yeah."
"What'd he say?"

"Well, not alot really. He's ... er "
"Yeah?"
"He's spending a year dead for tax reasons. |'ve got to sit down."

He sat down.

The waiter approached.

"Wuld vyou like to see the menu?" he said, "or would you like to neet the
Di sh of the Day?"

"Huh?" said Ford.

"Huh?" said Arthur.

"Huh?" said Trillian
"That's cool ," said Zaphod, "we'll neet the neat.”
In a small roomin one of the arns of the Restaurant conplex a tall, thin,

gangling figure pulled aside a curtain and oblivion |ooked himin the face.

It was not a pretty face, perhaps because oblivion had | ooked himin it so
many tines. It was too long for a start, the eyes too sunken and too hooded,
the cheeks too hollow, his |I|ips were too thin and too |Iong, and when they
parted his teeth | ooked too nuch like a recently polished bay w ndow. The
hands that held the curtain were long and thin too: they were also cold. They
lay lightly along the folds of the curtain and gave the inpression that if he
didn't watch themlike a hawk they would craw away of their own accord and do
somet hi ng unspeakable in a corner.

He let the curtain drop and the terrible light that had played on his
features went off to play sonewhere nore healthy. He prowl ed around his small
chanber |ike a mantis contenplating an evening's preying, finally settling on
a rickety chair by a trestle table, where he |leafed through a few sheets of
j okes.

A bell rang.
He pushed the thin sheaf of papers aside and stood up. Hi s hands brushed
linmply over sonme of the one million rainbowcol oured sequins with which his

j acket was festooned, and he was gone through the door.

In the Restaurant the lights di nmmed, the band quickened its pace, a single
spotlight stabbed down into the darkness of the stairway that led up to the
centre of the stage.

Up the stairs bounded bounded a tall brilliantly coloured figure. He burst
on to the stage, tripped lightly up to the m crophone, renpved it from its
stand with one swoop of his long thin hand and stood for a nonent bowi ng |eft
and right to the audi ence acknow edgi ng their applause and displaying to them
his bay wi ndow. He waved to his particular friends in the audi ence even though
there weren't any there, and waited for the applause to die down.

He held up his hand and smiled a snmile that stretched not nmerely from ear
to ear, but seenmed to extend sone way beyond the nmere confines of his face.

"Thank you | adi es and gentlenmen!" he cried, "thank you very nuch. Thank
you so much."



He eyed themwith a tw nkling eye.
"Ladies and gentlenen," he said, "The Universe as we know it has now been

in existence for over one hundred and seventy thousand mllion billion years
and will be ending inalittle over half an hour. So, welconme one and all to
MI1liways, the Restaurant at the End of the Universe!"

Wth a gesture he deftly conjured another round of spontaneous appl ause.
Wth anot her gesture he cut it.

"1 am vyour host for tonight," he said, "my nane is Max Quordl epleen ..."
(Everybody knew this, his act was fanous throughout the known Gal axy, but he
said it for the fresh applause it generated, which he acknow edged with a
di sclaimng snmle and wave.) " and |'ve just conme straight from the very
very other end of tinme, where |I've been hosting a show at the Bi g Bang Burger
Bar - where | can tell you we had a very exciting evening | adies and gentl enen
- and | will be with you right through this historic occasion, the End of
Hi story itself!"

Another burst of applause died away quickly as the lights di med down
further. On every table candles ignited thensel ves spontaneously, eliciting a
slight gasp from all the diners and weathing them in a thousand tiny
flickering lights and a million intimte shadows. A trenmor of excitenent
thrilled through the darkened Restaurant as the vast gol den done above them
began very very slowy to dim to darken, to fade

Max's voice was hushed as he conti nued.

"So, ladies and gentlenen," he breathed, "the candles are I|it, the band
pl ays softly, and as the force-shielded dome above us fades into transparency,
revealing a dark and sullen sky hung heavy with the ancient light of livid
swol l en stars, | can see we're all in for a fabul ous evening' s apocal ypse!"

Even the soft tootling of the band faded away as stunned shock descended
on all those who had not seen this sight before.

A nonstrous, grisly light poured in on them

- a hideous |ight,

- a boiling, pestilential I|ight,

- a light that would have disfigured hell

The Universe was comng to an end.

For a few interm nable seconds the Restaurant span silently through the
ragi ng void. Then Max spoke agai n.

"For those of you who ever hoped to see the light at the end of the

tunnel ," he said, "this is it."

The band struck up again.

"Thank you, |adies and gentlenen," cried Max, "I'll be back with you again
injust a nonment, and nmeanwhile | |eave you in the very capable hands of M

Reg Nullify and his cataclysm c Conbo. Big hand please |adies and gentlenen
for Reg and the boys!"

The bal eful turmoil of the skies continued.

Hesitantly the audience began to clap and after a nonent or so nornm
conversation resumed. Max began his round of the tables, swapping |okes,
shouting with | aughter, earning his living.

A large dairy animal approached Zaphod Beebl ebrox's table, a large fat

meaty quadruped of the bovine type with large watery eyes, small horns and
what ni ght al nost have been an ingratiating smle on its lips.
"Good evening," it lowed and sat back heavily on its haunches, "I amthe

mai n Dish of the Day. May | interest you in parts of ny body?" It harrunphed
and gurgled a bit, wiggled its hind quarters into a nore confortable position
and gazed peacefully at them

Its gaze was nmet by looks of startled bew lderment from Arthur and

Trillian, a resigned shrug fromFord Prefect and naked hunger from Zaphod
Beebl ebr ox.
"Sonet hing off the shoul der perhaps?" suggested the animal, "Braised in a

white wi ne sauce?"

"Er, your shoulder?" said Arthur in a horrified whisper.

"But naturally my shoulder, sir," nmooed the animal contentedly, "nobody
else's is mne to offer.”

Zaphod leapt to his feet and started prodding and feeling the animal's
shoul der appreciatively.



"Or the runp is very good,"” nmurrmured the animal. "I've been exercising it
and eating plenty of grain, so there's a |lot of good neat there."” It gave a
mel | ow grunt, gurgled again and started to chew the cud. It swallowed the cud
agai n.

"Or a casserole of nme perhaps?" it added.

"You nmean this aninmal actually wants us to eat it?" whispered Trillian to
For d.

"Me?" said Ford, with a glazed look in his eyes, "I don't nean anything."

"That's absolutely horrible," exclaimed Arthur, "the nost revolting thing
|'ve ever heard."

"What's the problem Earthman?" sai d Zaphod, now transferring his attention
to the aninal's enornous runp.

"l just don't want to eat an animal that's standing here inviting ne to,"
said Arthur, "it's heartless."

"Better than eating an aninal that doesn't want to be eaten," said Zaphod.

"That's not the point," Arthur protested. Then he thought about it for a

moment.  “"Alright,” he said, "maybe it is the point. | don't care, |I'm not
going to think about it now. I'Il just ... er ..."

The Uni verse raged about himin its death throes.

"l think 1'Il just have a green salad," he nuttered.

"May | urge you to consider ny liver?" asked the animal, "it nust be very
rich and tender by now, |'ve been force-feeding nyself for nonths."

"A green salad," said Arthur enphatically.

"A green salad?" said the animal, rolling his eyes disapprovingly at
Art hur.

"Are you going to tell me," said Arthur, "that | shouldn't have green
sal ad?"

"Well,"” said the animal, "I know many vegetables that are very clear on

that point. Wiich is why it was eventually decided to cut through the whole
tangled problem and breed an aninmal that actually wanted to be eaten and was
capabl e of saying so clearly and distinctly. And here | am"™

It managed a very slight bow

"d ass of water please," said Arthur.

"Look," said Zaphod, "we want to eat, we don't want to nake a neal of the
i ssues. Four rare steaks please, and hurry. W haven't eaten in five hundred
and seventy-six thousand nmillion years."

The animal staggered to its feet. It gave a nellow gurgle.

"A very wise choice, sir, if | my say so. Very good," it said, "I'Il just
nip off and shoot nysel f."

He turned and gave a friendly wink to Arthur.

"Don't worry, sir," he said, "I'Il be very hunane."

It waddl ed unhurriedly off into the kitchen

A matter of minutes later the waiter arrived wth four huge steanng
steaks. Zaphod and Ford wolfed straight into them w thout a second's
hesitation. Trillian paused, then shrugged and started into hers.

Arthur stared at his feeling slightly ill.

"Hey, Earthman," said Zaphod with a malicious grin on the face that wasn't
stuffing itself, "what's eating you?"

And t he band played on

Al'l around the Restaurant people and things relaxed and chatted. The air
was filled with talk of this and that, and with the ningled scents of exotic
pl ants, extravagant foods and insidious wines. For an infinite nunber of niles
in every direction the universal cataclysm was gathering to a stupefying
climax. G ancing at his watch, Max returned to the stage with a flourish

"And now, |adies and gentlenen,” he beaned, "is everyone having one | ast
wonder ful tinme?"

"Yes," called out the sort of people who call out "yes" when conedi ans ask
themif they're having a wonderful tine.

"That's wonderful ," enthused Max, "absolutely wonderful. And as the photon
storms gather in swirling crowds around us, preparing to tear apart the | ast
of the red hot suns, | know you're all going to settle back and enjoy with nme

what | know we will find all an inmensely exciting and term nal experience."
He paused. He caught the audience with a glittering eye.



"Believe me, |adies and gentl enen,
about this one.”

He paused again. Tonight his timng was i maculate. Tinme after tine he had
done this show, night after night. Not that the word night had any neaning
here at the extremty of tinme. All there was was the endl ess repetition of the
final nonent, as the Restaurant rocked slowly forward over the brink of tinme's
furthest edge - and back again. This "night" was good though, the audi ence was
writhing in the palmof his sickly hand. Hi s voice dropped. They had to strain
to hear him

he said, "there's nothing penultimte

"This,” he said, "really is the absolute end, the final <chilling
desolation, in which the whole nmajestic sweep of creation beconmes extinct.
This ladies and gentlenen is the proverbial “it'."

He dropped his voice still lower. In the stillness, a fly would not have

dared cleat its throat.

"After this," he said, "there is nothing. Void. Enptiness. Oblivion
Absol ute nothing ..."

His eyes glittered again - or did they tw nkle?"

"Nothing ... except of course for the sweet trolley, and a fine selection
of Al debaran |iqueurs!”

The band gave hima nusical sting. He wished they wouldn't, he didn't need
it, not an artist of his <calibre. He could play the audience |like his own
musi cal instrunment. They were |aughing with relief. He followed on.

"And for once," he cried cheerily, "you don't need to worry about having a
hangover in the nmorning - because there won't be any nore nornings!"

He beaned at his happy, |aughing audi ence. He glanced up at the sky, going
through the sane dead routine every night, but his glance was only for a
fraction of a second. He trusted it to do its job, as one professional trusts
anot her.

"And now," he said, strutting about the stage, "at the risk of putting a
danmper on the wonderful sense of doomand futility here this evening, | would
like to welcone a few parties.”

He pulled a card from his pocket.

"Do we have ..." he put up a hand to hold back the cheers, "Do we have a
party here from the Zansellquasure Flamarion Bridge Club from beyond the
Vortvoid of Quarne? Are they here?"

A rousing cheer canme fromthe back, but he pretended not to hear. He
peered around trying to find them

"Are they here?" he asked again, to elict a |ouder cheer.

He got it, as he always did.

"Ah, there they are. Well, last bids |lads - and no cheating, renenber this
is a very solem nonent."

He | apped up the | aughter

"And do we also have, do we have ... a party of mnor deities fromthe
Hal I s of Asgard?"

Away to his right came a runble of thunder. Lightning arced across the
stage. A small group of hairy men with helnmets sat | ooking very pleased with
thensel ves, and raised their glasses to him

Hasbeens, he thought to hinself.

"Careful with that hamer, sir," he said.

They did their trick with the lightning again. Max gave thema very thin
i pped smile.

"And thirdly," he said, "thirdly a party of Young Conservatives from
Sirius B, are they here?"

A party of smartly dressed young dogs stopped throwing rolls at each other
and started throwing rolls at t he st age. They yapped and bar ked
unintelligibly.

"Yes," said Max, "well this is all your fault, you realize that?"

"And finally," said Max, quieting the audience down and putting on his
solem face, "finally | believe we have with us here tonight, a party of
believers, very devout believers, fromthe Church of the Second Coning of the
Great Prophet Zarquon."

There were about twenty of them sitting right out on the edge of the
floor, ascetically dressed, sipping mneral water nervously, and staying apart



from the festivities. They blinked resentfully as the spotlight was turned on
them

"There they are," said Max, "sitting there, patiently. He said he'd cone
again, and he's kept you waiting a long tinme, so let's hope he's hurrying
fellas, because he's only got eight mnutes left!"

The party of Zarquon's followers sat rigid, refusing to be buffeted by the
waves of uncharitable |aughter which swept over them

Max restrained his audience.

"No, but seriously though fol ks, seriously though, no offence neant. No,
know we shoul dn't nmake fun of deeply held beliefs, so | think a big hand
pl ease for the G eat Prophet Zarquon ..."

The audi ence cl apped respectfully.

" wherever he's got to!"

He blew a kiss to the stony-faced party and returned to the centre of the
st age.

He grabbed a tall stool and sat on it.

"It's marvel l ous though,” he rattled on, "to see so many of you here

tonight - no isn't it though? Yes, absolutely marvellous. Because | know that
so many of you cone here tinme and time again, which | think is really
wonderful, to come and watch this final end of everything, and then return
home to your own eras ... and raise fanmlies, strive for new and better
societies, fight terrible wars for what you knowto be right ... it really
gi ves one hope for the future of all |ifekind. Except of course," he waved at
the blitzing turnmoil above and around them "that we know it hasn't got one

Arthur turned to Ford - he hadn't quite got this place worked out in his
m nd.

"Look, surely,’
with it?"

Ford gave hima three-Pan-Gal actic-Gargl e-Blaster ook, in other words a
rat her unsteady one.

"No," he said, "look," he said, "as soon as you cone into this dive you
get held in this sort of anmmzing force-shielded tenporal warp thing. | think."

"Oh," said Arthur. He turned his attention back to a bow of soup he'd
managed to get fromthe waiter to replace his steak

he said, "if the Universe is about to end ... don't we go

"Look," said Ford, "I'll show you."
He grabbed at a napkin off the table and funbled hopelessly with it.
"Look," he said again, "imagine this napkin, right, as the tenporal

Uni verse, right? And this spoon as a transductional node in the nmatter curve

It took hima while to say this last part, and Arthur hated to interrupt

hi m

"That's the spoon | was eating with," he said.

"Alright," said Ford, "inmagine this spoon ..." he found a smll wooden
spoon on a tray of relishes, "this spoon ..." but found it rather tricky to
pick up, "no, better still this fork ..."

"Hey would you let go of nmy fork?" snapped Zaphod.

"Alright," said Ford, "alright, alright. Wiy don't we say ... why don't we

say that this wine glass is the tenporal Universe ..

"What, the one you've just knocked on the floor?"

"Did | do that?"

"Yes. "

"Alright," said Ford, "forget that. | mean ... | nean, |ook, do you know -
do you know how the Universe actually began for a kick off?"

"Probably not," said Arthur, who wi shed he'd never enbarked on any of
this.

"Alright," said Ford, "imagine this. Right. You get this bath. Right. A
| arge round bath. And it's nmade of ebony."

"Where fronP" said Arthur, "Harrods was destroyed by the Vogons."

"Doesn't matter."

"So you keep saying."

"Listen."

"Alright."



"You get this bath, see? Inmmgine you' ve got this bath. And it's ebony. And
it's conical."

"Conical ?" said Arthur, "Wat sort of ..."

"Shhh!" said Ford. "It's conical. So what you do is, you see, you fill it
with fine white sand, alright? O sugar. Fine white sand, and/or sugar.
Anything. Doesn't matter. Sugar's fine. And when it's full, you pull the plug
out ... are you listening?"

“I"'mlistening."

"You pull the plug out, and it all just twirls away, twirls away you see,
out of the plughole.”

"l see."

"You don't see. You don't see at all. | haven't got to the clever bit yet.

You want to hear the clever bit?"
"Tell me the clever bit."
"1"I'l tell you the clever bit."
Ford thought for a nonent, trying to remenber what the clever bit was.

"The clever bit," he said, "is this. You filmit happening."

"Clever."

"That's not the clever bit. This is the clever bit, | remenber now that
this is the clever bit. The clever bit is that you then thread the filmin the
projector ... backwards!"

" Backwar ds?"

"Yes. Threading it backwards is definitely the clever bit. So then, you
just sit and watch it, and everything just appears to spiral wupwards out of
the plughole and fill the bath. See?"

"And that's how the Universe began is it?" said Arthur

"No," said Ford, "but it's a marvellous way to rel ax."

He reached for his w ne gl ass.

"Where's nmy wine glass?" he said.

"I't's on the floor."

" Ah."

Ti pping back his chair to |look for it, Ford collided with the small green
wai ter who was approaching the table carrying a portable tel ephone.

Ford excused hinself to the waiter explaining that it was because he was
extremely drunk.

The waiter said that that was quite alright and that he perfectly
under st ood.

Ford thanked the waiter for his kind indulgence, attenpted to tug his
forelock, nmissed by six inches and slid under the table.

"M Zaphod Beebl ebrox?" inquired the waiter.

"Er, yeah?" said Zaphod, glancing up fromhis third steak

"There is a phone call for you."

"Hey, what?"

"A phone call, sir."

"For me? Here? Hey, but who knows where | anP"

One of his minds raced. The other dawdl ed lovingly over the food it was
still shovelling in.

"Excuse nme if | carry on, won't you?" said his eating head and carried on

There were now so many people after himhe'd | ost count. He shouldn't have

made such a conspi cuous entrance. Hell, why not though, he thought. How do you
know you' re having fun if there's no one watching you have it?
"Maybe someone here tipped off the Galactic Police," said Trillian

"Everyone saw you cone in."

"You nean they want to arrest me over the phone?" said Zaphod, "Could be.
I'"'ma pretty dangerous dude when |I'm concerned.”

"Yeah," said a voice fromunder the table, "you go to pieces so fast
people get hit by the shrapnel.”

"Hey, what is this, Judgnent Day?" snapped Zaphod.

"Do we get to see that as well?" asked Arthur nervously.

"I'm in no hurry," nuttered Zaphod, "OK, so who's the cat on the phone?"
He kicked Ford. "Hey get up there, kid," he said to him "I may need you."

"l amnot,"” said the waiter, "personally acquainted with the netal
gentlenen in question, sir "



" Met al ?"

"Yes, sir."
"Did you say netal ?"
"Yes, sir. | said that |1 amnot personally acquainted with the neta

gentl eman in question ..

"OK, carry on."

"But | am inforned that he has been awaiting your return for a
consi der abl e number of m |l ennia. It seems you left here sonmewhat
precipitately.”

"Left here?" said Zaphod, "are you being strange? W only just arrived
here.”

"I ndeed, sir," persisted the waiter doggedly, "but before you arrived
here, sir, | understand that you left here.”

Zaphod tried this in one brain, then in the other.

"You're saying," he said, "that before we arrived here, we left here?"

This is going to be a long night, thought the waiter.

"Precisely, sir,"” he said.

"Put your anal yst on danger noney, baby," advised Zaphod.

"No, wait a mnute,"” said Ford, enmerging above table I evel again, "where
exactly is here?"

"To be absolutely exact sir, it is Frogstar World B."

"But we just left there," protested Zaphod, "we left there and cane to the
Rest aurant at the End of the Universe."

"Yes, sir," said the waiter, feeling that he was now into the hone stretch
and running well, "the one was constructed on the ruins of the other."

"Oh," said Arthur brightly, "you nmean we've travelled in time but not in
space. "

"Listen you sem -evolved siman,” cut in Zaphod,
you?"

Arthur bristled.

"Go bang your heads together four-eyes," he advised Zaphod.

"No, no," the waiter said to Zaphod, "your nobnkey has got it right, sir."

Arthur stuttered in fury and said nothing apposite, or indeed coherent.

"You junped forward ... | believe five hundred and seventy-six thousand
mllion years whilst staying in exactly the sanme place," explained the waiter.
He smiled. He had a wonderful feeling that he had finally won through against
what had seened to be insuperabl e odds.

go clinmb a tree wll

"That's it!" said Zaphod, "I got it. | told the conputer to send us to the
nearest place to eat, that's exactly what it did. Gve or take five hundred
and seventy-six thousand mllion years, we never nobved. Neat."

They all agreed this was very neat.
"But who," said Zaphod, "is the cat on the phone?"

"What ever happened to Marvin?" said Trillian

Zaphod cl apped his hands to his heads.

"The Paranoid Android! | left himnoping about on Frogstar B."

"When was this?"

"Well, er, five hundred and seventy-six thousand mllion years ago

suppose, " said Zaphod, "Hey, er, hand ne the rap-rod, Plate Captain."

The little waiter's eyebrows wandered about his forehead in confusion

"1 beg your pardon, sir?" he said.

"The phone, waiter," said Zaphod, grabbing it off him "Shee, you guys are
so unhip it's a wonder your bunms don't fall off."

"I ndeed, sir."

"Hey, Marvin, is that you?" said Zaphod into the phone, "How you doing,
ki d?"

There was a | ong pause before a thin | ow voice came up the line.

"1 think you ought to know I'm feeling very depressed,” it said.

Zaphod cupped his hands over the phone.

"I't's Marvin," he said

"Hey, Marvin," he said into the phone again, "we're having a great tine.
Food, wine, alittle personal abuse and the Universe going foom Were can we
find you?"

Agai n the pause.



"You don't have to pretend to be interested in ne you know," said Marvin
ast, "I know perfectly well I'"monly a nmenial robot."

"OK, OK," said Zaphod, "but where are you?"

""Reverse primary thrust, Marvin,' that's what they say to ne, " open
airl ock nunber three, Marvin. Marvin, can you pick up that piece of paper?
Can | pick up that piece of paper! Here | am brain the size of a planet and
they ask me to ..."

"Yeah, yeah," synpathized Zaphod hardly at all.

"But I'mquite used to being humliated,” droned Marvin, "I can even go
and stick ny head in a bucket of water if you like. Wuld you like ne to go
and stick my head in a bucket of water? |'ve got one ready. Wait a mnute.”

"Er, hey, Marvin ..." interrupted Zaphod, but it was too late. Sad little
clunks and gurgles canme up the line.

at

"What's he saying?" asked Trillian.
"Not hing," said Zaphod, "he just phoned up to wash his head at us."
"There," said Marvin, com ng back on the line and bubbling a bit, "I hope

that gave satisfaction ..."
"Yeah, yeah," said Zaphod, "now will you please tell us where you are?"
"I'"'min the car park," said Marvin.
"The car park?" said Zaphod, "what are you doing there?"
"Parking cars, what el se does one do in a car park?"
"OK, hang in there, we'll be right down."
I n one nmovenent Zaphod leapt to his feet, threw down the phone and wote
"Hot bl ack Desiato" on the bill.
"Cone on guys," he said, "Marvin's in the car park. Let's get on down."
"What's he doing in the car park?" asked Arthur
"Parking cars, what else? Dum dum "

"But what about the End of the Universe? We'll miss the big noment."
"l1've seen it. It's rubbish,"” said Zaphod, "nothing but a gnab gib."
"A what ?"

"Opposite of a big bang. Come on, let's get zappy."

Few of the other diners paid themany attention as they weaved their way
through the Restaurant to the exit. Their eyes were riveted on the horror of
t he ski es.

"An interesting effect to watch for," Max was telling them "is in the
upper |eft-hand quadrant of the sky, where if you |look very carefully you can
see the star system Hastrom | boiling away into the ultra-violet. Anyone here
from Hastronmi | ?"

There were one or two slightly hesitant cheers from sonewhere at the back

"Well," said Max beaming cheerfully at them "it's too late to worry about
whet her you |l eft the gas on now. "

Chapter 18

The main reception foyer was al nost enpty but Ford neverthel ess weaved his
way through it.

Zaphod grasped himfirmy by the armand manoeuvred him into a cubicle
standing to one side of the entrance hall

"What are you doing to hinP" asked Arthur.

"Sobering him up," said Zaphod and pushed a coin into a slot. Lights
fl ashed, gases swirl ed.

"Hi," said Ford stepping out a nonent later, "where are we goi ng?"

"Down to the car park, conme on."

"What about the personnel Tine Teleports?" said Ford, "Get us straight
back to the Heart of Gold."

"Yeah, but |'ve cooled on that ship. Zarniwoop can have it. | don't want

to play his ganes. Let's see what we can find."

A Sirius Cybernetics Corporation Happy Vertical People Transporter took
them down deep into the substrata beneath the Restaurant. They were glad to
see it had been vandalized and didn't try to nake them happy as well as take
t hem down.

At the bottom of the shaft the |ift doors opened and a blast of cold stale
air hit them



The first thing they saw on leaving the lift was a long concrete wall with
over fifty doors in it offering lavatory facilities for all of fifty major
lifeforns. Nevertheless, like every car park in the Galaxy throughout the
entire history of car parks, this car park snelt predom nantly of inpatience.

They turned a corner and found thenmselves on a noving catwal k that
traversed a vast cavernous space that stretched off into the dimdistance.

It was divided off into bays each of which contained a space ship
belonging to one of the diners upstairs, sone smallish and utilitarian nmass
producti on nodel s, others vast shining |inoships, the playthings of the very
rich.

Zaphod's eyes sparkled wth sonething that may or nmay not have been
avarice as he passed over them In fact it's best to be clear on this point -
avarice is definitely what it was.

"There he is," said Trillian, "Marvin, down there."

They | ooked where she was pointing. DimMy they could see a snmall netal
figure listlessly rubbing a snall rag on one renpte corner of a giant silver
suncr ui ser.

At short intervals along the noving catwal k, w de transparent tubes |ed
down to floor |evel. Zaphod stepped off the catwalk into one and floated
gently downwards. The others followed. Thinking back to this later, Arthur
Dent thought it was the single nost enjoyable experience of his travels in the
Gl axy.

"Hey, Marvin," said Zaphod striding over towards to him "Hey, kid, are we
pl eased to see you."

Marvin turned, and in so far as it is possible for a totally inert neta
face to | ook reproachfully, this is what it did.

"No you're not," he said, "no one ever is."

"Suit yourself," said Zaphod and turned away to ogle the ships. Ford went

with him

Only Trillian and Arthur actually went up to Marvin.

"No, really we are,"” said Trillian and patted him in a way that he
disliked intensely, "hanging around waiting for us all this tine."

"Five hundred and seventy-six thousand mllion, three thousand five
hundred and seventy-ni ne years," said Marvin, "I counted them"

"Well, here we are now," said Trillian, felling - quite correctly in

Marvin's view - that it was a slightly foolish thing to say.

"The first ten mllion years were the worst,"” said Marvin, "and the second
ten mllion years, they were the worst too. The third million years | didn't
enjoy at all. After that | went into a bit of decline."

He paused just |ong enough to make them feel they ought to say sonething,
and then interrupted.

"It's the people you neet in this job that really get you down," he said
and paused again.

Trillian cleared her throat.

"I's that ..."

"The best conversation | had was over forty mllion years ago,” continued
Mar vi n.

Agai n the pause.

"Chd..."

"And that was with a coffee nachine."

He wait ed.

"That's a ..."

"You don't like talking to nme do you?" said Marvin in a | ow desol ate tone

Trillian talked to Arthur instead.

Furt her down the chanber Ford Prefect had found sonething of which he very
much |iked the | ook, several such things in fact.

"Zaphod," he said in a quiet voice, "just look at some of these little
star trolleys ..."

Zaphod | ooked and | i ked.

The craft they were |l ooking at was in fact pretty small but extraordinary,
and very much a rich kid's toy. It was not nmuch to look at. It resenbled
nothing so nuch as a paper dart about twenty feet |ong made of thin but tough
metal foil. At the rear end was a small horizontal two-man cockpit. It had a



tiny charnmdrive engine, which was not capable of moving it at any great speed.
The thing it did have, however, was a heat-sink

The heat-sink had a nmass of sonme two thousand billion tons and was
contained within a black hole mounted in an electromagnetic field situated
hal f-way along the Iength of the ship, and this heat-sink enabled the craft to
be nmanoeuvred to within a fewniles of a yellow sun, there to catch and ride
the solar flares that burst out fromits surface.

Flare-riding is one of the npbst exotic and exhilarating sports in
exi stence, and those who can dare and afford it are anobngst the nost |ionized
men in the Galaxy. It is also of course stupefyingly dangerous - those who
don't die riding invariably die of sexual exhaustion at one of the Daedal us
Club's ApresFlare parties.

Ford and Zaphod | ooked and passed on

"And this baby," said Ford, "the tangerine star buggy wth the black
sunbusters ..."

Again, the star buggy was a snmall ship - a totally m snaned one in fact,
because the one thing it couldn't nanage was interstellar distances. Basically
it was a sporty planet hopper dolled up to something it wasn't. N ce |lines
t hough. They passed on

The next one was a big one and thirty yards long - a coach built linpship
and obvi ously designed with one aimin mnd, that of making the beholder sick
with envy. The paintwork and accessory detail clearly said "Not only am 1 rich

enough to afford this ship, | amalso rich enough not to take it seriously."
It was wonderfully hideous.
"Just look at it," said Zaphod, "nulti-cluster quark drive, perspulex

runni ng boards. Got to be a Lazlar Lyricon customjob."
He exam ned every inch

"Yes," he said, "look, the infra-pink lizard enblemon the neutrino
cowming. Lazlar's trade mark. The nman has no shane.”

"l was passed by one of these nobthers once, out by the Axel Nebula," said
Ford, "I was going flat out and this thing just strolled past ne, star drive

hardly ticking over. Just incredible."

Zaphod whi st ed appreciatively.

"Ten seconds later", said Ford, "it smashed straight into the third npon
of Jaglan Beta."

"Yeah, right?"

"Amazi ng | ooking ship though. Looks like a fish, noves like a fish, steers
like a cow. "

Ford | ooked round the other side.

"Hey, come and see," he called out, "there's a big nmural painted on this
side. A bursting sun - Disaster Area's trade nark. This nust be Hotblack's
ship. Lucky old bugger. They do this terrible song you know which ends with a
stuntship crashing into the sun. Meant to be an ammzing spectacle. Expensive
in stunt ships though."

Zaphod' s attention however was el sewhere. His attention was riveted on the
ship standi ng next to Hotblack Desiato's |linp. Hi s nouths hung open

"That," he said, "that ... is really bad for the eyes ..."
Ford | ooked. He too stood astonished.
It was a ship of classic, sinple design, like a flattened sal non, twenty

yards |l ong, very clean, very sleek. There was just one renmarkable thing about
it.

"It's so ... black!" said Ford Prefect, "you can hardly make out its shape

light just seenms to fall into it!"

Zaphod said nothing. He had sinply fallen in |ove.

The blackness of it was so extreme that it was al nbst inpossible to tel
how cl ose you were standing to it.

"Your eyes just slide off it ..." said Ford in wonder. It was an enotiona
monent. He bit his lip.

Zaphod noved forward to it, slowy, like a nan possessed - or nore
accurately like a man who wanted to possess. Hi s hand reached out to stroke

it. His hand stopped. Hi s hand reached out to stroke it again. H's hand
st opped agai n.
"Conme and feel the surface,

he said in a hushed voi ce.



Ford put his hand out to feel it. His hand stopped

"You ... you can't ..." he said.

"See?" said Zaphod, "it's just totally frictionless. This nust be one
not her of a nover "

He turned to | ook at Ford seriously. At |east, one of his heads did - the

ot her stayed gazing in awe at the ship.
"What do you reckon, Ford?" he said.

"You nean ... er ..." Ford | ooked over his shoulder. "You nean stroll off
with it? You think we shoul d?"

"No. "

"Nor do I."

"But we're going to, aren't we?"
"How can we not ?"

They gazed a little longer, till Zaphod suddenly pulled hinself together.
"We better shift soon," he said. "In a noment or so the Universe will have
ended and all the Captain Creeps will be pouring down here to find their

bour ge-nobil es. ™

" Zaphod, " said Ford.

"Yeah?"

"How do we do it?"

"Sinple," said Zaphod. He turned. "Marvin!" he called.

Slowly, laboriously, and wth a mllion little clanking and creaking
noi ses that he had learned to sinulate, Marvin turned round to answer the
sunmons.

"Cone on over here," said Zaphod, "W've got a job for you."

Marvin trudged towards them

"l won't enjoy it," he said.

"Yes you will," enthused Zaphod, "there's a whole new life stretching out
ahead of you."

"Ch, not another one," groaned Marvin.

"WIl you shut up and listen!" hissed Zaphod, "this time there's going to
be excitenent and adventure and really wild things."

"Sounds awful," Marvin said.

"Marvin! Al I'mtrying to ask you ..

"1 suppose you want ne to open this spaceship for you?"

"What? Er ... vyes. Yeah, that's right," said Zaphod junpily. He was
keeping at least three eyes on the entrance. Tine was short.

"Well | wish you'd just tell me rather than try to engage ny enthusiasm"”
said Marvin, "because | haven't got one."

He wal ked on up to the ship, touched it, and a hatchway swung open

Ford and Zaphod stared at the opening.

"Don't mention it," said Marvin, "Oh, you didn't." He trudged away agai n.

Arthur and Trillian clustered round.
"What ' s happeni ng?" asked Arthur
"Look at this,"” said Ford, "look at the interior of this ship.”

"Weirder and weirder," breathed Zaphod.

"lIt's black," said Ford, "Everything in it is just totally black ..

In the Restaurant, things were fast approaching the nonent after which
there wouldn't be any nore nonents

Al'l eyes were fixed on the done, other than those of Hotblack Desiato's
bodyguard, which were looking intently at Hotblack Desiato, and those of
Hot bl ack Desi ato hinsel f which the bodyguard had cl osed out of respect.

The bodyguard | eaned forward over the table. Had Hotblack Desiato been
alive, he probably would have deened this a good nonment to |ean back, or even
go for a short walk. H's bodyguard was not a man which inproved wth
proximty. On account of his unfortunate condition, however, Hotblack Desiato
remai ned totally inert.

"M Desiato, sir?" whispered the bodyguard. Whenever he spoke, it | ooked
as if the muscles on either side of his nouth were clanbering over each other
to get out of the way.

"M Desiato? Can you hear ne?"

Hot bl ack Desiato, quit naturally, said nothing.

" Hot bl ack?" hi ssed the bodyguard.



Again, quite naturally, Hotblack Desiato did not reply. Supernaturally,
however, he did.

On the table in front of hima wine glass rattled, and a fork rose an inch
or so and tapped against the glass. It settled on the table again.

The bodyguard gave a satisfied grunt.

"It's tinme we get going, M Desiato," nuttered the bodyguard, "don't want
to get caught in the rush, not in your condition. You want to get to the next
gig nice and rel axed. There was a really big audience for it. One of the best.
Kakr af oon. Five-hundred seventy-six thousand and two million years ago. Had
you wi Il have been | ooking forward to it?"

The fork rose again, waggled in a non-conmttal sort of way and dropped
agai n.

"Ah, cone on," said the bodyguard, "it's going to have been great. You
knocked 'em cold." The bodyguard woul d have given Dr Dan Streetnentioner an
apopl ectic attack.

"The black ship going into the sun always gets 'em and the new one's a
beauty. Be real sorry to see it go. If we get on down there, ['lIl set the
bl ack ship autopilot and we'll cruise off in the |inp. OK?"

The fork tapped once in agreenment, and the glass of w ne mysteriously
enptied itself.

The bodyguard wheel ed Hotbl ack Desiato's chair out of the Restaurant.

"And now," cried Max fromthe centre of the stage, "the nonent you've al
been waiting for!" He flung his arns into the air. Behind him the band went
into a frenzy of percussion and rolling synthochords. Max had argued with them
about this but they had clainmed it was in their contract that that's what they
woul d do. His agent would have to sort it out.

"The skies begin to boil!" he cried. "Nature collapses into the screan ng
void! In twenty seconds' tinme, the Universe itself will be at an end! See
where the light of infinity bursts in upon us!"

The hideous fury of destruction blazed about them- and at that nonent a
still small trunpet sounded as froman infinite distance. Max's eyes sw vel |l ed
round to glare at the band. None of them seened to be playing a trunpet.
Suddenly a wi sp of snoke was swirling and shimering on the stage next to him
The trunpet was joined by nore trunpets. Over five hundred tinmes Max had done
this show, and nothing Ilike this had ever happened before. He drew back in
alarmfromthe swirling snoke, and as he did so, a figure slowy nmaterialized
inside, the figure of an ancient nman, bearded, robed and wreathed in light. In
his eyes were stars and on his brow a gol den crown.

"What's this?" whispered Max, wi | d-eyed, "what's happeni ng?"

At the back of the Restaurant the stony-faced party fromthe Church of the
Second Coming of the Great Prophet Zarquon | eapt ecstatically to their feet
chanting and cryi ng.

Max blinked in amazenent. He threw up his arns to the audi ence.

"A big hand please, |adies and gentlenmen,” he hollered, "for the G eat
Prophet Zarquon! He has cone! Zarquon has cone again!"

Thunderous applause broke out as Max strode across the stage and handed
his m crophone to the Prophet.

Zar quon coughed. He peered round at the assenbled gathering. The stars in
his eyes blinked uneasily. He handl ed the mnicrophone with confusion

"Er ..." he said, "hello. Er, look, I'"'msorry I'"'ma bit late. |I've had the
most ghastly tinme, all sorts of things cropping up at the last nmonent."

He seened nervous of the expectant awed hush. He cleared his throat.

"Er, how are we for tine?" he said, "have | just got a mn-"

And so the Universe ended.

Chapter 19

One of the major selling point of that wholly renarkable travel book, the
Hitch H ker's Guide to the Gal axy, apart fromits relative cheapness and the
fact that it has the words Don't Panic witten in large friendly letters on
its cover, 1is its conpendious and occasionally accurate glossary. The
statistics relating to the geo-social nature of the Universe, for instance,
are deftly set out between pages nine hundred and thirty-eight thousand and



twenty-four and nine hundred and thirty-eight thousand and twenty-six; and the
sinplistic style in which they are witten is partly explained by the fact
that the editors, having to neet a publishing deadline, copied the information
of f the back of a packet of breakfast cereal, hastily enbroidering it wth a
few footnoted in order to avoid prosecution wunder the inconprehensibly
tortuous Gal actic Copyright |aws.

It is interesting to note that a later and wilier weditor sent the book
backwards in time through a tenporal warp, and then successfully sued the
breakfast cereal conpany for infringenment of the sane | aws.

Here is a sanple:

The Universe - some information to help you live init.

1~Area: Infinite.

The Hitch Hiker's Guide to the Galaxy offers this definition of the word
"Infinite".

Infinite: Bigger than the biggest thing ever and then sonme. Mich bigger
than that in fact, really amazingly inmense, a totally stunning size, "wow,
that's big", tinme. Infinity is just so big that by conparison, bigness itself
looks really titchy. Gagantic nultiplied by col ossal mul tiplied by
staggeringly huge is the sort of concept we're trying to get across here.

2~I nports: None.

It is inpossible to inport things into an infinite area, there being no
outside to inport things in from

3~Exports: None.

See inports.

4~Popul ati on: None.

It is known that there are an infinite nunber of worlds, sinply because
there is an infinite ampbunt of space for themto be in. However, not every one
of them is inhabited. Therefore, there nust be a finite nunber of inhabited
worlds. Any finite nunber divided by infinity is as near to nothing as nakes
no odds, so the average population of all the planets in the Universe can be
said to be zero. Fromthis it follows that the population of the whole
Universe is also zero, and that any people you nay neet fromtine to tinme are
merely the products of a deranged inmgination

5~Monetary Units: None.

In fact there are three freely convertible currencies in the Galaxy, but
none of themcount. The Altairan Dollar has recently collapsed, the Fl aninian
Pobbl e Bead is only exchangeable for other Flaninian Pobble Beads, and the
Triganic Pu has its own very special problens. Its exchange rate of eight
Ningis to one Pu is sinple enough, but since a Ningi is a triangular rubber
coin six thousand eight hundred mles across each side, no one has ever
col l ected enough to own one Pu. Ningis are not negotiable currency because the
Gal acti banks refuse to deal in fiddling small change. Fromthis basic prenise
it is very sinple to prove that the Gal acti banks are also the product of a
deranged i magi nati on.

6~Art: None.

The function of art is to hold the mirror up to nature, and there sinmly
isn't a mrror big enough - see point one.

7~Sex: None.

Well, in fact there is an awful lot of this, largely because of the tota
| ack of nobney, trade, banks, art, or anything else that night keep all the
non- exi stent people of the Universe occupied.

However, it is not worth enbarking on a long discussion of it now because

it really is terribly conplicated. For further information see Guide Chapters
seven, nine, ten, eleven, fourteen, sixteen, seventeen, nineteen, twenty-one
to eighty-four inclusive, and in fact nost of the rest of the Guide.

Chapter 20

The Restaurant continued existing, but everything else had stopped.
Tenporal relastatics held it and protected it in a nothingness that wasn't
merely a vacuum it was sinply nothing - there was nothing in which a vacuum
could be said to exist.

The force-shiel ded done had once again been rendered opaque, the party was



over, the diners were |eaving, Zarquon had vani shed along with the rest of the
Uni verse, the Tinme Turbines were preparing to pull the Restaurant back across
the brink of time in readiness for the lunch sitting, and Max Quordl epl een was
back in his small curtained dressing roomtrying to raise his agent on the
t enpophone.

In the car park stood the black ship, closed and silent.

In to the car park canme the late M Hotblack Desiato, propelled along the
nmovi ng catwal k by his bodyguard.

They descended one of the tubes. As they approached the linpship a
hat chway swung down fromits side, engaged the wheels of the wheelchair and
drew it inside. The bodyguard followed, and having seen his boss safely
connected wup to his death-support system noved up to the snmall cockpit. Here
he operated the renmpte control system which activated the autopilot in the
black ship Ilying next to the lim, thus causing great relief to Zaphod
Beebl ebrox who had been trying to start the thing for over ten m nutes.

The black ship glided snoothly forward out of its bay, turned, and noved
down the central causeway swiftly and quietly. At the end it accel erated
rapidly, flung itself into the tenporal |aunch chanmber and began the |ong
journey back into the distant past.

The MIlliways Lunch Menu quotes, by perni ssion, a passage fromthe Hitch
Hi ker's Guide to the Galaxy. The passage is this:

The History of every major Galactic Civilization tends to pass through
three distinct and recognizable phases, those of Survival, Inquiry and
Sophi stication, otherw se known as the How, Why and Where phases.

For instance, the first phase is characterized by the question "How can we
eat?", the second by the question "Why do we eat?" and the third by the
question, "Were shall we have | unch?"

The Menu goes on to suggest that MIIliways, the Restaurant at the End of
the Universe, would be a very agreeabl e and sophisticated answer to that third
questi on.

VWhat it doesn't go on to say is that though it will usually take a |arge
civilization nmany thousands of years to pass through the How, Wy and Were
phases, snmll social groupings under stressful conditions can pass through
themwith extrene rapidity.

"How are we doi ng?" said Arthur Dent.

"Badly," said Ford Prefect.

"Where are we going?" said Trillian

"1 don't know," said Zaphod Beebl ebrox.

"Why not ?" demanded Arthur Dent.

"Shut up," suggested Zaphod Beebl ebrox and Ford Prefect.

"Basically, what vyou're trying to say," said Arthur Dent, ignoring this
suggestion, "is that we're out of control."

The ship was rocking and swayi ng sickeningly as Ford and Zaphod tried to
wrest control from the autopilot. The engined how ed and whined like tired
children in a supernarket.

"It's the wild col our schene that freaks ne, said Zaphod whose |ove
affair with this ship had lasted alnbost three mnutes into the flight, "Every
time you try to operate on of these weird black controls that are labelled in
black on a black background, a little black light lights up black to |let you
know you' ve done it. What is this? Some kind of galactic hyperhearse?"

The wal ls of the swaying cabin were also black, the ceiling was bl ack, the
seats - which were rudinmentary since the only inportant trip this ship was
designed for was supposed to be unmanned - were black, the control panel was
bl ack, the instruments were black, the little screws that held them in place
were black, the thin tufted nylon floor covering was black, and when they had
lifted up a corner of it they had discovered that the foamunderlay also was
bl ack.

"Perhaps whoever designed it had eyes that responded to different
wavel engths," offered Trillian.

"Or didn't have nuch inmgination," nmuttered Arthur

"Perhaps," said Marvin, "he was feeling very depressed."

In fact, though they weren't to knowit, the decor had been chosen in
honour of its owner's sad, |amented, and tax-deductible condition



The ship gave a particularly sickening |urch.

"Take it easy," pleaded Arthur, "you're meking ne space sick."

"Time sick," said Ford, "we're plummeting backwards through tine."

"Thank you," said Arthur, "now | think | really amgoing to be ill."

"Go ahead," said Zaphod, "we could do with a little colour about this
pl ace. "

"This is nmeant to be a polite after-dinner conversation is iit?" snapped
Art hur.

Zaphod left the <controls for Ford to figure out, and lurched over to
Art hur.

"Look, Earthman," he said angrily, "you ve got a job to do, right? The
Question to the Utimte Answer, right?"

"What, that thing?" said Arthur, "I thought we'd forgotten about that."

"Not nme, baby. Like the mice said, it's worth a ot of nmoney in the right
quarters. And it's all locked up in that head thing of yours."

"Yes but ..."

"But nothing! Think about it. The Meaning of Life! W get our fingers on
that we can hold every shrink in the Galaxy up to ransom and that's worth a
bundle. | owe mne a mnt."

Arthur took a deep breath w thout nuch enthusiasm

"Alright," he said, "but where do we start? How should I know? They say
the Utimte Answer or whatever is Forty-two, how am | supposed to know what
the question is? It could be anything. | nean, what's six tines seven?"

Zaphod | ooked at him hard for a monment. Then his eyes blazed with
exci tement.

"Forty-two!" he cried.

Arthur w ped his pal macross his forehead.

"Yes," he said patiently," | know that."

Zaphod's faces fell.

"1"mjust saying that the question could be anything at all," said Arthur,
"and | don't see how | am neant to know "

"Because," hissed Zaphod, "you were there when your planet did the big
firework."

"We have a thing on Earth ..

"Had," corrected Zaphod.

" called tact. Oh never mnd. Look, | just don't know. "

A | ow voi ce echoed dully round the cabin.

"I know, " said Marvin.

Ford called out fromthe controls he was still fighting a losing battle
with.

"Stay out of this Marvin," he said, "this is organismtalk."

"It's printed in the Earthman's brainwave patterns," continued Marvin,
"but | don't suppose you'll be very interested in know ng that."

"You nean," said Arthur, "you nmean you can see into ny mind?"

"Yes," said Marvin.

Arthur stared in astonishnent.

"And ...?" he said.

"It amazes nme how you can nanage to live in anything that small."

"Ah," said Arthur, "abuse."

"Yes," confirmed Marvin.

"Ah, ignore him" said Zaphod, "he's only making it up."

"Making it up?" said Marvin, swivelling his head in a parody of
astoni shnent, "Wy should I want to nmake anything up? Life's bad enough as it
is without wanting to invent any nore of it."

"Marvin," said Trillian in the gentle, kindly voice that only she was
still capable of assunming in talking to this m sbegotten creature, "if you
knew all along, why then didn't you tell us?"

Marvin's head swivelled back to her.

"You didn't ask," he said sinply.

"Well, we're asking you now, nmetal man," said Ford, turning round to | ook
at him

At that noment the ship suddenly stopped rocking and swayi ng, the engine
pitch settled down to a gentle hum

began Arthur.



"Hey, Ford," said Zaphod, "that sounds good. Have you worked out the
controls of this boat?"

"No," said Ford, "I just stopped fiddling with them | reckon we just go
to wherever this ship is going and get off it fast."

"Yeah, right," said Zaphod.

"1 could tell you weren't really interested,” nmurnured Marvin to hinself
and slunped into a corner and switched hinself off.

"Trouble is," said Ford, "that the one instrunment in this while ship that
is giving any reading is worrying me. If it is what | think it is, and if it's
saying what | think it's saying, then we' ve already gone too far back into the
past. Maybe as nmuch as two mllion years before our own tine."

Zaphod shrugged.

"Time is bunk," he said.

"1 wonder who this ship belongs to anyway," said Arthur.

"Me," said Zaphod.

"No. Who it really belongs to."

"Really nme," insisted Zaphod, "look, property is theft, right? Therefore
theft is property. Therefore this ship is mne, OK?"

"Tell the ship that," said Arthur.
Zaphod strode over to the console.
"Ship," he said, banging on the panels, "this is your new owner speaking
to ..."

He got no further. Several things happened at once.

The ship dropped out fo tinme travel node and re-energed into real space.

Al'l the controls on the console, which had been shut down for the tine
trip now lit up.

A large vision screen above the console winked into |life revealing a w de
starscape and a single very large sun dead ahead of them

None of these things, however, were responsible for the fact that Zaphod
was at the sane nmonment hurl ed bodily backwards agai nst the rear of the cabin,
as were all the others.

They were hurl ed back by a single thunderous clap of noise that thuddered
out of the nonitor speakers surroundi ng the vision screen.

Chapter 21

Down on the dry, red world of Kakrafoon, in the mddle of the vast Rudlit
Desert, the stage technicians were testing the sound system

That is to say, the sound system was in the desert, not the stage
technicians. They had retreated to the safety of Disaster Area's giant contro
ship which hung in orbit some four hundred mles above the surface of the
pl anet, and they were testing the sound systemfromthere. Anyone within five
mles of the speaker silos wouldn't have survived the tuning up.

If Arthur Dent had been within five nmiles of the speaker silos then his
expiring thought would have been that in both size and shape the sound rig
closely resenbl ed Manhattan. Risen out of the silos, the neutron phase speaker
stacks towered nonstrously against the sky, obscuring the banks of plutonium
reactors and seisnmc anps behind them

Buried deep in concrete bunkers beneath the <city of speakers lay the
instrunments that the nusicians would control fromtheir ship, the nmssive
photon-ajuitar, the bass detonator and the Megabang drum conpl ex.

It was going to be a noisy show.

Aboard the giant control ship, all was activity and bustle. Hothblack
Desiato's Ilinoship, a nere tadpole beside it, had arrived and docked, and the
| anented gentl eman was being transported down the high vaulted corridors to
meet the nedium who was going to interpret his psychic inpulses on to the
aj ui tar keyboard.

A doctor, a logician and a nmarine biologist had also just arrived, flown
in at phenonenal expense from Maxinmegalon to try to reason with the |ead
singer who had | ocked hinself in the bathroomwith a bottle of pills and was
refusing to come out till it <could be proved conclusively to himthat he
wasn't a fish. The bass player was busy machi ne-gunning his bedroom and the
drumer was nowhere on board.



Frantic inquiries led to the discovery that he was standing on a beach on
Santragi nus V over a hundred |light years away where, he clained, he had been
happy over half an hour now and had found a small stone that would be his
friend.

The band's nmnager was profoundly relieved. It neant that for the
seventeenth time on this tour the drunms would be played by a robot and that
therefore the timng of the cynbalistics would be right.

The sub-ether was buzzing with the conmmunications of the stage technicians
testing the speaker channels, and this it was that was being relayed to the
interior of the black ship.

Its dazed occupants |lay against the back wall of the cabin, and listened
to the voices on the nonitor speakers.

"OK, channel nine on power," said a voice, "testing channel fifteen ...

Anot her thunping crack of noise walloped through the ship.

"Channel fifteen AOK " said another voice.

A third voice cut in.

"The bl ack stunt ship is nowin position," it said, "it's |ooking good.
Gonna be a great sundive. Stage conputer on |ine?"

A conputer voice answered

"On line," it said.

"Take control of the black ship."

"Black ship locked into trajectory progranme, on standby."

"Testing channel twenty."

Zaphod |eaped across the cabin and switched frequencies on the sub-ether
recei ver before the next mind-pulverizing noise hit them He stood there

qui veri ng.
"What," said Trillian in a small quiet voice, "does sundive nean?"
"I't neans,"” said Marvin, "that the ship os going to dive into the sun. Sun
Dive. It's very sinple to understand. What do you expect if you stea

Hot bl ack Desiato's stunt ship?"
"How do you know ..." said Zaphod in a voice that would make a Vegan snow
lizard feel chilly, "that this is Hotblack Desiato's stuntship?"

"Sinple," said Marvin, "I parked it for him"

"The why ... didn't ... you ... tell us!"

"You said you wanted excitenment and adventure and really wild things."
"This is awful," said Arthur unnecessarily in the pause which foll owed.

"That's what | said,” confirnmed Marvin.

On a different frequency, the sub-ether receiver had picked up a public
broadcast, which now echoed round the cabin.

" fine weather for the concert here this afternoon. I'm standing here
in front of +the stage," the reporter lied, "in the mddle of the Rudlit
Desert, and with the aid of hyperbinoptic glasses |I can just about nake out
the huge audience cowering there on the horizon all around nme. Behind nme the
speaker stacks rise like a sheer cliff face, and high above me the sun is
shining away and doesn't know what's going to hit it. The environnentali st
| obby do know what's going to hit it, and they claim that the concert wll
cause eart hquakes, tidal waves, hurricanes, irreparable damage to the
at nrosphere, and all the usual things that environnmentalists wusually go on
about .

"But |'ve just had a report that a representative of Disaster Area net
with the environnentalists at lunchtine, and had themall shot, so nothing now
lies in the way of "

Zaphod switched it off. He turned to Ford.

"You know what |'mthinking?" he said.

"I think so," said Ford.

"Tell me what you think I'mthinking."

"l think you're thinking it's time we get off this ship."

"l think you're right," said Zaphod.

"l think you're right," said Ford

"How?" said Arthur.

"Quiet," said Ford and Zaphod, "we're thinking."

"So this is it,"” said Arthur, "we're going to die."

"l wish you'd stop saying that," said Ford.



It is worth repeating at this point the theories that Ford had cone up
with, on his first encounter with human beings, to account for their peculiar
habit of continually stating and restating the very very obvious, as it 'It's
a nice day," or "You're very tall,"” or "So this is it, we're going to die."

Hs first theory was that if human beings didn't keep exercising their
lips, their nmouths probably seized up

After a few nonths of observation he had come up with a second theory,
which was this - "If human beings don't keep exercising their lips, their
brains start working."

In fact, this second theory is nore literally true of the Bel cebron people
of Kakr af oon.

The Bel cebron people used to cause great resentnment and insecurity anpbngst
nei ghboring races by being one of the npbst enlightened, acconplished, and
above all quiet civilizations in the Gal axy.

As a punishnent for this behaviour, which was held to be offensively self
ri ghteous and provocative, a Glactic Tribunal inflicted on them that nost
cruel of all social diseases, telepathy. Consequently, in order to prevent
thenmsel ves broadcasting every slightest thought that crossed their mnds to
anyone wthin a five nile radius, they now have to talk very |oudly and
continuously about the weather, their little aches and pains, the match this
afternoon and what a noi sy place Kakrafoon had suddenly becone.

Another nethod of tenporarily blotting out their minds is to play host to
a Disaster Area concert.

The timng of the concert was critical

The ship had to begin its dive before the concert began in order to hit
the sun six mnutes and thirty-seven seconds before the clinmax of the song to
which it related, so that the light of the solar flares had tine to travel out
t o Kakraf oon.

The ship had already been diving for several minutes by the tine that Ford
Prefect had conpleted his search of the other conpartnments of the black ship.
He burst back into the cabin.

The sun of Kakrafoon |ooned terrifyingly large on the vision screen, its
bl azing white inferno of fusing hydrogen nuclei growi ng nonent by nmonment as
the ship plunged onwards, unheedi ng the thumpi ng and bangi ng of Zaphod's hands
on the control panel. Arthur and Trillian had the fixed expressions of rabbits
on a night road who think that the best way of dealing wth approaching
headlights is to stare them out.

Zaphod span round, wild-eyed.

"Ford," he said, "how nany escape capsul es are there?"

"None," said Ford

Zaphod gi bbered.

"Did you count thenP" he yell ed.

"Twi ce," said Ford, "did you manage to raise the stage crew on the radio?"

"Yeah," said Zaphod, bitterly, "I said there were a whole bunch of people
on board, and they said to say " hi' to everybody."

Ford goggl ed.

"Didn't you tell them who we were?"

"Oh yeah. They said it was a great honour. That and sonething about a
restaurant bill and ny executors."

Ford pushed Arthur aside and | eaned forward over the control console.

"Does none of this function?" he said savagely.

"Al'l overridden."

"Smash the autopilot.”

"Find it first. Nothing connects.”

There was a nmonent's cold silence.

Arthur was stunbling round the back of the cabin. He stopped suddenly.

"Incidentally," he said, "what does tel eport nean?"

Anot her nonent passed.

Slowy, the others turned to face him

"Probably the wong nonent to ask," said Arthur, "It's just | renenber
hearing you use the word a short while ago and | only bring it up because ..."

"Where," said Ford Prefect quietly, "does it say tel eport?”

"Well, just over here in fact," said Arthur, pointing at a dark contro



box in the rear of the cabin, "Just under the word “energency', above the word
“system and beside the sign saying out of order'."

In the pandenmobniumthat instantly foll owed, the only action to follow was
that of Ford Prefect |lunging across the cabin to the small black box that
Arthur had indicated and stabbing repeatedly at the single snall black button
set into it.

A six-foot square panel slid open beside it revealing a conpartnent which
resenbled a nmultiple shower unit that had found a new function in life as an
electrician's junk store. Hal ffinished wiring hung fromthe ceiling, a jumble
of abandoned conponents |lay strewn on the floor, and the programing pane
lolled out of the cavity in the wall into which it should have been secured.

A junior Disaster Area accountant, visiting the shipyard where this ship
was bei ng constructed, had denmanded to know of the works foreman why the hel
they were fitting an extrenely expensive teleport into a ship which only had
one inportant journey to make, and that unmanned. The foreman had expl ai ned
that the teleport was available at a ten per cent discount and the accountant
had expl ained that this was i mmterial; the foreman had explained that it was
the finest, nost powerful and sophisticated tel eport that noney could buy and
the accountant had explained that the nmoney did not wsh to buy it; the
foreman had expl ained that people would still need to enter and | eave the ship
and the accountant had explained that the ship sported a perfectly serviceable
door; the foreman had expl ained that the accountant could go and boil his head
and the accountant had explained to the foreman that the thing approaching him
rapidly fromhis left was a knuckl e sandwi ch. After the explanations had been
concl uded, work was discontinued on the teleport which subsequently passed
unnoticed on the invoice as "Sund. explns." at five tines the price.

"Hell's donkeys," nuttered Zaphod as he and Ford attenpted to sort through
the tangle of wring.

After a nmoment or so Ford told himto stand back. He tossed a coin into
the teleport and jiggled a switch on the lolling control panel. Wth a crackle
and spit of light, the coin vani shed.

"That much of it works," said Ford, "however, there is no guidance system
A matter transference tel eport without gui dance progranm ng could put you
wel I, anywhere."

The sun of Kakrafoon | ooned huge on the screen

"Who cares," said Zaphod, "we go where we go."

"And," said Ford, "there is no autosystem W couldn't all go. Soneone
woul d have to stay and operate it."

A sol eltm nonent shuffled past. The sun | oomed | arger and | arger.

"Hey, Marvin kid," said Zaphod brightly, "how you doi ng?"

"Very badly | suspect," nuttered Marvin.

A shortish while later, the concert on Kakrafoon reached an unexpected
cli max.

The black ship with its single norose occupant had plunged on schedul e
into the nuclear furnace of the sun. Massive solar flares licked out from it
mllions of mles into space, thrilling and in a few cases spilling the dozen
or so Flare Riders who had been coasting close to the surface of the sun in
antici pation of the nonent.

Monents before the flare I|ight reached Kakrafoon the pounding desert
cracked along a deep faultline. A huge and hitherto wundetected underground
river |lying far beneath the surface gushed to the surface to be followed
seconds later by the eruption of mllions of tons of boiling lava that fl owed
hundreds of feet into the air, instantaneously vaporizing the river both above
and bel ow the surface in an explosion that echoed to the far side of the world
and back agai n.

Those - very few - who witnessed the event and survived swear that the
whol e hundred thousand square nmiles of the desert rose into the air |like a
mle-thick pancake, flipped itself over and fell back down. At that precise
monent the solar radiation fromthe flares filtered through the «clouds of
vaporized water and struck the ground.

A year later, the hundred thousand square mle desert was thick with
flowers. The structure of the atnosphere around the planet was subtly altered.
The sun bl azed less harshly in the sumrer, the cold bit less bitterly in the



winter, pleasant rain fell nore often, and slowy the desert world of
Kakraf oon became a paradi se. Even the telepathic power with which the people
of Kakrafoon had been cursed was pernanently dispersed by the force of the
expl osi on.

A spokesman for Disaster Area - the one who had had al | t he
environnmentalists shot - was |later quoted as saying that it had been "a good
gig".

Many peopl e spoke novingly of the healing powers of nusic. A few sceptica
scientists exam ned the records of the events nore closely, and clainmed that
t hey had di scover ed faint vestiges of a vast artificially induced
I mprobability Field drifting in froma nearby region of space.

Chapter 22

Arthur woke up and instantly regretted it. Hangovers he'd had, but never
anything on this scale. This was it, this was the big one, this was the
ultimate pits. Matter transference beanms, he decided, were not as nuch fun as,
say, a good solid kick in the head.

Being for the monment unwilling to nove on account of a dull stonping throb
he was experiencing, he lay a while and thought. The trouble with npst forns
of transport, he thought, s basically one of themnot being worth all the
bother. On Earth - when there had been an Earth, before it was denmplished to
meke way for a new hyperspace bypass - the problem had been with cars. The
di sadvant ages involved in pulling lots of black sticky sline fromout of the
ground where it had been safely hidden out of harmis way, turning it into tar
to cover the land with, smoke to fill the air with and pouring the rest into
the sea, all seemed to outweigh the advantages of being able to get nore
qui ckly from one place to another - particularly when the place you arrived at
had probably beconme, as a result of this, very simlar to the place you had
left, i.e. covered with tar, full of snpbke and short of fish

And what about matter transference beans? Any form of transport which
i nvol ved tearing you apart atom by atom flinging those atons through the sub
ether, and then janm ng them back together again just when they were getting
their first taste of freedomfor years had to be bad news.

Many peopl e had thought exactly this before Arthur Dent and had even gone
to the lengths of witing songs about it. Here is one that used regularly to
be chanted by huge crowds outside the Sirius Cybernetics Corporation Tel eport
Systens factory on Happi-Werld II1:

Al debaran's great, K

Al gol's pretty neat,

Bet el geuse's pretty girls,

W Il knock you off your feet.

They' Il do anything you like,

Real fast and then real slow,

But if you have to take nme apart to get ne there,

Then | don't want to go

Si ngi ng,

Take ne apart, take ne apart,

VWhat a way to roam

And if you have to take ne apart to get nme there,

I'd rather stay at hone.

Sirius is paved with gold

So |I've heard it said

By nuts who then go on to say

"See Tau before you' re dead.”

I"I'l gladly take the high road

O even take the | ow,

But if you have to take nme apart to get ne there,

Then |, for one, won't go.

Si ngi ng,

Take nme apart, take me apart, You nust be off your head,

And if you try to take nme apart to get ne there,

I"1l stay right here in bed.



| teleported home one night,

Wth Ron and Sid and Meg,

Ron stol e Meggie's heart away,

And | got Sidney's |eg.

Arthur felt the waves of pain slowy receding, though he was still aware
of a dull stomping throb. Slowy, carefully, he stood up

"Can you hear a dull stonping throb?" said Ford Prefect.

Arthur span round and wobbled uncertainly. Ford Prefect was approaching
| ooki ng red eyed and pasty.

"Were are we?" gasped Arthur

Ford | ooked around. They were standing in a long curving corridor which
stretched out of sight in both directions. The outer steel wall - which was
painted in that sickly shade of pale green which they wuse in schools,
hospitals and nmental asyluns to keep the inmates subdued - curved over the
tops of their heads where it net the inner perpendicular wall which, oddly
enough was covered in dark brown hessian wall weave. The floor was of dark
green ribbed rubber.

Ford noved over to a very thick dark transparent panel set in the outer
wall. It was several |ayers deep, yet through it he could see pinpoints of
di stant stars.

"l think we're in a spaceship of sone kind," he said.

Down the corridor cane the sound of a dull stonping throb

"Trillian?" called Arthur nervously, "Zaphod?"

Ford shrugged.

"Nowhere about," he said, "lI've |ooked. They could be anywhere. An
unprogrammed teleport can throw you light years in any direction. Judgi ng by
the way |I feel | should think we've travelled a very |ong way indeed."”

"How do you feel ?"

"Bad. "

"Do you think they're ..

"Where they are, how they are, there's no way we can know and no way we
can do anything about it. Do what | do."

"What ?"

"Don't think about it."

Arthur turned this thought over in his mind, reluctantly saw the w sdom of
it, tucked it up and put it away. He took a deep breath.

"Foot steps!" exclai med Ford suddenly.

"Wher e?"
"That noi se. That stonping throb. Pounding feet. Listen!"
Arthur listened. The noise echoed round the corridor at them from an

i ndeternminate distance. It was the nmuffled sound of pounding footsteps, and it
was noticeably | ouder.

"Let's nove," said Ford sharply. They both npbved - in opposite directions.

"Not that way," said Ford, "that's where they're conming from'

"No it's not," said Arthur, "They're conming fromthat way."

"They're not, they're ..."

They both stopped. They both turned. They both listened intently. They
both agreed with each other. They both set off into opposite directions again.

Fear gripped them

From both directions the noise was getting |ouder.

A few yards to their left another corridor ran at right angles to the
inner wall. They ran to it and hurried along it. It was dark, imrensely |ong
and, as they passed down it, gave themthe inpression that it was getting
col der and colder. O her corridors gave off it to the left and right, each
very dark and each subjecting themto sharp blasts of icy air as they passed.

They stopped for a nonent in alarm The further down the corridor they
went, the | ouder becane the sound of pounding feet.

They pressed thensel ves back against the cold wall and |istened furiously.
The cold, the dark and the drummi ng of disenbodied feet was getting to them
badly. Ford shivered, partly wth the cold, but partly with the nenory of
stories his favourite nother used to tell himwhen he was a nere slip of a
Bet el geusian, ankle high to an Arcturan Megagrasshopper: stories of dead
shi ps, haunted hul ks that roanmed restlessly round the obscurer regions of deep



space infested with denons or the ghosts of forgotten crews; stories too of
i ncautious travellers who found and entered such ships; stories of ... - then
Ford renmenbered the brown hessian wall weave in the first corridor and pulled
hi nsel f together. However ghosts and denons may choose to decorate their death
hul ks, he thought to hinself, he would lay any noney you liked it wasn't with
hessi an wall weave. He grasped Arthur by the arm

"Back the way we cane," he said firmy and they started to retrace their
st eps.

A noment later they leap like startled |lizards down the nearest corridor
junction as the owners of the drummi ng feet suddenly hove into view directly
in front of them

Hi dden behind the <corner they goggled in amazenent as about two dozen
overwei ght men and wonen pounded past themin track suits panting and wheezing
in a manner that woul d nmake a heart surgeon gi bber.

Ford Prefect stared after them

"Joggers!" he hissed, as the sound of their feet echoed away up and down
the network of corridors.

"Joggers?" whispered Arthur Dent.

"Joggers," said Ford prefect with a shrug.

The corridor they were concealed in was not like the others. It was very
short, and ended at a large steel door. Ford exanmned it, discovered the
openi ng mechani sm and pushed it wi de.

The first thing that hit their eyes was what appeared to be a coffin.

And the next four thousand nine hundred and ninety-nine things that hit
their eyes were al so coffins.

Chapter 23

The vault was low ceilinged, dimy lit and gigantic. At the far end, about
three hundred yards away an archway |let through to what appeared to be a
simlar chanber, simlarly occupied.

Ford Prefect |let out a low whistle as he stepped down on to the floor of
the vaul t.

"Wld," he said.

"What's so great about dead peopl e?" asked Arthur, nervously stepping down
after him

"Dunno," said Ford, "Let's find out shall we?"

On closer inspection the coffins seened to be nore |ike sarcophagi. They
stood about waist high and were constructed of what appeared to be white
mar bl e, which is alnpst certainly what it was - sonething that only appeared
to be white marble. The tops were sem -translucent, and through them could
dimy be perceived the features of their Ilate and presunmably [|anented
occupants. They were hurmanoid, and had clearly left the troubles of whatever
world it was they came fromfar behind them but beyond that little else could
be di scerned.

Rolling slowy round the floor between the sarcophagi was a heavy, oily
white gas which Arthur at first thought m ght be there to give the place a
little atnosphere until he discovered that it also froze his ankles. The
sarcophagi too were intensely cold to the touch.

Ford suddenly crouched down beside one of them He pulled a corner of his
towel out of his satchel and started to rub furiously at sonething.

"Look, there's a plaque on this one," he explained to Arthur, "It's
frosted over."

He rubbed the frost clear and exam ned the engraved characters. To Arthur
they | ooked like the footprints of a spider that had had one too nmany of
whatever it is that spiders have on a night out, but Ford instantly recognized
an early formof Galactic Eezeereed.

"It says " CGol gafrincham Ark Fleet, Ship B, Hold Seven, Tel ephone Sanitizer
Second Cl ass' - and a serial nunber."

"A tel ephone sanitizer?" said Arthur, "a dead tel ephone sanitizer?"

"Best kind."

"But what's he doing here?"

Ford peered through the top at the figure within



"Not a lot," he said, and suddenly flashed one of those grins of his which
al ways made people think he'd been overdoing things recently and should try to
get sone rest.

He scanpered over to another sarcophagus. A nmonment's brisk towel work and
he announced:

"This one's a dead hairdresser. Hoopy!"

The next sarcophagus revealed itself to be the last resting place of an
advertising account executive; the one after that contained a second-hand car
sal esman, third class.

An inspection hatch let into the floor suddenly caught Ford's attention
and he squatted down to unfasten it, thrashing away at the clouds of freezing
gas that threatened to envel ope him

A thought occurred to Arthur.

"If these are just coffins,” he said, "Wiy are they kept so col d?"

"Or, indeed, why are they kept anyway," said Ford tugging the hatchway
open. The gas poured down through it. "Why in fact is anyone going to all the
troubl e and expense of carting five thousand dead bodies through space?"

"Ten thousand,” said Arthur, pointing at the archway through which the
next chanmber was dinmy visible.

Ford stuck his head down through the floor hatchway. He | ooked up again.

"Fifteen thousand," he said, "there's another |ot down there."

"Fifteen mllion," said a voice

"That's a lot," said Ford, "Alot a lot."

"Turn around slowy," barked the voice, "and put your hands up. Any other
move and | blast you into tiny tiny bits."

"Hell 0?" said Ford, turning round slowy, putting his hands up and not
meki ng any ot her nove.

"Why, " said Arthur Dent, "isn't anyone ever pleased to see us?"

Standing silhouetted in the doorway through which they had entered the
vault was the man who wasn't pleased to see them His displeasure was
comuni cated partly by the barking hectoring quality of his voice and partly

by the viciousness with which he waved a long silver Kill-OZap gun at them
The designer of the gun had clearly not been instructed to beat about the
bush. "Make it evil," he'd been told. "Make it totally clear that this gun has

a right end and a wong end. Make it totally clear to anyone standing at the
wong end that things are going badly for them If that neans sticking al
sort of spikes and prongs and bl ackened bits all over it then so be it. This
is not a gun for hanging over the fireplace or sticking in the unbrella stand,
it is a gun for going out and nmaki ng people mserable with."

Ford and Arthur | ooked at the gun unhappily.

The man with the gun noved fromthe door and circled round them As he
came into the light they could see his black and gold wuniform on which the
buttons were so highly polished that they shone with an intensity that would
have nmade an approaching nmotorist flash his lights in annoyance.

He gestured at the door

"Qut," he said. People who can supply that amount of fire power don't need
to supply verbs as well. Ford and Arthur went out, <closely followed by the
wrong end of the Kill-O Zap gun and the buttons.

Turning into the corridor they were jostled by twenty-four onconing
j oggers, now showered and changed, who swept on past them into the vault.
Arthur turned to watch themin confusion

"Move!" screanmed their captor.

Art hur noved.

Ford shrugged and noved.

In the wvault the joggers went to twenty-four enpty sarcophagi along the
side wall, opened them <clinbed in, and fell into twenty-four dreamnl ess
sl eeps.

Chapter 24

"Er, captain ..."
"Yes, Number One?"

"Just heard a sort of report thingy from Nunber Two."



"Ch, dear.”

Hgh up in the bridge of the ship, the Captain stared out into the
infinite reaches of space with mild irritation. From where he reclined beneath
a wi de domed bubble he could see before and above themthe vast panorama of
stars through which they were noving - a panoranm that had thinned out
noticably during the course of the voyage. Turning and | ooki ng backwards, over
the vast two-mile bulk of the ship he could see the far denser mass of stars
behind them which seemed to form alnpst a solid band. This was the view
through the Galactic centre fromwhich they were travelling, and indeed had
been travelling for years, at a speed that he couldn't quite remenmber at the
monment, but he knew it was terribly fast. It was sonething approaching the
speed of sonmething or other, or was it three tines the speed of sonething
el se? Jolly inpressive anyway. He peered into the bright distance behind the
ship, looking for sonmething. He did this every few m nutes or so, but never
found what he was looking for. He didn't let it worry him though. The
scientist chaps had been very insistent that everything was going to be
perfectly alright providing nobody panicked and everybody got on and did their
bit in an orderly fashion.

He wasn't panicking. As far as he was concerned everything was going
splendidly. He dabbed at his shoulder with a large frothy sponge. It crept
back into his mnd that he was feeling mldly irritated about sonmething. Now
what was all that about? A slight cough alerted himto the fact that the
ship's first officer was still standi ng nearby.

Ni ce chap, Nunber One. Not of the very brightest, had the odd spot of
difficulty doing up his shoe laces, but jolly good officer material for al
that. The Captain wasn't a man to kick a chap when he was bending over trying
to do up his shoe |laces, however long it took him Not |ike that ghastly
Number Two, strutting about all over the place, polishing his buttons, issuing
reports every hour: "Ship's still nmving, Captain.™ "Still on course,
Captain." "Oxygen levels still being maintained, Captain." "Gve it a nmss,"
was the Captain's vote. Ah yes, that was the thing that had been irritating
him He peered down at Nunmber One.

"Yes, Captain, he was shouting sonething or other about having found sone
pri soners ..."

The Captain thought about this. Seened pretty wunlikely to him but he
wasn't one to stand in his officers' way.

"Well, perhaps that'll keep him happy for a bit,"'
want ed sone. "

Ford Prefect and Arthur Dent trudged onwards up the ship's apparently
endl ess corridors. Nunber Two marched behind them barking the occasional order
about not making any false nmoves or trying any funny stuff. They seened to
have passed at least a nmile of continuous brown hessian wall weave. Finally
they reached a |l arge steel door which slid open when Nunber Two shouted at it.

They entered.

To the eyes of Ford Prefect and Arthur Dent, the nost remarkabl e thing
about the ship's bridge was not the fifty foot dianeter hem spherical dome
which covered it, and through which the dazzling display of stars shone down
on them to people who have eaten at the Restaurant at the End of the
Uni verse, such wonders are commonplace. Nor was it the bew |l dering array of
instrunents that crowded the long circunferential wall around them To Arthur
this was exactly what spaceships were traditionally supposed to | ook |ike, and
to Ford it I|ooked thoroughly antiquated: it confirmed his suspicions that
Di saster Area's stuntship had taken them back at least a million, if not two
mllion, years before their own tine.

No, the thing that really caught them off bal ance was the bath.

The bath stood on a six foot pedestal of rough hewn blue water crystal and
was of a baroque nonstrosity not often seen outside the Maxinegal on Miseum of
Di seased | magi nings. An intestinal junble of plunbing had been picked out in
gold leaf rather than decently buried at mdnight in an unmarked grave; the
taps and shower attachnment woul d have made a gargoyle junp.

As the dom nant centrepiece of a starship bridge it was terribly wong,
and it was with the enbittered air of a man who knew this that Number Two
approached it.

he said, "He's al ways



"Captain, sir!" he shouted through clenched teeth - a difficult trick but
he'd had years during which to perfect it.

A large genial face and a genial foam covered arm popped up above the rim
of the nonstrous bath.

"Ah, hello, Nunber Two," said the Captain, waving a cheery sponge, "having
a nice day?"

Nunber Two snapped even further to attention than he already was.

"I have brought you the prisoners | located in freezer bay seven, sir!" he
yapped.

Ford and Arthur coughed in confusion

"Er ... hello,"” they said.

The Captain beamed at them So Nunber Two had really found some prisoners.
Well, good for him thought the Captain, nice to see a chap doing what he's
best at.

"Oh, hello there," he said to them "Excuse ne not getting up, having a
qui ck bath. Well, jynnan tonnyx all round then. Look in the fridge Nunber
one."

"Certainly sir."

It is a curious fact, and one to which no one knows quite how nuch
i nportance to attach, that sonething like 85% of all known worlds in the
Gal axy, be they primtive or highly advanced, have invented a drink called
jynnan tonnyx, or gee-N N-T'N-ix, or jinond-o-nicks, or any one of a thousand
or nmore variations on the same phonetic thene. The drinks thenselves are not
the sane, and vary between the Sivolvian "chinanto/migs" which is ordinary
water server at slightly above roomtenperature, and the Gagrakackan "tzjin
ant hony-ks" which kills cows at a hundred paces; and in fact the one common
factor between all of them beyond the fact that the nanes sound the sane, is
that they were all invented and nanmed before the worlds concerned nade contact
with any ot her worl ds.

VWhat can be nade of this fact? It exists in total isolation. As far as any
theory of structural linguistics is concerned it is right off the graph, and
yet it persists. Od structural linguists get very angry when young structura
linguists go on about it. Young structural |inguists get deeply excited about
it and stay up late at night convinced that they are very close to sonething
of profound inportance, and end up becoming old structural |inguists before
their tinme, getting very angry with the young ones. Structural linguistics is
a bitterly divided and wunhappy discipline, and a large nunber of its
practitioners spend too many nights drowning their problens in Quisghian
Zodahs.

Nunber Two stood before the Captain's bathtub trenmbling with frustration.

"Don't you want to interrogate the prisoners sir?" he squeal ed.

The Captain peered at himin benusenent.

"Why on CGol gafrincham should | want to do that?" he asked.

"To get information out of them sir! To find out why they cane here!"

"Ch no, no, no," said the Captain, "I expect they just dropped in for a
qui ck jynnan tonnyx, don't you?"
"But sir, they're ny prisoners! | nust interrogate them"

The Captain | ooked at them doubtfully.

"Oh all right," he said, "if you nust. Ask them what they want to drink."

A hard cold gleamcane into Nunber Two's eyes. He advanced slowy on Ford
Prefect and Arthur Dent.

"All right, you scum" he growed, "you vermn ..." He jabbed Ford with
the Kill-0O Zap gun

" St eady on, Nunber Two," adnoni shed the Captain gently.

"What do you want to drink!!!" Nunmber Two screaned.

"Well the jynnan tonnyx sounds very nice to ne," said Ford, "Wat about
you Art hur?"

Arthur blinked.

"What ? Oh, er, yes," he said.

"Wth ice or without?" bell owed Nunmber Two.

"Oh, with please," said Ford

"Lenmon??!!"

"Yes please,” said Ford, "and do you have any of those little biscuits?



You know, the cheesy ones?"

"I"m asking the questions!!!!" how ed Nunber Two, his body quaking wth
apopl ectic fury.

"Er, Nunber Two ..." said the Captain softly

"Sir?"

"Push off, would you, there's a good chap. |I'mtrying to have a rel axi ng
bat h. "

Number Two's eyes narrowed and became what are known in the Shouting and
Killing People trade as cold slits, the idea presumably being to give your

opponent the inpression that you have |lost your glasses or are having
difficulty keeping awake. Wy this is frightening is an, as yet, unresol ved
probl em

He advanced on the captain, his (Nunber Two's) mouth a thin hard Iine.
Again, tricky to know why this is understood as fighting behaviour. If, whilst
wandering through the jungle of Traal, you were suddenly to come upon the
fabl ed Ravenous Bugbl atter Beast, you would have reason to be grateful if its
mouth was a thin hard Iine rather than, as it usually is, a gaping mass of
sl avering fangs.

"May | remi nd you sir," hissed Nunmber Two at the Captain, "that you have
now been in that bath for over three years?!" This final shot delivered,
Nunber Two spun on his heel and stalked off to a corner to practise darting
eye nmovenents in the mrror.

The Captain squirmed in his bath. He gave Ford Prefect a lanme smle

"Well you need to relax alot in ajob |ike mne," he said.

Ford slowy lowered his hands. It provoked no reaction. Arthur |owered
hi s.

Treading very slowy and carefully, Ford noved over to the bath pedestal
He patted it.

"Nice," he lied.

He wondered if it was safe to grin. Very slowy and carefully, he grinned.
It was safe.

"Er ..." he said to the Captain.

"Yes?" said the Captain.

"l wonder," said Ford, "could | ask you actually what your job is in
fact?"

A hand tapped himon the shoul der. He span round.

It was the first officer.

"Your drinks," he said.

"Ah, thank you," said Ford. He and Arthur took their jynnan tonnyx. Arthur
si pped his, and was surprised to discover it tasted very |ike a whisky and
soda.

"I mean, | couldn't help noticing," said Ford, also taking a sip, "the
bodies. In the hold."

"Bodi es?" said the Captain in surprise.

Ford paused and thought to hinself. Never take anything for granted, he
thought. Could it be that the Captain doesn't know he's got fifteen mllion
dead bodi es on his ship?

The Captain was noddi ng cheerfully at him He also appeared to be playing
with a rubber duck.

Ford | ooked around. Nunber Two was staring at himin the mirror, but only
for an instant: his eyes were constantly on the nove. The first officer was
just standing there holding the drinks tray and smling benignly.

"Bodi es?" said the Captain again.

Ford |icked his Iips.

"Yes, " he said, "All those dead telephone sanitizers and account
executives, you know, down in the hold."

The Captain stared at him Suddenly he threw back his head and | aughed.

"Oh they're not dead," he said, "Good Lord no, no they're frozen. They're
going to be revived."

Ford did sonething he very rarely did. He blinked.

Arthur seened to cone out of a trance.

"You mean you' ve got a hold full of frozen hairdressers?" he said.

"Oh yes,” said the Captain, "MIllions of them Hairdressers, tired TV



producers, insurance sal esmen, personnel officers, security guards, public
rel ati ons executives, managenent consultants, you name them W' re going to
col oni ze anot her pl anet."

Ford wobbl ed very slightly.

"Exciting isn't it?" said the Captain.

"What, with that [ot?" said Arthur.

"Ah, now don't misunderstand nme," said the Captain, "we're just one of the
ships in the Ark Fleet. W're the "B Ark you see. Sorry, could |I just ask you
to run a bit nore hot water for nme?"

Arthur obliged, and a cascade of pink frothy water swirled around the
bath. The Captain let out a sigh of pleasure.

"Thank you so nuch ny dear fellow. Do hel p yourselves to nore drinks of
course. "

Ford tossed down his drink, took the bottle fromthe first officer's tray
and refilled his glass to the top

"What," he said, "is a "B Ark?"

"This 1is," said the Captain, and sw shed the foany water around joyfully
with the duck.

"Yes," said Ford, "but ..."

"Well what happened you see was," said the Captain, "our planet, the world
fromwhich we have cone, was, so to speak, dooned."

" Dooned?"

"Oh yes. So what everyone thought was, let's pack the whole population
into sone giant spaceshi ps and go and settle on another planet."

Having told this nmuch of his story, he settled back with a satisfied
grunt.

"You nean a | ess dooned one?" pronoted Arthur.

"What did you say dear fell ow?"

"A |l ess dooned planet. You were going to settle on."

"Are going to settle on, yes. So it was decided to build three ships, you

see, three Arks in Space, and ... |I'mnot boring you am|?"
"No, no," said Ford firmy, "it's fascinating."
"You know it's delightful," reflected the Captain, "to have soneone el se

to talk to for a change."

Nunber Two's eyes darted feverishly about the roomagain and then settled
back on the mrror, like a pair of flies briefly distracted fromtheir
favourite prey of nonths old neat.

"Trouble with a long journey like this,"” continued the Captain, "is that
you end up just talking to yourself a lot, which gets terribly boring because
half the tine you know what you're going to say next."

"Only half the tinme?" asked Arthur in surprise.

The Captain thought for a nonent.

"Yes, about half |I'd say. Anyway - where's the soap?" He fished around and
found it.

"Yes, so anyway," he resuned, "the idea was that into the first ship, the
A" ship, would go all the brilliant |eaders, the scientists, the great
artists, you know, all the achievers; and into the third, or “"C ship, would
go all the people who did the actual work, who nade things and did things, and
then into the "B' ship - that's us - would go everyone else, the m ddl enen you
see. "

He sniled happily at them

"And we were sent off first,'
t une.

The little bathing tune, which had been conposed for him by one of his
world's nost exciting and prolific jingle witer (who was currently asleep in
hold thirty-six some nine hundred yards behind them) covered what would
otherwi se have been an awkward noment of silence. Ford and Arthur shuffled
their feet and furiously avoided each other's eyes.

"Er ..." said Arthur after a nmonment, "what exactly was it that was wong
wi th your planet then?"

"Oh, it was doonmed, as | said," said the Captain, "Apparently it was going
to crash into the sun or sonething. Or nmaybe it was that the noon was going to
crash into us. Sonething of the kind. Absolutely terrifying prospect whatever

he concl uded, and humred a little bathing



it was."

"Oh," said the first officer suddenly, "I thought it was that the planet
was going to be invaded by a gigantic swarm of twelve foot piranha bees.
Wasn't that it?"

Nunber Two span around, eyes ablaze with a cold hard light that only cones
with the anpbunt of practise he was prepared to put in.

"That's not what | was told!" he hissed, "My conmanding officer told ne
that the entire planet was in inmmnent danger of being eaten by an enornous
nmut ant star goat!"

"Oh really ..." said Ford Prefect.

"Yes! A nonstrous creature fromthe pit of hell with scything teeth ten
thousand niles long, breath that would boil oceans, claws that could tear

continents fromtheir roots, a thousand eyes that burned like the sun
slavering jaws a nillion mles across, a nonster such as you have never
never ... ever

"And they made sure they sent you lot off first did they?" inquired
Art hur.

"OCh vyes," said the Captain, "well everyone said, very nicely | thought,
that it was very inportant for norale to feel that they would be arriving on a
pl anet where they could be sure of a good haircut and where the phones were
clean.”

"Oh vyes," agreed Ford, "I can see that would be very inportant. And the
other ships, er ... they followed on after you did they?"

For a nonment the Captain did not answer. He twisted round in his bath and
gazed backwards over the huge bulk of the ship towards the bright galactic
centre. He squinted into the inconceivable distance.

"Ah. Well it's funny you should say that," he said and allowed hinmself a
slight frowmm at Ford Prefect, "because curiously enough we haven't heard a
peep out of themsince we |left five years ago ... but they nust be behind us
somewhere. "

He peered off into the distance again.

Ford peered with himand gave a thoughtful frown.

"Unl ess of course," he said softly, "they were eaten by the goat

"Ah yes " said the Captain with a slight hesitancy creeping into his
voi ce, "the goat " His eyes passed over the solid shapes of the instruments
and conputers that lined the bridge. They wi nked away innocently at him He
stared out at the stars, but none of themsaid a word. He glanced at his first
and second officers, but they seenmed lost in their own thoughts for a nonent.
He gl anced at Ford Prefect who raised his eyebrows at him

"It's a funny thing you know," said the Captain at |ast, "but now that

actually cone to tell the story to soneone else ... | nmean does it strike you
as odd Nunber Two?"

"Errrrrrrrrrrr ..." said Nunber Two.

"Wel'l," said Ford, "I can see that you've got a lot of things you're going

to tal k about, so, thanks for the drinks, and if you could sort of drop us off
at the nearest convenient planet "

"Ah, well that's a little difficult you see,"” said the Captain, "because
our trajectory thingy was preset before we left Golgafrincham | think partly
because I'mnot very good with figures ..."

"You nmean we're stuck here on this ship?" exclainmd Ford suddenly | osing
patience with the whole charade, "Wen are you neant to be reaching this
pl anet you're nmeant to be col oni zi ng?"

"Ch, we're nearly there | think," said the Captain, "any second now It's
probably tine | was getting out of this bath in fact. Oh, | don't know t hough
why stop just when |I'menjoying it?"

"So we're actually going to land in a mnute?"

"Well not so nmuch land, in fact, not actually land as such, no ... er "
"What are you tal ki ng about?" said Ford sharply.
"Well," said the Captain, picking his way through the words carefully, "

think as far as | can renmenber we were progranmed to crash on it."

"Crash?" shouted Ford and Arthur.

"Er, yes," said the Captain, "yes, it's all part of the plan | think
There was a terribly good reason for it which | can't quite remenber at the



monent. It was sonmething to with ... er
Ford expl oded.
"You're a |load of usel ess bloody |oonies!" he shouted.
"Ah yes, that was it," beaned the Captain, "that was the reason."

Chapter 25

The Hitch Hiker's Guide to the Galaxy has this to say about the planet of
Gol gafrincham It is a planet with an ancient and nysterious history, rich in
| egend, red, and occasionally green with the blood of those who sought in
times gone by to conquer her; a |land of parched and barren | andscapes, of
sweet and sultry air heady with the scent of the perfuned springs that trickle
over its hot and dusty rocks and nourish the dark and nmusty |ichens beneath; a
|l and of fevered brows and intoxicated imaginings, particularly anpngst those
who taste the lichens; a |and also of cool and shaded thoughts anpbngst those
who have learnt to forswear the lichens and find a tree to sit beneath; a I and
al so of steel and blood and heroism a land of the body and of the spirit.
This was its history.

And in all this ancient and nysterious history, the nost mysterious
figures of all were w thout doubt those of the Great Circling Poets of Arium
These Circling Poets used to live in renpte nountain passes where they woul d
lie in wait for small bands of unwary travellers, circle round them and throw
rocks at them

And when the travellers cried out, saying why didn't they go away and get
on with witing sonme poens instead of pestering people with all this rock
throwi ng business, they would suddenly stop, and then break into one of the
seven hundred and ninety-four great Song Cycles of Vassilian. These songs were
all of extraordinary beauty, and even nore extraordinary length, and all fel
into exactly the sane pattern

The first part of each song would tell how there once went forth from the
City of Vassilian a party of five sage princes with four horses. The princes,
who are of course brave, noble and wi se, travel widely in distant |ands,
fought giant ogres, pursue exotic philosophies, take tea with weird gods and
rescue beautiful nonsters fromravening princesses before finally announcing
that they have achi eved enlightennment and that their wanderings are therefore
acconpl i shed.

The second, and much | onger, part of each song would then tell of al
their bickerings about which one of themis going to have to wal k back

Al this lay in the planet's renpte past. It was, however, a descendant of
one of these eccentric poets who invented the spurious tales of inpending doom
which enabled the people of Golgafrincham to rid thenselves of an entire
usel ess third of their population. The other two-thirds stayed firmy at hone
and lived full, rich and happy lives until they were all suddenly wi ped out by
a virulent disease contracted froma dirty tel ephone.

Chapter 26

That night the ship crash-landed on to an utterly insignificant little
green-blue planet which circled a small unregarded yellow sun in the uncharted
backwat ers of the unfashi onable end of the Western spiral arm of the Gl axy.

In the hours preceding the crash Ford Prefect had fought furiously but in
vain to unlock the controls of the ship fromtheir pre-ordained flight path.
It had quickly becone apparent to himthat the ship had been programmed to
convey its payload safely, in unconfortably, to its new honme but to cripple
itself beyond repair in the process.

Its scream ng, blazing descent through the atnobsphere had stripped away
most of its superstructure and outer shielding, and its final inglorious
bellyflop into a nurky swanp had left its crewonly a few hours of darkness
during which to revive and offload its deep-frozen and unwanted cargo for the
ship began to settle alnpst at once, slowy upending its gigantic bulk in the
stagnant slinme. Once or twice during the night it was starkly sil houetted
agai nst the sky as burning nmeteors - the detritus of its descent - flashed
across the sky.



In the grey pre-dawn light it |et out an obscene roaring gurgle and sank
for ever into the stinking depths.

VWhen the sun came up that norning it shed its thin watery Ilight over a
vast area heaving with wailing hairdressers, public relations executives,
opinion pollsters and the rest, all clawing their way desperately to dry | and.

A less strong nminded sun would probably have gone straight back down
again, but it continued to clinmb its way through the sky and after a while the
influence of its warming rays began to have sone restoring effect on the
feebly struggling creatures.

Count | ess nunbers had, unsurprisingly, been lost to the swanmp in the
night, and mnmllions nore had been sucked down with the ship, but those that
survived still nunbered hundreds of thousands and as the day wore on they
crawl ed out over the surrounding countryside, each |ooking for a few square
feet of solid ground on which to collapse and recover from their nightmare
or deal

Two figures noved further afield.

From a nearby hillside Ford Prefect and Arthur Dent watched the horror of
whi ch they could not feel a part.

"Filthy dirty trick to pull,”™ nuttered Arthur.

Ford scraped a stick along the ground and shrugged.

"An imaginative solution to a problem!1'd have thought,"” he said.

"Why can't people just learn to |live together in peace and harnony?" said
Art hur.

Ford gave a | oud, very hollow | augh

"Forty-two!" he said with a mlicious grin, "No, doesn't work. Never

m nd.

Arthur | ooked at himas if he'd gone nmad and, seeing nothing to indicate
the contrary, realized that it would be perfectly reasonable to assune that
this had in fact happened.

"What do you think will happen to themall?" he said after a while.

"I'n an infinite Universe anything can happen," said Ford, "Even survival
Strange but true."

A curious |look canme into his eyes as they passed over the | andscape and
then settles again on the scene of nisery bel ow t hem

"I think they' Il manage for a while," he said.

Arthur | ooked up sharply.

"Why do you say that?" he said.

Ford shrugged.

"Just a hunch," he said, and refused to be drawn to any further questions.

"Look," he said suddenly.

Arthur followed his pointing finger. Down anpngst the sprawling nasses a
figure was noving - or perhaps lurching would be a nore accurate description
He appeared to be carrying sonething on his shoulder. As he |lurched from
prostrate formto prostrate formhe seened to wave whatever the sonething was
at themin a drunken fashion. After a while he gave up the struggle and
col l apsed in a heap

Arthur had no idea what this was nmeant to nean to him

"Movie canmera," said Ford. "Recording the historic novenent."

"Well, | don't know about you," said Ford again after a nonent, "but |'m
of f."

He sat a while in silence.

After a while this seenmed to require coment.

"Er, when you say you're off, what do you nmean exactly?" said Arthur

"Good question,"” said Ford, "I"mgetting total silence."

Looki ng over his shoulder Arthur saw that he was twiddling with knobs on a
snmall box. Ford had already introduced this box as a Sub-Etha Sens-O Matic,
but Arthur had merely nodded absently and not pursued the matter. In his mnd
the Universe still divided into two parts - the Earth, and everything else.
The Earth having been denplished to make way for a new hyperspace bypass neant
that this view of things was a little | opsided, but Arthur tended to cling to
that | opsidedness as being his last remaining contact with his home. Sub-Etha
Sens-O-Matics belonged firmy in the "everything el se" category.

"Not a sausage," said Ford, shaking the thing.



Sausage, thought Arthur to hinmself as he gazed listlessly at the primtive
world about him what | wouldn't give for a good Earth sausage.

"Would you believe," said Ford in exasperation, "that there are no
transm ssions of any kind within Iight years of this benighted tip? Are you
listening to ne?"

"What ?" said Arthur.

"We're in trouble," said Ford

"Ch," said Arthur. This sounded |ike nmonth-old news to him

"Until we pick up anything on this machine,” said Ford, "our chances of
getting off this planet are zero. It may be sonme freak standing wave effect in
the planet's magnetic field - in which case we just travel round and round
till we find a clear reception area. Comni ng?"

He picked up his gear and strode off.

Arthur | ooked down the hill. The nan with the novie canera had struggl ed

back up to his feet just intine to filmone of his coll eagues coll apsing.
Arthur picked a blade of grass and strode off after Ford.

Chapter 27

"l trust you had a pleasant neal ?" said Zarniwop to Zaphod and Trillian
as they rematerialized on the bridge of the starship Heart of Gold and | ay
panting on the floor.

Zaphod opened sone eyes and gl owered at him

"You," he spat. He staggered to his feet and stonped off to find a chair
to slunp into. He found one and slunped into it.

"1 have progranmed the conputer wth the |Inprobability Coordinates
pertinent to our journey," said Zarniwoop, "we will arrive there very shortly.
Meanwhi | e, why don't you relax and prepare yourself for the neeting?"

Zaphod sai d nothing. He got up again and marched over to a small cabinet
fromwhich he pulled a bottle of old Janx spirit. He took a long pull at it.

"And when this is all done," said Zaphod savagely, "it's done, alright?
I"'mfree to go and do what the hell | like and |lie on beaches and stuff?"

"1t depends what transpires fromthe neeting," said Zarni woop.

"Zaphod, who is this man?" said Trillian shakily, wobbling to her feet,
"What's he doing here? Why's he on our ship?"

"He's a very stupid nman," said Zaphod, "who wants to neet the man who
rules the Universe."

"Ah," said Trillian taking the bottle from Zaphod and hel ping herself, "a
soci al clinber."

Chapter 28
The maj or problem - one of the najor problens, for there are several - one

of the many major problens with governing people is that of whom you get to do
it; or rather of who manages to get people to let themdo it to them

To sunmarize: it is a well known fact, that those people who npbst want to
rul e people are, ipso facto, those least suited to do it. To summarize the
sumary: anyone who is capable of getting thensel ves made President should on
no account be allowed to do the job. To summarize the sumary of the sunmary:
peopl e are a problem

And so this is the situation we find: a succession of Galactic Presidents
who so rmuch enjoy the fun and pal aver of being in power that they very rarely
notice that they're not.

And sonewhere in the shadows behind them - who?

VWo can possibly rule if no one who wants to do it can be allowed to?

Chapter 29

On a snall obscure world sonewhere in the mddle of nowhere in particular
- nowhere, that is, that could ever be found, since it is protected by a vast
field of unprobability to which only six men in this galaxy have a key - it
was raini ng.

It was bucketing down, and had been for hours. It beat the top of the sea



into a mst, it pounded the trees, it churned and sl opped a stretch of scrubby
| and near the sea into a nudbath.

The rain pelted and danced on the corrugated iron roof of the small shack
that stood in the mddle of this patch of scrubby land. It obliterated the
small  rough pathway that led fromthe shack down to the seashore and smashed
apart the neat piles of interesting shells which had been placed there.

The noise of the rain on the roof of the shack was deafening wthin, but
went |argely unnoticed by its occupant, whose attention was otherw se engaged.

He was a tall shanbling man with rough straw coloured hair that was danp
fromthe | eaking roof. Hi s clothes were shabby, his back was hunched, and his
eyes, though open, seened cl osed.

In his shack was an ol d beaten-up arnchair, an old scratched table, an old
mattress, sone cushions and a stove that was small but warm

There was also an old and slightly weatherbeaten cat, and this was
currently the focus of the man's attention. He bent his shanbling form over
it.

"Pussy, pussy, pussy,"” he said, "coochicoochicoochicoo ... pussy want his
fish? Nice piece of fish ... pussy want it?"

The cat seened undeci ded on the matter. It pawed rather condescendingly at
the piece of fish the man was hol ding out, and then got distracted by a piece
of dust on the floor.

"Pussy not eat his fish, pussy get thin and waste away, | think," said the
man. Doubt crept into his voice.
"l imagine this is what will happen,"” he said, "but howcan | tell?"

He proffered the fish again.

"Pussy think," he said, "eat fish or not eat fish. | think it is better if
| don't get involved." He sighed.

"I think fish is nice, but then | think that rain is wet, so who am| to

j udge?"
He left the fish on the floor for the cat, and retired to his seat.
"Ah, | seemto see you eating it," he said at last, as the cat exhausted

the entertainnent possibilities of the speck of dust and pounced on to the
fish.

"I like it when | see you eat the fish," said the man, "because in my nind
you will waste away if you don't."

He picked up fromthe table a piece of paper and the stub of a pencil. He
held one in one hand and the other in the other, and experimented with the
different ways of bringing themtogether. He tried holding the pencil under
the paper, then over the paper, then next to the paper. He tried wapping the
paper round the pencil, he tried rubbing the stubby end of the pencil against
the paper and then he tried rubbing the sharp end of the pencil against the
paper. It made a mark, and he was delighted with the discovery, as he was
every day. He picked up another piece of paper fromthe table. This had a
crossword on it. He studied it briefly and filled in a couple of clues before
| osing interest.

He tried sitting on one of his hands and was intrigued by the feel of the
bones of his hip.

"Fish come fromfar away," he said, "or so Il'mtold. O so |l inmagine |'m
told. When the nen come, or when in ny mind the nmen cone in their six black
ships, do they cone in your nmnd too? What do you see pussy?"

He | ooked at the cat, which was nore concerned with getting the fish down
as rapidly as possible than it was with these specul ati ons.

"And when | hear their questions, do you hear questions? What do their
voi ces mean to you? Perhaps you just think they're singing songs to you." He
reflected on this, and saw the flaw in the supposition

"Perhaps they are singing songs to you,"” he said, "and | just think

they' re asking nme questions.”

He paused again. Sonetines he woul d pause for days, just to see what it
was |ike.

"Do you think they cane today?" he said, "I do. There's mud on the floor,
cigarettes and whisky on the table, fish on a plate for you and a nenory of
them in ny mnd. Hardly conclusive evidence | know, but then all evidence is
circunmstantial. And | ook what else they' ve left ne."



He reached over to the table and pulled sone things off it.

"Crosswords, dictionaries, and a cal culator.”

He played with the calculator for an hour, whilst the cat went to sleep
and the rain outside continued to pour. Eventually he put the cal cul ator
asi de.

"1 think I must be right in thinking they ask me questions," he said, "To
come all that way and Ileave all these things for the privilege of singing
songs to you would be very strange behaviour. Or so it seens to nme. Wwo can
tell, who can tell.’

From the table he picked up a cigarette and lit it with a spill fromthe
stove. He inhal ed deeply and sat back

"l think I saw another ship in the sky today," he said at last. "A big
white one. |'ve never seen a big white one, just the six black ones. And the

six green ones. And the others who say they come fromso far away. Never a big
white one. Perhaps six small black ones can look like one big white one at
certain times. Perhaps | would like a glass of whisky. Yes, that seenms nore
likely."

He stood up and found a glass that was lying on the floor by the mattress.
He poured in a measure from his whisky bottle. He sat again.

"Perhaps sonme other people are comng to see ne," he said.

A hundred yards away, pelted by the torrential rain, lay the Heart of
Gol d.

Its hatchway opened, and three figures energed, huddling into thensel ves
to keep the rain off their faces.

"I'n there?" shouted Trillian above the noise of the rain.

"Yes," said Zarni woop.

"That shack?"

"Yes."

"Weird," said Zaphod.

"But it's in the nmiddle of nowhere," said Trillian, "we nust have conme to
the wong place. You can't rule the Universe froma shack."

They hurried through the pouring rain, and arrived, wet through, at the
door. They knocked. They shi vered.

The door opened.

"Hel | 0?" said the man

"Ah, excuse ne," said Zarniwoop, "l have reason to believe ..

"Do you rule the Universe?" said Zaphod

The man smled at him

"l try not to," he said, "Are you wet?"

Zaphod | ooked at himin astoni shnent.

"Wet?" he cried, "Doesn't it look as if we're wet?"

"That's how it |looks to ne," said the man, "but how you feel about it
m ght be an altogether different matter. If you feel warmh makes you dry,
you'd better cone in."

They went in.

They | ooked around the tiny shack, Zarniwoop wth slight distaste,
Trillian with interest, Zaphod with delight.

"Hey, er " said Zaphod, "what's your nane?"

The man | ooked at them doubtfully.

"l don't know. Wy, do you think |I should have one? It seens very odd to
gi ve a bundl e of vague sensory perceptions a nane."

He invited Trillian to sit in the chair. He sat on the edge of the chair,
Zar ni woop | eaned stiffly against the table and Zaphod lay on the mattress.

"Wowee! " sai d Zaphod, "the seat of power!" He tickled the cat.

"Listen,"” said Zarniwoop, "I nmust ask you sone questions.”

"Alright," said the man kindly, "you can sing to ny cat if you like."

"Woul d he like that?" asked Zaphod.

"You'd better ask him" said the nman.

"Does he tal k?" said Zaphod.

"l have no nenory of him talking," said the man, "but | amvery
unreliable."”

Zar ni woop pulled some notes out of a pocket.

"Now, " he said, "you do rule the Universe, do you?"



"How can | tell?" said the man.

Zarni woop ticked off a note on the paper.

"How | ong have you been doing this?"

"Ah," said the man, "this is a question about the past is it?"

Zarni woop | ooked at himin puzzlenment. This wasn't exactly what he had
been expecti ng.

"Yes," he said.

"How can | tell,"” said the man, "that the past isn't a fiction designed to
account for the discrepancy between ny inmedi ate physical sensations and mny
state of m nd?"

Zar ni woop stared at him The steam began to rise fromhis sodden cl ot hes.

"So you answer all questions like this?" he said.

The man answered quickly.

"l say what it occurs to me to say when | think | hear people say things.
More | cannot say."

Zaphod | aughed happily.

“1"I'l drink to that," he said and pulled out the bottle of Janx spirit. He
| eaped up and handed the bottle to the ruler of the Universe, who took it with
pl easure.

"Good on you, great ruler,"” he said, "tell it like it is."

"No, listen to ne," said Zarniwop, "people cone to you do they? In ships

"I think so," said the man. He handed the bottle to Trillian

"And they ask you," said Zarniwoop, "to take decisions for then? About
people's lives, about worlds, about econonies, about wars, about everything

going on out there in the Universe?"

"Qut there?" said the man, "out where?"

"Qut there!" said Zarniwoop pointing at the door.

"How can you tell there's anything out there," said the man politely, "the
door's closed."

The rain continued to pound the roof. Inside the shack it was warm

"But you know there's a whole Universe out there!" cried Zarniwoop. "You
can't dodge your responsibilities by saying they don't exist!"

The ruler of the Universe thought for a long while whilst Zarniwoop
qui vered wi th anger.

"You're very sure of your facts,” he said at last, "I couldn't trust the
t hi nking of a man who takes the Universe - if there is one - for granted.”
Zarniwoop still quivered, but was silent.

"1 only decide about my Universe," continued the nan quietly. "My Universe
is ny eyes and ny ears. Anything else is hearsay."

"But don't you believe in anything?"

The man shrugged and picked up his cat.

"1 don't understand what you nean," he said.

"You don't understand that what you decide in this shack of yours affects
the lives and fates of mllions of people? This is all nmonstrously wong!"

"l don't know. |'ve never net all these people you speak of. And neither,
I suspect, have you. They only exist in words we hear. It is folly to say you
know what is happening to other people. Only they know, if they exist. They
have their own Universes of their own eyes and ears."

Trillian said:

"1 think I'mjust popping outside for a nonent."

She |l eft and wal ked into the rain.

"Do you believe other people exist?" insisted Zarni woop.

"l have no opinion. How can | say?"

"1'd better see what's up with Trillian," said Zaphod and slipped out.

Qut side, he said to her:

"l think the Universe is in pretty good hands, yeah?"

"Very good," said Trillian. They wal ked off into the rain.

I nsi de, Zarni woop conti nued.

"But don't you understand that people live or die on your word?"

The ruler of the Universe waited for as long as he could. \When he heard
the faint sound of the ship's engines starting he spoke to cover it.

"It's nothing to do with ne," he said, "I amnot involved with people. The



Lord knows | am not a cruel man."
"Ah!" barked Zarni woop, "you say "~The Lord'. You believe in sonething!"

"My cat," said the man benignly, picking it up and stroking it, "I cal
him The Lord. | amkind to him"
"Alright," said Zarniwoop, pressing hone his point, "How do you know he

exi sts? How do you know he knows you to be kind, or enjoys what he thinks of
as your Kkindness?"

"I don't," said the man with a smile, "I have no idea. It nerely pleases
me to behave in a certain way to what appears to be a cat. Do you behave any
differently? Please, | think | amtired."

Zar ni woop heaved a thoroughly dissatisfied sigh and | ooked about.

"Where are the other two?" he said suddenly.

"What other two?" said the ruler of the Universe, settling back into his
chair and refilling his whisky gl ass.

"Beebl ebrox and the girl! The two who were here!"

"1 remenber no one. The past is a fiction to account for

"Stuff it," snapped Zarniwoop and ran out into the rain. There was no
ship. The rain continued to churn the nud. There was no sign to show where the
ship had been. He hollered into the rain. He turned and ran back to the shack
and found it | ocked.

The ruler of the Universe dozed lightly in his chair. After a while he
played with the pencil and the paper again and was delighted when he
di scovered how to make a mark with the one on the other. Various noises
continued outside, but he didn't know whether they were real or not. He then
talked to his table for a week to see how it would react.

Chapter 30

The stars cane out that night, dazzling in their brilliance and clarity.
Ford and Arthur had wal ked nore mles than they had any means of judging and
finally stopped to rest. The night was cool and balnmy, the air pure, the Sub
Et ha Sens. O Matic totally silent.

A wonderful stillness hung over the world, a mmgical cal mwhich conbi ned
with the soft fragrances of the woods, the quiet chatter of insects and the
brilliant Ilight of the stars to soothe their jangled spirits. Even Ford
Prefect, who had seen nore worlds than he could count on a | ong afternoon, was
moved to wonder if this was the nost beautiful he had ever seen. Al that day
they had passed through rolling green hills and valleys, richly covered with
grasses, wild scented flowers and tall thickly I|eaved trees, the sun had
warnmed them |light breezes had kept them cool, and Ford Prefect had checked
his Sub-Etha Sens-O-Matic at less and less frequent intervals, and had
exhibited less and |ess annoyance at its continued silence. He was begi nning
to think he liked it here.

Cool though the night air was they slept soundly and confortably in the
open and awoke a few hours later with the Iight dewfall feeling refreshed but
hungry. Ford had stuffed some small rolls into his satchel at MIlliways and
they breakfasted off those before nmoving on

So far they had wandered purely at random but now they struck out firmy
eastwards, feeling that if they were going to explore this world they should
have sone clear idea of where they had come from and where they were going.

Shortly before noon they had their first indication that the world they
had | anded on was not an uninhabited one: a half glinpsed face anmpngst the
trees, watching them It vanished at the nmonent they both saw it, but the
i mage they were both left with was of a humanoid creature, curious to see them
but not alarnmed. Half an hour later they glinpsed another such face, and ten
m nutes after that another.

A mnute later they stunbled into a wide clearing and stopped short.

Before themin the niddle of the clearing stood a group of about two dozen
men and wonen. They stood still and quiet facing Ford and Arthur. Around sone
of the wonmen huddl ed some small children and behind the group was a ranshackl e
array of small dwellings made of nud and branches.

Ford and Arthur held their breath.

The tallest of the nen stood a little over five feet high, they al



stooped forward slightly, had Iongish arnms and | ow sh foreheads, and clear
bright eyes with which they stared intently at the strangers.

Seeing that they carried no weapons and nmade no nove towards them Ford
and Arthur relaxed slightly.

For a while the two groups sinply stared at each other, neither side
meki ng any nove. The natives seened puzzled by the intruders, and whilst they
showed no sign of aggression they were quite clearly not issuing any
i nvitations.

For a full two m nutes nothing continued to happen

After two minutes Ford decided it was tinme somethi ng happened.

"Hello," he said.

The wonen drew their children slightly closer to them

The nmen nade hardly any discernible nove and yet their whole disposition
made it clear that the greeting was not welcone - it was not resented in any
great degree, it was just not wel cone.

One of the nen, who had been standing slightly forward of the rest of the
group and who might therefore have been their |eader, stepped forward. His
face was quiet and calm al npst serene.

"Ugghhhuuggghhhrrrr uh uh ruh uurgh,” he said quietly.

Thi s caught Arthur by surprise. He had grown so used to receiving an
i nst ant aneous and unconsci ous translation of everything he heard via the Babe
Fish lodged in his ear that he had ceased to be aware of it, and he was only
rem nded of its presence now by the fact that it didn't seem to be working.
Vague shadows of neaning had flickered at the back of his mnd, but there was
not hi ng he could get any firmgrasp on. He guessed, correctly as it happens,
that these people had as yet evolved no nore than the barest rudi nents of
| anguage, and that the Babel Fish was therefore powerless to help. He gl anced
at Ford, who was infinitely nore experienced in these matters.

"l think," said Ford out of the corner of his nouth, "he's asking us if
we'd m nd wal king on round the edge of the village."

A nonent later, a gesture fromthe nan-creature seened to confirmthis.

"Ruur gggghhhh urrgggh; urgh urgh (uh ruh) rruurruuh ug," continued the
man- creat ure.

"The general gist," said Ford, "as far as | can nmake out, is that we are
wel come to continue our journey in any way we like, but if we would wal k round
his village rather than through it it would nake themall very happy."”

"So what do we do?"

"1 think we make them happy," said Ford.

Slowly and watchfully they wal ked round the perineter of the clearing.
This seenmed to go down very well with the natives who bowed to them very
slightly and then went about their business.

Ford and Arthur continued their journey through the wood. A few hundred
yards past the clearing they suddenly came upon a small pile of fruit lying in
their path - berries that |ooked remarkably |ike raspberries and bl ackberri es,
and pul py, green skinned fruit that |ooked remarkably |ike pears.

So far they had steered clear of the fruit and berries they had seen
though the trees and bushed were | aden with them

"Look at it this way," Ford Prefect had said, "fruit and berries on
strange planets either make you live or nmake you die. Therefore the point at
which to start toying with themis when you're going to die if you don't. That
way you stay ahead. The secret of healthy hitch-hiking is to eat junk food."

They looked at the pile that lay in their path with suspicion. It | ooked
so good it made them al nost dizzy with hunger

"Look at it this way," said Ford, "er "

"Yes?" said Arthur.

"I'm trying to think of a way of looking at it which neans we get to eat
it," said Ford.

The | eaf -dappl ed sun gl eaned on the pulp skins of the things which | ooked
like pears. The things which |ooked Iike raspberries and strawberries were
fatter and riper than any Arthur had ever seen, even in ice cream conmerci al s.

"Why don't we eat them and think about it afterwards?" he said.

"Maybe that's what they want us to do."

"Alright, look at it this way ..."



"Sounds good so far."

"It's there for us to eat. Either it's good or it's bad, either they want
to feed us or to poison us. If it's poisonous and we don't eat it they'll just
attack us sone other way. If we don't eat, we |ose out either way."

"l like the way you're thinking," said Ford, "Now eat one."

Hesitantly, Arthur picked up one of those things that |ooked |ike pears.

"1 always thought that about the Garden of Eden story," said Ford.

"Eh?"

"Garden of Eden. Tree. Apple. That bit, renmenber?"

"Yes of course | do."

"Your God person puts an apple tree in the mddle of a garden and says do
what you like guys, oh, but don't eat the apple. Surprise surprise, they eat

it and he Ileaps out from behind a bush shouting "Gotcha'. It wouldn't have
made any difference if they hadn't eaten it.”

"Why not ?"

"Because if you're dealing with somebody who has the sort of nentality
which likes Ileaving hats on the pavenent with bricks under them you know

perfectly well they won't give up. They'll get you in the end."

"What are you tal ki ng about ?"

"Never mnd, eat the fruit."

"You know, this place alnbst |ooks |like the Garden of Eden."

"Eat the fruit."

"Sounds quite like it too."

Arthur took a bite fromthe thing which | ooked |ike a pear.

"It's a pear," he said.

A few nonents | ater, when they had eaten the lot, Ford Prefect turned
round and called out.

"Thank you. Thank you very nuch,” he called, "you're very kind."

They went on their way.

For the next fifty mles of their journey eastward they kept on finding
the occasional gift of fruit lying in their path, and though they once or
twice had a quick glinpse of a native mancreature anongst the trees, they
never again made direct contact. They decided they rather liked a race of
peopl e who nade it clear that they were grateful sinply to be left alone.

The fruit and berries stopped after fifty miles, because that was where
the sea started

Having no pressing calls on their time they built a raft and crossed the
sea. It was reasonably calm only about sixty mles wide and they had a
reasonably pleasant crossing, landing in a country that was at |east as
beautiful as the one they had left.

Life was, in short, ridiculously easy and for a while at |east they were
able to cope with the problens of aimessness and isolation by deciding to
ignore them Wen the <craving for conpany becane too great they would know
where to find it, but for the nonment they were happy to feel that the
Gol gafri nchans were hundreds of miles behind them

Neverthel ess, Ford Prefect began to use his Sub-Etha Sens-O Matic nore
often again. Only once did he pick up a signal, but that was so faint and from
such enornmous distance that it depressed himnore than the silence that had
ot herwi se continued unbroken

On a whimthey turned northwards. After weeks of travelling they cane to
anot her sea, built another raft and crossed it. This tinme it was harder going,
the climte was getting colder. Arthur suspected a streak of masochismin Ford
Prefect - the increasing difficulty of the journey seened to give hima sense
of purpose that was otherw se | acking. He strode onwards relentlessly.

Their journey northwards brought theminto steep nountainous terrain of
br eat ht aki ng sweep and beauty. The vast, jagged, snow covered peaks ravished
their senses. The cold began to bite into their bones.

They wrapped thenselves in animal skins and furs which Ford Prefect
acquired by a technique he once learned from a couple of ex-Pralite nonks
running a M nd-Surfing resort in the Hills of Hunian

The galaxy is littered with ex-Pralite nonks, all on the nmake, because the
mental control techniques the Order have evolved as a form of devotiona
di scipline are, frankly, sensational - and extraordinary nunbers of nonks



|l eave the Order just after they have finished their devotional training and
just before they take their final vows to stay |locked in small netal boxes for
the rest of their lives.

Ford's technique seened to consist mainly of standing still for a while
and sniling.
After a while an animal - a deer perhaps - would appear fromout of the

trees and watch him cautiously. Ford would continue to snile at it, his eyes
would soften and shine, and he would seemto radiate a deep and universa
|l ove, a love which reached out to enbrace all of <creation. A wonderfu
qui etness would descend on the surrounding countryside, peaceful and serene,
emanating fromthis transfigured man. Slowy the deer would approach, step by

step, until it was al nost nuzzling him whereupon Ford Prefect would reach out
to it and break its neck.
"Pheromone control," he said it was, "you just have to know howto

generate the right snell."
Chapter 31

A few days after landing in this mountainous land they hit a coastline
which swept diagonally before themfromthe south-west to the north-east, a
coastline of nonunental grandeur: deep nmjestic ravines, soaring pinnacles of
ice - fjords.

For two further days they scranbled and clinbed over the rocks and
glaciers, awe-struck with beauty.

"Arthur!" yelled Ford suddenly.

It was the afternoon of the second day. Arthur was sitting on a high rock
wat chi ng the thundering sea smashing itself against the craggy pronontories.

"Arthur!" yelled Ford again.

Arthur | ooked to where Ford's voice had conme from carried faintly in the
wi nd.

Ford had gone to examine a glacier, and Arthur found him there crouching
by the solid wall of blue ice. He was tense with excitenent - his eyes darted
up to neet Arthur's.

"Look," he said, "look!"
Arthur | ooked. He saw the solid wall of blue ice.
"Yes," he said, "it's a glacier. |'ve already seen it."

"No," said Ford, "you' ve |ooked at it, you haven't seen it. Look!"

Ford was pointing deep into the heart of the ice.

Art hur peered - he saw not hing but vague shadows.

"Move back fromit," insisted Ford, "look again."

Art hur noved back and | ooked agai n.

"No," he said, and shrugged. "What am | supposed to be | ooking for?"

And suddenly he saw it.

"You see it?"

He saw it.

H s nmouth started to speak, but his brain decided it hadn't got anything
to say yet and shut it again. His brain then started to contend with the
probl em of what his eyes told it they were looking at, but in doing so
relinquished control of the nmouth which pronptly fell open again. Once nore
gathering up the jaw, his brain lost control of his left hand which then
wandered around in an aimess fashion. For a second or so the brain tried to
catch the left hand without letting go of the mouth and sinultaneously tried
to think about what was buried in the ice, which is probably why the | egs went
and Arthur dropped restfully to the ground.

The thing that had been causing all this neural upset was a network of
shadows in the ice, about eighteen inches beneath the surface. Looked at it
from the right angle they resolved into the solid shapes of letters from an
al i en al phabet, each about three feet high; and for those, Ilike Arthur, who
couldn't read Magrathean there was above the letters the outline of a face
hanging in the ice.

It was an old face, thin and distinguished, careworn but not unkind.

It was the face of the man who had won an award for designing the
coastline they now knew t hensel ves to be standing on



Chapter 32

A thin whine filled the air. It whirled and howl ed through the trees
upsetting the squirrels. A few birds flew off in disgust. The noi se danced and
skittered round the clearing. It whooped, it rasped, it generally offended.

The Captain, however, regarded the |one bagpiper with an indulgent eye.
Little could disturb his equanimty; indeed, once he had got over the |oss of
hi s gorgeous bath during that unpl easantness in the swanp all those nonths ago
he had begun to find his newlife remarkably congenial. A hollow had been
scooped out of a large rock which stood in the mddle of the clearing, and in
this he would bask daily whilst attendants sloshed water over him Not
particularly warmwater, it nust be said, as they hadn't yet worked out a way
of heating it. Never mind, that would cone, and in the neantine search parties
were scouring the countryside far and wide for a hot spring, preferably one in
a nice leafy glade, and if it was near a soap mine - perfection. To those who
said that they had a feeling soap wasn't found in mnes, the Captain had
ventured to suggest that perhaps that was because no one had |ooked hard
enough, and this possibility had been reluctantly acknow edged.

No, life was very pleasant, and the greatest thing about it was that when
the hot spring was found, conplete with leafy glade en suite, and when in the
fullness of time the <cry cane reverberating across the hills that the soap
nm ne had been | ocated and was producing five hundred cakes a day it would be
more pleasant still. It was very inportant to have things to | ook forward to.

Wai |, wail, screech, wail, how, honk, squeak went the bagpipes,
i ncreasing the Captain's al ready considerabl e pleasure at the thought that any
moment now t hey m ght stop. That was sonmething he | ooked forward to as well.

VWhat el se was pl easant, he asked hinself? Well, so many things: the red
and gold of the trees, now that autumm was approaching; the peaceful chatter
of scissors a few feet fromhis bath where a couple of hairdressers were
exercising their skills on a dozing art director and his assistant; the
sunlight gleanming off the six shiny telephones Iined up along the edge of his
rock-hewn bath. The only thing nicer than a phone that didn't ring all the

time (or indeed at all) was six phones that didn't ring all the tine (or
i ndeed at all).

Nicest of all was the happy murmur of all the hundreds of people slowy
assenbling in the clearing around him to watch the afternoon comrttee
meet i ng.

The Captain punched his rubber duck playfully on the beak. The afternoon
comittee neetings were his favourite.

Ot her eyes watched the assenbling crowds. High in a tree on the edge of
the clearing squatted Ford Prefect, lately returned fromforeign clinmes. After
his six nmonth journey he was |lean and healthy, his eyes gl eaned, he wore a
rei ndeer-skin coat; his beard was as thick and his face as bronzed as a
country-rock singer's.

He and Arthur Dent had been watching the Gol gafrinchans for al npst a week
now, and Ford had decided to stir things up a bit.

The clearing was now full. Hundreds of nmen and wonen |ounged around,
chatting, eating fruit, playing cards and generally having a fairly rel axed
time of it. Their track suits were now all dirty and even torn, but they al
had imuaculately styled hair. Ford was puzzled to see that many of them had
stuffed their track suits full of |eaves and wondered if this was meant to be
some formof insulation against the coming winter. Ford' s eyes narrowed. They
couldn't be interested in botany of a sudden could they?

In the mddle of these specul ations the Captain's voice rose above the
hubbub.

"Alright," he said, "I'd like to call this neeting to sone sort of order
if that's at all possible. Is that alright wth everybody?" He sniled
genially. "In a minute. Wien you're all ready."

The talking gradually died away and the clearing fell silent, except for
t he bagpi per who seened to be in sone wild and uni nhabitable nusical world of
his own. A few of those in his inmediate vicinity threw some | eaves to him |If
there was any reason for this then it escaped Ford Prefect for the nonent.



A small group of people had clustered round the Captain and one of them
was clearly beginning to speak. He did this by standing up, clearing his
throat and then gazing off into the distance as if to signify to the crowd
that he would be with themin a mnute.

The crowd of course were riveted and all turned their eyes on him

A nonent of silence followed, which Ford judged to be the right dramatic
monment to rmake his entry. The nan turned to speak.

Ford dropped down out of the tree.

"H there,"” he said.

The crowd swivell ed round.

"Ah ny dear fellow " called out the Captain, "CGot any matches on you? O a
lighter? Anything like that?"

"No," said Ford, sounding a little deflated. It wasn't what he'd prepared.
He decided he'd better be a little stronger on the subject.

"No | haven't," he continued, "No matches. Instead | bring you news ..."

"Pity," said the Captain, "W've all run out you see. Haven't had a hot
bath in weeks."

Ford refused to be headed off.

"I bring you news," he said, "of a discovery that mght interest you."

"Is it on the agenda?" snapped the man whom Ford had interrupted.

Ford smled a broad country-rock singer snile

"Now, cone on," he said.

"Well I"'msorry," said the man huffily, "but speaking as a nanagenent
consultant of nmany years' standing, | nust insist on the inportance of
observing the conmittee structure.”

Ford | ooked round the crowd.

"He's mad you know," he said, "this is a prehistoric planet."

"Address the chair!" snapped the managenent consultant.

"There isn't chair," explained Ford, "there's only a rock."

The managenent consultant decided that testiness was what the situation
now cal | ed for.

"Well, call it a chair," he said testily.

"Why not call it a rock?" asked Ford.

"You obviously have no conception,” said the managenment consultant, not
abandoni ng testiness in favour of good old fashioned hauteur, "of npdern

busi ness net hods. "

"And you have no conception of where you are," said Ford.

Agirl with a strident voice leapt to her feet and used it.

"Shut up, you two," she said, "I want to table a notion."

"You mean boul der a notion," tittered a hairdresser.

"Order, order!" yapped the managenent consultant.

"Alright," said Ford, "let's see how you are doing." He plonked hinself
down on the ground to see how I ong he could keep his tenper.

The Captain made a sort of conciliatory harrunphing noise.

"l would like to call to order,"” he said pleasantly, "the five hundred and
seventy-third neeting of the col onization commttee of Fintlewood ewix ..."

Ten seconds, thought Ford as he leapt to his feet again.

"This is futile," he exclaimed, "five hundred and seventy-three committee
nmeeti ngs and you haven't even discovered fire yet!"

"I'f you would care," said the girl with the strident voice, "to exani ne
t he agenda sheet

"Agenda rock," trilled the hairdresser happily.

"Thank you, |'ve nade that point," nuttered Ford.

" you ... will ... see ..." continued the girl firmy, "that we are
having a report fromthe hairdressers' Fire Devel opment Sub-Conmittee today."

"Oh ... ah -" said the hairdresser wth a sheepish 1look which is
recogni zed the whol e Gal axy over as neaning "Er, will next Tuesday do?"

"Alright," said Ford, rounding on him "what have you done? What are you
going to do? What are your thoughts on fire devel opnent ?"

"Well | don't know," said the hairdresser, "All they gave ne was a couple
of sticks ..."

"So what have you done with then?"

Nervously, the hairdresser fished in his track suit top and handed over



the fruits of his | abour to Ford.

Ford held themup for all to see.

"Curling tongs," he said.

The crowd appl auded.

"Never mind," said Ford, "Ronme wasn't burnt in a day."

The crowd hadn't the faintest idea what he was tal king about, but they
Il oved it neverthel ess. They appl auded.

"Well, you're obviously being totally naive of course,” said the girl
"When you've been in marketing as long as | have you'll know that before any
new product can be developed it has to be properly researched. W've got to
find out what people want fromfire, how they relate to it, what sort of inage
it has for them"

The crowd were tense. They were expecting sonething wonderful from Ford.

"Stick it up your nose," he said.

"Which is precisely the sort of thing we need to know," insisted the girl
"Do people want fire that can be applied nasally?"

"Do you?" Ford asked the crowd.

"Yes!" shouted sone.

"No!" shouted others happily.

They didn't know, they just thought it was great.

"And the wheel," said the Captain, "Wat about this wheel thingy? It
sounds a terribly interesting project.”

"Ah," said the marketing girl, "Well, we're having a little difficulty
there."

"Difficulty?" exclaimed Ford, "Difficulty? What do you nmean, difficulty?
It's the single sinplest machine in the entire Universe!"

The marketing girl soured himw th a | ook

"Alright, M Wseguy," she said, "you're so clever, you tell us what
colour it should have."

The crowd went wild. One up to the home team they thought. Ford shrugged
hi s shoul ders and sat down agai n.

"Al m ghty Zarquon," he said, "have none of you done anythi ng?"

As if in answer to his question there was a sudden cl anpbur of noise from
the entrance to the clearing. The crowd couldn't believe the anmount of
entertai nnent they were getting this afternoon: in marched a squad of about a
dozen men dressed in the remmants of their CGolgafrincham 3rd Regi nent dress
uni fornms. About half of themstill <carried Kill-OZap guns, the rest now
carried spears which they struck together as they nmarched. They | ooked
bronzed, healthy, and utterly exhausted and bedraggled. They clattered to a
halt and banged to attention. One of themfell over and never nobved agai n.

"Captain, sir!" <cried Nunber Two - for he was their |eader - "Pernmn ssion
to report sir!"

"Yes, alright Nunber Two, welcome back and all that. Find any hot
springs?" said the Captain despondently.

"No sir!"

"Thought you wouldn't."

Nunber Two strode through the crowd and presented arns before the bath.

"We have di scovered another continent!"

"When was this?"

"It lies across the sea ..." said Nunber Two, narrowing his eyes
significantly, "to the east!"

"Ah. "

Number Two turned to face the crowmd. He raised his gun above his head.
This is going to be great, thought the crowd.

"We have declared war on it!"

Wl d abandoned cheering broke out in all corners of the clearing - this
was beyond all expectation.

"Wait a minute," shouted Ford Prefect, "wait a minute!"

He leapt to his feet and demanded silence. After a while he got it, or at
least the best silence he could hope for under the circunstances: the
circunstances were that the bagpi per was spontaneously conposing a nationa
ant hem

"Do we have to have the piper?" demanded Ford.



"Ch yes," said the Captain, "we've given hima grant.”

Ford considered opening this idea up for debate but quickly decided that
that way nmadness lay. Instead he slung a well judged rock at the piper and
turned to face Nunmber Two.

"War?" he said.

"Yes!" Nunmber Two gazed contenptuously at Ford Prefect.

"On the next continent?"

"Yes! Total warfare! The war to end all wars!"”

"But there's no one even living there yet!"

Ah, interesting, thought the crowd, nice point.

Number Two's gaze hovered undisturbed. In this respect his eyes were |ike
a coupl e of nobsquitos that hover purposefully three inches fromyour nose and
refuse to be deflected by armthrashes, fly swats or rolled newspapers.

"l know that," he said, "but there will be one day! So we have left an
open-ended ul ti matum "
"What ?"

"And blown up a fewnilitary installations.”

The Captain | eaned forward out of his bath.

"Mlitary installations Nunber Two?" he said.

For a nonment the eyes wavered.

"Yes sir, well potential mlitary installations. Alright ... trees."

The nonent of uncertainty passed - his eyes flickered |ike whips over his
audi ence.

"And," he roared, "we interrogated a gazelle!"

He flipped his Kill-OZap gun smartly wunder his armand narched off
t hrough the pandenoni um that had now erupted throughout the ecstatic crowd. A
few steps was all he managed before he was caught up and carried shoul der high
for a lap of honour round the clearing.

Ford sat and idly tapped a couple of stones together.

"So what el se have you done?" he inquired after the cel ebrations had died
down.

"We have started a culture," said the marketing girl.

"COh yes?" said Ford

"Yes. One of our film producers is already nmking a fascinating
docunent ary about the indigenous cavenen of the area.”

"They're not cavenen."

"They | ook |ike cavenen."”

"Do they live in caves?"

"well ..

"They live in huts."

"Perhaps they're having their caves redecorated,"” called out a wag from
the crowd.

Ford rounded on himangrily.

"Very funny," he said, "but have you noticed that they're dying out?"

On their journey back, Ford and Arthur had cone across two derelict
villages and the bodies of many natives in the woods, where they had crept
away to die. Those that still lived were stricken and listless, as if they
were suffering some disease of the spirit rather than the body. They nobved
sluggishly and with an infinite sadness. Their future had been taken away from
t hem

"Dying out!" repeated Ford. "Do you know what that neans?"

"Er ... we shouldn't sell themany life insurance?" <called out the wag
agai n.

Ford ignored him and appealed to the whole crowd.

"Can you try and understand," he said, "that it's just since we've arrived
that they've started dying out!"

"In fact that cones over terribly well in this film" said the nmarketing
girl, "and just gives it that poignant twist which is the hallmark of the
really great docunentary. The producer's very committed."

"He should be," nuttered Ford.

"l gather," said the girl, turning to address the Captain who was
beginning to nod off, "that he wants to nake one about you next, Captain."”

"Oh really?" he said, coming to with a start, "that's awfully nice."



"He's got a very strong angle on it, you know the bur den of
responsibility, the |loneliness of command ..."

The Captain hunmed and hahed about this for a nonent.

"Well, | wouldn't overstress that angle, you know," he said finally,
"one's never alone with a rubber duck."

He held the duck aloft and it got an appreciative round fromthe crowd.

Al the while, the Mnagenent Consultant had been sitting in stony
silence, his finger tips pressed to his tenples to indicate that he was
waiting and would wait all day if it was necessary.

At this point he decided he would not wait all day after all, he would
merely pretend that the last half hour hadn't happened.

He rose to his feet.

"1f," he said tersely, "we could for a nonent nove on to the subject of
fiscal policy ..."

"Fiscal policy!" whooped Ford Prefect, "Fiscal policy!"

The Managenent Consultant gave hima |l ook that only a lungfish could have

copi ed.
"Fiscal policy ..." he repeated, "that is what | said."
"How can you have noney," demanded Ford, "if none of you actually produces

anything? It doesn't grow on trees you know. "

"If you would allow ne to continue ..."

Ford nodded dej ectedly.

"Thank you. Since we decided a few weeks ago to adopt the | eaf as |ega
tender, we have, of course, all becone i mensely rich."

Ford stared in disbelief at the cromd who were nmurnuring appreciatively at
this and greedily fingering the wads of |eaves with which their track suits
were stuffed.

"But we have al so," continued the Managenent Consultant, "run into a snal
inflation problem on account of the high level of leaf availability, which
means that, | gather, the current going rate has sonmething like three
deci duous forests buying one ship's peanut."

Murrmurs of alarmcane fromthe crowd. The Managenent Consultant waved them
down.

"So in order to obviate this problem" he continued, "and effectively
revaluate the leaf, we are about to enmbark on a nmssive defoliation canpaign
and ... er, burn down all the forests. |I think you'll all agree that's a
sensi bl e nove under the circunstances.”

The crowd seemed a little uncertain about this for a second or two unti
someone pointed out how nmuch this would increase the value of the leaves in
their pockets whereupon they | et out whoops of delight and gave the Managenent
Consul tant a standing ovation. The accountants anongst them | ooked forward to
a profitable Autum.

"You're all mad," explained Ford Prefect.

"You're absolutely barny," he suggested.

"You're a bunch of raving nutters," he opined.

The tide of opinion started to turn against him Wat had started out as
excel l ent entertainment had now, in the crowd's view, deteriorated into nere
abuse, and since this abuse was in the nain directed at themthey wearied of
it.

Sensing this shift in the wind, the narketing girl turned on him

"I's it perhaps in order," she demanded, "to inquire what you've been doing
all these nonths then? You and that other interloper have been nissing since
the day we arrived."

"We've been on a journey," said Ford, "W went to try and find out
somet hi ng about this planet.”

"Oh," said the girl archly, "doesn't sound very productive to ne."

"No? Well have | got news for you, ny love. W have discovered this
pl anet's future."

Ford waited for this statenment to have its effect. It didn't have any.
They didn't know what he was tal ki ng about.

He conti nued.

"It doesn't matter a pair of fetid dingo's kidneys what you all choose to
do from now on. Burn down the forests, anything, it won't nmake a scrap of



difference. Your future history has al ready happened. Two nmillion years you' ve
got and that's it. At the end of that time your race will be dead, gone and
good riddance to you. Renenber that, two nmillion years!”

The crowd nuttered to itself in annoyance. People as rich as they had
suddenly becone shouldn't be obliged to listen to this sort of gibberish
Perhaps they could tip the fellow a | eaf or two and he woul d go away.

They didn't need to bother. Ford was already stal king out of the clearing,
pausing only to shake his head at Nunmber Two who was already firing his Kil
O Zap gun into sone nei ghbouring trees.

He turned back once.

"Two mllion years!" he said and | aughed.

"Well," said the Captain with a soothing smle, "still time for a few nore
bat hs. Coul d soneone pass ne the sponge? | just dropped it over the side.”
Chapter 33

A mle or so away through the wood, Arthur Dent was too busily engrossed
wi th what he was doing to hear Ford Prefect approach.

VWhat he was doing was rather curious, and this is what it was: on a w de
flat piece of rock he had scratched out the shape of a large square,
subdivided into one hundred and sixty-nine snaller squares, thirteen to a
si de.

Furthermore he had collected together a pile of smallish flattish stones
and scratched the shape of a letter on to each. Sitting norosely round the
rock were a couple of the surviving local native nmen whom Arthur Dent was
trying to introduce the curious concept enbodied in these stones.

So far they had not done well. They had attenpted to eat sonme of them
bury others and throw the rest of them away. Arthur had finally encouraged one
of themto lay a couple of stones on the board he had scratched out, which was
not even as far as he'd managed to get the day before. Along with the rapid
deterioration in the nmorale of these creatures, there seenmed to be a
correspondi ng deterioration in their actual intelligence.

In an attenpt to egg them along, Arthur set out a nunber of letters on the
board hinself, and then tried to encourage the natives to add sone nore
t hensel ves.

It was not going well.

Ford watched quietly from beside a nearby tree.

"No," said Arthur to one of the natives who had just shuffled sone of the
letters round in a fit of abysnmal dejection, "Q scores ten you see, and it's
on a triple word score, so ... look, |I've explained the rules to you ... no
no, | ook please, put down that jawbone ... alright, we'll start again. And try

to concentrate this tine."

Ford | eaned his el bow against the tree and his hand agai nst his head.

"What are you doing, Arthur?" he asked quietly.

Arthur | ooked up with a start. He suddenly had a feeling that all this
m ght |ook slightly foolish. Al he knew was that it had worked |ike a dream
on himwhen he was a chid. But things were different then, or rather would be.

"I"'mtrying to teach the cavenmen to play Scrabble,” he said.

"They're not cavenen," said Ford.

"They | ook |ike cavenen."

Ford let it pass.

"l see," he said.
"It's uphill work," said Arthur wearily, "the only word they know is grunt
and they can't spell it."

He sighed and sat back

"What's that supposed to achieve?" asked Ford.

"We've got to encourage themto evolve! To develop!"™ Arthur burst out
angrily. He hoped that the weary sigh and then the anger m ght do sonething to
counteract the overriding feeling of foolishness fromwhich he was currently
suffering. It didn't. He junped to his feet.

"Can you i mgine what a world would be |ike descended from those
cretins we arrived wi th?" he said.

"l magi ne?" said Ford, rising his eyebrows. "W don't have to inmagine.



W' ve seen it."

"But ..." Arthur waved his arnms about hopel essly.

"We've seen it," said Ford, "there's no escape."

Arthur kicked at a stone.

"Did you tell them what we've discovered?" he asked.

"Hmmm®?" said Ford, not really concentrating.

"Norway," said Arthur, "Slartibartfast's signature in the glacier. Did you
tell thenP"

"What's the point?" said Ford, "What would it nmean to then®"

"Mean?" said Arthur, "Mean? You know perfectly well what it neans. It
means that this planet is the Earth! It's my home! It's where | was born!"

"WAas?" said Ford

"Alright, will be."

"Yes, intwo nmillion years' tinme. Why don't you tell themthat? Go and say
to them "Excuse nme, |'d just like to point out that in two nillion years
time | will be born just a fewniles fromhere.' See what they say. They'l

chase you up a tree and set fire to it."

Arthur absorbed this unhappily.

"Face it," said Ford, "those zeebs over there are your ancestors, not
t hese poor creatures here.”

He went over to where the apenen creatures were runmaging listlessly wth
the stone letters. He shook his head.

"Put the Scrabble away, Arthur," he said, "it won't save the hunman race,
because this ot aren't going to be the human race. The human race is
currently sitting round a rock on the other side of this hill making

docunent ari es about thenmsel ves."

Arthur w nced.

"There nust be sonething we can do," he said. A terrible sense of
desolation thrilled through his body that he should be here, on the Earth, the
Earth which had lost its future in a horrifying arbitrary catastrophe and
whi ch now seened set to lose its past as well.

"No," said Ford, "there's nothing we can do. This doesn't change the
history of the Earth, you see, this is the history of the Earth. Like it or
|l eave it, the Golgafrinchans are the people you are descended from in two
mllion years they get destroyed by the Vogons. History is never altered you
see, it just fits together like a jigsaw. Funny old thing, life, isn't it?"

He picked up the letter Qand hurled it into a distant pivet bush where it
hit a young rabbit. The rabbit hurtled off in terror and didn't stop till it
was set upon and eaten by a fox which choked on one of its bones and died on
the bank of a stream which subsequently washed it away.

During the foll owi ng weeks Ford Prefect swallowed his pride and struck up
a relationship with a girl who had been a personnel officer on Gol gafri ncham
and he was terribly upset when she suddenly passed away as a result of
drinking water froma pool that had been polluted by the body of a dead fox.
The only noral it is possible to draw fromthis story is that one should never
throw the letter Qinto a pivet bush, but unfortunately there are tinmes when
it is unavoi dabl e.

Like nost of the really crucial things inlife, this chain of events was
conmpletely invisible to Ford Prefect and Arthur Dent. They were |ooking sadly
at one of the natives norosely pushing the other |etters around.

"Poor bl oody cavenan," said Arthur.

"They' re not "

"What ?"

"Oh never mind. "

The wetched creature let out a pathetic how ing noise and banged on the
rock.

"I't's all been a bit of waste of tine for them hasn't it?" said Arthur.

"Uh uh urghhhhh," nuttered the native and banged on the rock again.

"They' ve been outevol ved by tel ephone sanitizers."

"Urgh, gr gr, gruh!" insisted the native, continuing to bang on the rock
"Why does he keep banging on the rock?" said Arthur.
"I think he probably wants you to Scrabble with him again," said Ford,

"he's pointing at the letters.™



"Probably spelt crzjgrdw di wdc agai n, poor bastard. | keep on telling him
there's only one g in crzjgrdw di wdc. "

The native banged on the rock again.

They | ooked over his shoul der.

Their eyes popped.

There anongst the junble of letters were eight that had been laid out in a
clear straight line.

They spelt two words.

The words were these:

"Forty-Two."

"Grrrurgh guh guh,” explained the native. He swept the letters angrily
away and went and nooched under a nearby tree with his coll eague.

Ford and Arthur stared at him Then they stared at each other.

"Did that say what | thought it said?" they both said to each other.

"Yes," they both said.

"Forty-two," said Arthur.

"Forty-two," said Ford.

Arthur ran over to the two natives.

"What are you trying to tell us?" he shouted. "What's it supposed to
mean?"

One of themrolled over on the ground, kicked his legs up in the air,
roll ed over again and went to sleep

The other bounded up the tree and threw horse chestnuts at Ford Prefect.
Whatever it was they had to say, they had already said it.

"You know what this neans," said Ford

"Not entirely."

"Forty-two is the nunber Deep Thought gave as being the Utinmate Answer."”

"Yes."

And the Earth is the conputer Deep Thought designed and built to calcul ate
the Question to the Utinmte Answer."

"So we are led to believe."

"And organic life was part of the conmputer nmatrix."

"1f you say so."

"l do say so. That neans that these natives, these apenen are an integra
part of the conputer program and that we and the Gol gafrinchans are not."

"But the cavenen are dying out and the Gol gafrinchans are obviously set to
replace them"™

"Exactly. So do you see what this means?"

"\What ?"

"Cock up," said Ford Prefect.

Art hur | ooked around him

"This planet is having a pretty bloody tine of it," he said.

Ford puzzled for a nonent.

"Still, something nust have conme out of it," he said at |ast, "because
Marvin said he could see the Question printed in your brain wave patterns.”

"But ..."

"Probably the wong one, or a distortion of the right one. It mght give
us a clue though if we could find it. |I don't see how we can though."

They noped about for a bit. Arthur sat on the ground and started pulling
up bits of grass, but found that it wasn't an occupation he could get deeply
engrossed in. It wasn't grass he could believe in, the trees seened pointless,
the rolling hills seened to be rolling to nowhere and the future seenmed just a
tunnel to be craw ed through

Ford fiddled with his Sub-Etha Sens-O Matic. It was silent. He sighed and
put it away.

Arthur picked up one of the letter stones from his hone-nade Scrabbl e set.
It was a T. He sighed and out it down again. The letter he put down next to it
was an |. That spelt IT. He tossed another couple of letters next to them They
were an S and an H as it happened. By a curious coincidence the resulting word
perfectly expressed the way Arthur was feeling about things just then. He
stared at it for a nonent. He hadn't done it deliberately, it was just a
random chance. His brain got slowly into first gear

"Ford," he said suddenly, "look, if that Question is printed in nmnmy brain



wave patterns but |I'mnot consciously aware of it it nmust be somewhere in ny
unconsci ous. "

"Yes, | suppose so."

"There m ght be a way of bringing that unconscious pattern forward."

"COh yes?"

"Yes, by introducing sonme random elenent that can be shaped by that
pattern.”

"Li ke how?"

"Like by pulling Scrabble letters out of a bag blindfol ded."

Ford leapt to his feet.

"Brilliant!" he said. He tugged his towel out of his satchel and with a
few deft knots transforned it into a bag.

"Totally mad," he said, "utter nonsense. But we'll do it because it's
brilliant nonsense. Cone on, cone on."

The sun passed respectfully behind a cloud. A few snmall sad raindrops
fell

They piled together all the remaining letters and dropped them into the
bag. They shook them up
"Right," said Ford, "close your eyes. Pull themout. Conme on come on, cone
on."

Arthur closed his eyes and plunged his hand into the towel ful of stones.
He jiggled them about, pulled out four and handed themto Ford. Ford |aid them
al ong the ground in the order he got them

"W" said Ford, "H, A T ... What!"

He blinked.

"I think it's working!" he said.

Arthur pushed three nore at him

"D, O Y ... Doy. Oh perhaps it isn't working," said Ford.

"Here's the next three."

"O U, G... Doyoug ... It's not making sense |'mafraid."

Arthur pulled another two fromthe bag. Ford put themin place.

"E, T, doyouget ... Do you get!" shouted Ford, "it is working! This is
amazing, it really is working!"

"More here."” Arthur was throwi ng themout feverishly as fast as he could
go.

"I, F," said Ford, "Y, O U ... M U L, T, I, P, L, Y, ... Wat do you
get if you multiply, ... S I, X ... six, B, Y, by, six by ... what do you
get if you multiply six by ... N I, N, E, ... six by nine ..." He paused

"Cone on, where's the next one?"

"Er, that's the lot," said Arthur, "that's all there were."

He sat back, nonpl ussed.

He rooted around again in the knotted up towel but there were no nore
letters.

"You nean that's it?" said Ford.

"That's it."

"Six by nine. Forty-two."

"That's it. That's all there is."

Chapter 34

The sun cane out and beanmed cheerfully at them A bird sang. A warm breeze
wafted through the trees and |ifted the heads of the flowers, <carrying their
scent away through the woods. An insect droned past on its way to do whatever
it is that insects do in the late afternoon. The sound of voices lilted
through the trees followed a nonent later by two girls who stopped in surprise
at the sight of Ford Prefect and Arthur Dent apparently lying on the ground in
agony, but in fact rocking with noiseless |aughter.

"No, don't go," called Ford Prefect between gasps, "we'll be with you in a
monment . "

"What's the matter?" asked one of the girls. She was the taller and
slinrer of the two. On Col gafrincham she had been a junior personnel officer,
but hadn't liked it nuch.

Ford pul I ed hinmsel f together



"Excuse nme," he said, "hello. My friend and I were just contenplating the
meani ng of life. Frivol ous exercise.”

"Oh it's you," said the girl, "you nmade a bit of a spectacle of yourself
this afternoon. You were quite funny to begin with but you did bang on a bit."

"Did 1? Ch yes."

"Yes, what was all that for?" asked the other girl, a shorter round-faced
girl who had been an art director for a small advertising conpany on
Gol gafri ncham Whatever the privations of this world were, she went to sleep
every night profoundly grateful for the fact that whatever she had to face in
the nmorning it wouldn't be a hundred al nost identical photographs of noodily
lit tubes of toothpaste.

"For? For nothing. Nothing's for anything," said Ford Prefect happily.
"Conme and join us. I"mFord, this is Arthur. W were just about to do nothing
at all for a while but it can wait."

The girls | ooked at them doubtfully.

"1'"m Agda," said the tall one, "this is Mlla."

"Hell o Agda, hello Mella," said Ford

"Do you talk at all?" said Mella to Arthur

"Oh, eventually,"” said Arthur with a smle, "but not as nuch as Ford."

" CGood. "
There was a slight pause.
"What did you nean," asked Agda, "about only having two mllion years?

couldn't make sense of what you were saying."

"Ch that," said Ford, "it doesn't matter."

"It's just that the world gets denolished to nake way for a hyperspace
bypass," said Arthur with a shrug, "but that's two mllion years away, and
anyway it's just Vogons doi ng what Vogons do."

"Vogons?" said Mell a.

"Yes, you wouldn't know them"

"Where'd you get this idea fron®"

"It really doesn't natter. It's just like a dreamfromthe past, or the
future." Arthur smiled and | ooked away.

"Does it worry you that you don't talk any kind of sense?" asked Agda.

"Listen, forget it," said Ford, "forget all of it. Nothing matters. Look
it's a beautiful day, enjoy it. The sun, the green of the hills, the river
down in the valley, the burning trees.”

"Even if it's only a dream it's a pretty horrible idea,” said Mella,
"destroying a world just to make a bypass."

"Oh, |'ve heard of worse," said Ford, "I read of one planet off in the
seventh di nension that got used as a ball in a game of intergalactic bar

billiards. Got potted straight into a black hole. Killed ten billion people."

"That's nmad," said Mell a.

"Yes, only scored thirty points too."

Agda and Mella exchanged gl ances.

"Look," said Agda, "there's a party after the commttee neeting tonight.
You can come along if you like."

"Yeah, OK," said Ford.

"I"'d like to," said Arthur.

Many hours |ater Arthur and Mella sat and watched the noon rise over the
dull red glow of the trees.

"That story about the world being destroyed ..." began Ml | a.

"In two mllion years, yes."

"You say it as if you really think it's true."

"Yes, | think it is. | think | was there.”

She shook her head in puzzl enent.

"You're very strange,"” she said.

"No, |I'm very ordinary," said Arthur, "but sone very strange things have
happened to nme. You could say |'mnore differed fromthan differing."

"And that other world your friend tal ked about, the one that got pushed
into a black hole."

"Ah, that | don't know about. It sounds like sonething fromthe book."

"What book?"

Art hur paused.



"The Hitch Hiker's CGuide to the Galaxy,"” he said at |ast.

"What's that ?"

"Oh, just sonething | threwinto the river this evening. | don't think
I"I'l be wanting it any nore," said Arthur Dent.



