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r out in the uncharted backwaters of the un-
ﬁmhkm&bi& end of the Western Spiral arm of
the Galaxy lies a small unregarded yellow sun.
Orbiting this at a distance of roughly ninety-eight
million miles is an utterly insignificant little blue-
green planet whose ape-descended life forms are so
amazingly primitive that they still think digital
watches are a pretty neat idea.

This planet has—or rather had—a problem, which
was this: most of the people living on it were unhappy
for pretty much of the time. Many solutions were sug-
gested for this problem, but most of these were largely
concerned with the movements of small green pieces
of paper, which is odd because on the whole it wasn't
the small green pieces of paper that were unhappy.

And so the problem remained; lots of the people
were mean, and most of them were miserable, even the
ones with digital watches.

Many were increasingly of the opinion that they'd
all made a big mistake in coming down from the trees
in the first place. And some said that even the trees
had been a bad move, and that no one should ever

have left the oceans.
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And then, one Thursday, nearly two thousand years
after one man had been nailed to a tree for saying
how great it would be to be nice to people for a
change, a girl sitting on her own in a small café in
Rickmansworth suddenly realized what it was that had
been going wrong all this time, and she finally knew
how the world could be made a good and happy
place. This time it was right, it would work, and no
one would have to get nailed to anything.

Sadly, however, before she could get to a phone to
tell anyone about it, a terrible, stupid catastrophe oc-
curred, and the idea was lost for ever.

This is not her story.

But it is the story of that terrible, stupid catastrophe
and some of its consequences.

It is also the story of a book, a book called The
Hitchhiker’s Guide to the Galaxy—not an Earth book,
never published on Earth, and until the terrible catas-
trophe occurred, never seen or even heard of by any
Earthman.

Nevertheless, a wholly remarkable book.

In fact, it was probably the most remarkable book
ever to come out of the great publishing corporations
of Ursa Minor—oaof which no Earthman had ever heard
either.

Not only is it a wholly remarkable book, it is also
a highly successful one—more popular than the Celes-
tial Home Care Omnibus, better selling than Fifty-
three More Things to Do in Zero Gravity, and more
controversial than Qolon Colluphid’s trilogy of philo-
sophical blockbusters, Where God Went Wrong, Some
More of God’s Greatest Mistakes and Who Is This
God Person Anyway?
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In many of the more relaxed civilizations on the
Outer Eastern Rim of the Galaxy, the Hitchhiker’s
Guide has already supplanted the great Encyclopedia
Galactica as the standard repository of all knowledge
and wisdom, for though it has many omissions and
contains much that is apocryphal, or at least wildly
inaccurate, it scores over the older, more pedestrian
work in two important respects.

First, it is slightly cheaper; and second, it has the
words DON'T PANIC inscribed in large friendly letters
on is cover.

But the story of this terrible, stupid Thursday, the
story of its extraordinary consequences, and the story
of how these consequences are inextricably inter-
twined with this remarkable book begins very simply.

It begins with a house.



“EXTREMELY FUNNY . .. INSPIRED LUNACY ... [AND]
OVER MUCH TOO SOON.”
—The Washington Post Book World

Seconds before Earth is demolished to make way for a galactic
freeway, Arthur Dent is plucked off the planet by his friend Ford
Prefect, a researcher for the revised edition of The Hitchhiker's
Guide to the Galaxy who, for the last fifteen years, has been
posing as an out-of-work actor.

Together, this dynamic pair begin a journey through space
aided by a galaxyful of fellow travelers: Zaphod Beeblebrox, the
two-headed, three-armed ex-hippie and totally out-to-lunch presi-
dent of the galaxy; Trillian (formerly Tricia McMillan), Zaphod's
girlfriend, whom Arthur tried to pick up at a cocktail party once
upon a time zone; Marvin, a paranoid, brilliant, and chronically
depressed robot; and Veet Voojagig, a former graduate student
obsessed with the disappearance of all the ballpoint pens he's
bought over the years.

Where are these pens? Why are we born? Why do we die? For
all the answers, stick your thumb to the stars!
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