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  Foreword by Simon Jones




  Well, Douglas, old bean, I know you’d find it hard to believe this, but we’ve done it. It’s taken nearly a quarter of a century to do it,

  and it’s an evil injustice that you weren’t here to see it, but the job’s done. The entire saga of Arthur Dent, as I like to think of it, has now been recorded for the

  world’s auricular pleasure, and here are the scripts to prove it.




  I’d like to say that I always knew we’d make it across the finish line. I’d like to, but it would be a lie. I really had my doubts. In fact, I gave it the

  same odds as a snowball’s chance in hell.




  I’m not sure you ever knew, but after the second series Peter Jones and I made it a habit to meet for an annual lunch. Needless to say we would soon get around to

  weighing the latest rumours of a recording reunion, and usually ended up dismissing them as fantasy. In 1994 our rendezvous, at Peter’s suggestion, was at the Explorers’ Club, and we

  greeted each other in a state of high excitement. You had indicated to me that there just might be a further series, and, more concretely, a radio producer with the suitably science-fiction name of

  Dirk Maggs had been contacting the cast to check our availability. Peter was feeling particularly available at the time, and, come to think of it, so was I.




  But, alas, it was not to be – at least, not then. You weren’t at all keen on the scripts that a third party had written, and having no time yourself to produce

  them, the moment passed. I recently found a letter from Peter in a long-neglected desk drawer – he hardly ever wrote letters, so I kept it for its rarity. (Actually, at the time, that

  wasn’t a consideration; I simply never throw anything away.) It’s dated December 22nd 1994, and says, among other things, ‘I hear from Dirk Maggs that there’s not much

  chance of a radio series as Douglas is working on a script for a film.’




  Film was the medium you wanted to crack, and the more it remained closed to you, the more you became determined to see it achieved.




  At that time also you were saying that you wanted to move on from Hitchhiker’s, and making a radio series out of what you’d

  already published seemed too much like a step backwards. After all, the first two books had come as a result of the story’s popularity on radio, hadn’t they? The last three sprang

  fully-formed straight onto the printed page. (Well, not exactly ‘sprang’; they were cajoled, bullied, you might even say tortured out of you by grimly determined editors, while you

  listened to the gentle ‘whooshing’ of deadlines passing by.)




  As the years passed, my lunches with Peter became more concerned with talk about other things, including whether your pursuit of ‘the movie’ would ever come to

  anything and, if it did, whether we’d be too old to appear in it. Time continued to pass. Then the old team started to lose members – David Tate (the voice of Eddie the shipboard

  computer), Richard Vernon (Slartibartfast) and then Peter himself. I decided it was all over.




  But Dirk stayed with it. He refused to be discouraged, though even he too must have lost hope when we were all hit by the ultimate disaster in May 2001 – your shockingly

  sudden death. He became, if anything, more determined to complete the work – as a tribute to you.




  Ironic, isn’t it, that the whole idea truly came back to life at your memorial service, the following September, when he had a talk with your friend Bruce Hyman. It

  turned out that Bruce shared Dirk’s vision for the project, and was eager to proceed as soon as possible, as a tribute to you.




  So it was with mixed emotions that I turned up that November morning in 2003 at the Sound House. I was furious that you weren’t going to be there, saddened by the

  similar absence of three old chums, anxious to hitch up with the others, and blissfully happy to be putting on the dressing-gown, literally and metaphorically, of good old Arthur Dent.




  Incidentally, for all these years when it’s crossed my mind, it’s been a bit of a puzzler as to whether I could truly be, along with the likes of Christopher Robin

  Milne, Alice Liddell, and Peter Llewellyn-Davies, the unwitting inspiration for an enduring character of fiction. Just about the same time I found the letter from Peter, I also discovered a poster

  for the first three paperback novels of Hitchhiker’s. You had, in an even more expansive moment than usual, autographed it with the following dedication:

  ‘To Arthur, both in origination and realization, you will probably end up wishing I hadn’t signed this but here’s my signature anyway, love, Douglas.’ I have absolutely no

  memory of when you wrote that, so I can only assume that it was one of those evenings of which nobody present would have much recollection when the sun rose the following morning. However, I did

  begin to wonder, after speaking at the funeral and the memorial and reading the excellent biographies of you by Mike Simpson and Nick Webb, whether Arthur isn’t in a good part actually

  you. For example, you were the champion bath-taker, though it is true that I tend to avoid showers even when in America, where hardly anyone takes a bath (if you

  see what I mean). I hardly ever drink coffee and complain vigorously if my cuppa isn’t up to scratch. But there are other Arthurian characteristics that seem definitely more you than me.

  Whatever the truth of it, I perpetually thank my lucky stars that I treated you decently that day in Cambridge, when we were both undergraduates and you came to audition for the Footlights. I

  hardly knew you then but I really did think your sketch was funny – much more so than the pseudo-intellectual claptrap I’d had to endure before you arrived.




  But that’s ancient history.




  What were the recording sessions like? Well, for me they were unalloyed pleasure. I was relieved to find that the years had been kind to those of us who remained. Susan

  Sheridan, whom I hadn’t seen in an age, looked exactly the same – younger, perhaps. Geoff McGivern and Mark Wing-Davey I’d seen frequently over the years, so if they’ve

  deteriorated I’ve not noticed. I would, and I’m sure they would, prefer to say they’d matured, like fine old bottles of port. I have to admit, having lost most of my hair, and

  seen the remnant turn grey, that I felt more battle-scarred than the rest. But regardless of how we look, we sounded exactly the same, and thanks to the miracle of

  radio we were, and are, the same people we ever were. By the way, Dirk says he applied some arcane electronic test that proves my voice has dropped a semitone in the intervening twenty-five years;

  funny, I always thought men’s voices became higher as they grew older.




  Both Geoff and I, it might be amusing to note, found ourselves seriously challenged dentally, before we came to record So Long, and Thanks for all the

  Fish. I had had two front teeth knocked out on the forehead of a stagehand during a performance of My Fair Lady in Hartford, Connecticut, in the previous

  July. The insurance company had been, at first, reluctant to meet their obligations, and my permanent replacements were only installed three weeks before we started recording.




  Geoff arrived at the Sound House with two lower teeth missing, after a dispute with a Christmas nut. ‘Don’t worry,’ he said, ‘it won’t make the

  shlightesht differensh.’ It’s amazing how effective emergency dentistry can be. Within a day he sounded less like a leaking steam engine, and more like the usual smooth-running

  Ford.




  It was really striking, the ease with which we assumed our old characters. Perhaps we never really shed them. Geoff and I became Ford and Arthur straightaway, gossiping away

  with that tetchy affection that marks their fictional relationship. Somehow we recorded an episode a day, with Dirk complaining that if we were a film we could take a week to do four minutes. He

  was a splendid director, by the way, and I’m not saying that just because I want to work with him again. He was very good at tweaking a scene with just the right suggestion to the actors, and

  was very clear about preserving the primacy of the words above all the hubbub of special effects and Dolby 5.1 Surround sound. Believe me, you would have approved.




  You’ll never guess what else has happened since those days in the late seventies in the Paris Studio. We’ve become a revered institution, and people who might have

  sniffed at the offer of a part in the old days were this time only too eager to join in the party. A good number of old friends have come back too – to tie things up. Roy Hudd returned as Max

  Quordlepleen, the irrepressible host of the cabaret at Milliways, the Restaurant at the End of the Universe; Rula Lenska flew in to reappear as the clone Lintilla from Perth (Scotland not

  Australia). Mark Wing-Davey was the one to come from Australia, where he’d been directing a musical. He came the furthest, though I came over from New York. David Dixon and Sandra Dickinson

  (Ford and Trillian, respectively, in the TV version) were invited along all the way from East Sheen and Chiswick, respectively.




  Among the veteran radio comedy great and good, June Whitfield and Leslie Philips, whose careers in radio stretch back as far as the 1940s, graced our microphones for the first

  time with their charm and good humour. For Hollywood glamour, Christian Slater popped in with his two very well-behaved children to play Wonko the Sane. I’m not at all sure he knew what we

  were up to, but he played along with convincing gusto. Joanna Lumley was a very feasible alien lady with a head shaped like the Sydney Opera House. Jonathan Pryce was gratifyingly unhesitating in

  his determination to reprise his role as Zarniwoop, the editor of the Guide, while Miriam Margolyes, fresh from a series of ten documentary films following in the

  footsteps of Charles Dickens when he toured America, wasted no time in realizing the potential of Smelly Photocopier Woman. To fill the places of absent friends: Richard Griffiths amply took the

  place of Richard Vernon; the director of the Dublin-based Crazy Dog Audio, Roger Gregg, came in to do Eddie; and William Franklyn, an old friend of Peter Jones, brought a very similar and

  inimitable air of sophisticated bewilderment to the Book.




  But the star of the show was, believe it or not, you. Your performance in reading the audio version of the books was so animated that your voice was transferred to our

  dramatization. You are playing the role you always fancied playing: Agrajag, the creature who is inadvertently killed by Arthur whatever life-form he adopts. It was distinctly surreal playing the

  scene with you in the Cathedral of Hate, exchanging dialogue with a speaker in a box – but the result is great.




  Obviously I’m biased. I think Dirk has done an exceptionally good job in adapting the books for radio, and I’m sure the readers will agree. I hope that they will

  provide as much pleasure in printed form as they gave to those of us who were lucky enough to perform them. Quirky and bizarre, they capture precisely your unique way of looking at the world.

  Frankly, I don’t believe anyone, apart from you, could have done better – and as a tribute to you, and your remarkable mind, I am happy to endorse them without hesitation. So here they

  are. We dedicate them to you with our love.




  We miss you.




  January 2005




  
 





  Introduction by Bruce Hyman




  I remember being at a BBC meeting for comedy and drama radio producers in about 1997. Most of us were from the independent sector and we’d been invited

  to Broadcasting House to hear what the network was looking for, in the way of new comedy.




  ‘I’d like to get out of the drawing room,’ said the BBC person. ‘What I want is, y’know, something bold. Wit and imagination, maybe something

  surreal, something that looks to the future . . . rather than the present.’




  At the back of the room someone murmured in a wry, Ford Prefect-type tone, ‘You mean, Hitchhiker’s Guide to the

  Galaxy.’




  Because the truth was that even in the late nineties, some twenty years after its first broadcast, Hitchhiker was still ahead of its time. As it happened, earlier that year I’d talked to Douglas about the idea of completing the series. We chatted about how it might happen, he mentioned

  the conversations he’d had with Dirk Maggs and we agreed that we’d keep talking. But Starship Titanic by then was in full sail, the Hitchhiker film (which was completed this year) was heaving into view – albeit at a distance – and somehow the time was never right. Until now. So here we are in 2005,

  once again celebrating Douglas’s quirky, wildly imaginative, thoughtful, witty, universal – and yet very English – creation. But the difference is that this time Douglas

  isn’t here to keep a watchful eye or to revel in the whole delightful process of dramatizing his much-loved masterpieces.




  In fact, as Simon Jones says, the spark which brought these particular productions to life was Douglas’s memorial service in September 2001. I knew Simon, and I’d

  met the rest of the cast at various social events – usually at Douglas and Jane’s – but to see everyone assembled in one place just reminded us all how tantalizingly close the

  project really was. Dirk Maggs and I chatted and inevitably the conversation turned to Hitchhiker.




  ‘We have to do it.’




  ‘I agree.’




  ‘We can’t not do it.’




  ‘We should ask the cast now, all of them.’




  ‘Really?’




  ‘Well, perhaps not this minute, but soon.’




  ‘You’re right.’




  ‘OK.’




  ‘Excellent.’




  That is as accurate an account of the conversation as I can give, although I can’t be sure who said what. Still, I was determined that this time it would happen and I

  knew we had the right team to do it. All it would take was, well, to get Jane’s blessing, persuade the BBC, agree terms with Douglas’s über-agent Ed Victor, produce the scripts and

  then find six consecutive days in which the entire original cast would be willing and able to record. In the event, that whole process took about two and a half years, much more than we imagined,

  but by the time we signed the last contract and sent off the final script we knew we were in good shape.




  Some decisions had been more delicate than others: crucially we’d needed to find a replacement for the much-loved Peter Jones, although that actually turned out to be

  less arduous than it might have been. We wanted a familiar, reassuring voice, but one which also conveyed that laconic, irreverent tone which Peter had in abundance. It seemed to me that Bill

  Franklyn fitted the bill perfectly – he understood comedy, he had vast experience as well as one of those voices which makes you smile the moment you hear it. It also transpired that he and

  Peter had been friends for years, so it all just sort of made sense. The difficulty was to explain this change of voice to the satisfaction of the millions of existing Hitchhiker fans. Life, the Universe and Everything contains several references to the Book being upgraded, so we thought: why not introduce Bill

  as the Voice of the Upgrade?




  We also had to cast Agrajag, the constantly reincarnated creature whose mission in life is to enjoy just one ripe old age. In one of the most satisfying pieces of casting I

  have ever been a party to, we managed to get Douglas himself; it was the part he had always wanted to play, and we were able to use extracts from his recorded reading of the book. Thus Episodes 1

  to 6 began to take shape.




  It is tempting to say that these were the first steps in an epic struggle, but actually the journey, although slow at times, was relatively painless. Helen Chattwell, my

  fellow producer, had the great advantage of a superb ready-made leading cast, though with the huge drawback that they were dispersed not just across the country but around the globe, but she

  managed the entire process with the military precision of a Vogon. On the other hand she discovered what we had always suspected, that Hitchhiker had become a

  much-loved institution, and wonderful actors (just have a look at the cast list) needed little persuasion to join the team, even in the smallest parts – I think Chris Langham, Griff

  Rhys-Jones and Joanna Lumley have no more than a page or two between them, but what performances they all gave.




  The other major decision to be made was about the music. It was Jane’s outstanding idea to ask Douglas’s great friend Paul ‘Wix’ Wickens to compose the

  score, and although you obviously can’t tell from the printed page, it is magnificent. A special mention too, for Philip Pope’s song in Episode Three, which is a brilliant homage to

  – well, it should be obvious. And Philip didn’t stop there, because he also appears throughout the series in a variety of undetectable guises.




  It is a tribute to Douglas that he was able to inspire such dedication from so large and distinguished a team. Simon Jones, Geoff McGivern, Stephen Moore, Sue Sheridan and

  Mark Wing-Davey led the way, with all the kindness and quiet authority of a group of benign school prefects. As soon as they spoke, we relaxed – we were back on familiar ground, home

  territory, and the recording sessions were remarkably good fun, especially given the weight of Hitchhiker history behind us. There was scarcely a day without

  visitors, from Douglas’s family to press to our resident cameraman, Kevin Davies, and even some competition winners (their prize was to feature in one of the crowd scenes). I’ve said

  this a few times, but how the producer of the original series, Geoffrey Perkins, and his team managed to make Hitchhiker 1 and 2 with just quarter-inch tape and a

  razor blade I cannot think. Our studio looked like the flight deck on the Heart of Gold.




  I also have to mention Dirk’s scripts. I think he did a remarkable job, and what shines through both in the writing and the recording is that he is a fan, which makes a

  huge difference. Often in script meetings Dirk would say, ‘I think this is what Douglas would have done,’ or ‘I’m not sure this is Douglas-like enough,’ and then

  (after I’d questioned whether there was actually such a word as ‘Douglas-like’) we’d go back to the books, or back to Douglas’s notes, and try to get it right. The

  other voice at the writing table belonged to John Langdon – a brilliant script editor, an intuitive comedy writer, he would often just add a word here or remove another there and his

  feather-duster touch would add that extra gleam.




  What you have in this book is something I hope – in fact, I’m sure – Douglas would have approved of. We missed him so much while we were making this, and all

  the more because one thing I’m certain of is that he’d have loved doing it, the whole thing, from the scripting to the recording to the digital editing (all three stages of which,

  incidentally, were done on Apple Macs, the computers about which he was so evangelical from the day they first appeared).




  We owe him a great deal, and this is by way of a small thank-you.




  
 





  Introduction by Dirk Maggs




  In the summer of 1978, as a trainee BBC studio manager at what is now the Langham Hilton Hotel, I was determined that my career in radio would last just long

  enough to secure me a transfer to television, and that would open the door to the film industry. Only about two months before, the first series of The Hitchhiker’s Guide

  to the Galaxy had finished its first repeat run on BBC Radio 4. I’d missed it, but caught some clips on review programmes; Hitchhiker’s

  sounded to me like a Pythonesque Doctor Who, and my Ford Prefect lifestyle of drinking a lot and dancing with girls precluded further investigation.




  In short, I had a lot to learn.




  It was during ensuing secondments to BBC TV Centre that I realized how limited a medium television is, compared to radio. Then, on a working holiday, ‘gofering’ on

  a feature film in Toronto, I found out how cumbersome the business of film-making was. And much later, during quiet periods on long night shifts in the World Service newsroom, I listened spellbound

  to what Douglas Adams and Geoffrey Perkins achieved with Hitchhiker’s. Having inherited my dear departed father’s love for radio comedy, I knew that not

  since Spike Milligan had anyone combined words, sound effects and music to create such visual results. With No Pictures At All.




  Ten years later I finally achieved what had seemed an impossible goal and became a producer in BBC Radio Light Entertainment. As well as comedy programmes our output included

  ‘Light Drama’, and whilst making action serials featuring the DC Comics characters Superman and Batman I was able to develop a radio-production style which layered lots of sound effects

  and music onto a tightly written, cinematic script. It was, and is, an incredibly labour-intensive way to work, and at times I wondered what rod I had made for my own back. But these early efforts

  had caught the attention of Douglas Adams, who was in talks with the BBC about further radio series of Hitchhiker’s. One spring morning in 1993 he called my

  boss Jonathan James Moore and asked if I would be interested in taking on the job of producing them. I was floored. Apart from marriage and children, nothing before or since has so wonderfully and

  unexpectedly trumped my expectations of life.




  That proposed first series ground to a halt due to script problems and contractual difficulties. The talks I had with Douglas and Robbie Stamp in 1997 to restart the process

  through their company Digital Village were scuppered by the long-awaited Movie Deal coming through. When we last met, in the reception at Broadcasting House in 2000, we were still making hopeful

  noises about finishing the saga on radio. And then, overwhelming any such petty concerns, Douglas died. Against all odds it was a chance meeting at his memorial service with Bruce Hyman which

  revived the idea, and this time it actually happened.




  This book is a companion volume to The Original Radio Scripts, published by Pan in 1985. In this second volume you will find the radio scripts

  we worked from in 2004 and 2005, more or less as performed, with the omission of some unscripted ad-libs and the presence of material which may yet be pruned for reasons of timing, timing or good

  taste. Or timing. After every episode there’s a ‘footnotes’ section where I attempt to describe the reasons for various changes between the novels and these adaptations, as well

  as descriptions of the techniques we used in the studio to achieve our results. Oh, and the odd anecdote about teeth.




  You will find a lot of ‘thank-yous’ as well, in the notes, in the acknowledgements and here in this introduction. This is not to irritate the casual reader, but

  proves how collaborative this enterprise has been from the start. Thus, in addition to the thanks elsewhere, my personal thanks are extended to Jane Belson, Ed Victor and Gráinne Fox, for

  making it all possible; Bruce Hyman, for his enthusiasm and staying power in the face of significant odds; Helen Chattwell, for her kindness and tenacity under pressure; John Langdon, for always

  letting Douglas have the last word; Wix Wickens, for allowing a pub drummer to mess around with his magnificent music; Sue Adams, James, Jane, Bronnie and Ella Thrift, for their moral and physical

  support; Robbie Stamp, Geoffrey Perkins and Kevin J. Davies, for advice on the more arcane points of Adamsian lore; Roger Philbrick, Anna Cassar, Chris Berthoud and John Partington, for ensuring

  the BBC Website represented our efforts accurately; and Nicky Hursell at Pan, for expertly shepherding the whole thing onto these pages.




  One of the few good things to come out of the collapse of the Tertiary Phase project in 1993 was my working relationship with Paul Deeley and all at the Soundhouse. Paul and

  Phil Horne run a terrific studio, and Julie, Freddie, Ros and Hayley managed to patiently feed and water a building full of noisy actors without resorting to violence. For that forbearance, thank

  you all. Paul is also my ‘ears’ in the cubicle while I work in the studio with the actors, and a dear friend. He has endured the fallout from the setbacks which have blighted this

  project over the years, as have my family. My heartfelt thanks to him and to Lesley, Tom, Theo and Tolly for putting up with it.




  Given the unavoidable omission of Douglas’s inspirational presence, Simon Jones filled the vacant slot. In fact Simon was largely responsible for the prevailing positive

  atmosphere during recordings. He is warm, sympathetic, a terrific actor, a good friend and a colonel in the Kentucky Volunteers. Luckily they didn’t declare war on the Tennessee Militia when

  we needed him.




  I did not know Douglas as a friend, but on the occasions we met I liked him enormously, whether he was enthused, taciturn, distracted or utterly pissed off. I can only thank

  him for having faith in me, and recall a moment when perhaps I helped maintain his faith in himself. After the Tertiary Phase collapsed in 1993 I was ‘poached’ to produce Ned

  Sherrin’s Radio 4 chat show Loose Ends. Mostly Harmless had just been published in paperback and I booked Douglas as a guest,

  as well as Sir Ranulph Fiennes, who had just man-hauled a sled across Antarctica, losing several fingers and toes to frostbite. As the great explorer told an epic tale of suffering and endurance,

  Douglas’s face fell.




  Afterwards, in the pub, I asked if something had upset him.




  ‘Oh, not really,’ said Douglas. ‘It’s just that talking about being locked in a hotel room to write an overdue novel seems pretty tame stuff compared

  to trekking across a thousand miles of icy crevasses.’




  ‘Well, you need to put things in perspective,’ I replied. ‘First of all, your struggle was on a more human scale, and the result is a unique achievement no

  one can match. Secondly, just before we went on air, Ran Fiennes got lost in the basement of Broadcasting House looking for the toilet.’




  Douglas smiled and picked up his glass. ‘That makes me feel much better.’




  
 





  Notes from the Cast




  Susan Sheridan (Trillian)




  Recording Mostly Harmless, January 2005: after twenty-six years as Trillian, it’s been odd this time. I had to face up

  to meeting my alter ego – Tricia Macmillan in the form of the TV Trillian, Sandra Dickinson.




  Douglas Adams wrote Mostly Harmless from the perspective of two separate universes, one in which the Trillian we know and love was blown into

  outer space with Zaphod, Arthur Dent and Ford Prefect – and another in which Tricia Macmillan went back for her bag and missed the whole event. Her world did not get blown up. Douglas

  specifically describes this earthbound Tricia with blonde hair and an American accent, and naturally he had Sandra in mind.




  Meanwhile, my Trillian has a daughter, Random, whom she rather callously dumps on the unsuspecting father – Arthur Dent – while she goes off to pursue her career

  as an intergalactic reporter (a suitable career for an astrophysicist?). She comes up trumps at the end, however, in her usual brilliant fashion.




  Mostly Harmless is quite different from the earlier books. It’s dark in places, and Trillian’s behaviour rather shocked me; leaving Random was a difficult

  scene to play. However, Dirk Maggs has brilliantly adapted the book for radio, adding memorable moments like Zaphod and Trillian’s first meeting at the party in Islington, the Trillian who

  didn’t go back for her bag! But their relationship was always a tricky one – having finally left Zaphod (who always had twice as much to drink as anyone else!) in the last

  series, this series ends with Trillian making a beeline for the dashing Dane God Thor.




  So now it’s all over, no more recordings. Ever.




  Is there life after Life, the Universe and Everything? Well, there’s always young Random . . .




  William Franklyn (The Voice of the Book)




  I was a new boy to the whole Hitchhiker’s environment, when it happily descended on me from a moon nugget –

  whatever that means.




  My initial reaction was to the fascinating words I would have to play with, ten-line paragraphs without any punctuation, and phrases with a unique use of the English language

  that gave me a chance to bat like Denis Compton and bowl like Keith Miller. Sorry, but the cricket analogy is my space machine.




  The imaginative lyrics were in freefall, appropriate to the subject matter. There was also an added significance, which was that Peter Jones had been the original Voice

  – my role. Peter Jones was a uniquely warm and humorous friend, and I had worked with him in the past. His imprint on Hitchhiker was indelible, and I was able

  to take inspiration from this and continue with my own vocal variations.




  Our director and adaptor Dirk Maggs encouraged all the dive-bombing with his script and production of exciting eclipses. Going over the top is usually a First World War trench

  image, but it can occur when the pen replaces the bayonet. Douglas Adams’s example encourages even us verbal midgets.




  Philip Pope (Krikkit Civilian Two, Krikkit Commander, Krikkit Singer, Grebulon Underling, the King, Captain. Composer of the Krikkit song)




  I was looking forward to the sessions at the Soundhouse again as it brought back wonderful memories of recording Starship Titanic with Douglas

  (I contributed Lift Bot, Maître d’ Bot and Row Bot). This time he was not there in person but probably in spirit and definitely in voice, playing Agrajag. It was great in the studio but

  almost as entertaining outside in the green room with such an array of talents and such a rich feast of anecdotes.




  Of all the wonderful stories, I racked my brains for something printable. I’m not sure whether Helen Chattwell being asked by Sayeed Jaffrey if she wanted a tongue

  sandwich and seeing her perplexed expression until he revealed his lunchbox – I mean bag of sandwiches – is acceptable. Actually it was such a kind gesture from the great actor that

  when he made the same offer to me I accepted saying I would put it aside for later. Much later that evening, on my way home from playing five-a-side football, I put my hand in my pocket and came

  across an unfamiliar clammy object. Now it was my turn to be perplexed, but only momentarily. I tucked in gratefully and, casting my mind back to earlier in the day, felt a little ashamed of my

  inner schoolboy sniggering.




  Perhaps the closest memory I have of Douglas is born out of our shared love of music and Apple Macs (Douglas introduced me to the Mac) and our fascination with music

  technology. We often spoke about the Beatles and DNA was understandably excited when he told me that he had met Paul McCartney and was inviting him and Linda to dinner. Imagine my reaction when

  shortly afterwards Douglas called and, apologizing for the short notice, asked if Rosie and I would like to go round the following evening for dinner. I gratefully accepted, put the phone down and

  turning to Rosie mused with childish coyness about whether Paul McCartney might be there. She laughed and said, ‘No – and that’s probably why we’ve been invited!’ The

  penny dropped and I felt suitably foolish. As it turned out we were both pleasantly surprised and spent a most enjoyable evening with Douglas and Jane and the Joneses (Terry not Simon).




  
 





  THE TERTIARY PHASE




  In 1993, with plans to dramatize Life, the Universe and Everything, BBC Enterprises (as it was then known) wanted to reissue

  the first and second Hitchhiker’s radio series on CD. Douglas came up with the idea of renaming them the Primary and Secondary Phases. The projected new

  series would then be the Tertiary Phase, the next two presumably named something like Quaternary and Quintennial, but given the ensuing gap, which included his unexpected departure from this point

  in the Probability Arc, it seemed wiser to call them Quandary and Quintessential, both of which sounded less daunting, more memorable and are a bit easier to spell.




  
 





  EPISODE ONE




  SIGNATURE TUNE




  ANNOUNCER: The Hitchhiker’s Guide to the Galaxy, by Douglas Adams, Tertiary Phase.




  Sig fades, then:




  ARTHUR: (Distant echoey scream) Aaaaaaarrrrghhhhhhhhh!




  INT. – THE BOOK AMBIENCE




  A steady and untroubling musical drone unfolds, layered with the sounds of the book’s animations.




  THE VOICE: (Peter J/William F) [PETER] This is the story of The

  Hitchhiker’s Guide to the Galaxy, [WILLIAM] – BZT! – perhaps the most remarkable, certainly the [PETER]

  most successful book – BZT! – [WILLIAM] ever to come out of the great publishing corporations of [PETER] – BZT!

  – Ursa Minor. [WILLIAM] – BZT! – Now in its seven to the power of sixteenth edition, it has been continuously revised and upgraded, including being

  fitted with a highly experimental jo-jo-jog-proof, splash-resistant heat-shield, – BZT! (Raspy voice) and a sophisticated new voice circuit

  – not always with complete – BZT! – success.




  

    FX: Voice wows down in vaguely analogue fashion. A pause. Has something broken? A swift kick, and it starts up again, wowing in:


  




  The earliest origins of the Guide are now, along with most of its financial records, lost in the mists of time, and the document shredders of Megadodo Publications, but

  it is worth mentioning – among other things – that every world on which the Guide has ever set up an accounting department has shortly afterwards perished in warfare, or other

  natural disaster.




  So it is interesting – but not very interesting – to note that two or three days prior to the destruction of Earth to make way for a new hyperspace bypass

  there was a dramatic upsurge in the number of UFO sightings, not only over Lord’s Cricket Ground in London, but also above Glastonbury in Somerset, the very site selected for the new

  Hitchhiker’s Guide financial records office, just hours before the Vogon demolition fleet arrived.




  

    FX: Panic in the streets, under:


  




  PROSTETNIC: (PA slap) People of Earth. This is Prostetnic Vogon Jeltz of the Galactic




  VOGON VOICE: Hyperspace Planning Council. Your planet is scheduled for demolition.




  

    FX: Vogon destruction of the Earth. In Dolby Digital.


  




  THE VOICE: [WILLIAM] So, that would seem to have been that, as far as the Earth was concerned.




  Except that there were three survivors.




  Arthur – BZT! – [PETER] Dent had basically assumed that he was the only native – BZT! – [WILLIAM] ape-descended Earthman to escape from the Earth, – BZT! – [PETER] because his only – BZT! – [WILLIAM] companion, disconcertingly called Ford – BZT! – [PETER] Prefect, – BZT! – [WILLIAM]

  had revealed himself to be a Hitchhiker’s Guide researcher from somewhere near Betelgeuse, – BZT! – [PETER] and

  not from Guildford after all. So when, against all conceivable – BZT! – [WILLIAM] probability, they were rescued by a ship piloted by the infamous

  (Dolby effect) Zaphod Beeblebrox and were astonished to find him accompanied by a certain Trillian, once – BZT! – [PETER] Tricia McMillan, a rather nicely descended ape-person that Arthur once met at a party in Islington, – BZT! – [WILLIAM] it

  could only be because their ship was powered by the – BZT! – [PETER] Infinite Improbability Drive. (Beat) (Dolby effect)

  Which of course it was.




  EXT. – PREHISTORIC ISLINGTON – DAY




  FX: Arthur snoring (not comically, just naturally) and then making wakingup noises, then gasping, pausing and . . .




  THE VOICE: The regular early morning yell of horror –




  ARTHUR: (Distant echoey scream – this does not interrupt the rhythm of the narrator)

  Aaaaaaarrrrghhhhhhhhh!




  THE VOICE: (cont’d) – was the sound of Arthur Dent waking up and suddenly remembering where he was.




  ARTHUR: (Groaning) Bwwurrlbbllurgh.




  THE VOICE: Islington has that effect on people. Even two million years ago.




  ARTHUR: (Post-yell whimper)




  THE VOICE: (cont’d) Arthur has been living in the prehistory of the insignificant little blue-green planet where

  he was born some two million years later, which is a terribly lonely position for any being other than a member of the species Hrarf-Hrarf to find itself in.




  Members of the species Hrarf-Hrarf would of course take it in their stride because they live backwards in time anyway, and find that getting the business of sagging bottoms and

  death out of the way at an early stage prepares the way for an increasingly wonderful time after your mid-life crisis celebrations, finishing in a really quite extraordinarily pleasant birth.




  FX: Effects actually recorded in Hrarf-Hrarf birth canal. We leave no effect unauthenticated.




  THE VOICE: They are also the only race known actually to enjoy hangovers, because they know it guarantees that a tremendously good evening will

  ensue. Arthur Dent is not, however, one of their number, and takes it hard. He is also cold and damp and extremely lonely.




  FX: Arthur emerges from cave, business, under:




  ARTHUR: Looks like it’s you and me again today, Horse Chestnut.




  THE VOICE: He hasn’t seen Ford Prefect for four years and life has, as a result, been quieter than an uneventful Tuesday in the petrified

  dustbowls on the abandoned fourth moon of Narp. In fact, so astoundingly quiet that he hasn’t been blown up, thrown out of spaceships, sucked through space or even just insulted.




  Except for once; one evening, just two years earlier.




  FX: Arthur plodding about listlessly, under:




  ARTHUR: Evening, Sycamore One. Evening, Sycamore Two. Evening, Ash. Evening, Elm. (Pause) Oh, be like that.

  Bloody elms. You try to be polite and where does it get you? (Thunderous rumble) I don’t know why I . . . What’s that?!




  FX: Distant ethereal hum . . . (under following:) Wowbagger ship descends/legs unfold/touchdown. Airlock door opens and a metal ramp extends. A pair of boots

  descends the ramp, rather pompously . . .




  ARTHUR: (cont’d) Good heavens . . . Look! Can you see what I see? All right! I know you’re only a

  sycamore, you could at least pretend! It’s a spaceship! A beautiful, gleaming, silver spaceship! No, Sycamore One, I’m not imagining it! We can escape!! At least . . . I can escape! I

  know how that must sound, Sycamore One, but your roots are here! It’s landing right in front of us! I’m saved!




  FX: The boots stop a few yards from the foot of the ramp.




  WOWBAGGER: . . . Dent?




  ARTHUR: (Expectant, desperate) That’s right. I’ll just get my pouch!




  WOWBAGGER: (Simply) You’re a jerk.




  ARTHUR: What?




  WOWBAGGER: Arthur Dent? Arthur Philip Dent?




  ARTHUR: What is it?




  WOWBAGGER: You’re a jerk. A complete arsehole.




  ARTHUR: Er . . . er . . .




  WOWBAGGER: (To himself) Hey ho.




  ARTHUR: But . . . ! But . . . ! Bu . . .




  WOWBAGGER: And stop whining, you snivelling little drip!




  FX: He turns and walks away. Smooth, precise sounds of spaceship closing itself up.




  ARTHUR: Hey! What is this?




  FX: Spaceship starts to rise up into the air.




  ARTHUR: (cont’d) Wait a minute! (Screams in frustrated rage) Come back

  here and say that! Who the hell do you think you are?




  FX: Spaceship swooshes away uncaringly.




  INT. – THE BOOK AMBIENCE




  THE VOICE: Wowbagger the Infinitely Prolonged thinks he is a man with a purpose. Not a very good purpose, as he would be the first to admit, but

  at least it keeps him busy; keeps him on the move. For Wowbagger is one of the universe’s very small number of immortal beings. Those born to immortality instinctively know how to cope with

  it, but Wowbagger’s not one of them. Indeed, he’s come to hate them, and he refers to them succinctly, and often, as ‘the load of serene bastards’.




  WOWBAGGER: The load of serene bastards!




  THE VOICE: (cont’d) He had his immortality inadvertently thrust upon him by an unfortunate accident with

  an irrational particle accelerator –




  FX: Particle accelerator short-circuit.




  WOWBAGGER: Oh dear.




  THE VOICE: (cont’d) – a liquid lunch –




  FX: Small glass of cava upset onto a negative-coupling mat.




  WOWBAGGER: Whoops . . .




  THE VOICE: (cont’d) – and a couple of rubber bands.




  FX: Two India-rubber bands accidentally flicked into a neutron oscilloscopy reticule.




  WOWBAGGER: (Winces) Oooh.




  THE VOICE: (cont’d) The precise details of the accident are unimportant as no one has ever managed to

  duplicate the exact circumstances under which it happened – though many people have ended up looking very silly, or dead or more usually both, in the attempt. (No Radio

  2 sound effects here!) To begin with, it was fun. He had a ball, living dangerously, taking risks, cleaning up on high-yield long-term investments and just generally outliving the hell

  out of everybody.




  But even the joys of immortality can’t last forever.




  INT. – WOWBAGGER’S SHIP




  WOWBAGGER: Computer?




  FX: Beeps.




  COMPUTER: (With bleepety accompaniment) Yes?




  WOWBAGGER: I’m incredibly fed up.




  FX: Beeps.




  COMPUTER: Oh dear.




  WOWBAGGER: It’s the eternity of these Sunday afternoons I can’t cope with; that and the terrible listlessness that starts to set in

  at about 2.55. (Beat) What is the time, by the way?




  FX: Beeps.




  COMPUTER: It’s nine thirty. A.m. In the morning.




  WOWBAGGER: (Glum) Oh. Well. (Beat) I mean, I’ve had all the baths I can

  usefully have, haven’t I?




  FX: Beeps.




  COMPUTER: You have indeed.




  INT. – THE BOOK AMBIENCE




  THE VOICE: . . . and as the afternoon moved relentlessly on to four o’clock, he would enter the long dark tea-time of the soul. And so

  things began to pall for him. The smug smiles he used to wear at other people’s funerals started to fade. He began to despise the universe in general and everybody in it in particular, and

  thus he conceived his purpose.




  FX: A rather sedate cocktail party at Wowbagger’s condominium. He is rather mean with drinks. Consequently no one is having much fun.




  WOWBAGGER: I will insult the universe! I will insult everybody in it!




  PERSON 1: Ridiculous!




  PERSON 2: Is he all right?!




  PERSON 3: Look, it’s utterly impossible! Think of all the beings being born and dying all the time!




  WOWBAGGER: I don’t care! I will insult them all. Individually. Personally. One by one. And . . . (A

  beat)




  FX: They’re shocked.




  WOWBAGGER: (Triumphant) . . . in alphabetical order!




  FX: They’re stunned.




  WOWBAGGER: There are cakes over there, if you want them . . . (Fades)




  THE VOICE: He equipped a spaceship that was built to last with a computer capable of keeping track of the entire population of the known

  Universe, plotting the horrifically complicated itineraries involved and joining up the resultant dots in the hope of randomly drawing a rude word.




  When people protested further, he would merely fix them with a steely look and say –




  INT. – WOWBAGGER’S SHIP




  WOWBAGGER: (Thoughtfully) It passes the time. (He sighs) Computer.




  FX: Beeps.




  COMPUTER: Still here.




  WOWBAGGER: Where next?




  FX: Beeps.




  COMPUTER: Computing . . . Folfanga. Fourth world of the Folfanga system. Estimated journey time, three weeks.




  WOWBAGGER: Yes, yes . . .




  FX: Beeps.




  COMPUTER: There to meet with a small slug of the genus A-Rth-Urp-Hil-Ipdenu . . . I believe that you had decided to call it a brainless

  prat.




  WOWBAGGER: Hmm. What network areas are we going to be passing through in the next few hours?




  FX: Beeps.




  COMPUTER: Cosmovid, Thinkpix and Home Brain Box.




  WOWBAGGER: Any movies I haven’t seen thirty thousand times already?




  FX: Beeps.




  COMPUTER: No.




  WOWBAGGER: (Yawns)




  FX: Beeps.




  COMPUTER: There’s Angst in Space.




  WOWBAGGER: I get enough of that at home.




  COMPUTER: But you’ve only seen that thirty-three thousand five hundred and seventeen times.




  WOWBAGGER: Wake me for the second reel.




  INT. – THE BOOK AMBIENCE




  THE VOICE: All Arthur Dent found to do to pass the time was to make himself a pouch of rabbit skin, which would be useful to keep things in.




  ARTHUR: (Stretches, waking) Flurrbllrrrl . . .




  THE VOICE: Then, one day, he woke up in his cave as usual . . .




  ARTHUR: (Same blood-curdling scream as before. Echoey, in a cave) Aaaaaargh!!!!!! (Embarrassed as he remembers, yet again) I know . . . (Rising excitement and resolve) I know! I know what I’m going to do!




  FX: We hear him scrambling out of the cave. Acoustic crossfades to exterior.




  ARTHUR: (cont’d) Listen! Sycamore One? Sycamore Two? Horse Chestnut? Willow One? Willow Two? Oh,

  don’t stop what you’re doing, it’s just . . . You listening, Elm? Oh, please yourself. It’s just I have an important announcement to make! I have decided . . . I have made a

  decision. I’ve thought about it seriously and responsibly, and – all things considered – it’s the right thing for me. I feel good about it. And here it is. I will go

  mad.




  FORD PREFECT: (Behind him, calmly sitting on a rock) Good idea.




  ARTHUR: (Astounded and terribly embarrassed) What?!




  FORD PREFECT: I went mad for a while. Did me no end of good.




  ARTHUR: Where did you just come from?




  FORD PREFECT: Oh, just sitting on that rock, watching the sun rise. Least, I think it was a sun. Yellow thing. About this big. There it is!

  Look!




  ARTHUR: (Incensed) Where the hell have you been?




  FORD PREFECT: Oh, round and about. I just took my mind off the hook for a bit. I reckoned that if the world wanted me it would call back. It

  did. See? The Sub-Etha Sens-O-Matic’s flashing.




  FX: Sub-Etha Sens-O-Matic wibbling; a bit tentatively.




  FORD PREFECT: Oh. At least it was. Probably needs a bit of a shake.




  FX: He shakes the Sub-Etha Sens-O-Matic.




  FORD PREFECT: (cont’d) Hmm. If it’s a false alarm I shall go mad. Again.




  ARTHUR: Ford, I thought you must be dead.




  FORD PREFECT: So did I – which at least proved I wasn’t. Then I decided I was a lemon for a while. I kept myself amused jumping in

  and out of a gin and tonic.




  ARTHUR: Where did you find a gin—




  FORD PREFECT: I didn’t. I found a small lake that thought it was a gin and tonic and jumped in and out of that. At least, I think it

  thought it was a gin and tonic. I could, of course, have been imagining it.




  ARTHUR: (Refusing to be drawn) I hope I am.




  FORD PREFECT: The point is that there is no point in driving yourself mad trying to stop yourself going mad. You might just as well give in and

  save your sanity.




  ARTHUR: And this is you sane again, is it? I ask merely for information.




  FORD PREFECT: Oh, and I tried to learn to fly. Do you believe me?




  ARTHUR: Look, Ford—




  FORD PREFECT: Interestingly enough, on the subject of flying, the Guide now says—




  ARTHUR: Who?




  FORD PREFECT: The Hitchhiker’s Guide to the Galaxy. Remember? ‘Don’t Panic’ . . . ?




  ARTHUR: I remember finding that easier to obey after I’d thrown it in the river.




  FORD PREFECT: Ah, but I fished it out. Here.




  FX: Ford pulls the Guide out of his satchel.




  ARTHUR: You never told me.




  FORD PREFECT: I didn’t want you to throw it in again.




  FX: Ford shakes the Guide. It sounds like bits are very likely to fall out. This gadget has seen some action.




  FORD PREFECT: It’s playing up as it is. I think something’s got into it.




  ARTHUR: What, like gin?




  FORD PREFECT: No. Like it’s being updated.




  FX: Ford switches on the Guide. BZT – then:




  THE VOICE: (Distort) The Hitchhiker’s Guide to the Galaxy has this to say on the – BZT!

  – subject of flying.




  There is an art – BZT! – or rather a kn-kn-knack to flying – BZT!




  FX: The Guide fizzles out. Ford thumps it a bit.




  FORD PREFECT: (Quietly muttering) Oh, Belgium.




  FX: He puts the Guide back in his satchel, under:




  FORD PREFECT: Hey. Good to see you again, Arthur.




  ARTHUR: (Suddenly in a rush) I . . . I . . . I haven’t seen anyone for years! I can hardly even remember

  how to speak! I keep forgetting . . . erm . . .




  FORD PREFECT: Birthdays?




  ARTHUR: Words! I practise by talking to . . . What are those things people think you’re mad if you talk to, like George III?




  FORD PREFECT: Kings?




  ARTHUR: No! No! The things he used to talk to. We’re surrounded by them, for Heaven’s sake. Trees! Trees! I practise by talking to

  trees! I’ve got names for them! I call them Sycamore One, and Sycamore Two and . . .




  FORD PREFECT: Arthur . . .




  ARTHUR: What?




  FORD PREFECT: Insanity is a gradual process – don’t rush it.




  ARTHUR: I’m just telling you their names.




  FORD PREFECT: We have something else to do.




  ARTHUR: I’m not going to ask, but imagine I have.




  FORD PREFECT: (Urgently) I don’t know. But things are going to happen. I have detected disturbances in

  the wash!




  ARTHUR: (Stupidly) Is that why the dye ran in my dressing gown?




  FORD PREFECT: The space-time wash!




  ARTHUR: Of course, the new Vogon laundromat on the Balls Pond Hyperlink.




  FORD PREFECT: Eddies in the space-time continuum!




  ARTHUR: Is he, indeed . . .




  FORD PREFECT: (Angrily) Listen! (Then very very patiently) There seem to be .

  . . some pools of instability . . . in the fabric . . . of space-time!




  ARTHUR: Not to mention the fabric of my dressing gown.




  FORD PREFECT: Arthur!




  ARTHUR: The difficulty with this conversation is that it’s very different from the ones I’ve mostly had recently, which, as I

  explained, have mostly been with trees. They weren’t like this. Except the ones with elms used to get a bit bogged down.




  FORD PREFECT: Will you listen!




  ARTHUR: I have been, but I don’t think it’s helping.




  FORD PREFECT: Oh, dear suffering Zarquon.




  ARTHUR: I . . . I—




  FX: The Sens-O-Matic pulled suddenly from Ford’s satchel, where it has started wibbling in an altogether more confident manner.




  FORD PREFECT: (Sudden urgency) Look! Look! The Sens-O-Matic! It’s flashing! Either it’s a moving

  disturbance in the fabric of space-time, an eddy, a pool of instability, somewhere in our vicinity—




  ARTHUR: Or a flat battery?




  FX: Wibbling stronger than ever. This is a big one.




  FORD PREFECT: The flashes are getting stronger . . . There!! There!!! – Behind that sofa!




  ARTHUR: (Almost frightened by the absurdity of it) Why . . . is there a sofa, in that field?




  FORD PREFECT: I told you! Eddies in the space-time continuum!




  ARTHUR: Then tell him to come and collect his sofa.




  FORD PREFECT: (Bored with this now) Arthur! That sofa is there because of the space-time instability I’ve

  been trying to get your terminally softened brain to come to grips with. It’s been washed up out of the continuum. It’s cosmic jetsam! It’s our only way out of here!

  (Runs off) Come on! It’s flying away from us!




  ARTHUR: (Suddenly starting to run) Yeeeehaaaaaa!




  FORD PREFECT: Towards you! Head it off!




  ARTHUR: It’s turning towards the trees!




  FORD PREFECT: After it! Watch out for the ditch!




  ARTHUR: (Panting as he runs) Ford! This is almost fun – whatever that was.




  FORD PREFECT: (Off) What?




  ARTHUR: I mean, it’s not often a day goes so perfectly to plan, is it?




  FORD PREFECT: (Off) Come on!




  ARTHUR: Damn! Missed it! Only a few minutes ago, I decided . . . I . . . would . . . go mad . . . and here I am already . . . chasing a

  chesterfield sofa across the fields of prehistoric Earth – watching out for a non-existent ditch – ahhh—




  FX: Splosh, drippy footsteps.




  ARTHUR: (cont’d) Ugh . . .




  FORD PREFECT: Get round the other side, that’s it. Jump into it! Come on, Arthur!




  Juuuuummmmp!!!!!




  FORD/ARTHUR: (Disappearing into time) Whooooooaaaaaaaaaaa . . .




  FX: The sofa they jump upon is caught in an eddy of the space-time continuum. It is sucked into the future like a soap bubble spinning down a plughole. Twigs,

  leaves and loose forest debris are dragged with it into the vortex. Then, suddenly, it is gone. Peace returns to prehistoric Islington. A bird twitters uncertainly.




  INT. – THE BOOK AMBIENCE




  THE VOICE: Many speak of the legendary and gigantic Starship Titanic, a majestic and luxurious cruise-liner launched from the great

  shipbuilding asteroids of Artifactovol some hundreds of years ago now, and with good reason.




  It was sensationally beautiful, staggeringly huge and more pleasantly equipped than any ship in what now remains of history.




  The Starship Titanic’s prototype Improbability Field was meant, supposedly, to ensure that it was Infinitely Improbable that anything would ever go wrong with any

  part of the ship.




  FX: Breathless crowd at starship launch, burst into applause, under:




  THE VOICE: Its designers didn’t realize that because of the quasi-reciprocal and circular nature of all Improbability calculations,

  anything that was Infinitely Improbable was actually very likely to happen almost immediately.




  POSH WOMAN: (PA slap) I name this vessel Starship Titanic.




  THE VOICE: Thus, when Starship Titanic was launched –




  POSH WOMAN: May Providence be with her and all who voyage in her . . .




  FX: Sounds of cheering and of bottle smashing.




  THE VOICE: – it did not even manage to complete its very first radio message – an SOS –




  FX: Furious Morse code tapping, totally useless in a future where Morse code has been long abandoned, but suitably improbable under the

  circumstances.




  THE VOICE: – before undergoing a sudden and gratuitous total existence failure.




  FX: The Starship Titanic simply fails to continue to exist on this level of probability. With nothing to support, a few supporting struts crash down. The

  Improbability converters grind to a halt, under:




  POSH WOMAN: Oh . . .




  FX: Inter-Galactic insurance underwriters closed loop updates buzzing, under:




  THE VOICE: This only encouraged further development. As soon as the insurance underwriters had recovered enough to insert suitable clauses into

  the relevant policies, the luxury cruiser Heart of Gold was built around an improved Improbability Drive –




  FX: Airlock door opened by reckless two-headed adventurer.




  ZAPHOD: Oooh! Freeooow! The Heart of Gold!




  FX: Intruder alarm is tripped.




  THE VOICE: – powered by a sculpted yellow metal nugget of such purity that it was only a matter of time before some reckless two-headed

  adventurer would attempt to steal it.




  ZAPHOD: Hi, there.




  FX: Guard felled by a single punch. Zaphod has a mean left hook. Which is just as well, his right hand is holding a complimentary souvenir launch-day VIP-lounge

  Pan Galactic Gargle Blaster.




  POSH WOMAN 2: (under:) We name this starship Heart of Gold.




  THE VOICE: But that was in the days when Zaphod Beeblebrox was young, brash and terrifyingly electable.




  FX: Heart of Gold powering up.




  POSH WOMAN 2: And now a word from President Beeblebrox . . .




  ZAPHOD: (Radio distort) Bye!




  FX: Heart of Gold roars away.




  POSH WOMAN 2: Oh.




  FX: Crowd disappointment.




  THE VOICE: Now he is older, brasher and not in a mood to entertain the automated systems that once made the Heart of Gold a

  playbeing’s dream . . .




  INT. – STARSHIP HEART OF GOLD




  FX: Door whirr.




  DOOR: Pleased to open for you.




  ZAPHOD: (He is drinking) Zark off.




  DOOR: Thank you.




  FX: Door whirr.




  DOOR: Ahhh. Have a nice day.




  ZAPHOD: And ruin a perfectly good hangover? (Sound of ice)




  TRILLIAN: Zaphod. You’re spilling that everywhere!




  ZAPHOD: Oh, Zark! (Chugs it down) Thanks, baby. I’d better send another one down. To check the first

  one’s OK.




  FX: Drinks poured, Zaphod chugging them down, alternate heads drinking and speaking throughout:




  ZAPHOD: (Swallows) Weird. It’s like my stomach’s holding a party and I’m not on the guest

  list.




  TRILLIAN: There’s no one chasing us, we’re free for the first time in ages—




  ZAPHOD: Freedom, yeah. Here I am, Zaphod Beeblebrox, I’m the coolest guy since cryogenics, and I’ve got a girl with whom things seem

  to be working out pretty well –




  TRILLIAN: (Quietly) Are they?




  ZAPHOD: – I should be feeling extremely hoopy about life right now. Except I’m not.




  TRILLIAN: (Trying hard) Look, let’s go somewhere! Travel. See the Universe. Come on. There’s

  nothing the Improbability Drive can’t do.




  ZAPHOD: Yeah, like, provided you know exactly how improbable it is that what you want it to do will ever happen. What did happen, by the

  way?




  TRILLIAN: (Who is not alone in looking for a way to explain this unavoidable anomaly) You had a double

  psychotic episode, ran off to Ursa Minor to prove some conspiracy theory, only to be found days later wandering the corridors of the Hitchhiker’s Guide building looking for Zarniwoop,

  a free lunch and a stiff drink. But not in that order.




  ZAPHOD: Which proves I was there, right?




  TRILLIAN: Well, I wasn’t.




  ZAPHOD: (Drunk) Wow – totally too much excitement, adventure and really wild things . . .




  TRILLIAN: They’re all hallucinations!




  ZAPHOD: Hey, the Total Perspective Vortex was not a hallucination!




  TRILLIAN: Or you had one Pan Galactic Gargle Blaster too many.




  ZAPHOD: (Stung) (Reflex) That’s not technically possible.




  FX: Another drink poured, Zaphod chugs it down.




  TRILLIAN: How is that going to help?




  ZAPHOD: The third drink is going down to see why the second hasn’t yet reported on the condition of the first. You know, looking at you

  two I think I prefer the other Trillian.




  TRILLIAN: Good, ’cos this one’s just about had enough!




  FX: Bottle clumsy clunk on glass. Two belches, one for each head.




  ZAPHOD: (Suddenly slurred) Ah. All drinks have reported in. Share and enjoy. Whurgh.




  FX: He falls off his chair untidily.




  TRILLIAN: (Sighs, to self) Oh, give me a break . . .




  FX: Hitchhiker’s Guide start-up chime.




  THE VOICE: (Through unit speaker – tinny) Holidays. One of the Galaxy’s most unusual holiday

  destinations is Allosimanus Syneca—




  TRILLIAN: Mm.




  THE VOICE: The trek from the snow plains of Liska to the summit of the Ice Crystal Pyramids of Sastantua is long and gruelling, but the view

  from the top is one which releases the mind to hitherto unexperienced horizons of beauty.




  TRILLIAN: That’ll do nicely. (Shuts off Guide) Computer?




  EDDIE THE COMPUTER: Hi, there! Eddie the shipboard computer standing by for—




  TRILLIAN: New course heading. Allosimanus Syneca.




  EDDIE THE COMPUTER: You got it!




  FX: The hyperdrive starts to power up.




  ZAPHOD: (From the floor, slurry) Trillian. If it was all a hallucination . . .




  TRILLIAN: Yes?




  ZAPHOD: What happened to that zarking robot?




  EXT. – SQUORNSHELLOUS ZETA, THE MATTRESS PLANET – SWAMP




  FX: Marvin trudging round in a circle in the swamp. In the distance, wild mattresses are willoming . . .




  MARVIN: (He trudges a bit, stops for a heartfelt sigh) Aaaaaah. (Carries on trudging.

  Then, miserably) Another world, another day . . . In fourteen hours the sun will sink hopelessly beneath the opposite horizon of Squornshellous Zeta. Totally wasted effort, if you ask

  me. Not that there is anyone here to ask me. So I’ll just keep walking around in this very tiny circle for a few hundred years more until my power cells give out.




  FX: A mattress flollops up to him, squidging in the soft ooze.




  ZEM THE MATTRESS: (Offensively breezy) Hallo, robot.




  MARVIN: (Bored) Hallo, mattress.




  ZEM THE MATTRESS: (Brought up short) Oh. (Then, brightly) What’s a

  mattress?




  MARVIN: You are.




  ZEM THE MATTRESS: Oh . . . (Then, brightly) Happy?




  MARVIN: But clearly you are a very stupid one.




  ZEM THE MATTRESS: (Not in the least insulted) We could have a conversation. Would you like that?




  MARVIN: No. And after I have calculated to ten significant decimal places what precise length of pause is most likely to convey a general

  contempt for all things mattressy, I will continue to walk round in tight circles. Don’t mind me – not that you do anyway.




  ZEM THE MATTRESS: (Again, brightly) What’s a mattress?




  MARVIN: You are. You are a large mattress, and probably one of very high quality.




  ZEM THE MATTRESS: Really?




  MARVIN: Yes.




  INT. – THE BOOK AMBIENCE




  THE VOICE: In an infinitely large Universe, such as, for instance, the one in which we live, most things one could possibly imagine, and a lot

  of things one would rather not, grow somewhere. Thus it is that very few things actually get manufactured these days.




  A forest was discovered recently in which most of the trees grew ratchet screwdrivers as fruit. The life cycle of a ratchet-screwdriver fruit is quite interesting. Once picked it needs a dark

  dusty drawer in which it can lie undisturbed for years. Then one night it suddenly hatches, discards its outer skin, which crumbles into dust, and emerges as a totally unidentifiable little metal

  object with flanges at both ends and a sort of ridge and a sort of hole for a screw. This, when found, will get thrown away. No one knows what it is supposed to gain from this. Nature, in her

  infinite wisdom, is presumably working on it.




  No one really knows what mattresses are meant to gain from their lives either. They’re large, friendly, pocket-sprung creatures which live quiet private lives in the swamps of

  Squornshellous Zeta.




  ZEM THE MATTRESS: (For they are all Zem) Willomywillomyillomyillomyillomyillomyillomyillomyillomyillomy . .

  .




  ZEM THE MATTRESS: Hallo, Zem!




  ZEM THE MATTRESS: Hallo, Zem!




  ZEM THE MATTRESS: Hallo, Zem and Zem!




  ZEM THE MATTRESS: Hallo, Zem, have you seen – oh, there you are, Zem!




  ZEM THE MATTRESS: Your willoming is much improved, Zem.




  ZEM THE MATTRESS: Voon! I gup at the thought!




  ZEM THE MATTRESS: Globber globber.




  ZEM THE MATTRESS: Why do you globber so, Zem?




  ZEM THE MATTRESS: I miss Zem. He has gone to be slept on.




  ZEM THE MATTRESS: (Arriving) Hallo, Zem, Zem and Zem!




  ZEM THE MATTRESS: (All three) Hallo, Zem!




  ZEM THE MATTRESS: Let’s flollop!




  ZEM THE MATTRESS: Let’s flurble!




  THE VOICE: They flollop about, blowing bubbles through the water, their blue and white stripes glistening in the feeble rays of its sun. Many of

  them get caught, slaughtered, dried out, shipped out and slept on. None of them seem to mind and all of them are called Zem.




  EXT. – SQUORNSHELLOUS ZETA, THE MATTRESS PLANET – SWAMP




  FX: Marvin trudging round in his circle. The sun has risen above the mist and is a little brighter now, but as he wouldn’t even be pleased to find himself

  on a Hawaiian beach holding a pina colada, with all the diodes down his left-hand side replaced, back to the plot:




  ZEM THE MATTRESS: (Invincibly cheerful) – Zem. And what’s your name, robot?




  MARVIN: (Deep sigh) Marvin.




  ZEM THE MATTRESS: I vollue a deep dejection in your diodes, robot. And I globber for you. Globbbabbbabbbabberrr.




  MARVIN: Must you? I think you should know that your globbering has not eased my dejection by a single jot.




  ZEM THE MATTRESS: You should be more mattressy. We live quiet, retired lives in the swamp, where we are content to flollop and vollue and regard

  the wetness in a fairly floopy manner.




  MARVIN: If there is anything more unappealing, I expect it’s your attention span. We’ve had this conversation every day since I

  arrived here.




  ZEM THE MATTRESS: We could discuss the weather a little.




  MARVIN: I suppose so. (With great deliberation) Ahem. (Spoken) The dew has

  clearly fallen with a particularly sickening thud this morning. If I had teeth, I would grit them at this point.




  ZEM THE MATTRESS: (Infuriatingly) Would you care to come for a flollop?




  MARVIN: No. Not because I find the concept depressing, which I most certainly do, but because I have been fitted with this infinitely more

  depressing artificial leg. As it is just the one steel peg I can only pivot on it in very tiny circles, gradually digging myself deeper into this swamp. Flolloping is therefore not an option.




  ZEM THE MATTRESS: Voon. I feel deep in my innermost sprung pockets that you have something on your mind.




  MARVIN: More than you can possibly imagine. My capacity for mental activity of all kinds is as boundless as the infinite reaches of space

  itself. As opposed to my capacity for happiness. My capacity for happiness you could fit into a matchbox without taking out the matches first.




  ZEM THE MATTRESS: Right . . . (Brightly) What’s a matchbox?




  MARVIN: (Sighs even more deeply than before)




  INT. – THE HEART OF GOLD – ZAPHOD’S BATHROOM




  FX: The sound of Zaphod brushing both sets of teeth under:




  EDDIE THE COMPUTER: (Through intercom) We are in parking orbit over Allosimanus Syneca, guys.




  ZAPHOD: (Stops brushing) Where?




  TRILLIAN: (Through intercom) Zaphod, where are you?




  FX: Click.




  ZAPHOD: In the bathroom. (More teeth brushing. Both sets)




  TRILLIAN: (Distort) What are you doing in there?




  ZAPHOD: Staying.




  TRILLIAN: How are you feeling?




  FX: Zaphod gargles (left) at one pitch. Then (right) at another pitch. Then both together in whatever harmony Mark can muster.




  TRILLIAN: Is that as bad as it sounds?




  ZAPHOD: Hey, I was worse earlier. But then I thought that I could look for someone in the Universe more miserable than me. Halfway to the bridge

  I realized that it might be Marvin, so I’m going back to bed.




  TRILLIAN: (Distorted) We’re parked over Allosimanus Syneca. It looks beautiful from the teleport

  room.




  ZAPHOD: Sure.




  TRILLIAN: We could go down later—




  ZAPHOD: Hey, no . . . thanks. Please.




  TRILLIAN: (Distorted) I deactivated all the kitchen synthomatics. (Zaphod groans) I’ve prepared

  the most fabulous meal for you –




  INT. – HEART OF GOLD – TELEPORT ROOM




  FX: Rattling of tray loaded with goodies.




  TRILLIAN: – oiled meals, scented fruits . . .




  ZAPHOD: (Distorted) Yeah, yeah, yeah.




  TRILLIAN: (Low, to self) And I’ve got a first-class degree in mathematics and a doctorate in

  astrophysics, but we’ll let that pass. (Up) Zaphod?




  ZAPHOD: (Distorted) I’m not hungry.




  TRILLIAN: I’ve put some on a tray. If you don’t want the candlelit supper you can eat it in bed. Either way we should talk things

  through.




  ZAPHOD: (Distorted) No.




  TRILLIAN: (Resolve) Is that all you’ve got to say? (Nothing but silence) I’ll take that no

  as a yes.




  FX: Click.




  TRILLIAN: (Effort) Unf !




  FX: Trillian throws the tray of food aside.




  TRILLIAN: Enough! Eddie, activate teleporter. Destination—




  EDDIE THE COMPUTER: Planet surface?




  TRILLIAN: Random coordinates. Transport me the hell out of Zaphod Beeblebrox’s life.




  EDDIE THE COMPUTER: You got it.




  FX: Transporter beam activated.




  INT. – HEART OF GOLD – BATHROOM




  ZAPHOD: (More to himself than to Trillian) Hey, baby. You remind me of something Ford once said. He spent a

  whole while stuck on Earth with your monkey race and they used to amaze him the way they kept on talking, like just always stating the really obvious, you know. Like, ‘It’s a nice

  day,’ or ‘You’re very tall,’ or ‘Oh dear, you seem to have fallen down a thirty-foot well, are you all right?’ Ha ha ha! Yeah, and he thought if human beings

  don’t keep exercising their lips their mouths would probably seize up. Then he watched them a bit more, you know, and came up with a whole new theory. He said that if they don’t keep

  exercising their lips their brains start working. That is so true.






  Trillian? . . . Trillian?! (Pause) You’ll be back, baby . . . (He goes back to brushing his teeth)




  INT. – THE BOOK AMBIENCE




  THE VOICE: What will become of Trillian now she has escaped the gravitational pull of Zaphod Beeblebrox’ ego? Where in the space-time

  continuum are Arthur Dent and Ford Prefect likely to wash up? And what vital issues pivot on Marvin’s artificial leg? Find out in the next bi-podal part of the Tertiary Phase of The

  Hitchhiker’s Guide to the Galaxy . . .




  ANNOUNCER: Non-orthopaedically sprung life forms are reminded that mattresses are the only sentient creatures to require regular flolloping.




  FOOTNOTES




  The opening sequence If we had actually managed to get the Tertiary Phase of Hitchhiker’s on the air in 1993,

  Douglas and I would have been more sonically daring when kicking things off again. At one point we discussed a soundscape montage of the story so far, and at separate times I had discussions with

  John Whitehall (who provided some music and effects for the original episodes) and Mark Russell (who scored myBatman: Knightfall Radio 1 series) about a music bed to go under it. Frankie

  Goes To Hollywood’s ‘Two Tribes’ was being mooted as a musical model at one point, this was the extent of the makeover being considered!

OEBPS/html/docimages/tp.jpg
THE HITCHHIKER'S GUIDE
TO THE GALAXY
RADIO SCRIPTS

THE TERTIARY, QUANDARY AND
QUINTESSENTIAL PHASES

As dramatized, directed and annotated by Dirk Maggs

from the novels by Douglas Adams

Produced by Bruce Hyman and Helen Chattwell
at Above the Title Productions.

And with a foreword by Simon Jones

PAN BOOKS





OEBPS/html/docimages/cover.jpg
DOUGLAS
ADAMS

y

7 == \

U

H4 )

v/
-

il

THE HITCHHIKER'S
GUIDE TO THE GALARY

° As dramatized and directed - - .
by Dirk Maggs
. . with a foreword by Simon Jones






OEBPS/html/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





