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A Victorian Lady’s Guide to the Galaxy

 

The Hitchhiker's Guide to the Galaxy, in its original form, peaked in popularity around the 

time that ape-descendants on a minute planet orbiting a single sun would call the "Victorian 

era." That planet (known as Earth) was barely considered in the original text. Early attempts 

to catalogue it failed spectacularly as any researcher who looked at the place deemed it 

so backwards that even Vogon poetry would not faze its primate inhabitants (however, this 

disregarded the future existence of an Earth poet known as Paula Nancy Millstone Jennings, 

whose poetry would come to be known as the worst ever penned). Early on in the Guide's 

existence, a brave man from somewhere near Betelgeuse decided to research this planet, taking 

a curious interest in it. He had more success in his research than another brave man from a 

planet in the vicinity of Betelgeuse would have, but that's another story for another time.

That first man, however, came to be known as Edward Rochester and he did not forget his towel. 

 

"My sweet Jane," Edward declared, shaking my shoulder. "Please do wake up, we haven't much 

time." 

I rose, blinking at my dear husband. He was more worried than I had seen him since that fateful 

night years ago, pacing about the drawing room and declaring that I become his mistress. 

Though Edward had settled in the years since, I occasionally caught him staring into the stars 

with a queer look on his face; any questioning about this would result in his simply shaking 

his head and telling me not to mind him. This morning, the lines in his face were ever more 

prominent, and he was looking down at a strange apparatus like he had never lost his vision. He 

was half-dressed, a towel hung around his neck, and his hair was uncombed; altogether creating 

an unfortunate effect of disheveledness. Edward's sudden change of routine and countenance 

greatly disturbed me.

"Sir?" I queried, "what is wrong?" I watched Edward as he paced about our bedroom, moving his 

fingers about the strange device with increasing franticness. Ignoring my own state of undress 

and the time of day, I stood and placed a hand on his shoulder to stop him. "Edward," I stated, 

perhaps more firmly than I had before. "What is happening?"

Mr. Rochester raised his heavy eyebrows at me, making his forehead crease considerably 

more. "What is happening, Jane, is that I am in great trouble." This threw him into another bout 
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of pacing. "What I get for masquerading as a human," he muttered. I crossed my arms about my 

chest and stood there, watching him.

"Edward," I demanded, "are you not human yourself?"

"All right," said Edward, "I shall attempt to explain. How long have we known each other, 

Jane?"

"How long has it been?" I thought. "About five years, maybe six," I answered. "The whole of it 

has made more sense than this, Edward, even the times when you were utterly, truly unbearable." 

Edward nodded. "Then, my dear Jane, how would you react if I were to say that I am not 

originally from -----shire after all, but from a small planet somewhere beyond the vicinity of 

Betelgeuse?"

"I would ask you if you were on one of your flights of fancy and question where you had ever 

heard of a place called Betelgeuse," I responded, sitting down on the edge of our bed. "Why, do 

you suppose that that is the sort of thing you are likely to say?" To myself, I thought that Edward 

was getting into one of his “moods” again; but he had never before woken me at such an early 

hour, before even the birds have begun their songs. I wondered what had come over him. 

Edward seemed to surrender at that point in our conversation. He finished buttoning his vest and 

pulled the towel from around his neck; then, he held it out in front of him. A second later, he had 

thrown it at me, and I barely caught it before it covered my face. The towel was soft and smelt of 

him, slightly damp from his perspiration. I worried about him and started folding the towel out of 

instinct, moving to place it next to me. "You keep a hold on that," Edward ordered, "towels are 

vitally important." 

"Edward," I asked, standing once more, "are you all right? Do you have a fever? Are you ill?"

"I must admit that I am feeling rather feverish," Edward stated, but stopped me as I moved to 

speak. "I assure you, Jane, it is only because I am worried sick due to a report I have received." 

"A letter? From whom?"

"No, not a letter, Jane." Something seemed different about my dear husband, with a strange 

underlying current of distress that I had never before tasted and thus could not place. "A report, 

an order-- I have been told that I must vacate this planet due to the presence of a collective 

dissatisfied with my residence here..." His frown deepened. I longed to help him, but I was 

unsure of what to do, or even if he was altogether “there.”

"Edward, what are you saying?" I asked cautiously. "There is no way for us to leave the planet 
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Earth-- unless you mean England as a body, and some collective here--" 

"No, Jane," he repeated, "this is an order for me to leave the planet Earth entirely, or risk 

annihilation at the hands of the Belttors." Edward scowled. "The Belttors are quite horrible 

pieces of work." I watched him with a sort of placid indifference. The towel was folded neatly 

in my lap. "Jane-- Jane, please, believe me," he pleaded, looking at my expression, "you are the 

only person I can entrust to help me with this." In a moment, he was at my side, holding one of 

my small hands in his rough ones. 

"What, if I may ask, are the Belttors?" I questioned.

Rochester laughed heartily. "They are one of the most vile races in this galaxy," he told 

me, "they appear to be these gigantic, silver flying creatures." Edward mimed its motion for 

me, undulating his arms like loose sheets of fabric in the wind. "And they act as the highly paid 

executors; at least, in the vicinity of this solar system. Not to mention, they are utterly immature 

and have no sense of etiquette." He shuddered, like something had pierced his heart. "They lay 

eggs in your dwellings, suffocating you with thousands of their young--" 

I held up a hand. "That would be enough, Edward." I smiled, deciding to humor him if it would 

at least alleviate his feverish behaviour for the time being. "I will come along with you on your 

boat to the stars. Please, just allow me to dress myself properly." 

"But hurry," Rochester added. 

 

The second that I walked out of my dressing room wearing a simple, grey stuff dress, Rochester 

grabbed me by the wrist and lead me out into the main hall. "That dress is entirely impractical for 

space flight," he informed me, "and you forgot your towel." He held up two of the simple, white 

towels. "Regardless, I was prepared." 

"Where are we going?" I asked him, my shoes clicking on the polished floor beneath me. The 

day was still young outside; but, perhaps in my imagination, I could hear the buzzing of flying 

creatures around the house.

"First, to the vessel that landed me here," he answered, "and then, to my home planet." He 

paused in the hall and was silent for a moment, listening closely to the air around him. "Damn it, 

they're here."

Edward broke into a run, and I forced myself to keep up with his long and powerful strides. He 

knelt in the center of the drawing room, pulling up the ornate Oriental rug resting in the center 
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of the circular room; beneath it, on the previously unnoticed floor, was a cut square with a bit of 

rope connected to it. Rochester pulled at the rope and the floor came up with it, revealing a dark 

hole.

"You must trust me now, Jane," said Rochester, "we are about to utilize simple hyperdrive 

technology to warp to my vessel, some millions of miles away."

Holding my hand tightly, we went through. I felt as if my insides were being pulled apart from 

my outsides and as if I were falling apart from within. Very briefly, I was glad that I hadn't 

yet eaten breakfast. The whole ordeal was over in a few seconds, however, and we were soon 

standing in the middle of an unfamiliar forest; or so I assumed, from the smell of pine and the 

sounds of small animals.

"Open your eyes, Jane," Edward whispered. 

I did, and upon seeing the vast aerodynamic device that was at once so like and unlike a usual 

boat, I fainted.

I suppose that I had never really understood Thursdays like that.

 

(The novel Jane Eyre, with its characters Jane and Edward Rochester, was written by Charlotte 

Bronte. Though the work is now in the public domain, I do not own the concepts of the book or 

its character.

The Hitchhiker’s Guide to the Galaxy is copyright to the Douglas Adams Estate. I do not own the 

concepts I took from this series for the use in this writing. This writing was meant as parody and 

I have no intent of commercializing this story.)


