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The Aftermath 

Andy Frankham-Allen & Betty Medeiros 
 

Chapter One 

 

“No one would have believed in the early years of the twenty-sixth century 

that the planet Mars would one day be returned to the Martians. No one even 

considered the possibility that the Cybermen would be defeated. And yet, 

across the gulfs of space, the Martian Empire returned to reclaim their planet 

from the Cyber race. The alliance between the Martian Empire and the 

Galactic Federation succeeded in banishing the Cybermen from the Martian 

solar system. And so, for the first time in just under six hundred years, Mars 

belonged to the Martians once more.”  

 

May 30th 2502 –  

 

The red sand kicked up into a little storm, disturbed by the thrusters of 

the ship above. Landing struts were lowered from the belly of the 

starship. Gracefully it came to land, resting on the red sand softly. 

Outwardly the small starship looked like a scarab beetle, but inside it 

was one of the most advanced starships in the Martian fleet.  

The Sou’thor’gx was the personal ship of Commander Xzalnyr, one 

time leader of the Honour Guard charged with the protection of the 

Galactic Federation Headquarters on Alpha Centauri.  

Within the Sou’thor’gx Xzalnyr sat, his eyes looking at the Martian 

landscape through the main viewer. He welled up with emotion inside, 

pride overwhelming all else. It was the first time he had ever been to 

his homeworld. Since he was hatched, Xzalnyr had lived on New 

Mars, a world a long way from his ancestral home. Centuries ago the 

Cybermen had invaded the Martian solar system, forcing his people to 

give up their planet. When he was a hatchling he had heard the story 

of the invasion; his father had told him that one day the Martian 
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people would return to reclaim their world. Even at such a young age 

Xzalnyr had believed it.  

He struck a control on the board before him with a large claw and 

listened to the hydraulic hiss as the exit ramp was lowered. Xzalnyr 

placed his helmet over his head and rose from his seat. He turned to 

the remaining six members of the Honour Guard and threw his arm 

across his chest in the Martian salute.  

‘We are home!’ he hissed.  

 

Nick walked around the curio shop, the same words reverberating in 

his mind over and over. Fake. Copy. That’s what the Doctor is and…No! 

Nick thought, then corrected himself bitterly. The Doctor is dead. He died 

on Nova Mondas. The man he thought of as the Doctor was, in fact, a 

clone.  

Nick almost choked on that word. He felt angry, hurt, but most of 

all he felt so damned betrayed. He and the Doctor were friends, at least 

Nick thought they were, and this is how the Doctor treated him, by not 

trusting him enough to tell him? Some friend!  

‘HE SHOULD HAVE TOLD ME!' The words he had screamed at the 

Figure bounced around inside his head.  

‘Bollocks!’ he said out loud and whacked the TARDIS with his fist.  

 

Alf watched Nick pacing about the shop, concern and love mixing in 

her eyes. Little time had passed since they had found themselves 

locked out of the TARDIS, and since that time all Nick had done was 

wander around, immersed in his thoughts. It wasn’t too hard for Alf to 

work out what those thoughts were. If she needed any more clues, 

Nick’s occasional glances at the solid blue box were enough.  

She wanted to help Nick in some way, but if Nick was still angry she 

didn’t want to be near him. I’ve got to get over this, she told herself yet 
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again. He’s my Nick. Maybe he did need a little time alone to sort out 

his feelings, and maybe she did too.  

Nick stopped pacing and turned back to Alf. ‘I’m gonna take a walk, 

I want to figure out a few things.’ He paused and really looked at her. 

‘I’ll be back.’ As he left, he grabbed his diary from the top shelf by the 

door.  

Just after Nick left the curio shop, Enalckarnip emerged from the 

back room and approached Alf. In one hand he held a cup of coffee 

that Nick had requested, in the other he held a data padd. Enalckarnip 

saw Alf staring out of the window at the disappearing figure of Nick 

and said to her; ‘He’ll be all right.’  

He glanced down at the coffee, and offered her the data padd. ‘This 

message came a while ago for the Doctor. It’s from the Senate.’  

Alf took the message and read it quickly, while Enalckarnip drank 

the coffee. ‘They want the Doctor to come to an emergency meeting as 

soon as possible. But he can’t, can he? He can’t do much of anything 

now.’ She stopped, looking at the TARDIS, wondering just what was 

going on in there. She shrugged. ‘I’ll have to go in the Doctor’s place 

and see what this is all about. I have a feeling something’s seriously 

wrong.’ 

 

As he walked down through the Great Hall of Svaairxzx, Xzalnyr 

fought to hide his sense of awe. To be walking through the Great Hall 

was an honour reserved for the legendary warriors of Mars, something 

he never considered himself to be. At the end of the Hall were the 

doors leading to the Throne Room. The frame of the doors was 

decorated in hieroglyphs. He recognised their origin as Osiran, the 

Gods who had influenced the ancient Martian culture.  

Two guards stood either side of the doors, their forms bulkier than 

most Martian warriors. Each wore the ceremonial armour of the 
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Emperor’s Imperial Guards, both wearing helmets over their reptilian 

heads. As one they looked up.  

Xzalnyr approached them. In stature he was not much different 

from the guards, but his armour was less polished and more rugged. 

Unlike the two guards he no longer wore his helmet or the usual 

clamp-like gloves over his claws. He stopped in front of the guards.  

‘I wish to see the Emperor Izlyr,’ he informed them.  

‘The Emperor is not to be disturbed,’ hissed one guard. ‘He is in a 

meeting of vital importance to the Empire.’  

‘That is what I wish to see him about.’ Xzalnyr folded his arms. For 

six months he had been on New Mars - at the behest of the Emperor 

Himself - making sure that the mass exodus back to Mars would go 

smoothly. During the preparations certain things had come to his 

attention, things that the Emperor needed to know.  

The guard shook his head. ‘The Emperor must not be disturbed. I 

shall inform him that you came, Commander Xzalnyr.’  

Xzalnyr hissed with anger but turned away. One way or another he 

was determined to see the Emperor, but for now he would retreat to 

think of an alternative strategy. As he retreated from the Imperial 

Guards Xzalnyr found himself wondering with whom the Emperor 

was discussing such important things.  

 

The Emperor’s Throne Room had not been used in five hundred years. 

When the Martians had been forced to leave their world, it had been 

sealed, although that did not stop the decay and dust building. Many 

traps had been put in place to keep the Throne Room safe, with trionic 

locks sealing the main door. Only the Emperor of the time knew how 

to get into the Throne Room safely, but that information had passed on 

to the next Emperor, Saaarlxz. Emperor Saaarlxz had then passed it on 

to Izlyr when he became emperor, 460 years after the Martians had left 

Mars.  
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In his heart Izlyr was a warrior, not a politician. He had never 

wanted to become the next emperor, but Saaarlxz had left him with 

little choice. Izlyr had resented it, but nonetheless took on the mantle of 

emperor with every fibre of his being. Ultimately he knew that it was 

the highest honour that could be bestowed on a member of the Elite 

Martian Caste.  

Forty-Eight years on and Emperor Izlyr was amazed. From the 

moment he had become emperor he had decided that the triumphant 

return to Mars would take place during his reign. Every day he had 

worked on planning the mass exodus home, and thus the great 

campaign to reclaim his planet. But he never really believed it would 

happen. Until almost a year and a half earlier when Commander 

Xzalnyr had returned to New Mars with half of the Sword of Tuburr.  

Izlyr smiled at the memory. He alone had known that the second 

half of the Sword still resided on Mars, kept safe by the few priests 

who had remained there. Having the hilt of the Sword returned to his 

people was the rallying cry he needed, the thrust that would push the 

Martians back to their ancestral home.  

Emperor Izlyr looked from the Marshal before him and over to the 

Sword of Tuburr that hung above the main doors of the throne room. 

The Sword was in one piece, for the first time in centuries. He drew 

strength just from looking at it, the original sword of the greatest 

warrior in Martian history. The term “warrior” floated around his 

mind, and once again he was reminded of how he had managed to 

merge his warrior heart with his political obligations. He had used the 

strength of both positions to lead the Martians to victory. Which 

brought him back to the Marshal in front of him.  

‘We have much to learn from admitting to our past mistakes.’  

The Marshal shook his helmeted head. ‘They were not mistakes, My 

Lord.’  
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Izlyr waved away the objections. ‘Perhaps, Marshal. But we must 

apologise to the Pels for what we did. The Federation helped us 

reclaim our world, and we owe them.’  

‘No, My Lord. We must reclaim our position as the greatest force in 

the galaxy. There will never be a better time.’  

Emperor Izlyr looked at the Marshal with uncertainty. He knew that 

the Marshal before him had the loyalty of some of the greatest warriors 

in the Martian Empire; warriors who would follow him blindly.  

Not for the first time, Emperor Izlyr felt the weight of leadership 

crushing down on his shoulders. 

 

It was Alf’s first time in the Senate Building on Alpha Centauri. She 

had spent over a year living on the planet, and a big chunk of that time 

working for the Galactic Federation, but she had never been in the 

Building itself. She had walked by it many times, quite taken in by its 

presence. It corkscrewed its way up to the sky, covering some fifteen 

hundred stories. Since beginning her time-travelling with the Doctor 

she had seem some incredible sights, but nothing that quite compared 

to the sheer size of the Senate Building.  

Alf stood by the doors leading into the building and looked at her 

reflection in the glass. Before leaving the shop Enalckarnip had once 

again suggested that she should get some plastic skin grafted over her 

facial scar, and once again she had refused. Before it had been a 

constant reminder of what Nicholas had done to her, and how she 

refused to get in that sort of position again. But now it was to remind 

her that she had to deal with the baggage that she had carried on to her 

perception of Nick as a result.  

One thing she had decided to do before leaving the shop was to 

change her clothes. Her previous outfit had become very dirty during 

her scrabbling through the caves of Voga, and going to an important 

meeting with the Senate needed something a little special. So, as a 
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result of much thought, she was dressed in a mixture of outfits. Her 

bottom half was covered in the black trousers that she had worn in 

Paris in 1900, while over her top half she wore a dark red sweater, over 

which was a small black jacket that had belonged to her in a previous 

life. She had wanted her long leather coat, but that was still in the 

wrecked Earth’s Pride lying on Voga. Her hair was tied into tight plaits, 

coming very close to her skull.  

Alf nodded at her reflection, satisfied, and pushed open the doors.  

 

It had taken a little longer than she had wanted, but once the guards at 

the door had contacted Draconia to check Alf’s credentials she had 

been escorted to the private meeting chamber. Even then, the guards 

continued to give her suspicious looks, their hands never straying too 

far from their holstered guns. It was only after she had entered the 

chamber that the guards had chosen to relax, telling her that the 

senators would be with her shortly.  

The private meeting chamber was a very functional place. An oval 

table sat in the centre of the room, with six chairs arranged around it. 

The rest of the room was bare, except for a monitor screen on the wall 

behind the head of the table. Lying on the table, in front of each chair, 

was a set of papers. Bored of waiting, Alf pulled out a chair and picked 

up a set of papers. She sat herself on the table, resting her feet on the 

chair, and perused the information.  

She was still in that position when the door slid open and the 

senators walked in. Alf looked up, surprised by how few there were. 

First in was a member of the Alpha Centaurian race, a being Alf almost 

mistook as her old work colleague Blooradab, before she remembered 

that Blooradab was no senator. Alf was not sure if it was a racist 

observation, but all Alpha Centaurians looked the same to her. 

Typically, the Alpha Centauri senator was waving hir arms around 

anxiously. Next in was an ambassador from Ossobos, which looked 
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much like a blue version of an Alpha Centaurian, which made sense as 

they were distant cousins. Two people that Alf did know followed 

them in. Akrulan of Draconia and a Taurean called Theramin. Alf had 

met Theramin on Taureas II almost a year before, when she and the 

Doctor were trying to locate the Cybermen spies. Alf had no idea that 

Theramin had become the senator for Taureas II, but now that she did 

know she was pleased. Theramin was a very serene woman, and wise 

too. 

 Alf removed herself from the table and walked over to Theramin. 

‘Hi, it’s good to see you again.’  

Theramin bowed her bald head and smiled softly. ‘And you too, Alf. 

Although I had expected the Doctor to attend this meeting.’  

Alf shrugged. ‘Well, he’s indisposed. So, as a Noble of Draconia, I 

decided to take his place.’ She nodded at Akrulan, who was pointedly 

ignoring her. ‘I see Draconia has a new ambassador.’  

‘Yes, since the Doctor neglected his office after the Nova Mondas 

incident, the Empress and Senator Mahkathnic decided to remove him 

and put Akrulan in his place.’  

‘Is that legal?’ Alf asked.  

‘Perfectly.’  

Alf took this in, wondering how the Doctor would feel about being 

deposed. Freed, probably. Since being able to travel in time again, he hasn’t 

really wanted to have ties to this century, she figured.  

‘Hang about,’ she said, as something occurred to her. ‘If the Doctor 

has been deposed, then why has he been invited to a secret meeting?’  

Theramin’s tattoos glowed momentarily. ‘Because, at the behest of 

Empress Jaahkathna, he has been retained as a special envoy for the 

Galactic Federation.’  

‘Anyone thought of telling him that?’  
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‘It has not been easy to make contact with him these past six 

months, Alf, as you well know. Besides, he was to be informed at this 

meeting.’  

Alf shook her head. She had never understood politics.  

Theramin motioned Alf to take a seat, so the two women walked 

over to the table and sat down. Alf was pleased to find that she was 

sitting next to Theramin, although not too pleased to have Akrulan to 

her left. She turned to Akrulan, quite intent on sparking up a 

conversation whether he wanted to or not, when the door slid open 

again and a man walked into the room.  

Everyone but Alf stood. She was too surprised by his appearance to 

do so.  

The man wore the robes of the Supreme Senator, but it was the man 

himself that surprised Alf. She knew him. It was the same man who 

had given her the idea for her name, the same man who had suggested 

she work in the internment camp. That was a year and a half ago, and 

he hadn’t aged a day.  

Outwardly he looked human, but Alf strongly suspected that he 

was not. It was there and then that she decided she would have to find 

out what he was, and how he had become the Supreme Senator, since 

clearly Empress Jaahkathna’s temporary term in that office had ended.  

The man noticed Alf’s expression, and smiled. ‘Aren’t you going to 

rise in the presence of the Federation President?’  

‘Huh?’ Alf blinked and gathered herself together. ‘President?’  

‘Yes, Ms McShane. Well, I thought the term “Supreme Senator” was 

a little too pompous for my tastes, so I changed it to “Federation 

President“.’  

Alf still remained sitting, which resulted in her getting looks of 

indignation from the senators, except for Theramin who just smiled 

softly.  
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The President grinned. ‘Well, Ms McShane, I’m glad you have found 

your place with the Doctor.’ He glanced around the room. ‘Where is 

he, by the way?’  

‘Unavailable.’  

The President raised a questioning eyebrow. ‘Is that so?’ He pursed 

his lips and walked around the table, nodding at each senator in turn. 

When he came to Akrulan he smirked a little. ‘Ambassador Akrulan, 

welcome to your first official Senate meeting.’  

The Draconian bowed his head, although there was a touch of 

resentment in his eyes. ‘Thank you, President.’ He looked back up and 

caught the President’s eye. ‘Although I would like to point out that I 

have only taken this post in honour of my fallen brother.’  

The President gave a knowing smile. ‘Of course,’ he said, and sat 

down. His tone implied that he knew otherwise. Once he was sitting 

the four senators followed suit. He looked at each person in turn, his 

gaze lingering on Alf a little longer, and then spoke.  

‘This meeting is classified, and anything said in this room must not 

go any further. As you may be able to tell I have only invited 

representatives of the founding members of the Galactic Federation. 

The reason is this; I do not want to alarm the newer members at this 

time. Until I am certain.’  

‘Certain of what?’ the Alpha Centauri Ambassador asked, in hir 

usual shrill tones. Alf winced and glanced at the hexapod. The 

Ambassador blinked hir single eye and Alf looked away smiling. 

‘Certain that we have a war on our hands.’  

Murmurs began to circulate around the table and the President 

nodded grimly. He had not been involved in the last war, but he was 

fully aware of it. The Galactic Federation could not really afford 

another war so soon. He opened his mouth to continue.  

‘It’s the Martians, ain’t it?’ Alf said, cutting the ambassadors off in 

mid-murmur.  
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The President looked at her, pleasantly surprised. ‘Yes. How did 

you know?’  

‘Obvious. They used to be a warmongering race. During the battle 

to reclaim Mars they once again got a taste of the old ways. Coupled 

with the way the Martians broke away from the Federation fifty-one 

years ago, it’s bloody obvious.’  

The President nodded his head. ‘Essentially you are right, Ms 

McShane. Yes.’ He looked at the ambassadors. ‘King Garet of Peladon 

has been in talks with me over the last five months. He and his people 

have agreed to return to the Galactic Federation, but under one 

condition. Since we are allies of the Martian Empire, albeit tentatively, 

they want an official apology from the Empire for the rape of Peladon.’  

‘They will not get it!’ Akrulan spat. All eyes turned to him. ‘The 

Martian Empire is not to be trusted, and they never have been. They do 

not understand honour, not in the real sense of the word. All they 

understand is power.’  

‘Yes, I fear you may well be right, Ambassador Akrulan. I have been 

trying to contact Mars but so far I have had no response. At best they 

simply will not apologise, in which case we will have to find another 

way to convince Peladon to rejoin the Galactic Federation. At worst...’ 

The President took a deep breath. ‘At worst the Martians will try to 

take Peladon again.’  

‘As I said,’ Alf pointed out. ‘Warmongers.’  

Akrulan nodded. ‘They seek power. If you wish, I can talk to 

Empress Jaahkathna and get her to authorise a Draconian Fleet to go to 

Mars?’ he said, turning to the President. ’The Martians will not last 

long.’  

‘No, absolutely not.’ The President raised a placating hand. ‘At least, 

not yet, Ambassador. The Galactic Federation has yet to recover from 

the Cyber war. We must avoid another war at all costs. And that is 
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why I have asked the Doctor to attend this meeting.’ He looked at Alf. 

‘Alas, the Doctor is unavailable for now.’  

‘He shouldn’t be for long,’ Alf pointed out.  

‘I hope not. There is a small fleet of Federation ships all set to go to 

Peladon, as insurance against any possible Martian attack. I want the 

Doctor on the flagship of that fleet. I am positive he can reach King 

Garet and the Pels, if the Martians choose not to apologise.’  

Alf smiled. ‘Yeah, he is good at making peace.’  

‘Oh, I know that only too well.’ The President gave a knowing smile, 

but there was something else behind it, something Alf was not entirely 

sure she trusted. 

He turned back to the ambassadors. ‘While that fleet is at Peladon I 

need someone to head to Mars, to discover what is going on with 

them.’  

‘I’ll do it.’  

All heads turned to Alf.  

‘I have some Martian contacts. Martians who believe in peace, who 

believe in honour,’ she said, emphasising the final word with a look at 

Akrulan. ‘I’m pretty sure they’ll help.’  

The President considered this. ‘Very well. In that case, 

Ambassadors, please inform your governments of the situation and 

make sure that they are on stand-by.’ He stood up. ‘This meeting is at 

an end.’  

Mumbles and murmurs accompanied the ambassadors as they all 

made their way out of the meeting chamber. The President remained at 

the head of the table, and waited until Alf reached the doorway.  

‘Ms McShane,’ he called. She turned to look at him. ‘Can I 

accompany you? I have a desire to see the Doctor personally.’  

Alf shrugged. ‘Don’t see why not.’ Plus, it’ll give me a chance to find 

out who you are, she added to herself. 
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Nick lifted his Ossoban Soul Killer to his lips and quaffed some more. 

During his long stay on Alpha Centauri he had heard lots of things 

about the Ossoban Soul Killer - all bad. As he had left the shop with his 

diary Nick realised that he needed something bad to help him deal 

with his own bad feeling. It was his hope that one would cancel out the 

other. These thoughts had taken him back to his encounter with 

absinthe in Paris. What he needed was a stiff drink, and he knew for a 

fact that absinthe was not available on Alpha Centauri, but Ossoban 

Soul Killers were. To that end Nick had bought a transatmospheric-

buffering circlet and placed it around his neck. With that device he was 

able to visit the underwater city of the Alpha Centaurians - a place 

renowned for its drinking and partying. Once there it was a matter of 

moments to locate a place that sold OSKs.  

And now, five Killers later, Nick was feeling worse than ever. 

According to their reputations, two OSKs should have knocked him 

out cold, but that was the problem with having a slightly unique 

physiology. Being unconscious was preferable to feeling like he did.  

Nick glanced around. So many life forms, dancing gracefully or 

drinking with friends, and here he was all on his own.  

‘Some female tore your heart?’  

Nick turned to the barhir and shook his head. ‘No, some man.’  

The Alpha Centaurian blinked hir single eye. In all the years of the 

Galactic Federation shim had met a lot of different aliens, and most of 

them, unlike Alpha Centaurians, had two different genders. Shim was 

no expert, but shim was almost certain that the two genders mated 

with each other and not with their own kind. Instead of getting further 

confused by the odd mating habits of aliens, the barshim decided to go 

and serve another customer. Let the strange pink-skin confuse some 

other being.  
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Nick watched the hexapod swim away and shook his head. As the 

green phallic shaped alien drifted further away from him, the more 

Nick’s feeling of isolation increased.  

Isolation, Nick thought, how bloody accurate is that? So many thoughts 

were going around in his head, so much so that he was starting to get a 

headache. He glanced at the drink in his hand and wondered if the 

headache was due to that. Probably. Not used to this.  

Nick released the glass and watched as it floated away. While he 

had held it the transatmospheric-buffering shield protected the glass, 

but now that it was free, the glass tumbled away, the liquid within 

mixing with the water that filled the tavern area. Nick pushed against 

the bar with his feet and allowed himself to float out of the door.  

 

The sound of the wind rushing across the landscape was relentless, the 

constant roar making the planet of Peladon appear forbidding and 

inhospitable. Looking down at the stark panorama from the citadel at 

the apex of Mount Megeshra, King Garet was locked deep within his 

own thoughts.  

This is peace? This is what the Martians have done to my people, my 

planet? Peladon is only a hollow shell of what it was! He thought with bitter 

fury, turning his back on that image of Peladon. They must apologise for 

their aggression, their crimes against my people. Anything less is 

unacceptable.  

There could be no compromise on this whatsoever. To do so would 

make Peladon seem even weaker and ripe for attack by any other 

hostile and warmongering race. King Garet closed his eyes wearily for 

a moment.  

His personal representatives had made Peladon’s position perfectly 

clear. It was up to the Galactic Federation now, and whether they 

could convince the Martians to apologise. All he could do was wait, 

and be ready.  
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A short, plump aide, Tershin, entered the room and waited patiently 

for the king to open his eyes.  

‘Tershin? What is it?’  

‘A message from the Galactic Federation, your Majesty. One of their 

ships is en route here. They are requesting that you meet them when 

they arrive.’  

King Garet sighed. Perhaps they were bringing good news. ‘Very 

well, Tershin.’ He replied, glancing again at the view of Peladon 

outside. ‘I’ll go.’  

 

‘Well, here I am sitting on the bank of the great lake. Underneath the 

water is the original Alpha Centauri City. I think it is time I recorded 

recent events but I am not sure where to begin. Oscar said I should 

write things down, and I suppose this is cheating a little, but the 

principle is the same.’ Nick paused, and looked up from his diary. The 

diary he had bought in Paris had been replaced on his first return visit 

to Alpha Centauri with an electronic one. No longer did he need to 

write down his thoughts, all he had to do was speak them and the 

words would appear on the page. It made for much more fluid prose 

than Nick could otherwise manage. He returned to his diary entry.  

‘Actually the city below is where I first arrived, all that time ago, 

with the Doctor and Falex.’ Mention of Falex brought to mind images 

of Nick’s recent trip to Taureas II. He closed his eyes, banishing those 

images to the back of his mind. He had more than enough to think 

about as it was. ‘Only then it was the real Doctor. Not some impostor 

taking me on a tour of time and space pretending to be the real 

McCoy.’ Nick swallowed hard and closed the diary. Making the entry 

was proving more difficult than he had expected.  

There were still traces of the OSK in his system, and he was feeling 

the beginnings of a hangover. He was sure that he had read once that 

people on Earth used to drink alcohol to help them forget their 
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problems. Obviously a load of old tosh, since it hasn’t done me any good. Just 

made things seem worse.  

A bleeping sound interrupted Nick’s thoughts. He glanced around 

trying to locate its source, before he realised it was in his trouser 

pocket. He pulled out the small datacom, given to him by Vlaash 

shortly before he and the Martian priest had left New Mars on their 

mission for Emperor Izlyr. For a moment he looked at the gadget, 

wondering why it was bleeping. His slightly drunken mind was not 

processing the information as quickly as before - another reason to not 

binge on Ossoban Soul Killers again, Nick thought.  

He flicked a switch and a small hologram appeared in the air above 

the device. The hologram was of a Martian priest, the symbols on his 

helmet indicated that he was from the Order of Oras. Nick smiled, 

recognising the Martian immediately.  

‘Vlaash! It had been way too long, mate.’  

‘Nick,’ Vlaash hissed. ‘This message is very urgent and important, 

so please do not interrupt me. We have very little time.’ The hologram 

turned his head from side to side, as if checking to make sure no one 

else was about. ‘The Honour Guard need the Doctor’s help.’  

Nick’s smile faded. ‘Well, seems like you have a problem then. The 

Doctor is dead.’ 

 

‘Here we are, then,’ Alf said, opening the door to the curio shop, the 

president following just behind her.  

She took one more step inside and stopped cold. Her eyes 

automatically turned to where the TARDIS stood... that is, where it was 

supposed to be.  

‘It’s gone,’ she said, surprise in her voice.  

‘The Doctor’s TARDIS? So it is,’ the President replied quietly.  

It had vanished. But how could it have? The Doctor was in no 

condition to go anywhere. She glanced all around the curio shop, 
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puzzled. She noticed a coffee maker on the counter, its contents almost 

empty, but Enalckarnip was not about the place either. And as for 

Nick? Alf had no idea if he was nearby or still off somewhere trying to 

sort things out in his own mind.  

‘That’s odd.’  

The President moved up to Alf. ‘It seems the Doctor is still 

indisposed,’ he said calmly.  

Alf met the Federation President’s eyes briefly. The dark eyes that 

gazed back at her were full of wisdom, intelligence and more than a 

little mystery. Who are you, really? She wondered. I have a feeling you 

know much more than you’d admit. She hadn’t asked him anything of 

importance while they were coming back to the shop, but now her 

curiosity was getting the best of her. Well, there was no time like the 

present, so this time she was going to ask him, right now.  

‘How well do you know the Doctor?’  

‘Oh, he and I knew each other a few lifetimes time ago. We went to 

school together on Gallifrey.’ He added with a smile. ‘My name is 

Vasek.’  

‘You’re a Time Lord?’ That was very much a surprise to her. ‘When I 

saw you last time, I didn’t know you were in politics,’ she continued.  

‘Oh yes, I was playing my part on Siccat. After my encounter with 

my evil future incarnation, I was given a second chance to put things 

right. To walk a light path. So here I am. And now have certain 

obligations to the Galactic Federation. There must not be another war.’ 

He paused, walking back to the spot where the TARDIS should have 

been, and looked thoughtful. ‘Pity. I wanted to talk with the Doctor 

again, but now that’ll simply have to wait.’  

‘But how…’ She stopped talking abruptly and turned at the sound 

of footfalls on the staircase.  

Nick entered the room, Alf’s rucksack over his shoulder, a yellow 

biker’s jacket in one hand and a cup of coffee in the other. He looked 
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up, surprised to see Alf there, and even more surprised to see a 

Federation Official with her.  

He waved in a rather clumsy manner. ‘Erm, hi,’ he said.  

Alf pointed at the space where the TARDIS had once stood. 

‘Where’s it gone?’  

For the third time since entering the shop area Nick looked 

surprised. ‘Oh.’ His jaw set tightly, and he muttered; ‘Looks like the 

clone has sodded off and left us to it. Figures.’  

Alf and Vasek looked at each other. Neither knew what Nick was 

talking about. ‘Come again?’ Alf said.  

Nick placed his jacket on the counter and took a sip of his coffee. Alf 

noticed that, unusually, he was drinking black coffee. ‘It’s quite simple, 

isn’t it, the Doctor died on Nova Mondas and the clone he created 

stayed behind. The Doctor knew he was going to die and he didn’t tell 

us.’  

Alf felt stung by the amount of pain and anger in Nick’s voice, and 

was glad that his bile was not directed at her. She just stood there, 

watching as Nick placed some food cubes into her bag, taking this new 

information in. Vasek stepped forward.  

‘You mean it was a clone that went to Voga?’  

‘How do you know about that?’ Nick asked in return.  

Vasek pointed at Alf. ‘She told me.’  

Alf was about to point out that she hadn’t, but changed her mind. 

Since Vasek was another Time Lord she suspected he had a few more 

secrets up his sleeve. She decided that when the Doctor (or the clone, 

whatever) returned (and he would) then she would ask him all about 

Vasek.  

‘And just who the hell are you, anyway?’  

Alf looked up from her thoughts, shocked at the amount of venom 

in Nick’s words. ‘Nick, take it easy. What’s eating you?’  
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Nick blinked. ‘Huh? Gee, let me think,’ he said with a good deal of 

sarcasm, ‘oh yeah, the man I have trusted these past few months turns 

out to be fake. Is that good enough?’  

Alf bit back her own response, instead feeling the pain emanating 

from Nick.  

Vasek raised his hands, trying to placate Nick’s foul mood. ‘I’m 

going to leave and use my own sources to try and track the Doctor 

down.’ He turned to leave, then glanced back at Nick. ‘Oh and I am the 

President of the Federation, since you asked so nicely.’ With that he 

walked out of the shop.  

Once he had gone Alf turned on Nick. ‘There was no need for that. 

Vasek isn’t the one who has hurt you.’  

Nick looked at the closing door and let out a deep sigh. He glanced 

back at Alf, his eyes glazing over. ‘How do you do it, Alf? Deal with all 

these feelings. One minute you’re on top of the world and then the 

next you want the world to swallow you up.’  

Alf stepped forward. ‘I don’t know. You just do.’ She reached out 

for him, but he pulled back. Alf tried to not take it personally.  

Nick sniffed and pulled his yellow jacket on. ‘You just do, eh?’ He 

shrugged. ‘Fine, I’ll just deal with it then.’ He slung the rucksack over 

his shoulder and finished his coffee off. ‘Look, I’m going away for a 

while. I need some time out, something else to take my mind off all this 

shit.’  

Alf was taken aback by this seemingly abrupt decision. ‘Running 

away won’t help.’  

‘Maybe not. But I’ve tried the drinking thing, and that didn’t work.’ 

Nick took Alf’s hands in his. ‘I need to do this, Alf. Vlaash wants me to 

go to Mars with him, to help expose a serious threat to the Empire and 

possibly the Federation.’  

‘Is this to do with Peladon’s request?’  
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Nick nodded, again surprised by how on the ball Alf always seemed 

to be. ‘Yes.’  

Alf smiled, and clasped Nick’s hands tighter. ‘Brilliant. Then I’m 

coming with you. The Senate wants me to go to Mars to find out what 

is going on.’ She winked. ‘Looks like you’re stuck me with, sunshine.’  

To his surprise Nick’s realised that despite wanting time out away 

from things that reminded him of the Doctor, he was not all 

disappointed by the prospect of Alf joining him.  

 

Somewhere within the very heart of the caverns of Mount Megeshra, 

on the planet Peladon, a faint groaning noise began. Gradually it rose 

in volume until it reached a crashing crescendo. With a large thump 

the noise ended abruptly. A tall blue box had materialised inside the 

caverns.  

 

A cold, bitter mist settled over the surface of Peladon as King Garet 

and his entourage gathered to meet the incoming Galactic Federation 

shuttle. After five months of negotiations the king still had some hope 

that eventually the Martians might be persuaded to apologise.  

They’re not the only ones with honour, he repeated to himself firmly. 

Peladon was still a proud planet, and his people deserved justice.  

‘Is everything in order?’ King Garet asked Tershin, who was 

standing to his right.  

‘Yes, your Majesty. The conference room is ready.’  

Nodding in acknowledgement, King Garet pulled his cloak closer to 

him as the shuttle approached and slowly descended. Behind the king, 

his aides exchanged murmurs of nervous conversations. Each of them 

knew how vitally important this was for the people of Peladon. Maybe 

this time the Federation wasn’t coming for yet another meeting, but to 

announce that the Martians were prepared to issue an official apology.  
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As the doors to the shuttle started to open, almost without realising 

it, the king took a step forward, but as one King Garet and all of his 

entourage froze in absolute horror.  

The figures that emerged from the shuttle sent a sensation of dread 

through the official welcome party like a tidal wave - it affected each 

Pel in the same way. Fear and hate. It was a sight that King Garet had 

hoped to never witness ever again.  

It wasn’t a Galactic Federation delegation, but Martian warriors that 

marched in formation out of the shuttle. The leader of the warriors 

lifted an arm and pointed his sonic gun at King Garet‘s party.  

‘I am Commander Sshaarp, and on behalf of Emperor Izlyr I declare 

that Peladon belongs to the Martian Empire - again!’ 
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Chapter Two 

 

He wandered through the caverns of Mount Megeshra, slowly 

working his way up to the citadel. There was no doubting that he was 

alien to Peladon, despite the fact that he made his way with a definite 

direction in mind. He did not stop to consider which turnings to take; 

he simply took each new tunnel entrance as he came to them. It was his 

appearance that gave away his non-Pel nature.  

He was middle-aged, his light brown hair greying in places. Unlike 

the Pels, though, he did not have a skunk-like grey stripe in his hair. 

His face was slightly worn with age, yet there was a spark of life in his 

eyes that would have put the most youthful person to shame. His 

clothes were also unlike anything found on Peladon. They were 

machine made, with materials too soft and expensive for the harsh 

world on which he stood. He wore neatly ironed black trousers, into 

which was tucked a white shirt. Over the shirt he wore a black blazer - 

there was a small pale yellow six-pronged flower attached to the breast 

pocket. Around the neck he wore a black cravat, loosely hung as if he 

was in a rush when he put it on.  

He stopped, took a deep breath and smiled. ‘Ah yes. Not far now I 

think,’ he said, with a hint of a lisp in his voice, and continued on.  

Within moments he had come to a dead end. He stopped and 

looked around, rubbing his ear and biting his top lip. ‘Now then, 

where is that secret door?’  

He walked towards the dead end and placed his hands against the 

cold rock. With the delicacy of a clock-mender he ran his hands over 

the wall until finally they came to rest on a small patch of rock that was 

both warm and humming. The man clapped his hands in delight and 

then tensed as the sound echoed down the tunnel from which he had 

come. He glanced around, checking for any signs that he had been 
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heard. Satisfied that he was not the man turned back to the wall and 

his face fell.  

‘Ah.’ He breathed with a perplexed expression etched across his 

face. He rubbed his hands together, cocking his head to one side. 

’Whoops? Well, not whoops. But, well... Yes, whoops. That does seem 

to cover every angle.'  

Standing before the man were two Pels. He attempted a smile, but 

his good humour was not returned. Both Pels removed their swords 

from their belts and advanced on him. He held his hands up.  

‘Maybe we could sit down and try a hand of Black Jack and talk 

about this? I have yet to play a good game of cards in this body, what 

with it being so new and all, but I am certain I remember how.’  

One of the Pels pointed his sword at the man. ‘Who are you, and 

how are you aware of the secret entrances into the citadel?’  

‘Secret entrances? What secret entrances? Oh, you mean one of 

those!’ He pointed at the hole in the wall behind the two Pels. ‘Well, 

maybe one of the Royal Guards told me about them?’ he asked, 

hopefully. The Pel guards were not amused. He coughed and cleared 

his throat, deciding to start again. ‘Well, nice to have easy questions for 

a change.’ He held out his hand. ‘I am the Doctor, special envoy from 

the Galactic Federation, by the way. King Garet knows me.’  

The nearest Pel guard looked down at the offered hand, as if he 

wanted to spit on it. ‘If you are a delegate from the Galactic Federation 

why have you not arrived in the shuttle with the others?’  

The Doctor glanced up, as if he could see through the rock above. 

‘The delegation has arrived?’  

‘Yes. King Garet has gone to greet them.’  

The smile faded and the black-clad alien stepped forward. ‘We have 

got to get up there now!’ he said forcefully. The Pel barred his way 

with the sword. The Doctor shook his head, glancing down at the 

sword in disgust. ‘There is no time for this.’ With unexpected speed, he 
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sidestepped the sword and rushed towards the citadel entrance. The 

second Pel guard moved forward and raised his sword. The Doctor 

came to an abrupt halt, and glanced down at the sword, feeling the 

sharp tip digging in to his neck. ‘Peladon is in great danger,’ he said 

imploringly.  

‘What do you mean?’ asked the second Pel, maintaining the 

pressure of his sword from the Doctor’s neck.  

‘I mean that I am late. The delegation is not from the Galactic 

Federation!’  

The first Pel grabbed him roughly by the arm. ‘You are lying. The 

Galactic Federation has come to aid us. You will come and see 

Chancellor Howerts, and then we shall get the truth out of you.’  

The Doctor sighed but allowed himself to be taken into the citadel.   

‘Oh, goody.  I wonder how Howerts is these days. I suppose I shall 

find out soon, yes?’ 

The guards did not answer. 

 

Alf stood behind the pilot and watched the image on the view screen. 

Her heart felt light and warm, like she was coming home from a long 

journey. (Which I am in a way, she realised.) As the Martian ship 

continued on, the black vista of space spread out before them. In the 

distance Alf could make out a sandy coloured planet. She smiled sadly, 

noticing the rings around the planet.  Saturn, now the outer most 

planet of the six-planet system, thanks to the actions of the Cybermen 

two years ago.   They had already passed the floating debris that was 

all that remained of Pluto, Neptune and Uranus.  

They were entering the Mondasian system - home to the one time 

planet Earth, and the present heart of the Martian Empire.  

The last time she entered this system in a starship was to fight a war 

against the Cybermen. A small part in the massive fleet made up from 

Federation and Martian ships. But this time she was coming in to the 
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Mondasian system for a mission that was not so grand. Although, as 

she well knew, both missions were connected.  

She turned away to face the aft deck where Nick and Vlaash were 

sitting.  

She could not deny that the ship belonged to Vlaash, a high priest in 

the Order of Oras. Everything about the interior spoke of holiness, 

stillness and religious conviction. With the exception of the pilot’s deck 

all technology was hidden away behind drapes or under stone altars. 

Soft shadows danced across the tapestries, cast by the many candles 

that littered the aft deck. Vlaash was sitting on the floor, before a small 

shrine. Nick was sitting next to the priest, his eyes closed and his lips 

moving in time with those of Vlaash. Alf was puzzled. She had never 

considered Nick to be the religious type.  

She almost felt guilty entering the aft deck, not wanting to disturb 

whatever new experience Nick was indulging himself in. She 

understood that he was trying to deal with his loss, made even more 

difficult by the fact that Nick had believed the Doctor to be dead once 

before. She wanted to know more about the business with the clone, 

but at the same time she did not want to open Nick’s wounds further. 

So she elected to save the questions until later. For now all she wanted 

was someone to talk to, and the pilot was not going to be that person.  

Alf straightened her new leather jacket and entered the aft deck, 

politely clearing her throat before speaking. ‘What’s going on here, 

then?’  

Nick opened his eyes and turned to look at Alf. He smiled softly, but 

Alf noticed the doubt in his eyes. ‘Vlaash is teaching me the shaavrtzae.’  

Alf raised an eyebrow. ‘The what?’  

Vlaash stood up and turned to her. His diminutive figure made Alf 

smile. There was something very unusual about seeing a Martian as 

short as Vlaash. ‘The shaavrtzae is an old practice studied by the Order 

of Oras. It allows us to clear our mind and focus on...’  
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‘Got ya,’ Alf said quickly.  

Nick frowned. ‘It was working, Alf.’  

‘I believe you. It’s just that I...’ Alf looked at Vlaash and shrugged. 

‘You know how it is, Vlaash. Religion holds no interest for me.’  

Vlaash bowed his head. ‘I understand. Even during our short 

acquaintance on Alpha Centauri you held no interest in Martian 

religion. Indeed my own interest waned a little. The war changed all 

that.’ He looked at Nick. ‘However Nick has been the most curious 

individual.’  

Alf smiled. ‘Yeah, it’s his gift.’ She winked at Nick. ‘He can be most 

curious.’  

Nick blushed and turned away. Alf laughed, and Vlaash looked 

from one to the other not sure he had understood the exchange. He 

was about to enquire what it had meant when the pilot shouted out.  

‘Battle stations!’  

‘We don’t have battle stations,’ Vlaash said.  

The pilot glanced back at the high priest. ‘I know!’ he yelled. ‘But we 

need them now.’  

Without even thinking Alf ran over to see what the pilot was 

looking at. Nick and Vlaash came up behind her. Vlaash let out a 

startled gasp and Nick said; ‘Oh shit.’  

On the view screen, on the other side of Saturn, were four Martian 

warships. Everyone on the pilot’s deck was very aware of the 

warships’ design, having seen them in battle during the Cyber war. 

And they all knew what the warships were capable of.  

‘This is absurd. Do they not know that I am returning to Mars at the 

behest of Emperor Izlyr himself?’  

Alf glanced back at Vlaash. ‘Something tells me that whoever is in 

charge of that small squadron doesn’t give a toss.’ She turned back to 

the pilot. ‘What weapons system does this crate have?’  
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The pilot shook his head. ‘Nothing that can withstand an attack by 

four Martian warships.’  

‘This is just bloody great!’ Nick walked off the pilot’s deck and 

approached the shrine. ‘So much for clearing my mind.’ He looked 

back and Alf was shocked by the amount of anger in his eyes. ‘Death is 

certainly one way to clear the mind.’  

Vlaash turned from the pilot’s deck. ‘Nick, be at peace. We will find 

a way out of this.’  

‘Yeah? How? Maybe we should chuck a white hankie out of the 

airlock and hope they accept our surrender.’  

Alf shook her head. Partly due to Nick’s bitterness, and partly due 

to the hopelessness of the situation. It was a fair bet that whoever was 

responsible for stirring up trouble with Peladon and the Martian 

Empire was responsible for the warships. Which meant bad news for 

them all.  

Alf turned back to the view screen. ‘Uh-oh.’ She pointed at the 

warships. ‘Tell me those are not weapons coming to bear?’  

The pilot looked at the image intently, then let out a loud hiss. ‘They 

are.’ 

 

The two Pels led the Doctor swiftly through the winding corridors of 

the citadel. ‘There is no need to push; I want to see Chancellor Howerts 

again. It is imperative,’ he insisted, as he looked around curiously at 

the citadel.  

It was worse than he remembered; the walls had numerous cracks 

and the tapestries were soiled and faded with age. Clearly, Peladon 

couldn’t afford to waste its meagre resources on anything as 

unessential as redecoration.  

Chancellor Howerts glanced up from his desk as the guards entered, 

escorting the dark haired stranger. ‘Yes?’  
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‘This man was discovered roaming around in the caverns, 

Chancellor,’ one of the Pels reported. ‘He says…’  

‘Chancellor, Peladon is in serious danger, you must believe me!’  

Howerts peered at the man coldly, surprised that he should 

interrupt one of the royal guards. ‘Why? Who are you and why should 

I believe you?’  

‘Because I am the Doctor, special envoy from the Galactic Federation 

and I am telling you that the shuttle that landed here a little while ago 

was not from the Federation.’  

Howerts paused for a long moment. He remembered the Doctor’s 

last visit to Peladon, and that woman he had brought with him. The 

man before him looked nothing like the Doctor. Where the Doctor was 

large and bulky the stranger was tall and thin. There was nothing even 

slightly similar about the two men, except for the lack of grey stripe in 

their hair. ‘You are not the Doctor.’  

‘Yes I am!’ The man placed his hands on the table and started 

tapping his fingers. ‘Look, my people have the ability to change their 

appearance. You have got to believe me.’  

Howerts had to confess that there was something vaguely familiar- 

and believable- about the man claiming to be the Doctor. If there was 

any truth to what he was suggesting, King Garet had to be informed at 

once.  

The Chancellor stood up. ‘Very well. I will escort you to the King 

myself, he should be back by now.’ He turned to the guards. ‘Stay 

close, if he tries anything, take him.’ His gaze returned to the Doctor. 

‘Follow me.’  

‘Now that is more like it,’ the Doctor replied with a quick smile. 

‘King Garet will listen to me.’  

They started through the passageways quickly, when suddenly the 

Doctor stopped moving. He cocked his head to one side, listening to 

something. Chancellor Howerts could not hear anything for a moment, 
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but just as he was about to order the Doctor restrained, he heard it too. 

The sound of breathing… no... hissing. The sound was unmistakable 

and a flash of fear swept through Chancellor Howerts’ breast.  

Martians!  

The Doctor wasted no time. ‘Quickly, Chancellor, before they see us. 

We have to hide!’  

Howerts opened his mouth to protest, but the hissing and the 

footsteps getting louder stopped him. The Doctor looked all around 

quickly and focussed on the nearest corner. The dark red tapestry 

hanging there was larger, and although a bit threadbare at the corners, 

it would serve well as a hiding place.  

‘Come on!’  

The Doctor urged the Chancellor and the two guards behind the 

tapestry. It was a tight squeeze, but as long as they stayed perfectly 

still, they were safely hidden. The Doctor held his breath as they 

watched the first warrior approaching. Howerts nearly cried out in 

anger as he saw the Martians escorting King Garet and his entourage.  

No, that’s impossible! he thought in shock.  

 

The four warships slowly moved towards the much smaller Martian 

craft owned by the Order of Oras. As one the four ships opened fire. 

The smaller ship did not stand a chance.  

Four beams of highly focused sonic energy hit the ship dead centre. 

The ship exploded, sending a small shockwave that rocked the 

warships. The shockwave did not last for long, and soon the Martian 

warships were ready to resume their journey.  

One by one the warships set off, each moving through the debris 

field that was once Vlaash’s ship, before continuing on their way out of 

the Mondasian system. 

 

‘You first, your Majesty.’  
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His voice resonating with scorn, Commander Sshaarp watched his 

warriors roughly shove King Garet and his whole entourage into the 

Throne Room of the citadel.  

‘No! Stop this! What are you doing?’ The King struggled in vain to 

free himself from his restraints.  

‘What we should have done a long time ago,’ Sshaarp declared. 

‘What will be again.’  

With a single-minded purpose, Sshaarp strode quickly to the throne 

and sat down. He took a breath of satisfaction as he glanced all around 

the room, then glared down at the king with undisguised hatred.  

‘You’re in no position to issue orders anymore, your Majesty. You - 

all of you - are now under the rule of the Martian Empire,’ he hissed.  

‘Never!’ King Garet answered vehemently, every cell in his body 

resisting the outrage. He glared defiantly at the green Martian warrior 

sitting on his throne. ‘We will never submit.’  

‘Is that so?’ Sshaarp’s eyes were hidden behind his helmet, but King 

Garet knew he was being looked at mockingly. ‘You will submit, and 

you will do it right now. It seems you must learn a little lesson in 

obedience. Kneel before me, your Highness,’ he ordered.  

King Garet did not move. After everything that Peladon had 

suffered because of the Martians, to submit, to fall to his knees before 

this invader would mean betraying every one of his subjects who had 

died. The king spoke out venomously. ‘I will not obey!’  

‘No!’  

The king turned at the sound of the fierce loyalty in old Verzlish; his 

long-time trusted personal aide.  

‘This is the King of Peladon, how dare you…’  

‘How dare I?’ Sshaarp hissed in a sinister tone.  

Sshaarp gave a curt nod to one of his soldiers. As King Garet and 

the others looked on in horror, a Martian warrior aimed his weapon at 

Verzlish’s heart. The air seemed to fluctuate around the old man, 
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distorted by the blast from the Martian’s sonic weapon. The old man 

crumbled to the floor. There was a moment of shocked silence, and 

then Sshaarp peered at the king once more.  

‘I dare.’  He smiled, showing a row of serrated teeth.  ‘I’m waiting, 

your Majesty. Unless, of course, you want to see another of your 

subjects eliminated?’  

Without another word, the king called upon every ounce of his self-

control and, fighting his loathing, very slowly dropped to his knees 

before Sshaarp. 

How can I do anything else? I am the King of Peladon; I alone am 

responsible for the lives of all of my people. And what about my family? If this 

will save them from death, then I have no other choice. I have already seen far 

too many good people die at the hands of the Martians.  

Behind the king his remaining aides gasped in fear at the sight of 

their proud king in submission before Sshaarp.  

‘A wise decision.’ Sshaarp stared back at the king intently, enjoying 

his humiliation. ‘I wouldn’t want to have to kill you. Not yet, anyway. 

We might have a use for you.’  

‘What do you want with Peladon? There’s no trisilicate left, your 

Empire has taken it all.’ King Garet’s voice was empty and defeated.  

Sshaarp’s reply was immediate and forceful. ‘Peladon belongs to us; 

we never should have given it up. We are simply reclaiming what is 

ours by right.’ He motioned with his claw to the lead warrior. ‘Enough 

of this discussion. Take them away, now.’  

 

Alf, Nick, Vlaash and his pilot all stood in a small room on a raised 

dais. Vlaash placed a clamp-like hand on Alf’s shoulder and gestured 

around the tiny chamber. ‘You are in for a pleasant surprise, Alf. For 

you are about to be re-acquainted with an old friend.’  

Alf looked around the room, but she was not smiling. ‘That’s nice. 

One nasty surprise was bad enough.’ She looked down at the small 
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Martian. ‘What just happened? Weren’t we just fired upon by four 

warships?’  

The pilot stepped off the dais and nodded his helmeted head. ‘We 

were. But we were transmatted off before the sonic cannons destroyed 

the ship.’  

‘Well that’s nice,’ Nick said. ‘They wanted to finish us off 

personally.’  

Vlaash shook his head. ‘Not so, Nick. You still fail to see things 

clearly.’  

‘Yeah, I seem to be having real trouble in that area these days.’  

The hidden meaning of Nick’s remark was not lost on Alf, but as 

with a lot of things Nick had said recently Alf decided to leave a 

response until later. ‘What do you mean, Vlaash? If this is not one of 

the warships what is it?’  

‘This is a warship,’ the pilot hissed.  

Vlaash nodded. ‘He speaks the truth. This is a warship, but one that 

is on our side.’ He pointed at an emblem on the wall. Neither Nick nor 

Alf could read the Martian inscription underneath the emblem. ‘This is 

the Sou'thor'gx.’  

‘Which means?’ Alf asked.  

‘Which means it belongs to...’ Vlaash let his proclamation tail off as a 

door ground open. He turned to face the solid bulk of the Martian 

warrior that had entered the room. He placed his arm across his chest 

in the Martian salute and bowed. ‘Sub-Commander Stoorxz, on behalf 

of the Order of Oras I thank you.’  

Sub-Commander Stoorxz returned the salute. ‘It is my honour, 

Abbot Vlaash, to be of service to the Order.’  

‘You do me honour, Sub-Commander, but I am not an abbot yet. 

Not until I meet with Emperor Izlyr.’  

Nick nudged Alf in the ribs. ‘Who’s this bloke then?’  

‘Not sure. Looks familiar though.’  
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Both Vlaash and Stoorxz turned to Nick and Alf. The Sub-

Commander offered a salute to Alf and bowed.  

‘Shsurr Alf, it is my honour to meet you again.’ He turned to Nick, 

who was looking at him oddly. ‘You do not remember me?’  

‘Should we?’ Nick enquired.  

‘Sub-Commander Stoorxz is second to Commander Xzalnyr in the 

Honour Guard. You met him at the internment camp on Alpha 

Centauri almost two years ago,’ Vlaash offered.  

Nick eyed the sub-commander. He supposed the Martian warrior 

could have been there at the interment camp.  

‘I was sent by Commander Xzalnyr to meet you, Vlaash. The 

warships that destroyed your vessel are on the way to Peladon, to 

assist Commander Sshaarp who is already reclaiming that planet for 

the Martian Empire.’  

This news did not go down too well with any of the rooms’ 

occupants. Vlaash shook his head. Nick stepped forward.  

‘I only met Izlyr for a short while, but even I can’t believe he would 

condone such a thing.’  

‘The President of the Federation suspected this would happen,’ Alf 

said.  

‘Emperor Izlyr has nothing to do with the actions of Commander 

Sshaarp.’ Vlaash walked towards the door, then turned back to look at 

Alf and Nick. ‘It is another reason I am returning to Mars. And why I 

wanted the assistance of the Doctor.’ (Nick frowned and looked down 

at his feet, Alf looked at him curiously.) ‘Someone with a lot of 

influence in the Empire is manipulating Emperor Izlyr. We must find 

out who he is and put a stop to this.’  

Alf looked away from Nick, her mind focused on the problem at 

hand. ‘Damn right we do. No one can afford another war.’  

Vlaash looked at Stoorxz. ‘Sub-Commander, set a direct course for 

Mars. Time is running out.’  
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Stoorxz saluted. ‘At once, High Priest Vlaash!’  

Alf watched the sub-commander leave the transmat room, followed 

by the one-time pilot of Vlaash’s ship. Nick smiled grimly at her, but 

she knew it was an empty smile. He was simply trying to hide behind 

the emergency of the current situation. She sighed inwardly, just like 

her Nick would soon have to deal with the personal issues plaguing 

them. For him it was his loss, and for her it was dealing once and for 

all with her destructive nature.  

‘Vlaash,’ she said, causing the priest to stop in the doorway and look 

back at her. ‘Can you get me access to some sort of communication 

device? I need to inform the president about the Martian presence on 

Peladon.’  

Vlaash bowed. ‘Of course, Shsurr Alf. If you would care to follow 

me?’  

Alf and Nick followed him out of the transmat room. The door 

ground to a close behind them.  

 

The Chancellor continued to stare after the heavily armed Martians 

leading King Garet and his party even after they disappeared down 

the corridor.  

‘How could this happen again?’ he whispered under his breath, 

confusion and anger in his voice.  

‘Never mind how,’ the Doctor responded. ‘The question is, what are 

we going to do about it? What would you suggest?’  

‘What can we do? They have the King!’  

‘You must have some sort of procedure to follow in this kind of 

emergency?’ Howerts looked away, refusing to meet the Doctor’s gaze. 

The Doctor smiled and clapped his hands together. ‘Brilliant. 

Procedures can be so boring.’ He went silent, rubbing his earlobe in 

thought. ‘They are probably going to imprison him in a cell - we shall 
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just have to get him out.’ He turned back to Howerts, his eyes alight 

with excitement. ‘Chancellor, show me the passageways to those cells!’  

‘You must be mad! You’ve given me no proof you are the Doctor, 

yet you want access to the hidden passageways?’  

The Doctor replied in absolute seriousness. ‘Would you really prefer 

to see your King tortured and executed?’  

‘No, never!’ Whatever doubts he had about this Doctor, Howerts’ 

loyalty to King Garet and Peladon was unequivocal. ‘All right. Come, 

I’ll show you the way.’  

 

The passageways were very much a maze, and it took a long while 

before the Doctor, Chancellor Howerts and the two guards even 

reached the detention area. Warning the others to be quiet by putting 

his index finger to his lips, the Doctor moved cautiously forward and 

looked toward the cells. He saw only one Martian warrior, who was 

locking the cell door. Inside the cell was King Garet, looking weary and 

beaten. 

‘Yes, there is King Garet. That means we need a plan.’ The Doctor 

considered, returning to the Chancellor. ‘Hmm, I wonder…’  

‘What are you going to do?’ Howerts asked him quietly.  

‘Oh just try a little diversion. Of course, I have not done this in a 

while.’ The Doctor nodded with a lop-sided grin. ‘Still, it should work. 

Either way, it is worth a try.’  

The Doctor took a deep breath and, like a ventriloquist, threw his 

voice down the end of the corridor. Then, suddenly a loud crash, and 

someone hissed urgently. ‘There’s a problem down here. Guard! At 

once!’  

The lone Martian guard stood up, jerked to attention and started 

down the corridor. Smiling, but knowing they couldn’t waste a second, 

the Doctor, with Howerts and the Pels following, rushed toward the 
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cells. With the Pels keeping watch, the Doctor paused before the locked 

cell door.  

‘Erm, Chancellor, do you happen to have the key? No? Never mind.’ 

The Doctor started rummaging around in his pockets for something. 

‘Ah, here we go, this might do the trick.’ He took out a set of rusty old 

metal keys.  

Howerts peered at him incredulously. ‘That’s supposed to open the 

cell door?’  

The Doctor didn’t look up but replied in a whisper. ‘One of them is, 

yes, but which one?’ He bit his lip again, and picked a key seemingly at 

random. ‘This one.’ The Doctor twisted the key to the left and then to 

the right. ‘Come on, I know this is the right key,’ he said under his 

breath as he twisted the key to the left yet again.  

‘Hurry up, we don’t have all day! That guard will be back any 

moment,’ Howerts complained.  

The door clicked open, and the Doctor turned back at the Chancellor 

with an “I told you so” look. He beamed at the King. ‘Quickly, your 

Majesty,’ the Doctor said, leading the way back to the secret 

passageways.  

Only once safely inside the passageways did King Garet look back 

at his rescuer. ‘Do I know you?’ he asked, trying hard to place the 

Doctor in his memory.  

The Doctor grinned, and tried to explain. ‘Yes and no, your Majesty. 

I am the Doctor,’ he paused when he noticed confusion in King Garet’s 

eyes. ‘Oh dear, you do not understand either. I have regenerated, you 

see.’ 

The king hesitated.  

The Doctor looked at him imploringly. ‘You have to believe me. It is 

an ability my race has. Perfect for disguise, if nothing else.’  



 

   39 

King Garet still did not really understand, but since this man had 

rescued him from the Martians, Garet was willing to accept what the 

man was claiming.  

‘Your Majesty, are you all right?’ Howerts asked anxiously. ‘Did 

those Martians…’  

‘I’m all right now, Chancellor.’ The king dismissed the Chancellor’s 

concern. He would recover from his treatment by the Martians, what 

mattered was his people. Are the Martians already taking over Peladon? 

No, my people have had enough of war and destruction.  

‘What is happening? Is the Galactic Federation even aware there are 

Martian warriors on Peladon again?’ King Garet insisted. ‘Tell me!’  

Before the Doctor could reply, they heard a commotion out in the 

main detention area. Two voices were berating the Martian that had 

been guarding the King.  

‘Where is he?’ an angry voice hissed.  

‘How did the Pel King escape?’ The second voice hissed louder. 

‘When Commander Sshaarp finds out about this, you will pay for your 

ineptitude!’  

Not wanting to be discovered, the Doctor, King Garet and the others 

moved quickly deeper into the passageways. The two Pel guards kept 

glancing behind them all the while, to reassure themselves they hadn’t 

been detected.  

The King stopped walking and gazed at the Doctor and Howerts. 

‘What can we do to save my people?’  

‘We can fight back, your Highness,’ Howerts exclaimed. ‘We can 

rebel.’  

‘No!’ King Garet answered firmly. ‘No. Resisting the Martians 

means another war.’ The King was adamant. No, I want no more deaths 

on my conscience.  

The Doctor nodded his agreement. ‘Quite right, too.’ He stroked the 

yellow flower on his breast pocket. ‘Far too many lives have been lost 
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in this universe as it is.’ He sighed and looked to the ground, a shadow 

of anguish behind his eyes. When he looked back up the Doctor was 

smiling grimly. ‘We must find some way to contact the Federation, 

your Majesty. That is the only other choice you have.’  

The king considered the options open to him and saw no other 

alternative, short of another war. ‘I agree,’ he sighed, his eyes showing 

the strain.  

‘Good.’ The Doctor glanced at both King Garet and Chancellor 

Howerts and smiled. ‘I might just have the plan we need.’ 

 

Nick stepped off the exit ramp and glanced back at Vlaash, who was 

still descending from the Sou’thor’gx. He smiled at the priest, a small 

visual token of the peace within. At least, as far as Vlaash was 

concerned that is what it would have been. In truth Nick knew that he 

did not feel any peace inside. Nothing seemed to give him any peace. 

Being away from the shop had not helped, nor had the Soul Killers. 

Once Vlaash had contacted him Nick had hoped that being with his 

old friend would be the solution. As soon as he had stepped onto the 

small ship, that hope had grown and it had not taken him long to 

convince Vlaash to show him the shaavrtzae. The solution was not to be 

found there, either.  

Nick had gone to a viewing port when the Sou’thor’gx had entered 

the atmosphere of Mars. The red sand below transported his mind 

back to his last visit to the red planet.  

He had been part of the team that had helped stop the Cybermen 

from misusing the GodEngine - the ultimate doomsday weapon of the 

Martians. It was on Mars that life had almost changed for Nick. First 

the Cybermen had apparently terminated his link with the implants in 

his legs, and then he had witnessed the devastation of Nova Mondas. 

All life on that small blue planet was destroyed - including the Doctor.  
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Nick took a deep breath, doing his best to contain the emotion 

within. He closed his eyes and saw the Martian scientists repairing the 

damage to his leg implants, and further, his return to Alpha Centauri 

to find the Doctor alive and well.  

Only it hadn’t been the Doctor at all.  

‘Nick!’  

He opened his eyes and looked back up the ramp. Alf was walking 

down it, a big smile on her lips.  

‘What?’ Nick asked, wiping away the tears that had started to clog 

up his eyes. He glanced around. No one had seemed to notice. He 

clenched his jaw, determined to be strong around his friends.  

‘I’ve just been talking to President Vasek. He tracked down the 

artron energy signature of the TARDIS.’  

‘How?’ 

‘Dunno.  He’s a Time Lord, so… I guess he’s got his ways, too.’ 

Vlaash walked passed Nick and carried on to join Sub-Commander 

Stoorxz and the pilot. The three Martians waited by the door that led 

out of the landing bay. The door ground open and the impressive form 

of Commander Xzalnyr stepped through. He glanced at his fellow 

Martians, his expression dark and foreboding.  

Alf joined Nick at the bottom of the ramp. ‘The TARDIS is on 

Peladon, which means the Doctor’s on Peladon.’  

Nick narrowed his eyes. ‘No, Alf, he’s not. The Doctor is dead.’ His 

voice choked with emotion, but he carried on. ‘The Doctor’s body lies 

on Nova Mondas, where it gonna have to remain until the 

atmosphere’s been cleared from the fall out. As I recall that’s in 

something like fifty years time.’  

‘Well, if what you say’s true, Nick, then when we finish with this 

and when the Doctor, clone or otherwise, returns from Peladon we can 

use the TARDIS to go into the future. Find out if the Doctor’s body 

really is on Nova Mondas.’ Nick narrowed his eyes and Alf shook her 
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head. ‘Look, Nick, about this clone business. Just what the hell’s 

happened?’  

Nick looked away. Alf took a deep breath.  

‘Nick… the man we travel with is the Doctor. I know he is. I had my 

doubts about him, but my instinct tells me that he’s the Doctor. So, he’s 

a clone. But everything that was in the original Doctor is there.’  

Nick glared at Alf. ‘You know what, Alf? Noan should have let me 

die… It would have been a lot easier than…’  He placed his hand on 

his chest forcefully.  ‘This feeling inside. You know?’  

He shook his head and stormed over to the Martians.  

Alf watched him, resisting the urge to give him a good slap. Instead 

she frowned and joined Nick and the Martians. Xzalnyr looked at her 

as she approached. She raised a hand and waved.  

‘All right, Xzalnyr. Long time and all that. How’s it going?’  

‘It is not “going” well. Despite my best efforts I can not get an 

audience with Izlyr.’ Xzalnyr let out a hiss of frustration. ‘I have to 

speak to him alone.’ He looked at his allies and nodded his head. 

‘Come, we must meet up with the other Honour Guards.’  

 

As the small party made their way through the Martian city located 

underneath Olympus Mons, Nick found his attention wondering.  

Xzalnyr continued to talk, explaining to Vlaash and Alf what had 

transpired on Mars.  

Nick looked around, taking in the somewhat ruined surroundings. 

The Martians had abandoned Mars centuries ago, with only a handful 

of priests remaining. As a result most of the city was in a state of decay. 

Nick absently poked a finger into a hole in the wall and pulled out dry 

sand.  

The irony was not lost on him. He had came with Vlaash to distract 

himself, take his mind off the whole issue with the clone, but now that 
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he was on Mars all Nick could think of was what had happened on 

Voga. He glanced across to Alf.  

Her presence was not helping, neither were her continual references 

to the Doctor.  

What Nick needed was a major distraction. Something really big. 

Either that, or a mug of coffee. I could really murder one of those about now.  

‘I do have an idea of how we can get to speak to Izlyr,’ Xzalnyr was 

saying as they turned a corner. ’And you, Vlaash, are pivotal in that.’  

They all came to a stop in front of a large, ornately decorated door. 

Xzalnyr removed one of his clamp like gloves and placed a clawed 

hand on a pad adjacent to the door. The door ground open before 

them.  

‘Me?’ Vlaash asked. ‘It would be an honour to serve you, 

Commander, but what can I do?’  

No answer came. Instead Xzalnyr raised an arm and pointed his 

sonic weapon into the room. All heads, Martian and human alike, 

turned to see what the great warrior was aiming at. Several dead 

Martian bodies lay on the floor inside the room, and standing over 

them were six Martians in armour unlike anything Nick had seen 

before.  

The armour was sleek, and very streamlined. It made the six 

Martians look like some sort of seven-foot lizards. The six warriors 

each raised an arm, pointing their own weapons at Xzalnyr and 

company. Nick did not like the look of those weapons; there was 

something very powerful about them.  

‘Yxyraar,’ Xzalnyr hissed, disappointment clearly evident in his 

voice. 

The warrior in question spoke. ‘Commander. Even the Marshal 

himself would not have suspected that you are the leader of this 

rabble.’  
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Xzalnyr hissed again. ‘What are you doing? You are dividing the 

Martian Empire at a time when it cannot sustain such change.’  

Sub-Commander Yxyraar shook his head. ‘The old way will soon 

pass. And then the Chosen Ones will rule the Empire, we shall reclaim 

our honour and become the most powerful race in this universe.’  

Inside his helmet, Xzalnyr’s yellow eyes narrowed. ‘The Chosen 

Ones of Marshal Yzelaaryx! Who else would it be?’ He stepped further 

into the room, his weapon never leaving Yxyraar. ‘Wellarzxee should 

never have been promoted.  He doesn’t deserve the rank of marshal.’ 

‘Without him leading the Martian fleet, we would never be standing 

on Martian soil again, Xzalnyr.  You would do well to remember that.  

While you sat on Alpha Centauri Wellarzxee led the Empire into…’ 

Xzalnyr cut him short.  ‘I was fulfilling the honour of the Empire.  It 

was because of your Marshal and the influence he has had on Izlyr that 

we turned out back on the Galactic Federation.  Marshal Wellarzxee 

betrayed the honour of the Empire then.  Emperor Izlyr should never 

have trusted him.’  

‘You are right, Xzalnyr. It is a mistake that the Emperor shall learn 

to live with.’ Yxyraar turned to his fellow five Chosen Ones. ‘Kill them 

all!’  

‘Run!’ Xzalnyr shouted. It was a matter of honour that he stayed to 

fight, but he knew that Vlaash and his pilot were no warriors. As for 

the humans... their bodies would never be able to stand up against 

Martian weapons. And then there was Stoorxz...  

‘Follow me!’ Stoorxz hissed. He activated his weapon and let out a 

shot into the room. The Chosen Ones dived for cover as Xzalnyr also 

fired. He stepped out of the room and leaned against the wall, keeping 

the door open. Stoorxz saluted his commander. ‘I shall get them to 

safety, Commander.’  

Xzalnyr pointed his weapon into the room and fired. ‘Good. I will 

meet you there. Now go!’  
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‘Follow me!’ Stoorxz set off and the others followed.  

Nick glanced back at Xzalnyr, wondering how one Martian warrior 

would manage against six of the Chosen Ones, when a stray bolt of 

sonic energy shot out of the room and caught Nick square in the chest. 

His body shot across the corridor and slammed into the stone wall.  

‘Nick!’ Alf yelled and turned back.  

Vlaash reached out and threw his arms around Alf’s waist. Despite 

his size, Vlaash’s strength was more than a match for Alf. He hissed in 

her ear. ‘Nick is dead! We must go!’  

‘No!’  

Despite her protests, Alf was dragged away by Vlaash, who 

followed Stoorxz and the pilot around the corner.  

Xzalnyr fired another shot in to the room. He glanced at Nick’s 

ruined body. Anger building up inside, Xzalnyr stepped into the 

doorway and let out several shots. Each one found a target and four of 

the Chosen Ones collapsed on the floor, their bones shattered by the 

sonic blasts. Xzalnyr stepped back and fired at the pad adjacent to the 

door. The door rasped to a close and the Martian turned to Nick’s 

body.  

He stepped forward just as the door exploded behind him. Chunks 

of stone slammed into his back, knocking Xzalnyr to the floor. He fell 

to his knees, shaken by the barrage.  

Yxyraar and the other remaining Chosen One stepped through the 

smoke and dust. As one they moved forward and swung their clamped 

fists down onto the back of Xzalnyr’s neck. The great warrior dropped 

like a dead weight, landing on top of the frail human body.  

 

Yxyraar walked into the room. In his thick arms he held Nick’s body, 

which hung limply like a rag-doll.  

Yxyraar turned to a Martian of smaller stature who pointed at a 

stone table. ‘Place the body on there.’ 
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Yxyraar did as he was asked.  

The small Martian ran a scanner briefly over Nick’s body.  The 

surgeon checked the readings.  ‘Someone has been tampering with the 

implants I gave him.’  He placed the scanner on the table beside Nick’s 

body.  ‘I shall discover his secrets,’ Xylat said softly, before turning 

back to Yxyraar.  ‘Come, let us inform Marshal Wellarzxee. He will be 

most interested in the experiments I have planned.’  

Together the two Martians left the room, leaving behind the still 

body of Nick on the stone slab - a corpse in a mortuary awaiting an 

autopsy. 
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Chapter Three 

 

Wrapped in a cocoon of shock and grief, Alf stared into space without 

blinking; without even moving. Her face was still wet from the tears 

that she refused to cry. Within her mind’s eye she could see Nick being 

killed, his body slamming against the wall, repeating over and over 

again.  

I can’t believe you’re gone, she thought, the words in her mind barely 

registering. There was so much I wanted to say to you. To explain. And now 

it’s too late! I never even got the bloody chance to tell you how much I love 

you... 

 

A Martian warrior, walking deliberately, approached Commander 

Sshaarp and stood at attention. ‘What is it?’  

‘It’s the Pel King, Commander. Somehow he’s managed to escape.’  

‘How?’ Sshaarp asked in a deceptively calm manner.  

The Martian paused. ‘We’re not sure, Commander, the guard was 

distracted for a few moments and when he returned to the cells the Pel 

King had vanished. We believe there’s someone - an alien - who’s 

helping him hide.’  

‘Then why haven’t they been found already?’ Sshaarp hissed 

quickly at him, his fury growing by the second. ‘It has to be the 

Galactic Federation. Go! Find this alien and the Pel King immediately.’  

Sshaarp reached for the small communications device attached to 

his belt and activated it. He waited for several moments until he saw 

the image of Marshal Wellarzxee appear before him.  

‘Marshal, King Garet has escaped,’ he stated, his voice still seething 

with anger. ‘An alien has arranged his escape, which means the 

Galactic Federation may already know of our plans.’  

Wellarzxee did not waste time asking for explanations. If the 

Galactic Federation knew what was about to happen, they had to act 
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now, before it was too late. ‘Find the Pel King and make an example of 

him. The Martian Empire will be feared, Commander!’  

Sshaarp saluted the image of his Lord. ‘Yes, sir. Immediately.’  

 

Xzalnyr glanced down at his leather like skin. The armour that formed 

a shell around his upper body had been broken apart, revealing his 

green flesh beneath. Wounds were open all over his chest, from the 

thin but very sharp blades carried by the Chosen Ones who stood 

before him. He looked up from his injuries and glared at the so-called 

Martian warriors.  

‘I thought the Chosen Ones were supposed to have more honour 

than your average warrior. Better trained, is that not so?’  

The Chosen Ones looked at each other, unsure of how to respond. 

They did not need to. Their team leader, Commander Vyexlz, spoke 

instead. He was leaning against the far wall, watching the torture of 

Xzalnyr with much pleasure. ‘We are more highly trained than the 

Emperor’s personal guards. Makes us more effective at extracting 

information from traitors.’  

Xzalnyr hissed. ‘It is the Chosen Ones who are the traitors!’  

Vyexlz waved a clamped hand. ‘Say what you like, Xzalnyr. The 

Chosen Ones will restore Mars to its former glory. Then you will see 

that we are right.’ He indicated the Chosen Ones before Xzalnyr. ‘Get 

the lance. We shall then see how mighty this Honour Guard is!’  

Xzalnyr struggled against his bonds, but it was no use. Although 

they had begun to slacken a little, still there was not enough room to 

free himself. He closed his narrow eyes and inhaled deeply. When he 

opened them again one of the Chosen Ones walked towards him 

carrying the lance.  

The tip of the lance hissed as smoke seeped from it. It was an ion 

lance, used to terminate the lives of the old and infirm Martians - 

giving them a way to escape life with their honour intact. Xzalnyr was 
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neither old nor infirm, but then, the Chosen Ones did not wish to kill 

him yet. They simply wanted information.  

‘Now you will tell us the names of all those that you command.’  

Xzalnyr shook his head. ‘I will tell you nothing,’ he breathed.  

Vyexlz shook his own head, as if he were mimicking his prisoner. 

‘Such foolish bravado. You are impressing no one, Xzalnyr.’ He 

motioned the Martian holding the lance. ‘Proceed.’  

The lance pierced Xzalnyr’s skin with the minimum of effort. He 

clamped his jaw closed, refusing to scream out as the heat seared 

through his body.  

Like all his people, Xzalnyr’s body had evolved to survive the cold 

air of Mars. Often he had heard his people called “Ice Warriors”, and 

that term was not without reason. The Martians thrived in low 

temperatures. The heat of the ion lance was proving to be more than 

his body could bear.  

Despite all this Xzalnyr opened his eyes. There was a film of water 

over them, making the anger and hate even more evident than before. 

He focused on Vyexlz, staring at him in defiance.  

‘Enough of this!’ hissed a loud, commanding voice.  

The Chosen Ones turned to the door and bowed as Marshal 

Wellarzxee entered. He looked around the room, taking in his 

warriors, his eyes coming to rest on the weakened form of Xzalnyr. A 

slight smile played upon his lips for a moment, and then it was gone.  

‘Commander Xzalnyr will not give in to torture, Commander 

Vyexlz.  He has a highly developed sense of honour, even if it is 

misplaced.’ Wellarzxee glanced around the room. ‘Leave me with him.’  

The Chosen Ones bowed and left the room. Once they had gone 

Wellarzxee walked over to Xzalnyr, moving slowly but deliberately. 

‘Commander, I am no longer interested in who you have under your 

command. The traitors will soon be found and killed. I only want to 

know one thing from you.’  
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‘What makes you think I will tell you?’ Xzalnyr asked through gasps 

of cold air.  

‘We should be on the same side, Commander. Not fighting. The 

Martian Empire should be united.’ Wellarzxee shook his head sadly. 

‘But since we are not, all I require is that you tell me one simple thing.’ 

He came to a stop directly in front of Xzalnyr and stretched out a hand. 

‘Who else knows about the coup on Peladon?’ He probed Xzalnyr’s 

open wound. ‘I am quite impressed at how quickly you managed to 

get the Galactic Federation involved.’  

Xzalnyr ignored the pain, wondering instead just what Wellarzxee 

was talking about. The Galactic Federation was not yet involved. 

Indeed that is why he had asked Vlaash to contact the Doctor. If the 

Draconian Ambassador could be convinced of the threat to Peladon 

and the whole Federation, then maybe he would convince the Galactic 

Federation. That was why he had the two humans on Mars now. 

Xzalnyr had no intention of telling Wellarzxee that, though. If the mad 

Marshal wanted to believe the Federation knew, then all the better.  

Wellarzxee tutted, as he realised that Xzalnyr was not going to say a 

word. ‘It will not help, Commander. Let the Galactic Federation 

become involved. They will discover the same thing that Izlyr is about 

to learn. Under my leadership the Martian Empire will not be defeated 

so easily.’  

With one last stab at Xzalnyr’s open wound, Wellarzxee turned and 

left the room. 

 

Nick’s eyes fluttered open, closed and immediately opened again. I’m 

still alive? I can’t be! Groaning, Nick was amazed that he was still 

breathing after taking a direct hit by that sonic weapon. He was lying 

on a table, but where? Tentatively, he looked all around him in the 

semidarkness and shivered involuntarily. No wonder he felt so cold. 

Nearby there was the steady hum of machinery set against dark, stone 
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walls. He sat up gingerly, just to see what kind of shape he was in, 

when he stopped suddenly. Someone had entered the room.  

‘So, you’re awake.’  

‘Yeah, seems so,’ Nick said slowly, although the way his head 

pounded he would have preferred unconsciousness. He stared at the 

Martian, and suddenly a knot formed in the pit of his stomach. He 

could feel the hostility of the Martian pouring out towards him.  

‘You don’t recognise me, Nick?’ The Martian hissed deliberately.  

‘Should I?’ How can I, when that armour disguises the lot of you?  

‘I operated on you some time ago,’ the Martian said obliquely. 

‘Don’t you remember what happened to you?’  

Of course! It was the same Martian surgeon who given him his 

implants. ‘Sure, I was blasted by …’ He stopped abruptly as the violent 

memories of the battle flooded into his mind. ‘Alf! Vlaash! Where are 

they? What happened to them?’  

‘Not so fast, Nick,’ Xylat breathed, his eyes narrowing at Nick as if 

he was a new specimen waiting to be examined. ‘You will answer a 

few questions first.’  

‘Like what?’ Nick asked warily, trying to control the fear that was 

developing inside him. It suddenly dawned on him that he was a 

prisoner now, and Xylat wasn’t here for a friendly little chat. Nick 

gulped, his heart was beating faster now and the knot in his stomach 

was rapidly turning into a dead weight. What does he really want?  

Getting right to the point, Xylat approached Nick and gestured at 

his legs. ‘After that direct burst by one of our sonic weapons, why are 

your implants undamaged? Why haven’t they disintegrated?’  

‘Damned if I know,’ Nick replied, wondering that himself.  

Images of Alf firing a weapon at him sprang to mind. Memories of 

being torn apart by energy beams while Alf was being manipulated by 

the Hitchhiker. And then being put back together again by the 

Omnisci, Noan. Did he change me somehow?  
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‘Something has changed about your entire physiology since I gave 

you those implants,’ Xylat persisted, almost confirming Nick’s fears. 

He moved over to one of the machines and flipped a switch on the 

console. ‘I must find out why. You should be dead, or at the very least, 

completely incapacitated.’  

Nick’s mouth went dry. Arse, what’s he gonna do to me? ‘Is that a fact? 

Well, I ain’t and no, I don’t know why I’m still alive!’ Nick replied with 

sarcasm, fear and anger at Xylat overriding his better sense to be quiet.  

But Xylat didn’t answer. He was deep in thought, considering the 

possibilities. ‘I wonder what it is?’ he mused to himself as he started 

for the door. ‘Whatever it is, I’ll find out soon enough, though.’  

‘Hey, wait!’ Nick shouted at him, and Xylat paused at the door. 

‘What happened back there to Alf, and Vlaash? Tell me, are they all 

right?’  

Xylat turned back to Nick and hissed with great pleasure. ‘Dead, 

Nick. They’re all dead.’  

As he left, Xylat heard Nick cry out in anguish. ‘No!’ 

 

Chancellor Howerts was still unsure whether or not to trust the man in 

the black clothes. Certainly the king seemed to, but then again King 

Garet’s father was the one who trusted the Martians in the first place. 

However, the Doctor (if that’s who he really was) did know his way 

about the secret passages of the citadel.  

‘As personal advisor to the King, Doctor, I make it my business to 

know about all the passages throughout Mount Megeshra - in case we 

should get invaded and the need arises to get His Majesty to safety.’  

The Doctor glanced back with half a smile. ‘Like now you mean? 

Your knowledge of these passages has not done much good this time, 

has it?’  

Howerts cleared his throat. ‘But,’ he said, ignoring the jibe, ‘I have 

never been up this passage before.’  
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‘No doubt,’ was the reply.  

They came to the end of the passage, only to find the way barred by 

a block of stone. The Doctor straightened out his black jacket and 

turned to King Garet. ‘Do you know where we are?’  

Garet nodded. ‘Yes. My father showed me this entrance when I was 

a child.’  

Howerts folded his arms. ‘Well I have never seen it.’  

The Doctor shook his head and tutted. ‘I cannot imagine why,’ he 

said, with mock severity. He turned back to Garet. ‘Do you know how 

to open it?’  

The king nodded and stepped towards the block. The two guards 

glanced at each other, as if unsure what to do. Suddenly one of them 

stepped forward and blocked the king’s way.  

‘Sire, forgive me, but if there is a room beyond that block, then 

maybe there will be Martians too.’  

The Doctor pushed his way passed the guards and the king. ‘A valid 

point to be sure.’ He rummaged about in his jacket pockets and pulled 

out a long tube. At one end there was a flat piece of metal. The other 

end forked off into two separate endings. The Doctor noticed the 

curious glances from the Pels. ‘It is a stethoscope. Used on Earth to 

check the heart beat. But for now it will help us determined whether 

there are any Martians in the communications room.’  

‘The communications room?’ Howerts stepped forward. ’You intend 

to contact the Galactic Federation?’  

The Doctor waved him to be quiet. He pressed the flat metal of the 

stethoscope against the block of stone and listened. ‘I can hear at least 

one Martian in there,’ he whispered. ‘Martian breathing is very 

distinctive. How big is the room?’  

‘Half the size of the throne room,’ King Garet answered.  

‘About ten feet by eight feet, then.’ The Doctor rubbed his earlobe. 

‘Well, judging by his breathing I would say that the Martian is at the 
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far end of the room. I assume the communication console is near this 

entrance?’  

‘It is right next to it.’  

‘Brilliant!’ The Doctor shoved the stethoscope into a pocket and 

addressed his band of men. ‘When we enter there you two,’ he 

indicated the guards, ‘will need to distract the Martian. But be warned, 

even on his own a Martian warrior is not easily defeated. I will attempt 

to contact the Galactic Federation fleet that is heading towards 

Peladon.’  

‘And what will I do?’ Howerts asked, sounding like a child who had 

been left out of a particularly nice game.  

‘You will protect the king,’ the Doctor said. 

 

The room was quiet but for the random clicks and whirs of the seldom 

used communications console. The Martian warrior stood in the 

doorway, his low hissing breath the only sign that he was alive. His 

back was to the room, since he did not expect any Pels to be walking 

through walls, so he did not notice the first crack appear in the smooth 

stone wall beside the console.  

As the crack got larger so the draft from the passage wafted into the 

room. It took only moments for the cool air to hit the Martian in the 

back. At first he was pleased at the sensation, not much liking the 

stuffy air of the citadel, but then he thought about it and turned 

around. He was just in time to notice the two Pel guards launch 

themselves at him.  

The three bodies collided and they fell into the corridor.  

The Doctor cringed at the sound of bones cracking, and turned 

quickly to Howerts. ‘Be careful,’ he said forcefully.  

Howerts glanced daggers at the Doctor’s back and stepped before 

the King. He folded his arms, resting his left hand on the hilt of his 

sword. King Garet remained behind him, his back to the secret 
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entrance, looking over his advisor’s shoulder at the fighting in the 

corridor.  

The Doctor gave the console the once over, familiarising himself 

with the antiquated machine, then set to work.  

‘Oh no,’ King Garet said, as the Martian warrior entered the room, 

red blood splashed over his green armour. Garet glanced beyond the 

Martian, and got a glimpse of the dead guards lying in the corridor.  

Howerts removed his sword and advanced on the warrior. ‘In the 

name of Peladon!’ he screamed and swung his sword.  

King Garet closed his eyes, and began to pray softly. ‘Spirit of 

Aggedor, hear me...’  

The Doctor hit the send button and turned just as Howerts’ body 

came flying towards him. He sidestepped quickly, and Howerts hit the 

console. Sparks exploded out, and an electrifying charge shot through 

Howerts’ body.  

‘Oh no, this is terrible,’ the Doctor uttered, as he started looking 

through his pockets for something to use. He glanced up at the Martian 

and his unhappy look got worse. Two more Martians were entering 

the room.  

King Garet moved forward, stepping over the bloody body of 

Howerts. He raised his hands. ‘I am the one you want,’ he said loudly, 

then glanced at the Doctor and whispered. ‘Go and get help.’  

The Doctor was torn. Could he leave the King to the mercy of the 

Martian warriors? The communications console was ruined, and he 

was certain that his SOS had not got out in time. The Doctor let out a 

sigh and gave Garet a thumb’s up. With that he quickly rushed 

through the secret entrance while King Garet continued to block the 

way of the Martians.  

Commander Sshaarp wanted the Pel King alive, so the Martians 

were uncertain as to whether they should hurt him or not. Their 

indecision was their undoing. It gave the Doctor the time he needed to 
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close the passage door until it fitted into the wall seamlessly. The 

Martian who had been on guard took hold of King Garet, tightening 

his vice-like hands across the king’s arms. Two Martians attempted to 

locate the secret doorway but had very little success.  

‘It is unimportant,’ the Martian guard said, and glanced down at the 

angered Garet. ‘We have the Pel King. Commander Sshaarp will be 

waiting.’  

 

‘Alf?’ Vlaash looked over at the human with concern when she didn’t 

respond. How much longer would she sit there with that vacant 

expression in her eyes? He mourned Nick too, he had come to know 

Nick as a trusted friend, but somehow he knew Alf’s sorrow was more 

personal. Vlaash paused for a few moments as the vision of a vibrant, 

smiling Nick ran through his thoughts. That was the best way to 

honour someone, to keep them alive in your thoughts. I will remember 

you, my friend.  

‘Vlaash, forgive my intrusion upon your meditation, but it is 

important that you know what Commander Xzalnyr had planned,’ 

Stoorxz said as he approached the High Priest.  

Vlaash nodded solemnly. ‘Yes?’  

‘The Chosen Ones under Marshal Wellarzxee have no honour, as 

they have proven by killing our own allies. They are intent on war and 

they must be stopped whatever the cost. If we do nothing, Mars will be 

lost to us. The sacrifice of Commander Xzalnyr will be in vain.’  

They had waited, but Xzalnyr had not returned. Since that time 

Stoorxz had taken command, and explained fully what Xzalnyr had 

planned. Vlaash had not been too impressed, but he had understood 

the need. As for Alf... she had nothing to contribute. Stoorxz and 

Vlaash looked at the human, and the Sub-Commander said; ‘As will 

the loss of Nick.’  
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Alf finally reacted to the sound of Nick’s name and turned and 

peered back at Vlaash and Stoorxz.  

Why did it matter to her now? Nick was dead. But somehow it did 

matter; Stoorxz was right, after the war with the Cybermen, they had 

to act to stop the Chosen Ones. Nick and Xzalnyr’s deaths would never 

be for nothing. Nick had wanted to help Vlaash, and for the sake of his 

memory, Alf would too.  

‘You’re right.’ She stood up, and added slowly, her voice edged 

with pain; ‘They must be defeated.’  

Vlaash looked upward as he considered what would lie ahead for 

all of them. ‘I see no other choice, either, Sub-Commander. We must do 

what we have to do.’ He replied with sadness, and then turning so that 

he faced Alf, he bowed his head slightly. ‘Now, I must go and prepare 

myself for my meeting with Emperor Izlyr. Shsurr Alf, will you 

accompany me?’ 

 

For a few minutes Marshal Wellarzxee contemplated with great 

satisfaction how well his plans were proceeding. Even the feeble 

resistance offered by Xzalnyr and his forces was easily quashed by the 

might of the Chosen Ones.  

That is how it must be, under our leadership, Mars will be invincible once 

more.  

He thought with total certainty, his vision of Mars’ future would not 

be denied. But he also felt a little disheartened.  

Wellarzxee was glad when he had heard that Commander Xzalnyr 

had rejoined the Martian Empire... he had looked forward to fighting 

alongside such a noble warrior. Unfortunately since the war for Mars, 

all that had changed. Emperor Izlyr was not willing to lead the Empire 

back to its rightful position, and Commander Xzalnyr supported him. 

That made both of them his enemies.  
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Hearing a sound, Wellarzxee noticed one of the Chosen Ones 

rapidly approaching. ‘You have something to report?’  

Vyexlz saluted. ‘Yes, Marshal, there is one particular member of 

Xzalnyr’s rebels that could pose a problem.’  

‘Who?’ Wellarzxee hissed quickly.  

‘A priest in the Order of Oras, Marshal.’ He paused. ‘We do not 

know his name yet, but he was seen fleeing with the rebels when we 

captured Xzalnyr.’  

‘I see, and you are just informing me of this now?’ Wellarzxee 

answered with marked displeasure.  

He had always distrusted those priests, with their cryptic chants and 

mystic rituals. Once the Chosen were in complete control the Order of 

Oras would be expunged permanently, replaced by the Order of 

Ssethiis, the true religion of a warrior.  Not for the Chosen Ones the 

path of peace favoured by the worshippers of Oras… 

He started to give a new order to the Chosen One, when his 

personal communication device beeped twice.  

‘What is it?’ he asked shortly.  

‘It’s Emperor Izlyr, Marshal. We’ve just received word that he is to 

ordain a new Abbot of Oras in less than an hour.’  

‘What?’ Wellarzxee paced around the room as he absorbed this 

latest bit of information. First, there was a priest spotted working with 

Xzalnyr, and now, the Emperor about to anoint an Abbot. This cannot 

be a coincidence! He stopped pacing; coming to the sudden realisation 

that it was time.  

If the Chosen Ones were to reach their destiny, they had to be ready 

immediately. There could be no subtle manoeuvres anymore. He 

would pay an unexpected visit to Emperor Izlyr, and assemble all the 

Chosen Ones and give them their orders.  

The time for action was now!  
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With a quietness that defied his size, Xzalnyr tensed his muscles and 

lifted his arms. He gritted his sharp teeth together and forced his 

muscles into overdrive. Slowly the bonds that bound his arms to the 

chair came free. He leaned forward and groped for the bonds on his 

legs, never once taking his eyes off the guard standing by the door.  

Marshal Wellarzxee’s over confidence was his weakness. He was so 

obsessed with what he saw as right that the Marshal did not believe he 

could be opposed. Even though Xzalnyr’s team had opposed him!  

Xzalnyr rose to his feet, ignoring the pain in his chest, and deftly 

made his way up to the guard. The Martian’s strength and speed was 

such that the guard did not know what hit him. He dropped to the 

ground heavily. Xzalnyr looked down and his upper lip curled.  

‘Wellarzxee will wish he were never hatched,’ he said with a hiss, 

and slammed his foot down on to the helmet of the guard. The helmet 

cracked; the glass from the red visor splintering in to the guard’s eyes.  

Without even a single look back, Commander Xzalnyr stormed out 

of the room, knowing full well that Vlaash was due at the Throne 

Room shortly. 

 

With fast, determined strides, the Doctor wound his way back down 

the hidden passageways to the TARDIS, realising it was only there that 

he could safely transmit a distress call to the Galactic Federation fleet.  

He hesitated once as he walked, tugging on his left earlobe as he 

decided, Hmm, do I want to go left here or right?  

‘Right,’ he said out loud, smiling to himself and quickening his pace.  

As he reached the TARDIS, he breathed a little sigh of relief. It felt 

good to be back here, after that struggle in the communications room 

he had wondered if he would even make it back in time.  

The Doctor moved to the console, and began pushing various 

buttons when he heard a soft noise. Looking about the big chamber, he 

noticed the small black cat watching him in the corner. He smiled 
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down at her, but Missy wasn’t content just to catch his eye. With a 

graceful move she jumped onto the console and started to meow 

insistently.  

‘Just a moment, Missy! I have to get this message out to the 

Federation fleet,’ he murmured while he tried to work, but Missy 

walked back and forth in front of him, swishing her long tail in his 

face. 

 He quickly pushed a few more buttons. ‘There, that should do it. 

The call is on its way.’ He turned his attention back to the cat, and 

gently picked her up from the console.  

‘What are you doing out here anyway?’ he asked as he gently 

stroked Missy’s ears. ‘Come along, now, maybe it is dinnertime, 

hmm?’ He carried her out of the control chamber and toward one of 

the inner rooms.  

 

The words echoed inside Nick’s mind like some kind of cruel, bitter 

mantra. They’re all dead.  

He sat hunched up on the table, slightly rocking back and forth as 

he felt his whole world collapsing around him.  

First the Doctor, now Alf and Vlaash. Alf! Shit, is everyone I care about 

gonna die on me? He shut his eyes tight, and tried to stop the waves of 

agony tearing at his heart.  

He was alone now without them. Their faces danced in front of him 

for a moment, first the Doctor and Vlaash, then finally Alf.  

And I thought loving you without you even knowing was bad enough, how 

am I supposed to go on living without you? 

It was too much to bear, to lose the three of them, and Nick, numb 

with grief, stared at the door almost in a stupor. If that Martian 

surgeon wanted to come back and operate on him, Nick wouldn’t put 

up much of a fight.  
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How long he sat there, he didn’t know and when the door opened, 

Nick was hardly aware of it at first.  

‘Nick!’ a voice coming close repeated urgently. ‘Nick, we have to get 

out of here.’  

Nick finally looked up at the Martian who entered. ‘Xzalnyr, is that 

you?’ he answered slowly, his voice far away.  

Xzalnyr went up to Nick quickly, saying, ‘We don’t have much time. 

Vlaash is about to be ordained by Emperor Izlyr, and we have to 

stop...’  

That finally penetrated Nick’s daze and he interrupted the Martian. 

‘What? Vlaash, he’s alive? What about Alf?’ he demanded, the tears 

already welling up in his eyes.  

‘Yes, they’re alive, they escaped.  But we have to go…’  

‘Oh god, they’re alive!’ Nick repeated to himself. Overwhelmed by 

emotion, he started to sob uncontrollably at the pure relief and joy of 

knowing he would see Alf again.  

Xzalnyr watched Nick cry in bafflement, was this how humans 

behaved when they were happy, when they received good news? He 

shook his head slightly as Nick struggled to get control of himself 

again.  

Suddenly, a look of fierce anger reflected in Nick’s eyes as he looked 

up at Xzalnyr.  

‘He lied to me! Xylat, he told me they were all dead!’ he said, his 

voice raging with hatred as he remembered the Martian’s very words. 

‘Bloody bastard, he’ll pay.’  

Xzalnyr couldn’t wait any longer, so he grabbed Nick by the arm 

and pulled him toward the door. ‘Nick, now! We have to leave.’  

 

Vlaash looked up from the floor into the face of his Emperor, Izlyr. 

Vlaash was dressed in the purple robes of a High Priest, his slight 

armour having been discarded a while ago. Despite the fact that there 



 

62 

was an ordination in progress the Throne Room was quite empty, but 

for the Emperor, Vlaash and two other Priests of Oras (both of whom 

wore ceremonial robes, the hoods covering their heads). Vlaash was 

not surprised, but he was a little disappointed. His becoming the 

Abbot of the Order was the biggest honour of his life; something he 

never thought he would see happen, not after fifty years of being cut 

off from the Empire. But he knew that the Martian Empire was 

stretched thinly - only half of the Emperor’s subjects were on Mars, the 

other half were still either on New Mars or transporting things back to 

the home planet. (And a fraction of them are on Peladon, Vlaash reminded 

himself.)  

The Emperor raised the Sword of Tuburr and lowered it onto each 

of Vlaash’s shoulders, while at the same time uttering an age-old 

Martian hymn. The two priests echoed the words, and then the 

Emperor held the Sword out before Vlaash. The High Priest took the 

blade in both hands and gripped tight. He kissed the blade, then 

looked up at Emperor Izlyr.  

‘I pledge my life and my Order to your service, Most High Emperor 

of the Martian Empire,’ Vlaash said with feeling.  

Emperor Izlyr nodded, and lifted the Sword. As per the ceremony 

Vlaash did not remove his hands, and the Sword cut into his leathery 

skin as it was raised. Vlaash showed no pain, merely contentment, as 

his green blood dripped off the blade.  

Emperor Izlyr held the Sword of Tuburr aloft. ‘Rise, Abbot Vlaash, 

of the Order of Oras.’  

The Abbot rose and turned to look at the representatives of his 

Order. Emperor Izlyr placed a hand on his shoulder, and the ceremony 

was over. Vlaash turned to look at Izlyr.  

‘Well done, Vlaash. It pleases me to have you leading the Order of 

Oras.’  
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Vlaash nodded. ‘And it is my honour to serve you, old friend.’ He 

glanced at the two priests. ‘But I must now speak to you as a friend. 

And warn you.’  

Izlyr was puzzled. ‘What is there to warn me about, Vlaash?’  

‘Marshal Wellarzxee and his Chosen Ones.’ Izlyr was about to 

speak, but Vlaash cut him off. ‘I know he has been advising you, your 

Highness, but he has also been manipulating you. I take it you are 

aware of his thirst for the Empire to return to the warrior nature of 

old?’  

Izlyr nodded his head. ‘Of course, he is a warrior of the old world. 

But I have told him that that is not the way forward.’  

‘Then why haven’t you responded to the Galactic Federation’s 

request?’  

Izlyr was startled. The voice that had spoken was not of Martian 

origin, yet it had come from one of the priests. The priest stepped 

forward and lowered her hood. Underneath was a face that Izlyr 

remembered from the celebration ceremony after the war.  

‘What is the meaning of this?’ Izlyr asked.  

‘Shsurr Alf is a friend, your Highness. And she is here on behalf of 

the Galactic Federation, and at my request.’  

‘Your request?’  

Vlaash lowered his head. ‘Yes.’  

Izlyr did not know what to say. Before he could formulate any 

words, though, Alf had reached the throne and spoke.  

‘Emperor Izlyr, you need to know that the Chosen Ones have 

invaded Peladon. And Marshal Wellarzxee is behind it all.’ A dark 

shadow formed over Alf’s eyes. ‘All ready one of my people has been 

killed to get this information to you, and as for Commander Xzalnyr... 

Well, we don’t know what has happened to him.’  

‘Xzalnyr?’ Izlyr thought back to that fateful day when Commander 

Xzalnyr had returned the Sword of Tuburr to him, and the subsequent 
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trouble of getting the Sword back to Mars. ‘This one who has died, was 

he your friend, Vlaash, the one who helped with the diversion?’  

Vlaash nodded sadly. ‘Yes, your Highness. Nick is the one who gave 

his life for the sake of the Martian Empire.’  

‘Do you have proof?’  

Before Vlaash could respond the doors to the Throne Room burst 

open and Marshal Wellarzxee stormed in, followed by Yxyraar. There 

was such a rage on the Marshal’s face that any doubts held by Izlyr 

quickly vanished. Wellarzxee noticed this.  

‘It doesn’t matter any more,’ he hissed in anger. Wellarzxee lifted a 

clawed hand and pointed at Izlyr and Vlaash. ‘You will both stand 

down and give me the Sword of Tuburr or you will die.’ 
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Chapter Four 

 

‘I don’t think so, somehow, pal!’  

Wellarzxee spun around. His look of shock matched the look of 

pure relief on the faces of Vlaash and Alf. Standing in the doorway, 

shadowed by the massive form of Commander Xzalnyr, was Nick. 

Nick walked over to the surprised Wellarzxee and threw a punch.  

‘You bastard!’ he said, as the punch connected with Wellarzxee. 

Nick’s fist hurt more than Wellarzxee’s jaw, but Nick did not care. It 

had been worth it.  

‘This time you will die, and Xylat's research be damned!’ Wellarzxee 

said, and raised his own fist. But he did not get a chance to use it. 

Instead Xzalnyr’s body collided with that of Wellarzxee and the two 

Martian warriors crashed to the floor.  

As the two warriors fought Nick and Alf moved at the same time, 

both rushing over to the other. The relief Nick felt at feeling Alf 

pressed against him was overpowering, and for those few moments 

everything else in the Throne Room disappeared. Once again his eyes 

became glazed.  

‘Alf! I thought you was dead!’  

Alf held him tightly, ruffling his hair with her hand. ’You thought I 

was dead? I thought you were dead!’ she exclaimed. Their embrace was 

brought to an abrupt end as Xzalnyr and Wellarzxee knocked into 

them. Nick fell to the floor, but Alf was able to keep her balance. She 

looked down at Nick and smiled, then her face became grave as she 

turned to the two warring warriors. ‘Stoorxz, help him!’  

The hood came down and the second priest was revealed to be Sub-

Commander Stoorxz. From beneath his robes, Stoorxz lifted his 

weaponed arm and aimed it at the back of Marshal Wellarzxee. He did 

not get the chance to use the weapon.  
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Yxyraar fired his own weapon, causing Stoorxz to wobble then 

collapse onto the floor.  

Nick looked up, feeling disgust at the relish on the face of Yxyraar. 

‘Vlaash, stop that bastard!’ Nick yelled.  

For a moment Vlaash looked around the room wondering what he 

could do. He was not a warrior, and he loathed the use of weapons. 

Izlyr understood the Abbot’s indecision, and rested a hand on his 

shoulder.  

‘Be at peace, my friend. This is my fight,’ Izlyr said, and raised the 

Sword of Tuburr.  

Alf helped Nick to his feet, and they both had to step out of the way 

as the Martian Emperor came running past, the ancient sword held 

aloft. They watched him as he took a swing. The sword connected with 

Yxyraar.  

Alf had seen Martians in combat before, but never on their 

homeworld. She was taken aback by their speed and finesse. ‘Wicked,’ 

she said, finding that word very appropriate somehow.  

‘Xzalnyr, end this!’ Izlyr hissed and threw the Sword to the great 

Martian warrior. Xzalnyr caught the Sword, just as Wellarzxee twisted 

him, wrapping his arm around Xzalnyr’s neck.  

‘Fifty years under Federation guard has dulled your skills, Xzalnyr,’ 

Wellarzxee said, as he struggled with his other hand to wrestle the 

Sword of Tuburr from his foe. ‘Like them, you have become weak!’  

Xzalnyr grabbed hold of the arm around his neck. ‘The ones you call 

weak helped us to reclaim our world!’ He pulled at the arm and titled 

his body sideways. The sudden move threw off Wellarzxee’s balance. 

Xzalnyr twisted around and lunged with the Sword.  

Marshal Wellarzxee fell to his knees, the Sword sticking out of his 

armour. He glanced down at it, and grabbed the hilt. ‘You may have 

won this, Commander Xzalnyr,’ he hissed, and looked up. ‘But you 

have made me a martyr.’ He smiled. ‘Well done.’  
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As if on purpose Wellarzxee threw himself forward, causing the 

Sword to imbed itself deeper into his body. The large Martian toppled 

sideways, very much dead.  

Emperor Izlyr walked over to Xzalnyr and looked down at the 

deceased Marshal. ‘He is right.’  

‘I know.’ There was little else Xzalnyr could say. The real enemy of 

the Martian Empire lay before him, but somehow Xzalnyr couldn’t 

help but feel that it was a hollow victory.  

Alf and Nick stood watching, their arms around each other 

shoulders, unsure about what to do. Things had got very personal on 

Mars all of a sudden, and they did not feel like they belonged there 

anymore. If only there was a quick way off the planet.  

The tense atmosphere was cut by an unusual noise. Unusual to 

Martian ears, but not to Nick and Alf. They looked around as the 

wheezing and groaning got louder. A shape was beginning to form in 

the centre of the room, and they both smiled. But the object that 

materialised was not the blue box that they had been expecting; instead 

a Martian altar had appeared. The side opened and out stepped the tall 

form of the Galactic Federation President, Vasek.  

He looked around the Throne Room at the dead Martian bodies, 

then noticed Izlyr. Vasek walked over to the Emperor and shook a 

clawed hand. ‘Emperor Izlyr, at last we meet face to face. I am the 

Federation President.’ He glanced at Nick and Alf. ‘I hope my special 

envoys have been of assistance?’  

If Izlyr was surprised by Vasek’s sudden appearance, he did not let 

on. ‘They have been most helpful.’ Izlyr also looked at Nick. ‘Although 

I was informed that you had given your life for the Martian Empire.’  

Before Nick could answer Vasek continued. ‘Well, we must be 

going. Things are getting terribly tense on Peladon. The Federation 

fleet has dealt with the Martian ships and is now moving in on the 

planet. Seems like the Doctor is about to make his move and,’ he 
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turned directly to Nick and Alf, ‘I doubt you two would want to miss 

that.’  

Nick wasn’t so sure. The idea of coming up against the clone again 

did not sit too well with him. Alf on the other hand just smiled, and 

ushered Nick towards Vasek’s TARDIS. Before they entered the altar, 

she looked back at Xzalnyr.  

‘Good luck. Looks like you have a civil war on your hands.’  

Xzalnyr saluted Alf. ‘But it is one that we will win,’ he assured her.  

Nick stared at Vlaash, who stood beside the throne, resplendent in 

his purple robes. Nick smiled. The Abbot of Oras nodded his head 

slightly, as Alf pushed Nick into the altar.  

Vasek nodded at Izlyr. ‘Your Highness,’ he said with a bow.  ‘I’ll call 

you,’ he added before he too entered the altar.  

Emperor Izlyr, Commander Xzalnyr and Abbot Vlaash watched as 

the altar dematerialised.  

Once they were alone again Xzalnyr spoke. ‘Shsurr Alf was correct. 

Now that Wellarzxee has become a martyr, we have a civil war on our 

hands.’  

‘Yes. The Chosen Ones must be eradicated,’ Izlyr said grimly. 

Vlaash let out a sigh.  ‘Peace often begins with war.’ 

Izlyr looked from Vlaash to Xzalnyr and back again.  He placed a 

clawed hand on the abbot’s shoulder.  ‘It does indeed, old friend, 

fortunately we have the Order of Oras to see us through it.’ 

 

In the Throne Room of Peladon a meeting was taking place. It was to 

be the last meeting that King Garet would ever attend. His seven aides 

were there, standing under Martian guard. The king himself was 

kneeling before his throne, upon which sat Commander Sshaarp. The 

crown worn by Garet at only special occasions was sitting at a lopsided 

angle on top of Sshaarp’s helmet.  
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‘I want you all to witness this, this sign of our conquest of Peladon. 

You will take this news to your people. Resist us, and you will all 

suffer the fate of your King.’  

Sshaarp closed his fist and placed it against Garet’s forehead. The 

sonic weapon on Sshaarp’s wrist came into direct contact with the Pel’s 

cold skin. Garet’s instinct was to flinch back, but he held his ground. If 

he were going to die, then it would be with dignity.  

‘Do you have any last words?’ Sshaarp asked.  

Garet swallowed, and nodded. ‘Yes.’  

Sshaarp laughed. It was the first time the Pels had heard a Martian 

laugh, and they did not like it. ‘Then it is too bad that no one shall hear 

them!’  

The doors to the Throne Room were flung open, revealing a whole 

army of people standing outside. Guns were raised and aimed. 

Standing at the head of the small army was the Doctor. He took in the 

scene, smiled, and looked directly at Sshaarp.  

‘Sorry to spoil your fun,’ he said, then ducked, as the Federation 

troops started firing.  

The Martians fired back. The Pels all dropped to the floor, their own 

survival instincts taking over.  

Sshaarp could not believe it. He was in complete control of the 

situation, and then the next moment he wasn’t. The Chosen Ones were 

losing since the Federation troops had the element of surprise. A stray 

shot caught him in the shoulder and he was thrown into a spin, 

toppling against the throne.  

Garet stood up and gave Sshaarp a big shove, helping the Martian to 

the floor.  

Sshaarp looked up and aimed his weapon, but Garet no longer 

showed any fear. Instead he stood proud, as the Martians fell around 

him.  
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Sshaarp scrambled to his feet, and staggered out of the Throne 

Room, into a hidden passage behind one of the tapestries. The Doctor 

noticed and set off after him.  

The sound of firing had ceased, and just as Garet was about to thank 

the Federation troops for their help another noise filled the air. 

Everyone looked around the room, equally unsure. A stone pillar 

appeared against one wall, blending in perfectly with the others dotted 

around the room. A section of the pillar opened and three people 

emerged.  

Garet recognised the woman straight away. She had once visited 

Peladon with the Doctor. He stepped forward to greet them. ‘Welcome 

to...’  

Alf looked around, noticing first the Federation troops, who were 

saluting the President, and then King Garet who was approaching 

Nick, Vasek and herself. Of the Doctor there was no sign. ‘Where’s the 

Doctor?’  

Garet pointed at the tapestry. ‘He has gone after Sshaarp.’  

Alf looked back at Nick. ‘He’ll need our help. You coming?’  

For a moment Nick almost looked fearful, then shook his head. ‘No, 

I’ll stay here. Help clean up this mess.’  

Alf didn’t wait to argue, she just headed off to the tapestry and the 

passage beyond.  

 

The Doctor recognised the passage he was in, for he had only left it a 

short while ago. He turned a corner and nodded. Standing nearby was 

the reassuring shape of the TARDIS. Of Sshaarp, however, there was 

no sign.  

The Doctor placed a finger to his lips and pondered. He had not 

passed the Martian on his way through the passages, he was certain 

that he would have noticed. And yet there was no other way that 
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Sshaarp could have come. That meant the warrior had to be hiding 

somewhere. But where?  

The Doctor looked at the police box, comprehension dawning, just 

as the solid bulk of the Martian commander stepped out from behind 

it. Sshaarp raised his wrist gun and the Doctor smiled.  

‘Why is it always kill with your type, Sshaarp?’  

‘Strength is power. And the Martian Empire will have that strength 

again. You may claim back this world, but you cannot stop the Chosen 

Ones from reclaiming the Empire.’  

The Doctor nodded. ‘You know, you are absolutely right. So why 

not lower your weapon and let us talk about it?’  

Sshaarp’s arm did not move. ‘No. I will not be held prisoner like the 

old Honour Guard. They became weak and were replaced by 

Wellarzxee’s Chosen Ones.’  

The Doctor shrugged. ‘Well, sorry to be the one who has to tell you 

this, but those Honour Guards are the ones who will win.’ He looked 

at his watch and nodded. ‘In fact, if I have timed this right, then 

Commander Xzalnyr has just brought Marshal Wellarzxee’s life to a 

premature end.’  

Sshaarp shook his head. ‘That is impossible.’  

‘Not a bit of it. Trust me, I am the Doctor and I do not lie.’ 

Sshaarp lowered his arm and slowly began walking over to the 

Doctor. He stopped within an inch of the smaller man and looked 

down at him. The Doctor nodded, certain that the Martian was going 

to admit that there was honour in conceding to a better foe.  

Sshaarp reached forward and clamped a hand around the Doctor’s 

neck.  

‘You lie!’ he hissed, and flung the Doctor towards the TARDIS.  

The Doctor got to his feet and dusted his clothes down. ‘No, I really 

do not.’  
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Sshaarp lifted his arm again, returning his weapon to the Doctor’s 

direction. ‘The Chosen Ones will triumph!’  

‘Bollocks to that!’ yelled a female voice, and Alf came rushing out of 

the shadows. She flung herself at Sshaarp and grabbed hold of his arm.  

For a brief moment they wrestled, but Alf was no match for such a 

powerful Martian warrior. He swung out and Alf found herself 

slamming into the TARDIS. She looked up from her undignified 

position and smiled.  

‘Hello...’ She blinked at the man standing above her. ‘Erm... Doctor?’  

The Doctor ignored Sshaarp and helped Alf to her feet. For a brief 

moment the Doctor gave Alf the oddest look, as if he was somehow 

very weary of her. But the moment soon passed, and he was beaming. 

‘Yes, Alf, it certainly is me. How very good to see you again.’  

Alf shrugged but did not get the chance to say anything else, as she 

was brushed aside by Sshaarp, who then made for the Doctor.  

Alf hit the passage wall, and let out a curse. She was sick of being 

thrown against things, and she was pissed off with Chosen Ones! Alf 

reached into her jacket pocket and pulled out a small, but very sharp, 

knife that she had borrowed from Izlyr’s Throne Room.  

‘I...’ she said, and launched herself on to Sshaarp’s back. ‘Have...’ 

She stabbed the knife into the gap between Sshaarp’s armour and his 

helmet. ‘Had...’ Stab! ‘Enough...’ Green blood spurted out. ‘Of...’ The 

Martian toppled forward, but Alf clung onto his back. ’You!’  

The Doctor scrambled out of the way, then turned back to see Alf 

raise her arm once again.  

Repeatedly Alf stabbed, until Sshaarp fell still beneath her. A hand 

grabbed her arm, and she snapped her head around. The Doctor’s face 

was inches in front of hers.  

‘Alf? He is dead.’  

Alf pulled her arm from the Doctor and wiped the sweat off her 

forehead. She clambered from the dead Martian’s back. Something 
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dripped down her face and with her free hand she rubbed it. Alf 

glanced at the green substance on her hand, then at the bloody knife in 

her other hand.  

‘Oh no,’ she whispered, and lowered her head until she was looking 

at the dead Martian before her. Green blood was oozing out of the 

body.  

The knife clattered on to the ground.  

You bitch! Look what you’ve done, Alf thought and dropped to her 

knees.  

The Doctor watched her as she sat there just looking at the blood on 

her hands. He made to step forward but something held him back. He 

sighed. ‘Oh, Alf,’ he said, but got no further.  

Footsteps echoed down the passage. He looked up and noticed the 

figure in the yellow jacket approaching. The Doctor swallowed hard 

and whispered, ‘Nick.’  

Taking a deep breath, he offered Alf one final glance before turning 

back to the TARDIS.  

 

Nick stopped at the sight that greeted him. A dead Martian body lay 

on the ground near the TARDIS. Next to the dead body was Alf. Nick 

frowned as the wheezing and groaning echoed through the 

underground passages.  

He watched, but did not understand why the TARDIS was 

dematerialising.  

After a bit of soul searching he had come to realise that sooner or 

later he would have to face the clone, and so had decided to search the 

passage for both the clone and Alf. He looked at the spot where the 

TARDIS had stood, but was unable to formulate any coherent 

thoughts.  

The sound of sobbing brought Nick out of his own babbling 

thoughts and he approached his girlfriend.  
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‘Alf?’ She gave no indication of hearing him. He knelt down beside 

her and noticed the blood and the knife. ‘Oh, Alf,’ Nick said, and put 

his arms around her.  

As soon as Alf felt Nick’s embrace she found that she could no 

longer contain the emotion within. For the first time since meeting 

Nick she allowed the tears of anger, pain, fear, and doubt to flow. The 

tears were accompanied by a single question.  

‘What have I become?’ 

 

‘Alf, where are you?’ Nick called out to her in a strong voice.  

‘Over here,’ she replied quickly. ‘I’m just starting.’  

Nick walked up a little further and spotted Alf just ahead; she was 

carefully making a pile of her various weapons. She studied it a 

moment in satisfaction saying; ‘There, that’s all of it now.’ She glanced 

over at Nick, and he smiled back at her in quiet reassurance. Then, 

without hesitation, she began pitching them into a large rubbish bin 

one after another.  

When she was finished she grabbed a bag beside her and dumped 

out the contents: her combat clothes, including her boots and fatigues, 

anything that reminded her of violence or killing.  

‘I can’t stand what I’ve become, maybe by destroying all of this stuff 

I can finally change myself into someone I can be proud of,’ she said in 

a whisper. Nick barely heard her.  

Alf took something out of her pocket and crouched down and 

ignited the clothes with a match. Deliberately she stepped back, 

watching in fascination as the flames consumed her possessions, and 

all she felt inside was relief.  

It was like a gigantic weight had finally lifted from her shoulders.  

Nick gazed at her intently, his eyes gleaming with love and 

admiration. Alf had changed, she even looked different somehow, and 

it wasn’t that she now wore comfortable jeans and a tailored white 
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shirt instead of that combat outfit she used to wear. There was a brand 

new expression in her eyes that said she had finally faced her demons 

and came out on top.  

As her clothes burned to a cinder, Alf turned away and met Nick’s 

eyes. ‘I want to promise you something, Nick,’ she began slowly.  

‘Alf, you don’t have to promise me anything.’  

‘Yeah, I do, and I have to promise myself this too.’ She placed her 

hands around his, and held them tight. ‘I swear I will never kill anyone 

ever again.’  

For a moment or two they just looked at each other in silence, and 

then Alf reached out and tenderly brushed back a strand of hair from 

Nick’s eyes. ‘Let’s sit down for a minute.’  

They moved over a ways and sat down, still holding hands. She 

took a deep breath and briefly glanced back at the fire that was now 

smouldering.  

‘After what happened on Peladon, I began to hate myself, I didn’t 

want to even look at myself in the mirror.’  

Nick asked quietly; ‘You never really told me everything that 

happened, just that...’  

‘When I saw that Martian attack the Doctor, I had to do something. I 

had to stop him, but then afterward all I could see was the blood on 

my hands.’ She stopped and closed her eyes for a moment. ‘I don’t 

want to feel like that again, Nick. I can’t.’  

‘I know you won’t,’ Nick began, and then he added a little 

hesitantly; ‘Do you think that man you saw really was the Doctor?’  

‘Who else could it be? I saw his TARDIS. Something in here,’ she 

pointed at her heart, ‘says it was.’ She met his eyes, knowing full well 

what he was really saying. ‘You’re not thinking of the man I saw on 

Peladon are you?’  
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He looked back at her a little sheepishly. She can see right through me 

now. ‘You’re right I’m not, I’m thinking about our... well, our Doctor, 

for want of a better word.’ Nick let out a sigh. ‘The big clone.’  

‘Look Nick, I don’t know what happened between you and the 

Doctor, but from the little you have said, even he didn’t know he was a 

clone until after we crashed on Voga.’  

‘That’s what the TARDIS told me, yeah, and I don’t know what to 

think anymore.’ Nick was silent for a moment, then looked directly at 

Alf. ‘I thought he was the Doctor all this time... and yet he wasn’t. All 

the time the Doctor was...’ He couldn’t bring himself to say the word.  

‘Dead? Is he really, Nick? Even if he is, surely the Doctor lives on in 

the clone,’ she replied quietly. ‘I was the one who had my doubts about 

him before, and you never did till now.’  

He was silent for a minute, trying to figure out exactly what it was 

he felt now. ‘Alf, are you telling me I should sort this out with him?’  

She grinned at Nick and nodded. ‘I guess I am, yeah. Too right.’ 

Then she turned serious again, squeezing his hand. ‘Think about it, 

Nick, for both of your sakes.’  

 

Still talking, Nick opened the door to the curio shop and paused, 

letting Alf enter before him. Their conversation ended abruptly when 

they both saw the TARDIS standing in the corner, exactly where it 

should be.  

‘It’s back again!’ Alf exclaimed, turning to Nick. ‘How long do you 

reckon it's been here?’  

‘Don’t know,’ Nick answered, his eyes riveted on the TARDIS. ‘I 

wonder…’ He glanced around the shop.  

Right then, the door to the TARDIS opened wide and a larger than 

life figured stepped out. ‘You wonder what, Nick?’ the Doctor-clone 

asked, looking directly at him.  
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Feeling a combination of anger, pain and even relief at seeing the 

clone again, Nick simply stood there gaping without saying anything, 

but Alf said in surprise; ‘It’s you!’  

The Doctor-clone turned to her and smiled. ‘Yes, it’s me. Hello, Alf.’  

'No, I mean it's you you! You changed.’  

The Doctor-clone lifted a quizzical eyebrow.  

Alf shook her head. ‘I saw the TARDIS on Peladon, and the Doctor I 

saw there wasn’t you.’  

'Well maybe I have changed, but I haven't yet.' The Doctor-clone 

contemplated that for a minute and speculated; ‘Hmm, that might have 

been a future incarnation of myself, perhaps.’  

Nick finally found his voice and blurted out a little harshly; ‘But 

where have you been all this time? The TARDIS had gone.’  

‘Gone? Not really, Nick. The TARDIS was here; it was just removed 

from this time for a bit. It was always a few seconds ahead of you, 

which is why it could not been seen,’ he explained quietly, glancing 

from Nick to Alf and then back to Nick. ‘After what occurred on Voga, 

the TARDIS and I both needed time to recover, to heal.’  

‘And are you healed?’ Nick persisted sceptically.  

The Doctor-clone sighed. ‘In time I will be.’ He hesitated, wondering 

exactly how to word what he was about to say. ‘Nick, there is 

something very important, somewhere I must go now, and I’d like you 

to accompany me.’ He waited for Nick’s response.  

Nick looked back at the Doctor-clone, at the intensity in the eyes 

peering back at him. Arse, how can you even have that same expression in 

your eyes as the Doctor? ‘No, I don’t think…’ Nick started to say, when 

Alf quickly grabbed him by the arm and pulled him aside.  

She glanced at the Doctor-clone. 'Excuse us a minute,' she said, then 

turned back to Nick. ‘Nick. Remember what we were talking about a 

little while ago? This is your chance now, to make your peace with 

him.’  
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‘Alf, I can’t yet, it’s too soon,’ he protested, even though inside a 

part of him knew it was time to settle things between him and the 

clone.  

Alf gazed back at him with love and understanding. ‘If you don’t go 

with him now, you’ll end up regretting it.’  

Nick knew she was right, it was time he stopped acting like a bloody 

coward. He gulped, and nodded at her. ‘Okay, Alf.’ Nick turned back 

to the Doctor-clone. ‘All right, I’ll go.’  

‘Very good.’ The Doctor-clone nodded with satisfaction, moving to 

the TARDIS door. ‘Shall we go?’  

Nick glanced back at Alf and gave her a smile. ‘See ya later.’  

Nick followed the Doctor-clone into the TARDIS, and a moment 

later, groaning and wheezing, it dematerialised.  

Alf smiled to herself. ‘I think things will be all right now,’ she 

murmured aloud. She turned back to the shop wondering if 

Enalckarnip was around anywhere, when her eyes rested on the coffee 

maker on the counter. A little curious, and seeing that there was some 

left, Alf poured herself a cup and took a sip. Then she made a face, and 

put the cup back down immediately.  

Ugh, how can he drink this awful stuff? 
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Epilogue 

 

A mirror standing on a tall thin stalk at the centre of the wooden 

desk like console spun, indicating that the TARDIS was in flight. The 

Doctor-clone pottered around the console, opening a flap, pressing 

buttons, and then closing it again. This he did as he moved from one 

panel to the next.  

Nick stood by the dais that led to the exit and watched the large 

figure. He wasn’t too sure what to do or say. Part of him was angry 

with Alf for persuading him to go with the clone, and another part of 

him wanted to speak to the Doctor-clone, to vent what he was feeling 

inside.  

Only I am not too sure what I do feel!  

‘Nick?’  

Nick blinked, surprised to see the Doctor-clone looking at him. 

‘Erm, yeah?’  

For a brief, but very painful moment, the two men stood looking at 

each other. Nick did not move from his spot by the dais, and the 

Doctor-clone leaned on the brass railings around the console. He lifted 

a hand and slowly rubbed his beard.  

‘Nick, I’m truly sorry for what happened on Voga. I can understand 

the shock you must have felt. Believe me when I say that everything 

you felt I felt ten times more.’  

Nick laughed a short bitter laugh. ‘Yeah, sure. Whatever.’ Inside he 

kicked himself. What had Alf said about the clone not knowing what 

he was?  

The Doctor-clone took a deep breath, and tried to reach Nick again. 

‘The TARDIS was able to use technology from the Matrix to restore my 

DNA. My body is completely healed. Physically I am as much a Time 

Lord as the Doctor was.’ Nick just raised an eyebrow. So the clone 

continued. ‘I have all the memories of the Doctor in here,’ he pointed a 
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chubby finger at his skull, ‘but they are a bit of a jumbled mess. The 

TARDIS and I are working together to sort them out, but without the 

old girl I would have none at all. I would only remember the past few 

months.’ 

‘Why are you telling me this?’  

‘Just so you know what I am, and who I am.’  

‘You’re a fake!’ The words came out with more sarcasm and 

bitterness than Nick had intended. He shook his head and stepped 

forward. ‘Look, I’m sorry, okay? This is hard for me.’  

‘I understand that, Nick. You need closure, as Bradley would say.’ 

The Doctor-clone smiled sadly. ‘You never got the chance to mourn the 

Doctor. Before you could mourn him I appeared, thinking that I was 

the genuine article. The original, you could say.’ 

Nick sniffed. ‘Yeah, that’s what Alf was getting at.’  

The clone turned back to the console and pressed a button. The 

mirror ceased its spinning, and he returned his attention to Nick. ‘That 

is why I have brought us to this planet. To say goodbye.’  

 

The left-hand door of the police box opened and Nick stepped out. The 

first thing that struck him was how clean and fresh the air was. All 

around him was evidence of advanced technology, yet the air seemed 

to be free of pollution. He glanced back at the bulky form of the clone, 

and raised an enquiring eyebrow.  

‘The air has been purified over time - fifty years in which no one has 

set foot on this planet.’ The Doctor-clone pushed Nick forward and 

stepped out of the TARDIS, locking the door behind him. ‘All this 

technology has lain dormant throughout that duration.’  

Nick shivered. ‘Mmm. You know I can’t help but feel I know this 

place.’  
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The Doctor-clone wrapped his scarf around his neck and nodded. 

‘You do know it, Nick. It’s where you first joined the Doctor. This 

planet on which we stand is Nova Mondas.’  

Nick remained rooted to the spot as a carnal sense of fear surged 

through his body. He looked at the massive buildings that littered the 

area around him. He did know them, only too well. Cyber factories.  

Nick took a deep breath and set off after the clone. He had a bad 

feeling he knew where the clone was going. Nick was not sure if he 

should feel annoyed. One thing was for sure; he did not like the 

surprises that the clone tended to spring on him.  

 

Nick followed the clone through the streets of Nova Mondas, in a city 

that was once called Portland, Oregon. It made no difference to Nick. 

Whichever way he looked at it all he could see was Alf’s homeworld 

and what the Cybermen had done to it. One thing did make him smile, 

though, as he approached Cyber Control, and that was seeing the moss 

and grass working their way up the walls. It was as if Earth had used 

the fifty years to reclaim itself.  

‘Why hasn’t the Galactic Federation returned to Earth then, if this is 

fifty years after the time we just left?’  

The Doctor-clone looked back as he climbed through a hole in the 

wall. ‘Well they will. Later in the year, but by then they will find that 

the Earth Reptiles have set about renovating their planet.’  

‘Earth Reptiles?’  

The clone chuckled. ‘It really is not important, Nick. What is 

important is that we...’ His voice stopped abruptly. Followed by an 

intake of breath and; ‘Ah!’  

‘Ah?’ Nick peered into the hole but saw no sign of the clone. ‘Where 

are you?’  

‘This way,’ came the reply. ‘But steal yourself, Nick, my lad. This is 

not going to be easy for you. Or me, come to that.’  
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Nick swallowed and climbed through the hole. He made his way 

down a short corridor, following the clone’s voice. The metal walls 

were buckled as if they had been caught in intense heat. At the end of 

the corridor Nick found the Doctor-clone who was shining a torch at 

something lying on the floor.  

Nick looked down and gagged.  

Lying in the low light of the torch was a burnt corpse, a rather large 

one. He felt the bile rise in his throat. ‘I think I’m going to be sick.’  

The Doctor-clone looked across at Nick, infinite sadness etched in 

his eyes.  

‘Is it him?’  

‘Yes, there can be no doubt. That is the corpse of the Doctor.’  

Nick eyes welled up. ‘How can you be sure?’ He didn’t want to 

believe it. For the first time since Voga, Nick just wanted to believe that 

the big man before him was the Doctor. He didn’t want to accept that 

the burnt corpse on the ground was... ‘How?’  

The clone’s lower lip quivered, naked emotion threatening to take 

him over. ‘Because I can feel his presence.’ He fell to his knees and 

reached a hand out to the corpse. He rested his palm on the black 

forehead and looked up at Nick. There were tears in the clone’s eyes. 

‘The Doctor is alive in there!’  

‘What?’ Nick didn’t bother trying to control his own tears any 

longer. He was sickened to his core. ‘You mean he’s been alive on this 

planet for fifty years? His mind trapped in that useless shell?’  

‘Yes.’ The Doctor-clone closed his eyes and concentrated.  

‘Bloody hell! What are you doing now?’  

‘Trying to free him!’ the clone said through clenched teeth.  

Nick could only stand there and watch.  

A soft glow appeared around the clone, and slowly moved to engulf 

the burnt form on the floor. The charcoal like skull began to take a 

more definite shape, as skin began to grow over it. Nick’s eyes 
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widened in wonder. Within moments the face on the burnt body was 

that of the Doctor. His eyes fluttered open as he let out a gasp of air. 

Nick stepped forward, and their eyes locked.  

For what seemed like forever the two friends looked at each and 

then a twitch of a smile appeared on the Doctor’s lips.   ‘You’ve come 

back for me, Nick.  I always knew you would…’  The Doctor’s eyes 

moved and came to rest on the clone’s face.  ‘Look after him,’ he said 

finally. 

The glow faded, as did the Doctor’s face. Once again Nick was 

looking at the charred skull, wondering if he had imagined it all. The 

clone looked up and smiled softly.  

‘He’s gone now, Nick. His essence has passed on to the TARDIS, 

where it shall remain.’ The Doctor-clone began to cry again.  

‘Fifty years he was trapped, Nick. Fifty years of being stuck in 

darkness, barely able to feel his body. He had forced his remaining 

regenerations but none of them helped. Each time they failed.’ He 

shivered. ‘It was horrible.’  

Nick let out a deep breath. ‘Is he at peace now?’ The clone nodded. 

‘Good. What shall we do?’  

‘Bury his body? Give you the chance to say goodbye to the Doctor 

once and for all.’  

 

They stood in a field, the TARDIS some distance behind them, looking 

down at the mound of dirt. At the head of the mound was a small 

headstone. The inscription on it read;  

Here lies The Doctor 

Dear friend, and trusted hero 

He died saving the Universe 

Nick sniffed, truly feeling the emptiness inside. ‘Goodbye, Doctor. I 

hope you know how much you mean to me. You taught me so much, 

gave me everything I have. I’m so going to miss you, you know.’  
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He lowered his head and closed his eyes.  

The clone looked at Nick, unsure whether to approach or not. He 

decided it was best not to. Nick needed his space. Instead the clone 

offered up his own eulogy.  

‘I wish you had told me what I am, Doctor. It would have made 

things easier. But, I know you couldn’t let the universe go on without 

you. Well, the TARDIS tells me that you created me to carry on your 

legacy. And I promise you now I will do that, with everything that I 

am.’ He paused, and glanced at Nick. Nick was watching him, and he 

realised that he had to continue. ‘It will be an honour to carry on where 

you left off, to take on your mantle.’  

Nick smiled; the tears all dried up. Something deep inside was 

telling him that things were going to be fine. He walked over to the 

clone and placed a hand on his shoulder. ‘Shall we go now? Leave the 

Doctor take his well-earned rest?’  

The clone nodded. ‘Yes, I think so. The Eye of Orion is the best place 

for him.’  

Together they turned and headed back towards the TARDIS.  

‘First things first. I need to help with those negotiations. Get the 

Vogans to join the Galactic Federation, and then mediate the talks 

between Emperor Izlyr and King Garet.’  

Nick smiled. ‘Shouldn’t take you long.’  

The big man grinned and stopped before the TARDIS. ‘Thank you, 

Nick.’  

Nick shrugged. ‘No problem. So, what’s second?’  

‘Sorry?’  

‘Well, you said first things first. So what’s the plan after the peace-

talks?’  

‘Simple, I will try and find Outpost Gallifrey, and the remainder of 

my people. I hope I can count on the help of both you and Alf?’  
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Nick nodded and placed a hand on the clone’s shoulder. ‘Yes, you 

can, Doctor, always.’  

The Doctor smiled broadly. ‘Excellent.’ He opened the TARDIS 

doors and ushered Nick inside.  

‘Just one thing, though. You always call the TARDIS “she”. Why did 

it appear as a bloke?’  

‘Ah, well that’s simple,’ the Doctor said, as he followed Nick inside.  

‘The TARDIS spent a long time in my head, and as you might have 

noticed, I am male.  Of course, the downside of that is the TARDIS has 

a possible identity crisis ahead.  Male or female? What to choose.  Ah!’  

He stopped at the console and smiled at his friend.  ‘To be able to 

choose who and what you are, a wonderful notion, don’t you think 

so?’ 

At first Nick didn’t return the smile, but slowly he found himself 

doing so.  He couldn’t honestly argue with that, after he knew that, 

given a choice, he would remain a human, just as the clone had chosen 

to be the Doctor.   

And, truth be told, Nick had to respect that. 

 

The End 
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Tiger’s Eye 

Robert Davies 
 

 

‘In what distant deeps or skies 

Burnt the fire of thine eyes?  

On what wings dare he aspire?  

What the hand dare seize the fire?‘ 

William Blake, from The Tiger, 1794. 

 

The Prologue 

 

Nick entered the console room of the TARDIS and immediately 

tripped over. He looked up from where he fell and examined the 

hexagonal chamber. It was strewn with maps. Small white sheets with 

stars marked in black vied for space with multi-hued dimensional 

diagrams and blue astral navigation charts. Nick thought it looked like 

some giant child had used the time ship's control room as an oversize 

waste paper basket into which it had emptied a pocket-full of equally 

large sweet wrappers. 

'Redecorating?' Nick asked, cocking his head on one side. The other 

last human in the universe, Alf, looked up from where she was sitting 

on the stairs that led from the floor of the console room to the main 

door, and smiled.  

'Perfect timing!' the Doctor said, hefting himself to his feet with a 

little help from a wooden ionic column.  

Nick noted he was in shirtsleeves and cast about to see what 

unusual hanging place he had found for his dark blue velvet coat and 

scarf. All he could see was Alf's leather jacket draped over the back of a 

wooden chair beside the scanner. Nick stood up and approached the 

font-like console, dusting down his black jeans.  
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'The TARDIS has detected something that may be of great 

importance.' The Doctor strode towards the console and up onto the 

dais, manoeuvring around the wooden control desk so he could see 

both his companions. 'I was running a long-range scan to see if I could 

detect anything that might lead us to Outpost Gallifrey when the 

TARDIS found this.' He pressed a button and the twin shutters of the 

scanner drew back to reveal the garish maelstrom of the time vortex.  

'We can ditch the LSD now,' Alf said with a wink at Nick.  

The Doctor shook his head vigorously. 'LSD?' He boomed. Nick 

couldn't help feeling a twinge of sympathy for the Doctor (Nick was 

slowly getting used to the rotund figure as being such). He knew 

Outpost Gallifrey meant a lot to this... new Doctor who had thought of 

little else since the funeral. 'This is a representation of the space-time 

intersection around the planet of Yahanis approximately 1400 BC. Just 

look at the dimensional anomaly centred there!'  

Nick peered at the image, but the understanding of such things once 

afforded him by the Forum had seemingly long since deserted him. Alf 

looked equally nonplussed.  

'Some of the readings bear a striking resemblance to those given off 

by a TARDIS,' the Doctor said.  

'There's another TARDIS there?' asked Alf with a frown of disbelief.  

'We shouldn't jump to conclusions,' the Doctor replied. 'But the 

prospects are promising!'  

'So we're going there, then?' Nick asked.  

'Already there, Nick!' grinned the Doctor. With that he threw the 

materialisation switch.  

The TARDIS screeched in pain as its interior reality twisted 

violently. Nick was thrown over the brass rail and landed awkwardly, 

his legs crumpling under him. Even with the implants gone, it was 

seriously painful. He looked over at Alf, but she was slumped back on 

the stairs, out cold, blood trickling from a wound on her head.  
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'Ddooccttoorr,' Nick shouted above the unearthly noise. 

'Wwhhaatt'ss hhaappppenniinngg?'  

'I ddoonn'tt kknnooww!' The Doctor bellowed, his face contorted as 

if sharing his ship's pain. 'Mmuusstt ttrryy tthhee ccoo-

oorrddiinnaattee oovveerriiddee.'  

The Doctor moved in slow motion, flicking at the multi-coloured 

switches beneath their wooden coverings. Finally he reached for the 

materialisation switch once more.  

The ship lurched back into its normal dimensions, the spinning 

mirror of the central column came to a sharp halt and the control room 

was plunged into near-darkness. The only light came from the few 

roundels containing stained glass, casting a glow of autumnal colour 

across the gloom.  

Nick smiled weakly, despite the pain in his legs. Safe. But his smile 

faded as he saw the Doctor's face, swathed in shadow and staring 

blankly ahead like the proverbial rabbit caught in the headlights of a 

car. It was the last thing Nick saw before he lost consciousness.  
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Chapter One 

 

A rasping wind swept the hair away from Alf's head and she fumbled 

in one of the voluminous pockets of her khaki trousers for a scrunchie 

to keep her locks in check. She'd only awoken a few minutes ago and 

had not gained her bearings properly at all. The TARDIS had crash 

materialised at the entrance to a cave, a vast overhang of rock casting a 

welcome shadow over its entrance. The first Alf had noticed on waking 

was the heat. It went way beyond stifling. Every movement was an 

effort and the strong gusts of sandy wind did little to cool her. The sky 

was a fierce shade of cobalt, with no hint of cloud or bird life. What 

made matters worse was the feeling that she was being gradually 

squashed; something the Doctor had attributed to a higher than normal 

gravity.  

The Doctor was sitting on a boulder, cross-legged with his checked 

trousers rolled up to the knee and his shirtsleeves to the elbow. He 

looked as incongruous as the Police Box nestling in the shade behind 

him.  

Nick was still comatose, resting against a rock with his honey blond 

hair spread out behind him like a mane. Alf plodded over to him and 

smoothed a stray wisp of hair away from his forehead. She gazed 

down at the face of the man she loved and a smile played on her lips. 

What was it she'd thought on Voga? Something about marriage? Bog 

off. Marriage? Her? The smile broadened for just a second and then 

faded as Nick let out a groan and opened his eyes.  

'Alf? You Okay?' he asked, pushing himself up on his forearms.  

'Fine,' said Alf, containing a strange urge to cry. 'It's you I'm worried 

about.'  

'I'm all right,' said Nick with one of his infectious grins. 'Once you've 

crashed on one alien planet, you've crashed on 'em all!'  
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Alf sighed; concern turning to eyeball-rolling familiarity with his 

antics. 'You're injured,' she said simply.  

Nick looked at her blankly and then cast an eye down his body to 

his legs. One ankle looked like it had been wrapped in cling film.  

'The Doctor said it's sprained and gave me that walking stick.' Alf 

pointed at the ebony cane. Nick coughed and Alf plucked a water 

bottle from where it had been sitting next to her partner and raised it to 

Nick's lips. He drank down several large gulps and then exhaled 

noisily.  

'Kosher,' he said. 'So apart from my repetitive leg injury disorder, 

what's the latest?'  

Alf explained that the Doctor had said the TARDIS was 'injured' too, 

and that they could not remain inside, so he'd dragged the unconscious 

bodies of his companions out into the desert. She had not been allowed 

back in and now the clone was meditating or something, gazing into 

infinity, his face an unreadable mask. Nick shot a look of concern at the 

ample figure of his renewed friend. Alf smiled. Before they had buried 

the previous - real - Doctor on the Eye of Orion, things had been 

strained between the two men she cared for most in the universe. 

Thankfully they'd become friends again. She knew it hadn't been easy 

for Nick. Hell, it hadn't been a barrel of laughs for her, but then 'easy' 

didn't seem to be a word contained in the time travellers' dictionary.  

Nick rose to his feet and clasped the ebony cane for support, but 

then started fiddling with the handle.  

'Hey,' he moaned. 'This is broken.' Alf watched as Nick examined 

the seemingly faulty walking stick. Suddenly, the handle came away 

from the its housing, revealing a two-foot blade. 'Ahhh,' he continued. 

'Nice one. A swordstick!'  

Before Alf could say anything, the silence of the desert was broken 

by the whine of an engine somewhere nearby. Alf glanced at the 
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Doctor, but he did not seem to have heard it. Nick sheathed the blade. 

'Doctor!' he shouted. 'Visitors!'  

The Time Lord clone slowly turned his head. 'N…' he said 

hesitantly. 'Nathan?'  

Alf and Nick exchanged a grimace of uncertainty.  

'It's Nick,' Alf prompted, rushing over.  

'Nick. Of course it is,' he said. 'Sorry, Alf, just a bit hazy there for a 

moment. Must be the heat.' He raised his face to the sky, hearing the 

engine for the first time. 'Well, it's about time the welcoming 

committee got here.'  

'What?' asked Alf.  

'I sent a distress signal when we, ah, landed. With the TARDIS out 

of action, we need to get to a conurbation and start poking around.' He 

gave a gruff laugh at Alf's expression and stood up. 'But I don't really 

want them to find the TARDIS, so shall we mountains make our way 

to Mohammed?'  

'We'd better shake a leg, then,' said Nick. 'Which is about all I can 

manage at the moment.'  

With Alf supporting Nick and the Doctor leading the way the trio of 

travellers left the oasis of shade and started moving away from the 

TARDIS. Within a minute of walking, the rock had given way to sand 

and the blazing red giant of the sun had intensified; both conspiring to 

slow their progress.  

 

'This sure isn't Cromer,' muttered Alf, looking over her shoulder to 

check on how far from the TARDIS they were. The ever-shifting Sief 

dunes had already blocked her view of the time ship. The sound of the 

engine was now almost on top of them and yet there was nothing in 

the sky. Then a strange craft appeared, flying just yards from the 

ground. To Alf it looked a bit like a flying boat, but it was more 

streamlined and, well, alien.  
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'Not exactly the original ship of the desert, but necessity, mothers 

and invention, you know,' said the Doctor waving a chubby hand at 

the craft as it veered towards them, slowing and losing height. The keel 

bumped gently on the sand dunes and gradually the small vessel came 

to a standstill about a hundred feet away.  

A hatch opened in the craft's side and a squat figure clambered out. 

It was wearing light olive robes and a scarf of similar material had 

been wound round its thick neck and over the top of its bald, 

chocolate-brown head.  

'Arabic aliens?' asked Alf.  

'I'll try anything once,' said Nick.  

The Yahanan made his way towards them with a lumbering gait 

and stopped a few feet away. 'What are you?' he asked with a sneer.  

'We might ask the same of you,' the Doctor said. 'But seeing as this is 

- presumably - your planet…' He inclined his head as if in pain. 'I... I... I 

am Hakim and this is ah, Nathan and, um, Alice.' The Doctor frowned 

as if that wasn't quite right.  

'Names are for tombstones,' the creature said. 'You must be Cufic.' It 

spat on the ground. The Doctor was about to speak when the creature 

produced a wand-like weapon and levelled it at the threesome. 

'Whatever your genetic condition you are vagrants and must be 

processed.' 

 

The azure Buliseye vehicle mounted the wide promenade beside the 

Dehors canal and came to an abrupt halt. Atop its roof yellow and red 

lights flashed intermittently, casting colourful reflections on the 

rippling water and playing on the faces of passersby who stopped to 

stare. One of the doors slid back and a slightly overweight Yahanan 

climbed down onto the sandstone pavement. Commander Maret 

Kovalis surveyed the scene before him. A small crowd had gathered 

around two matt black Surti vehicles that were blocking the entrance of 
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a broad alleyway. A white ambulance was parked to one side. Its rear 

ramp was down and two cas-evac medics were hanging out of the 

back, watching the crowd passively.  

Kovalis made his way through the crowd, the paramedics following 

him. He quickened his pace as the Buliseye spotted a couple of 

journalists and a news crew in the throng. He purposefully avoided 

eye contact with them. He had no intention of acknowledging or 

answering their questions. Nevertheless he heard them, shouting. 'Any 

developments in the investigation, Commander?' 'Do you think this is 

the work of the Wasi?' 'What are you doing to catch Nemo?'  

Kovalis snorted and kept moving. Nemo! He hated all this publicity, 

particularly as he had become a minor celebrity as a result. As if this 

case didn't have enough problems as it was. Nemo! The media had 

coined the name, of course. Each of the eleven bodies so far all shared 

one common aspect - no cause of death. No modus operandi. Reaching 

the Scene of Crime Officer, Kovalis stopped and addressed him: 'The 

same?'  

'Yes, Commander.' the Soco's ID badge displayed over his left breast 

read 'Loxis'.  

Kovalis squatted beside the body bag. 'So, what do we have?'  

Loxis started listing his findings: identity of the victim, occupation, 

time of death, and so on. Kovalis took in his surroundings. The alley 

was a dead end, with buildings on either side. To the left was an 

apartment building. One service door gave access onto the alley, where 

several large and grubby recycler bins stood.  

'No wounds; no puncture marks we can find; no displacement of or 

damage to the internal organs; no broken or fractured bones; no sign of 

poison; no burns. Nothing to indicate cause of death,' Loxis continued. 

'Cranial analysis reveals a microscopic amount of a crystalline 

substance.'  
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This was the one fact kept back from the press. In each case, the 

victim's head or headwear contained these miniscule amounts of tiny 

quartz-like crystals. Forensics was baffled. He turned, looking for the 

cas-evac paramedics. The two females clad in blue were loitering a few 

yards away. He indicated that they could now remove the corpse and 

took the Soco disk from the Surti officer. He reached the sanctuary of 

his vehicle and slipped the disk into the onboard computer.  

'Scene Of Crime Observations,' announced a guttural male voice. 

'Chemical analysis reveals nothing outside normal parameters. 

Infrared: information on fingerprint and foot print log currently 

processing. Analysis of faeces under the recycler bins prove to be that 

of a dune rat...'  

'Enough,' hissed Kovalis. Every Soco was the same. Inconclusive, 

unhelpful and frustrating. The killer must be able to fly! The blood red 

sun was now climbing to its zenith in the sky exacerbating the slight 

headache the Buliseye already had. Irritated, he slammed the vehicle 

into gear and pulled back onto the canal, lights flashing. He just hoped 

that this one was different. Perhaps the freshness of the corpse would 

prove beneficial. He grimaced. He was beginning to sound like a tomb 

robber.  

 

Officer Brakis stared at the Cufic opposite him. All four were seated in 

the back of the Surti craft as it moved through the canals of Dar-Es-

Buraq. Rarely had he seen such genetic deformities. The worst things 

about them were their fingers. They had five. Five! And hair. Some 

Yahanans did have hair, but most preferred to shave their heads 

because of the heat. The two males had hair on their faces. Like 

animals. Brakis shuddered a little.  

'Penny for them, Officer Brakis?' asked the hairier of the two males. 

At least he had a vaguely normal body shape. The other two looked 

half-starved; they were so thin.  
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'Remain silent,' Brakis growled.  

'Hard day?' the hairier one persisted.  

'You dare defy a Yahanan Surti Officer?'  

'I just thought a little chat would help to pass the time.'  

Brakis struck the Cufic across the face, throwing him to the floor.  

'Oi!' shouted the other male, moving suddenly from his seat, despite 

the apparent damage to one of his legs. Before Brakis could react he 

had a blade at his throat. The Cufic had been carrying no weapons. He 

himself had checked! 'You do anything like that again and this ship 

will be redecorated in an interesting new colour called hint of alien.'  

'I didn't know you had a knife, Nathan,' said the hairier male. 

Hakim, wasn't it?  

'Do me a favour, Doctor!' said the male with yellow hair. 'You just 

gave it to me.' Hakim looked blank. 'The one the in your trick walking 

stick… remember?'  

'Forget it,' said the female. 'He's not all there.'  

'Okay, toad face,' said the smaller male. It took a couple of seconds 

for Brakis to realise that the Cufic was addressing him. Toad face? Half 

of what they said meant nothing to the Yahanan. 'Tell the pilot to land. 

Now!'  

'This is a very foolish course of action, Cufic,' Brakis hissed.  

'Maybe to you,' said yellow.  

'Do it.' Yellow forced the knife a little deeper into the Yahanan's 

thickset neck. Brakis could sense that his assailant was uncomfortable 

with the weapon, but he was not about to risk his life for a few Cufic.  

'I will need to operate the communicator,' he said. 'The cabin we are 

in is isolated from the flight deck to prevent any possibility of hijack.' 

The irony was not lost on the Yahanan, but the moment yellow 

released him, Brakis would kill him anyway. As the Cufic stepped 

away from him, though, Brakis saw that he had taken the sidearm 

from the Yahanan's belt. Keeping the weapon pointed at Brakis, yellow 
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gave the blade to the female who replaced in the black stick. Resigned 

to the situation, Brakis activated the small communicator on the 

bulkhead and told the pilot to land.  

The craft slowed and, with a shhhhhh of the keel touching water, 

came to a halt. There was a humming sound as it manoeuvred to the 

sidewalk and then a diminishing whine as the engines powered down.  

The female opened the hatch and ushered the hairier one on to the 

pavement outside. Yellow backed slowly away from Brakis, weapon 

still levelled at him.  

'Don't kill him, Nick,' said the female from the hatchway.  

'I don't need to kill you, do I?' asked the Cufic who seemed to 

possess many names. 'You won't do anything stupid, will you?' Brakis 

stared back. Killing him wouldn't be stupid. It would be a mercy. As 

'Nick' reached the hatch, he faltered as he felt the step with the back of 

his good foot and the female started to help him through.  

Brakis made his move.  

'Nick!' shouted the female.  

Yellow fell backwards out of the ship, but managed to discharge the 

weapon as he did so. Brakis threw himself aside as the communicator 

exploded behind him. When he looked up the three Cufic had 

disappeared into the throng of shoppers and traders that lined the 

canal. 

 

The strange delta-winged craft skimmed low over the monochrome 

dunes. Lazy desert winds buffeted the ship and the light from three 

moons played along the silvery hull. Here and there black paint picked 

out words of an alien language on the pockmarked surface, most of it 

heavily scored by sand storms. The craft's name, "Leel Elma", had been 

freshly repainted on either side of its nose under the eight panels of the 

windshield.  
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On the bridge of the ground effect craft, slumped in the worn pilot's 

chair, sat the rotund figure of Jeer Tikis, ship's captain. Behind him to 

his left was Storne Austis, his so-called executive officer, dozing fitfully 

on the narrow bunk beside his control panel. Tikis liked to watch the 

dune sea as it flashed beneath his ship. The cool greys and blues of the 

desert at night were very calming. It helped him to focus during these 

dogwatches that stretched into the small hours.  

There was no real reason for him to be awake - the Geco's onboard 

computer was piloting the ship just fine. But tonight, five hours out of 

Karbala, Tikis felt restless. He had been unable to sleep and one thing 

Tikis had learned in his twenty-three years traversing the dunes was 

that you ignored your sixth sense at your peril. Sure enough, after a 

few minutes he saw a small flashing red light a few clicks away - what 

he assumed to be a navi-light on another ship. Shouldn't the proximity 

alert be sounding?  

'Austis! Wake up! Trouble...' The younger Yahanan rose slowly form 

his bed, swinging his feet to the floor in slow motion. 'Out there,' Tikis 

lifted a vague hand in the direction of the windshield. 'Another ship. 

They must be blocking the proximity detectors,' he announced. Austis' 

mouth twisted into a frown of concern.  

'Must be Buliseye. How…' He trailed off as he caught sight of the 

other ship, picked out in every detail by the moonlight. Austis slipped 

into the co-pilot's seat, clipped his restraining belts into place and 

started tapping at a keyboard. 'Switching to manual,' he intoned.  

Tikis wrenched the control stick hard to port, causing the "Leel 

Elma" to veer violently away form its pursuer. In unison with his 

friend, Austis increased speed and then turned to the radio transceiver 

and set the dial to the secret wavelength they had been given for 

emergencies. Tikis shot him an 'I-don't-think-that-is-going-to-work' 

look, but the XO tried anyway.  
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'This is "Leel Elma". We have been detected by Buliseye. Co-

ordinates 231.458; course bearing 210 degrees. Attempting evasion. 

Please advise.'  

There was silence for a couple of seconds and then a clipped voice 

came over the Geco's audio relay, but it was not what the two 

Yahanans were expecting.  

'This is Buliseye Patrol craft "Amal". Please reduce speed and stand 

by for boarding.'  

Tikis and Austis exchanged glances.  

'Prepare to jettison the hold,' said Tikis, increasing the ship's speed 

to maximum.  

'What about the emphazine?' asked Austis. "Have you lost your 

mind? Seth himself… '  

'Seth himself isn't here!' growled Tikis. 'We are.'  

'We should have stuck to moving heavy machinery,' complained 

Austis.  

'Pharmaceuticals is a far more lucrative business.'  

'You mean drugs,' Austis said, his bitterness plain.  

'Stop acting like a child!' shouted Tikis.  

Without warning the craft gave a sudden lurch, slewing to port. A 

dull thud echoed through the ship as a sand torpedo hit its target. Held 

in their seats by the restraining belts, the two men jerked around like 

puppets. Somehow their hands remained locked on the control panel, 

desperately trying to get the "Leel Elma" back under control.  

A second explosion tore through the ground effect craft, this time 

catching the turbo prop engine amidships. The Geco immediately 

careened to port, losing what little altitude it had. Ahead a large dune 

loomed like a half-submerged whale. The "Leel Elma" was going 

down, screeching in a dive of gravity-propelled power.  

'Brace! Brace!' Shouted Tikis above the noise. He and Austis threw 

their arms up in front of their faces.  
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The craft tobogganed up the dune and soared back into the air at an 

acute angle. Unbalanced by the collision the ship began to turn over. 

Tikis cursed as one wing angled towards the sky; the other pointing at 

the desert.  

The port wing hit the ground and was torn off, sending the Geco 

cartwheeling back to earth. This time the impact with the ground was 

full on, crumpling the flight deck and killing both pilots. The "Leel 

Elma" bounced four times, before finally coming to a shuddering 

standstill. In severe contrast, the ship that had identified itself as a 

Buliseye craft performed a graceful landing beside its target. Maroon 

clad commandos spilled from its belly and moved purposefully 

towards the stricken craft. 

 

The city was amazing. London may have seemed alive to Alf when she 

had returned there a few months ago, but this was awe-inspiring. 

Impressive angular skyscrapers towered in to the star-studded night, 

most with a distinctive sphere at their apex. Smaller, whitewashed 

buildings clustered in the shadows of the taller buildings, offering a 

cornucopia of shopping, dining and drinking experiences. Most alien 

to the environment were the wide canals that criss-crossed the city in 

grids, connected by narrow streets. Considering the inhospitable 

nature of the desert, Dar-Es-Buraq felt like it was on a different planet. 

It was also a lot cooler since the sun had set. Alf would have been very 

happy to explore the city with Nick if they hadn't lost the Doctor.  

He had vanished the moment they made their escape from Officer 

Brakis. Somehow the crowds had swallowed him up and given his odd 

behaviour, Alf had to confess that she was deeply worried about him. 

Nick didn't seem that bothered. Not because of any enmity he held for 

the clone. That was all but gone. No, Nick had assured Alf that the 

Doctor could take care of himself, probably had some masterplan and 

would turn up sooner or later. Instead, her boyfriend had gone about 
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taking in the sights, sounds and smells of the alien city with the glee of 

a thirsty man presented with a waterfall. Even his sprained ankle did 

little to dent his enthusiasm.  

Apart from finding the errant clone, she was worried about one 

other major thing. They had no money. Soon hunger and fatigue 

would overtake them and before that Alf wanted to be sorted. She was 

used to living on her wits, but a meal and a bed would be good; a base 

of operations from which they could begin their search for the Doctor.  

Alf had noticed a considerable amount of Yahanan's begging. For 

some reason they had left Alf and Nick alone, but the beggars 

approached almost every goblin-like alien that looked wealthy. In most 

cases they were given something, too. Cultural differences, thought 

Alf. A bit different from the 'don't give to tramps on the tube' messages 

you got in London.  

Here and there were large notice boards, giving information about 

vagrant shelters and what Alf assumed were soup kitchens called 

Mataabix. She must have seen a hundred of these as she and Nick had 

moved sluggishly through the city, but she suddenly realised 

something.  

'Nick,' she said, calling him over from a crowd of people watching a 

scantily clad Yahanan (not a pretty sight) doing something weird with 

what looked like a winged snake. Nick drew away from the throng, 

still watching the street performer, cane in hand.  

'Mmm?' he asked not yet looking at his girlfriend.  

'Nick!' He finally turned round and gazed at Alf, grinning.  

'Sorry. All this is very interesting,' he said.  

'Well I've got something maybe a bit more interesting for you,' she 

said with a twinkle in her eye.  

'Oh yeah.'  
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'Not that,' Alf smiled coyly. 'I've worked out how we can get some 

grub and somewhere to kip.' Nick looked puzzled. 'We were rounded 

up as vagrants, weren't we?'  

'So?' He asked.  

'So… How many shelters and Mataabix do you think we've passed 

today?'  

'Bloody hell,' Nick said, slapping his forehead with his free hand. 

'Thick or what?'  

'This one looks promising.' She pointed at one of the posters that 

had been plastered all over the whitewashed walls. '"Tixliss Shelter. 

Offers food and lodging for the destitute and the homeless. Also help 

with finding lost relatives".'  

'I'd like to see 'em find my lost relatives,' commented Nick. Alf 

memorised the sketch map on the poster and led him away by the 

hand. It would be quite a walk.  

 

Maret Kovalis looked out at the night skyline from the window of his 

21st storey office. It was of a size suitable to his position with 

furnishings to match. As a commander in the Buliseye, he was second 

in rank only to Arat Jara himself and as the officer in charge of the 

Nemo murders, he was viewed as the best detective in the security 

services. Somehow, though, he didn't feel that important. Impotent 

more like.  

Despite the freshness of the last corpse, neither he nor the lab techs 

had been able to discover anything new about the killer or his method. 

Soon, Kovalis mused, he would be removed from the case for lack of 

results and one of the junior commanders would get a crack at it. Hell, 

they might even give it to Satav Sontaris, Jara's 2IC. Kovalis snorted. 

The only thing Sontaris was good at was currying favour and 

consolidating his position. He was the sort of Yahanan that would 

make Marshall. Kovalis wasn't. He was a plodder - something to which 
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he would readily admit. Plodding got results. You didn't solve crimes 

by sudden leaps of logic or miracles. Although right now he could 

have done with one.  

His internal communicator buzzed. Kovalis turned from the 

window and answered. The receptionist on the ground floor told him 

that a citizen was insisting on seeing him urgently with regard to the 

Nemo killings. Kovalis shook his head. Another crazy. 

'Tell him to go to the Surti. They'll take a statement from him.' As he 

finished speaking he heard the receptionist remonstrating with the 

citizen before coming back online.  

'He says he knows about the crystals.'  

Kovalis felt his heart miss a beat. 'Send him up immediately.'  

 

The villa was perched on a small promontory overlooking lake Tisriin, 

beneath the high cliffs of the crater in which Dar-Es-Buraq had been 

built. High walls and Xerxes-Sykes monitoring devices, capable of all 

manner of surveillance and defensive action, protected the house and 

grounds from intruders. The gardens were immaculately kept; wide 

lawns separated exotic flowerbeds and clumps of palms with neat 

gravel paths leading to various outbuildings.  

One annex of the villa was used as a communications centre, replete 

with radio transceivers and monitoring equipment, screens and 

cameras for teleconferencing. Multiple workstations presented up-to-

the-minute information from Pan-Yahanan Network PYNsites and 

televisual display units showed business and broadcast news stations.  

The message from the "Leel Elma" had been received on hour ago 

and had been passed to the Bezerker officer on duty at the time. He in 

turn had relayed the sensitive transmission to Askaris, personal 

assistant to Jeret Seth.  

The squat Yahanan had the unpleasant task of delivering the bad 

news to his master and he knew that Seth would not take it well. 
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Emphazine was a project that Seth had been working on for years. A 

planetary survey had been undertaken to locate the constituent 

ingredients necessary to the drug's completion. Security had been so 

tight that the Formansi had been moving the drug in small quantities 

with the regular runs. Seth himself had worked on the final stages, as 

none of his chemists at Karbala possessed the skill or the knowledge 

for its completion. Even Askaris did not know what the drug actually 

did.  

Now the Yahanan stood beside Seth in the communications centre 

as his master marshalled its staff in a search for information that might 

give some clue as to what had happened to the "Leel Elma" and, more 

importantly, the emphazine.  

'Perhaps it was another Formanasi, Effendi,' suggested Askaris.  

'You know none would dare,' said Seth quietly. 'Only the security 

services would have the wherewithal to carry out this raid...' Seth 

trailed off as if something were nagging at him 'And if it weren't the 

Buliseye, they would have unscrambled the message by now and 

launched an investigation.' He sighed. 'I should have gone to Karbala 

myself.'  

'It was safer to move the emphazine with a regular delivery, Si'id,' 

Askaris reminded him. 'As well as the Buliseye and the other 

Formanasi, we have the Wasi to consider and…' Seth snapped his head 

round top look at his assistant.  

'The Wasi,' he breathed. 'Brilliant, Askaris.' The Buliseye have been 

turning a blind eye to Wasi activity since they had blasted their way on 

to the world scene with the destruction of a penal complex some 

months before. Seth's crime syndicate had ignored the new 

organisation…  

'I want everything we know about the Wasi,' Seth ordered. 

'Operatives, methods, targets, weaponry - everything! Askaris, I want a 

detailed report within the hour. And get a skimmer out to the last 
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position of the "Leel Elma".' He turned a swept from the room with 

new resolve.  

 

A Kindly old Yahanan female called Orsah had greeted Nick and Alf 

upon their arrival at the Mataabix and had given them a timetable of 

meal times. Then she'd shown them to the shelter, which proved to be 

nothing more than a swathe of cloth covering a wooden frame forming 

a primitive marquee. Nick was not impressed, but - quite literally - 

beggars could not be choosers.  

While Alf slept, Nick had propped himself up on some cushions 

covered in sackcloth at the entrance to their tent for a view of the 

Tixliss compound. It was something of a shantytown, with marquees 

similar to the one Alf and he had been given, standing shoulder to 

shoulder with more sturdy looking wooden huts and lean-tos. 

Washing lines zigzagged the compound like bunting at a street party 

and rubbish had been blown into drifts against most vertical surfaces. 

Every now and then a rat would sneak out from its hole to investigate 

them. All the dwellings were focused on a central fire that gave 

warmth and the opportunity to cook what food the vagrants had 

scrounged or stolen. Some were also bartering clothes and trinkets 

while others shared a pipe and a laugh.  

What interested Nick the most was the Yahanan that was moving 

from person to person, distributing syringes. Some of those who 

received the hypodermics moved inside their marquees for privacy, 

while others remained outside, carefully rolling up their sleeves to jack 

up. A third group persuaded their friends or relations to administer 

the injection at the base of the neck. This seemed to be the preferred 

practice.  

The Yahanan approached Nick and asked how he felt. After a brief 

conversation, Nick had learnt a lot. 'Cufic', Lynis had told him, meant 

'small coins' and was a derogatory reference to the impoverished who 
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could not afford the purification drugs necessary to their survival. 

Nick had played the innocent idiot well and had further established 

that somehow the Yahanan gene pool had been infected with an 

incurable virus that steadily degraded their DNA. The government's 

cloning of pure Yahanan DNA was the only thing holding the disease 

back. Another clone out to save the world, mused Nick. This 

technology - and its resultant drugs - did not come cheap.  

As their conversation continued, the Yahanan produced a pipe and 

loaded it with what looked like dried out stinging nettles, 

manipulating the weed deftly with his three stubby fingers. He lit the 

pipe and inhaled deeply. 'You were foolish to come to Dar,' Lynis said, 

exhaling a steady stream of smoke from his wide mouth. 'The begging 

may be better, but there are factions round here that believe in social 

cleansing.'  

'Social cleansing?' This was an idea new to Nick. He reminded 

himself that he'd only been human a relatively short time and couldn't 

be expected to know everything. Not like when he'd been one of the 

Millennium People.  

'The Wasi are the worst,' explained Lynis. 'It is said they will take 

any vagrant they find. No one knows what happens to their victims. 

Apparently they come for you while you sleep, but you'll be safe here. 

Even the Wasi wouldn't enter a charitable compound.' Lynis drew on 

his pipe once more and offered it to Nick. 'I have never seen them, but 

they are rumoured to wear the maroon robes of Styx himself.'  

Nick nodded sagely. Sticks? Nick wondered what was he on about, 

but accepted the pipe proffered by Lynis and took a big toke. It would 

have been rude not to. 

 

The man standing before Maret Kovalis was certainly odd. He wore 

the hooded robes of a desert nomad, yet he did not bear their tattooed 

markings. He also had hair on his face; no doubt a product of genetic 
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degradation or - worse - a side effect of some tainted purification drugs 

he'd been sold. Poor soul. He had given his name as Hakim, the archaic 

name for a physician, so perhaps he had been a healer in his clan 

before he had been outcast - as Cufic generally were by the nomads.  

'So, Hakim, what do you know about crystals?' Kovalis asked.  

'I know that you have found… have found crystals on the heads of 

those killed by… by what you call Nemo.' Hakim spoke as if he had 

difficulty remembering.  

'How do you know this information?'  

'I am not certain, Si'id,' Hakim replied. 'My memory is diminished 

and a man is the sum of his memories, you know.'  

'Are you a seer?' asked Kovalis. He didn't believe in such things, but 

it served his purpose to humour the poor Cufic.  

'I think I must be,' Hakim replied.  

'If you cannot remember where you learnt this information, you 

place me in an awkward position,' Kovalis explained. 'You see, only 

myself, a select few Surti Officers, the Buliseye MDs and my superior 

are aware of the crystals. The logical conclusion is that the only other 

person to know about them would be the killer.' The Buliseye let the 

sentence sink in, but Hakim did not look concerned.  

'Yes, of course. Once you logically remove all the parts of a mystery 

that can be explained, whatever remains, no matter how implausible, 

must be the truth. All I can tell you is that I am not the killer, Si'id,' 

Hakim said.  

'So why did you come forward. Surely you guessed that this 

information would implicate you?'  

'I know that the killer does not view its actions as murder.' Hakim 

said, fixing Kovalis with a steady gaze. 'The crystal particles are 

displaced by the energy it uses to feed.'  

'Do you claim to have "seen" these things in your mind?'  
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'Possible telepathic contact,' replied Hakim, straightening up, almost 

becoming another person. 'Residual Artron energy. I am not sure 

which. Can I view the body?'  

The question took Kovalis unprepared. He stared at the Cufic and 

grimaced. 'Now you want to see the body?' he snorted.  

'I understand your scepticism, Commander Kovalis. Really, I do. But 

I must examine the body. It's the only way we can find out what's 

behind these mysterious murders of yours.'  

Kovalis examined the man standing opposite the desk. His character 

and bearing seemed to have changed in the space of a few seconds. A 

moment ago he had been meek and submissive. Now he was driven 

and confident. It was quite possible that this Hakim was Nemo. He 

was clearly deranged. Yet some gut feeling told Kovalis that he wasn't 

the murderer. He shrugged. 'So be it,' he said.  

 

Everything in the morgue was clean and cool. Sterility and practicality 

embodied in clinical steel. Metal examination tables were bolted to the 

ceramic floor and gleaming implements rested in white plastic dishes. 

Operating lamps hung over the tables and polished hatches lined two 

of the four walls  

Kovalis' had ordered the duty MD to open the one containing the 

latest victim. The MD had done so and then retreated, hovering 

nearby, curious as to these odd goings-on. Hakim was alternating his 

attention between the head of the corpse and the phial containing the 

minute amounts of crystals found there. He seemed agitated.  

'Can you "see" anything?' Kovalis asked.  

'These…' Hakim shook the container, staring intently at its contents. 

The tiny yellowy brown crystals sparkled in the bright operating lights. 

'... are familiar.' Kovalis snorted.  
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'Not to anyone else,' said the MD, stepping forward. 'All chemical 

analyses have proved inconclusive. They are quartz-like, but no one 

has ever come across them before.'  

'Neither have I, but they are like something I have encountered.' 

Hakim seemed lost in thought for a second and then looked up with a 

broad smile. 'Do you have an electroencephalograph?' The pathologist 

looked at Kovalis, who gave his ascent. The MD made to move to the 

far side of the morgue, but Hakim stopped him. 'I'll need extension 

leads with crocodile clips and a circuit display screen and is it all right 

if I use these?' Hakim asked, holding up a tray of instruments.  

'What do you intend?' asked Kovalis as the MD busied himself with 

the medical shopping list.  

'Latent neural impressions can sometimes be retrieved from the eyes 

of the dead,' muttered the hairy Cufic. 'But I'll probably have to link in 

my own cerebral cortex.' Kovalis just looked at Hakim as he gently 

popped one of the female's eyes into a dish.  

The MD returned with the equipment on a trolley. Hakim began to 

wire up the female's eye to the machine. Then, stooping out of his 

hood, the bearded stranger connected nodes to either side of his head 

and nodded to the pathologist. 'Switch on.' He said. 

As the MD powered the device, Hakim's face contorted in agony 

and his mouth gaped in a silent scream. Gradually his mouth closed 

and beads of sweat formed on his forehead. Slowly, a fuzzy picture 

appeared on the display screen. Kovalis recognised it instantly as the 

alley in which the corpse had been found. Suddenly the image panned 

up and the MD gasped.  

Hanging in the air was a rounded gemstone of great beauty. Its 

tawny surface gleamed in the sunlight and a golden vertical strand 

down the centre blazed with almost painful intensity. Tendrils of 

energy appeared from the strand and extended towards the screen, 

playing over the female's vision. With a crackle of electricity, the screen 
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went blank and Hakim collapsed to the floor, ripping the victim's 

ocular nerve from the back of her orbit. The MD quickly removed the 

nodes and helped the vagrant to stand.  

Hakim, clutched at the examination drawer. 'Tiger's Eye,' he 

whispered.  

 

As the orb of the Yahanan sun crept over the crater rim of Dar-Es-

Buraq, clad in its russet mantle, Alf was already awake. Nick's ankle 

had started to ache in the early hours and Alf had scrounged a 

painkiller for him from Lynis. While Nick had then returned to a fitful 

slumber, Alf had been unable to get back to sleep. She was keen to find 

the Doctor and had been to see Orsah. Together they had checked the 

missing persons' database, but they'd found no mention of either 'The 

Doctor' or 'Hakim', nor any description matching that of her missing 

friend. Orsah had suggested that Alf might do better to try Buliseye 

headquarters. The online database was only updated every couple of 

days and the Buliseye would have more recent information in their 

public records bureau. So Alf had set out for Buliseye headquarters 

with a map supplied by Orsah and Nick's swordstick for protection.  

Due to the early hour - Alf guessed it was about 6am (if this planet 

had 24 hours in its days, which she doubted) - the city's alleyways and 

canals were almost deserted. The empty thoroughfares gave a new 

perspective on the bustling metropolis Alf had witnessed the day 

before. Early morning cities always felt eerie to her as they were 

missing the one thing they were designed for - people.  

She hoped Nick would understand her leaving him to rest. He 

needed it and Alf was confident she could handle this particular 

mission without him. That was, until she rounded a corner and saw a 

dull grey vehicle parked beside a boarded up souk. In the shop's 

doorway, three figures in maroon robes were bent over an old 

Yahanan male. The Wasi - Alf recognised them as such from Nick's 
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description - seemed to be in discussion with the vagrant until one of 

the maroon-clad forms produced a hypodermic. Then the man started 

to shout, but was muffled by the other two.  

'Hey!' Alf shouted, running to the man's aid. She already had the 

cane's blade drawn when she arrived, but she pulled up short. The 

Wasi's victim had vanished and they now turned, their sleek, tubular 

weapons pointed at her.  

'Another Cufic to "help",' said the stockiest of the three. Alf stared at 

the Wasi. Although they were wearing maroon robes and hoods, 

underneath they wore what looked like an upholstered version of 

knight's armour offset by a domed helmet with narrow eye slits. An 

uneasy feeling of déjà vu gripped Alf and time seemed to freeze.  

Before she could shake herself from her stupor, Alf was pinioned by 

two of the Wasi, both parts of the swordstick falling uselessly to the 

sandstone pavement. 'You scumbags!' She shouted. 'What did you do 

to that man?'  

'Exactly what we're going to do to you, Cufic,' said the leader, 

bringing another syringe up to Alf's Neck. 'You are a non-citizen. You 

serve no useful purpose. You have forfeited the right to exist.'  

Alf screamed as the hypodermic pierced her skin… 
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Chapter Two 

 

Alf screamed as the hypodermic pierce her skin… but she felt no pain. 

Instead she felt reality slip away from her. The Wasi faded away; as 

did the street, the souk and the van. It was strangely reminiscent of 

using the time amulets the Doctor had designed when the TARDIS had 

been destroyed on Ossobos. Alf concentrated and slowly became 

aware of her new surroundings.  

The ground was pinkish-brown, pockmarked and scored with 

occasional sprouts of what looked like mahogany bulrushes. The sky 

was dark, but not the normal blue-black ink of a night sky. This was 

more of a black coffee darkness. There were no stars, but a small and 

very distant moon or possibly sun - about the size of 5p piece - 

afforded enough light by which to see. The overall effect was like being 

in a massive cavern lit only by a 40-watt light bulb. 

Alf took a step and had to steady herself. The surface felt spongy, 

like thick moss. Before she could bend to examine it, someone behind 

her spoke.  

'They got you, too?' It was the Cufic who had been dossing in the 

doorway of the souk.  

'Looks like it,' said Alf. She examined the old Yahanan. 'So that was 

the Wasi, was it?'  

'Yes,' the Yahanan said sadly, bobbing his head. Alf supposed 

nodding must be difficult with no neck. 'Wearing the robes of Styx, just 

as I had heard they do.'  

'Who or what exactly is Styx?'  

'This is, of course!' said the Yahanan, spreading his arms to indicate 

the odd topography around them. 'The world of the dead.'  

Alf sighed. Why was it that such a patently ridiculous notion as 

heaven or hell was so widespread in the universe? 'This is not the 

world of the dead,' she said. 'This is a physical place and we have been 



 

114 

transported here by whatever was in that syringe. My name's Alf by 

the way.'  

'Teef Lorkan,' said the Yahanan, bowing. He looked unconvinced by 

Alf's evaluation of their environment.  

'Well, Teef, let's get moving, said Alf. 'There must be someone here 

who can tell us where here actually is. All we have to do is find them.'  

The old Yahanan shrugged. 'We have little else to do while we wait 

for judgement.'  

The two figures set off towards the horizon, which seemed to curve 

up to meet them, rather than stretch away from them. "Here" certainly 

was odd, no doubt about that, thought Alf. As she and Lorkan walked, 

they bounced on the springy surface, allowing them to move at quite a 

pace. Something was nagging at Alf's mind. Something Lorkan had 

said. Then it struck her. 'I thought all male Yahanan names ended in "-

is",' she said. 'So how come you're called "Lorkan"?'  

Lorkan looked at Alf in astonishment. 'Surely you were brought up 

in the traditional ways?'  

'My mum didn't exactly go in for tradition,' said Alf.  

Lorkan's wide mouth twisted into an expression of what looked like 

regret.  

'All males end their name with "-is".' He said as if reciting from a 

textbook. 'We take the first name of our fathers and add the "-is" 

ending - meaning "son of". So my father was Lork Stakis and my 

grandfather Stak Storis and…'  

'I get the picture,' said Alf. 'But that still doesn't answer the question 

of why you're called Lorkan.'  

The Yahanan sighed and his beady eyes narrowed a bit. 'After we 

die,' he explained, 'we are no longer a son, merely the offspring so our 

names change. It is the same for females. Gender is unimportant in 

Styx.' Lorkan looked at her. 'I assume that you have a second name, 

Alf? One ending in "-a"?'  



 

   115 

Alf scratched her chin as the unlikely pairing bounced along. 

Obviously equal rights had not quite reached the world of Yahanis, but 

she played along. 'Sure,' she said. 'It'd be McSha.'  

'When we die, Alf, we are no longer a son or daughter,' Lorkan 

explained. 'We are merely offspring of equal import. We adopt the 

neutral ending, "-an". So you are now Alf McShan.'  

It was Alf's turn to grimace. So her real name almost meant she was 

dead in Yahanan! She reflected how true this would have been if she 

hadn't taken the decision to destroy all her weapons and never use one 

again. Lorkan's casual remark still bothered her though But then she 

smiled. Names, as Officer Brakis had pointed out, were for tombstones 

and she wasn't bloody dead yet!  

 

Askaris stood before Jeret Seth, a remote control device for operating 

the main view screen in his hands. He had delivered his report as 

ordered and now Seth was sitting back on one of the luxurious couches 

in his personal living room, arms stretched out along the padded back, 

head tilted up, thinking.  

'So what you're telling me is that we don't know very much about 

these Wasi,' he said finally, returning his gaze to his assistant. Askaris 

remained silent. He knew his master was not after excuses. Seth was 

not that sort of man. He didn't instil fear as much as a desire not to fail 

him. 'Can you at least tell me whether the skimmer has reached the last 

known position of the "Leel Elma"?'  

'It has, Effendi. There are signs of debris, but it cannot be positively 

identified as the "Leel Elma".'  

'Oh, it'll be the "Leel Elma" all right,' said Seth. 'But whoever 

attacked the ship has ensured that it cannot be identified. We are 

dealing with a highly efficient foe.'  

'It would seem so, Si'id.'  
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'That means that it could not be another Formanasi. They are all too 

caught up in their little turf wars to undertake such an audacious 

attack. And they fear our retribution too much. No. As we have ruled 

out the Buliseye, it can only be the Wasi and you tell me that we know 

next to nothing about them.'  

'No one does,' said Askaris. 'As I say, we know only that they are 

relatively new on the scene and believe society to be corrupted by 

criminals and vagrants. They think the security services are weak and 

ineffectual in the face of these "non-citizens" as they call them and are 

not averse to taking the law into their own hands.'  

'You are wrong, Askaris. Someone does know about them. The thing 

is to find out who that person is. What about the prison attack? Surely 

there is a Buliseye working on the case?'  

'At the time it was Satav Sontaris, but the investigation seems to 

have petered out. Our operative within the Buliseye can give no reason 

for this.'  

'Then I would suggest we need to recruit a better-informed source,' 

said Seth. 'Make that a priority, Askaris. And tell our distributors to 

keep an eye out for Wasi activity. If any of these "activists" are seen, I 

want a violent invitation extended to them for questioning. Make it 

known that I will be very generous to the Yahanan who brings me a 

Wasi alive.' 

 

The Doctor was standing in the centre of a fourteen-sided chamber. 

Thirteen of the walls were mirrored but all were cracked; the 

fourteenth housing an arch beyond which was darkness. Uncertain as 

to why he was there, the Doctor stepped forward to examine his 

reflection. Gone were the robes he had been given by the man at the 

shelter. Instead he was wearing the blue velvet coat and scarf he had 

left in the TARDIS.  

'You are a broken man once more,' a voice said.  
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The Doctor glanced over his shoulder, but there was no one else in 

the chamber.  

'Nonsense.' The Time Lord clone said. 'Not showing yourself today, 

then?' he added gruffly. 'I do recognise your voice, you know.' He had 

last heard it on Voga and before many times during his enforced stay 

in the Galactic Federation.  

'I cannot currently manifest.' The taint of embarrassment was plain 

in the voice of the Figure.  

'I am sorry,' said the Doctor. 'Crash materialisations can't be good 

for the old manifestation trick.' He was quite pleased to be the one with 

the upper hand this time.  

'Nor are they good for you at the moment,' the voice replied  

The Doctor frowned. 'I didn't think I'd be seeing you - well, hearing 

you at least - quite so soon.'  

'No.'  

'This is a dream, isn't it? Can't be mine, though. It lacks the finesse of 

true imagination.'  

'Your arrogance will be your downfall, Doctor,' the Figure chided. 

'Hmmm,' the Doctor adjusted his scarf and turned back to the room. 

'So, what can I do for you?'  

'It is more a question of what I can do for you.'  

'Really? I don't recall being in any trouble you can help with,' the 

Doctor was amazed at how peeved the personification of his TARDIS 

could make him.  

'You are suffering from memory degradation, so it is not surprising 

you cannot recall things,' the Figure replied, this time with a smug 

tone.  

'Look, forgo the banter for a second,' the Doctor said. 'And tell me 

what it is you want.'  
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'To help,' said the Figure. 'Both of us. You need to re-activate the 

TARDIS. Our link is crucial to you. You cannot function properly 

without me at the moment.'  

'Cannot function properly?' the Doctor bellowed. 'I've done very 

well without you in the past.'  

'You know our link is important, Doctor. Do not fool yourself. 

Remember - if you can - your first regeneration, for example.' One of 

the walls shimmered and an image appeared of an old man with white 

hair cut in an almost pageboy style. He was lying on the floor of the 

original TARDIS console room, flanked by two young humans. 

Suddenly an intense light made the man hard to see. When it faded a 

new, impish face with black hair cut in a pudding bowl fashion had 

replaced the old. The Doctor considered this.  

'Yes, well. I was getting on a bit.' His bluff was met by silence. The 

Doctor sighed. 'Yes,' he said grudgingly, 'of course our link is 

important, but you have never had to interpose quite so often.'  

'Our relationship will return to its more usual status soon enough,' 

the Figure said, its voice teasing that - as ever - it knew more than it 

was letting on.  

'Normal service will be resumed shortly, eh?' the Doctor said. 'I jolly 

well hope so.'  

'Be careful what you wish for, Doctor,' the Figure said. 'You are still 

not complete. You have been augmented by the memories and identity 

of the real Doctor; re-engineered using Time Lord technology, but you 

still require the link.'  

The Doctor's words to Nick before the funeral came back to him. 

Physically I am as much a Time Lord as the Doctor was... I have all the 

memories of the Doctor in here… the TARDIS and I are working together to 

sort them out, but without the old girl I would have none at all.'  

'Here in your dream, I can manage a telepathic communication from 

those parts of the TARDIS that are not completely shut down,' 
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continued the Figure. 'Your DNA is not falling apart, but in the real 

world your memory is deteriorating rapidly - coming and going - due 

to my own forced recuperation. It has been since we arrived. You must 

reactivate me while you still remember who you are!' This time there 

was urgency in the voice. 

'Of course.' The Doctor nodded. This was serious.  

'I will implant a subconscious need to return to the TARDIS. 

Whenever your memory returns this will be your primary goal,' the 

Figure said. 'You have much to do on Yahanis, Doctor, and you will 

need to be whole for both this and the trials ahead.'  

'Why are there always trials ahead?' asked the Doctor rhetorically, 

stroking his beard.  

'You are caught up in more than just a search for your people, 

Doctor,' the Figure warned. 'Their very survival is at stake - as is your 

own. You will come to realise this.'  

'I've already been dead once. I think you'll find I'm very difficult to 

kill,' the Doctor replied gravely.  

'Nonetheless… all things come to an end.'  

'Do stop trying to be enigmatic,' snapped the Doctor. 'Alf has told 

me of her meeting with what must have been a future incarnation of 

mine. If I was afraid to die, I would never set foot outside the TARDIS 

or even have left Gallifrey in the first place.'  

'You would never have gone to CyberControl if you were afraid to 

die, Doctor. The point is not moot. I merely call your attention to the 

fact that you will need to be at your best to surmount the obstacles yet 

to be faced. And remember, not just your life is at stake.'  

The Doctor felt as if someone had stuck a pin in him. 'What do you 

mean by that?'  

'As I have told you I see possible futures. Nothing in the future is 

immutable, merely potential.'  
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'This is pointless,' growled the Doctor. 'If you're not going to give 

me a straight answer to a straight question, I'm going to wake myself 

up.'  

'We will speak again, Doctor,' said the Figure, its voice fading with 

the surrounding chamber.  

 

Nick was worried. Despite his renewed faith in the Doctor, the clone 

had not turned up. Nick had thought the Time Lord would breeze into 

the Tixliss camp, maybe share his adventures with Nick and Alf - who 

knows he may even have shared a pipe of those weird stinging nettles. 

But he hadn't, and to make matters worse Nick had woken to find Alf 

gone, a note stuck to one of the wooden supports of the tent.  

'Morning!' it read. 'Gone to Buliseye HQ to see if I can find out 

anything about the where the Doctor might have got to. Back in about 

two hours. Love Alf.'  

Orsah had told him that Alf had left over three hours ago and that it 

shouldn't have taken her long to reach Buliseye HQ. However, she also 

said that getting the information might have taken some time, as the 

Buliseye seemed to operate a 'take a ticket and wait for your number to 

be called' system that sounded to Nick like the deli counter at a 

supermarket.  

Sitting in the empty Tixliss dining hall, Nick cursed his desire for 

new experiences. The combination of the weed and the alien painkiller 

had obviously not only gone to his head, but upon arrival had decided 

to close it to the public. As such he had massively overslept and missed 

breakfast. While he didn't feel quite as bad now as after his bender on 

Ossoban Soul Killers, it was not a million miles away. He didn't even 

have his diary with him to remonstrate with himself. All he had was an 

unnatural headache and two missing friends. Oh, and a missing 

swordstick, too. 
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Nick asked Orsah if she had a walking stick he could borrow and 

she had furnished him with something that resembled more of a tent 

pole. Beggars and choosers, again, thought Nick.  

There was nothing for it but to go and look for Alf. So, with map in 

hand, he set off to retrace Alf's route. As he hobbled down the streets 

of Dar-Es-Buraq with his pole, he looked more like an undergraduate 

out punting than a man with a sprained ankle. On top of his slight 

embarrassment at this, he was definitely the wrong side of peckish.  

Even though it was now mid-morning, the alleys and canal paths 

were still relatively empty, although Nick could feel the buzz of the 

city building as it slowly came alive. Here and there Yahanan children 

were swimming in the canals and shop owners were starting to set out 

their wares. Already some beggars were loitering in doorways and 

vehicles were beginning to appear, delivering yet more goods or 

transporting workers.  

Despite his headache and the pain for his ankle, Nick was in awe of 

the place. Every detail fascinated him. It was the little differences 

between Yahanan civilisation and those of 20th century earth and the 

26th century Federation that he found fascinating. In terms of face and 

body form, males and females were almost impossible for an outsider 

to tell apart, but Nick was beginning to see differences in their aspect. 

Males walked proudly in that slow lumbering way they had, while 

what he suspected were females shuffled in a strangely elegant 

manner.  

While he was considering these societal disparities, he saw 

something that made his heart miss a beat. Two children were busy 

trying to bash each other's heads in with sticks. One wielded a normal 

piece of wood, but it was the other child's weapon that held Nick's 

attention. It was the ebony sheath of the Doctor's swordstick. He had 

an urge to grab the urchin and demand where the sheath had been 



 

122 

found, but he reined it in. He knew about children. Well, he'd been a 

bit of a natural with Falex when he was small.  

Nick approached the mini combatants and sat as near to them as he 

dared without scaring them away. Leaning forward on the pole, he 

watched them parry each other's blows for a while and then forced 

himself to laugh. This had the desired effect. Both children stopped 

mid-swing and turned to look at the stranger.  

'You go like that and you'll be fine Buliseye for sure,' he said with 

his most winning smile. The children continued to stare at him, but 

they moved a little closer. 'And such fine weapons!'  

'They're just sticks,' said the smaller of the two; the one holding the 

ebony sheath.  

'Ahh, but in the right hands, sticks can be as good as a blaster. Not 

as clumsy or random.' The children drew still nearer. Nick hoped that 

it wasn't every day that a mysterious Cufic took an interest in their 

games. 'Yours for example,' Nick waved a hand at the smaller 

Yahanan. 'That's a very nice stick.'  

'It's mine,' replied the child, giving away the fact that he must have 

found it.  

'Of course it is!' exclaimed Nick. 'I myself would be proud to own 

such a stick. All I have is this staff.' He tapped the wooden pole and 

winked. 'Although it is much bigger than yours it is not as nice to look 

at, is it?'  

'Don't talk to him, Rollis,' said the older child, eying Nick 

suspiciously. Nick grinned. There must have been no more than a year 

between them, but this one had already learnt some lessons the other 

had not.  

'As you wish,' said Nick starting to get up.  

'I'll swap you,' blurted out Rollis, obviously fearing his chance to 

trade was slipping away. Nick rose to his feet and regarded the little 

Yahanan. The one thing he knew about desert peoples was that they 
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liked to haggle. If he went for the deal straight away the child would 

be even more wary.  

'This staff has been in my family for generations,' Nick lied. 'I could 

not give it away as easily as that!'  

'You're a… a Cufic,' the boy said, lowering his head as if the he 

shouldn't have really used the word.  

'I am a vagrant, yes.'  

'I've got a few dirham. You could buy food or…' the boy paused, 

looking Nick up and down. 'Or clothes.'  

'As well as your stick?' asked Nick.  

'I will give you the stick and ten dirham,' Rollis said.  

'Rollis!' exclaimed the other boy. The amount was obviously too 

much.  

'I'll tell you what I'll do,' said Nick bending down to the same level 

as the children. 'I will take your stick and five dirham. I have no wish 

to rob you of your money and this will be a valuable lesson to you.' 

Was it him, or was he beginning to sound like the Doctor?  

'All right,' said Rollis, relieved at the better deal.  

Nick exchanged sticks, pocket the five small coins the boy gave him 

and waved as the two scamps dashed away, laughing and shouting. 

Then he examined the ebony sheath. It was unmarked and bore no clue 

as to Alf's fate. Nick cursed. Alf must have got into trouble, drawn the 

sword and… and what? Maybe she'd run off and dropped the sheath? 

Nick didn't like to think about the other alternatives.  

'Bollocks to this,' he said, sounding more like his old self again. He 

had to find Alf, but now he needed help. And the only person on this 

planet who could help him was the Doctor. 

 

'Hakim?'  

The Doctor opened his eyes. He was lying on a couch in a large 

office with tall windows lining one wall. The person who had spoken 
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was perched on an equally sizeable desk, holding a drinking vessel of 

some kind. The Doctor smiled.  

'Commander Kovalis. I'm sorry. I must have drifted off.' The Time 

Lord clone sat up and swung his legs off the couch, covering them with 

the dirty cream robes he was wearing.  

'You passed out in the morgue. I had you brought up here. Are you 

hungry?' The Yahanan indicated a platter of breads, meat and cheese 

that lay on the desk. The Doctor stood and immediately felt dizzy.  

'I think I must be,' he said.  

As he made himself a sandwich, Kovalis poured some green fluid 

from a pot into an ornate glass and offered it to the Doctor.  

'Before you passed out you said "Tiger's Eye". What did you mean?'  

The Doctor sipped the green fluid and found it tasted minty. 

'Mmmm,' he said. 'Good tea.'  

Kovalis snorted. 'Hakim, I'm sorry to press the point, but the events 

of last night were extraordinary to say the least.'  

The Doctor frowned. Why was the Yahanan calling him Hakim? The 

Figure had been right. His memory had turned to Swiss cheese. He 

could remember arriving on Yahanis, the kind man at the Maatabix 

who had given him the robes he now wore, then being in this office 

and performing the memory retrieval procedure on the Nemo victim. 

The rest was vague, as if the memories were actually a drug-induced 

hallucination he'd had many years ago. He had to get back to the 

TARDIS.  

'You have been most hospitable, Commander, but I must leave now. 

I have to return, ah, return home.'  

'I'm afraid I cannot allow you to do that,' Kovalis said. 'This case has 

been dragging on for weeks and you're the only person who has given 

us an leads.'  

The Doctor shook his head. 'Yes. Well. All I can tell you is that the 

crystalline creature we saw last night is somehow making telepathic 
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contact with me. I don't even remember when, let alone know how. It's 

a fascinating conundrum and no mistake, but I'm afraid I have more 

pressing matters to attend to.'  

'Hakim, I'm not going to threaten you. We are both to old for such 

things and I have a feeling you would be unimpressed by that kind of 

behaviour. Instead I am begging you to help. The people of this city are 

becoming increasingly frightened. The schools have been closed for a 

week now and vigilantes -the Wasi, the Sans, and a whole host of 

individuals - roam the streets attacking the innocent. The business 

community is suffering and I am at my wits end.'  

The Doctor grimaced. Then a thought occurred to him. 'If this 

creature is making telepathic contact with me, I might be able to use 

the TARDIS to establish a link and even track it down. We could go 

together. In fact, I will probably need your help. You will have noticed 

that my memory is vague at times. So I will give you the co-ordinates 

of the TARDIS and you can get us there. Once we reach the TARDIS, 

I'll be all right again and we can lift this veil of Isis for you.' The Doctor 

beamed.  

'TARDIS?' asked Kovalis. 'What veil? Who's Isis? Hakim, you must 

try to make sense.'  

The Doctor laughed and patted the Yahanan on the back with one of 

his paw-like hands. 'All will be revealed, I promise,' he said. 'Can you 

arrange for transport, or do we need to catch a bus? 

 

As Alf and Lorkan walked, the landscape had become increasingly 

weird. The pinky-brown surface was still much as it was, but now 

there were outcrop of creamy rock resembling ivory jutting from the 

ground like broken bones. What they had just come across, however, 

was much more disturbing. Not far from one of the bone-like 

structures lay the body of a female Yahanan, her face twisted in an 
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expression of pain and fear. Rigor mortis had set in and a pool or urine 

had stained the female's robes.  

'Poor woman,' said Alf, standing over the corpse.  

Lorkan looked at Alf blankly. 'It looks like your theory of this not 

being Styx is correct,' he said simply. Then he removed his outer robe 

and draped it over the dead female's face.  

'Small comfort, Teef,' replied Alf, scanning the horizon. 'And it 

means that we're not as safe as I thought we were.' She could see no 

sign of movement and for the first time since she had arrived, it struck 

here that there were no sounds. No birds, no wind, no nothing - just 

the gentle rhythm of her own breathing.  

'May the Wasi rot for this!' exclaimed Lorkan miserably.  

'I'm sure once the Doctor gets his hands on them they will,' said Alf. 

'Unfortunately he's not here.' Seldom had she felt so isolated. She and 

Lorkan could be anywhere in space and time with no apparent way 

back.  

'We should move on,' advised the old Yahanan. 'I am familiar with 

trouble and it is seldom wise to remain at the scene of a crime such as 

this.'  

'I doubt there are Buliseye here, Teef.'  

'So do I, but whoever did this may still be around.'  

Alf regarded her wily companion and a brief smile touched her lips. 

'You're right.' She helped Lorkan to stand and together they surveyed 

the unchanging landscape. 'The question is, where do you think would 

be safer?'  

Lorkan didn't hesitate in his reply. 'Anywhere,' he said. 

 

Jeret Seth placed his palm on the scanner and waited. He felt the 

warmth of the reader's light pass beneath it and with a heavy clunk the 

isomorphic computer released the locking mechanism on the door. As 
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the door vanished into thin air, Seth stepped through and into the 

hexagonal chamber he had had specially built at the heart of his villa.  

Various machines lined the three of the walls and a workbench 

nestled against another, circuit boards and partially constructed 

devices lying abandoned on its surface. Beside the door was a panel of 

screens and computers in front of which rested a high-backed chair. 

Seth settled himself into its comfortable seat as the door re-appeared, 

closing him off from any interruptions.  

Although he knew that Askari would get him results, what he didn't 

know was how long it would take the Yahanan to deliver. So he had 

come to his inner sanctum to run a few enquiries of his own. Over the 

years he had amassed a great deal of technology and had been able to 

augment it with the technology he used to know so well.  

His fingers darted over the buttons and switches on the panel before 

him as he programmed in the search parameters that would locate his 

precious emphazine. He reprimanded himself for not doing this 

earlier, but when the first shipment had gone missing he had thought it 

a co-incidence. If only Oscar Wilde has been his assistant instead of 

Askari…  

With a final flow of fingertips across the controls, Seth set the 

programme in motion and waited as it performed his search. Long ago 

he had hacked into the defensive, surveillance and communications 

satellites of this hated dust ball in order for him to establish whether it 

sustained the ingredients he would need for the first leg of his journey 

home. Now they would perform a similar function, scanning the 

surface for the unique signature the drug gave off.  

A map of Yahanis appeared on the main screen as digitally 

produced graphs fluctuated on smaller displays beside it. A large 

green dot appeared centred over the crater of Dar-Es-Buraq and, he 

noted, a much smaller yellow one out beyond Bin-El-Mabuul. Seth was 

puzzled. The search should have been far more accurate than that. The 
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dot should have been a mere pin-prick. He adjusted the map and it 

zoomed in on the metropolis. To his astonishment green dots appeared 

all over the city along with three further yellow ones.  

Seth checked his programming. Confirmation came back that the 

green dots - some forty of them - were doses of emphazine. What the 

yellow ones were, he was uncertain. 'Select voice mode,' he said.  

'Voice mode enabled,' came the reply of a sing-song female voice.  

'Confirm that green icons on cartographical display represent doses 

of emphazine.'  

'Confirmed.'  

'Explain presence of yellow icons.'  

'Yellow icons signify similar although not identical search results.'  

'Postulate nature of these similar readings,' Seth could feel the 

excitement building in him, but he had to contain it.  

'Possible hypotheses include: pharmaceutical analogous in 

composition to emphazine with corresponding trans-dimensional 

and/or temporal travel qualities; being with emphazine or analogous 

pharmaceutical introduced to system; being with trans-dimensional 

and/or temporal travel capability; being with recent residual trans-

dimensional or temporal travel signature; sentient machine with trans-

dimensional and/or temporal travel capability.'  

Seth gasped. 'Confirm last two hypotheses.'  

'Confirmed.'  

Time travellers! It was scarcely possible to believe. Seth jumped 

from his seat. 'Maintain current trace and transfer co-ordinates of 

nearest yellow subject to main computer. Update at five-minute 

intervals. And open the door!' As before, an opening formed in the 

wall beside the console and Seth stepped through. All he had to do was 

find this "yellow" and his life would never be the same again.  

 

Nick had finally made it to Buliseye HQ. It had taken him much longer 
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than Orsah had said it would, but then she probably didn't time the 

journey with a buggered foot. Still, he had stopped off momentarily to 

buy a couple of baps. This only made him think of Alf and the danger 

she could be in. This place had better be able to reveal the Doctor's 

whereabouts or he was royally screwed.  

As he passed the line of Surti and Buliseye vehicles parked outside 

and entered the cool reception area, Nick saw the Doctor walking 

towards him. He grinned. Typical. But he had to give the Time Lord 

clone credit for his timing.  

'Doctor!' he called limping ever faster towards the rounded figure. 

His old friend ignored him though and instead started talking to an 

equally rotund Yahanan dressed in navy blue robes. They looked like 

Tweedle-dum and Twedle-dee - apart from one of them having a 

beard, of course, and both being from completely different races. Nick 

reached the Doctor and pulled the Time Lord clone round to face him  

'You gone deaf or something, Doctor?' he demanded. The Doctor 

stared back at Nick as if he were a complete stranger.  

'Who are you?' asked the Yahanan in blue.  

Nick didn't take his eyes off the Doctor's blank face. 'I'm Nick,' he 

said. 'Remember? Nick? The bloke you didn't tell you were a clone? 

That Nick?'  

The Doctor smiled. 'I'm sorry, Nick.' Nick breathed a sigh of relief. 'I 

think you must have me confused with someone else.'  

Nick's eyes narrowed. 'Yeah,' he said. 'I thought you were my 

friend. I was evidently wrong.'  

'Come Hakim, we must get you, ah, home,' said the fat Yahanan.  

'That's it!' exclaimed Nick. 'Hakim. Yes! And I'm Nathan. 

Remember, Hakim? And Alice? You're other friend, Alice? Well, she's in 

trouble and she needs our help!' This was worse than dealing with 

those children.  

The Yahanan snorted. 'Do you know this person, Hakim?' he asked.  
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The Doctor looked pained. 'I don't know,' he said. 'I don't think so.' 

Nick visibly deflated.  

'In that case, I'm afraid we must go.' The Yahanan ushered the 

Doctor out of the main doors and into an azure blue vehicle.  

'Fine,' said Nick. 'Just piss off and leave me. AGAIN!' He slumped 

onto one of the metallic benches that lined Buliseye reception and dug 

at his eyes with the palms of his hands. First Alf disappears and may 

be even dead and now the Doctor has lost his mind and is in police 

custody. Could things actually get any worse? 

 

"It is thought that the Summer Palace of Dar-Es-Buraq was one of the best 

examples of Yahanan architecture from the pre-unification period. Alas, the 

building was destroyed by the great eruption of 1402 BC, but sketches and 

plans still exist in the Braxiatel Collection, thanks to an unknown benefactor. 

The Summer Palace once belonged to the ancient ruler of the city - the Khalif - 

and was sited on the highest part of the Volcano rim overlooking lake Tisriin. 

In later years it became one of those buildings that governments requisition for 

no apparent reason and which remain empty for years. In this case it was the 

administration of Yahanis's greatest statesman - Koval Sontaris - that did 

exactly this immediately after he had masterminded planetary unification in 

1564 BC. The irony that his great grandson would later bring about an 

equally momentous change to the planet using this magnificent building as 

his base of operations is not lost on this commentator."  

Attaché of the Clones, Sentarion Large Print Edition  

 

The main banqueting hall of the Summer Palace measured one 

hundred and five meters long by sixty-eight meters wide. An ornate 

marble gallery ran around the perimeter and at one end, above the 

great double doors, stood an equally large balcony. Satav Sontaris 

knew that once upon a sunset the Khalif's musicians would have 

occupied the balcony. Now it afforded him a great view of his men, 
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lined up beneath him in regimental fashion, and allowed him to 

address them from a point they could all see.  

'Today we stand on the edge of a great precipice,' he roared at his 

attentive crowd of 250 maroon clad soldiers. 'A precipice into which 

must inevitably fall the dregs of our society. But we have a difficult 

decision to make. Do we allow the best of our people to be dragged 

into that abyss by the lawlessness of the majority? Or do we say that a 

fine line must be drawn in the fine sand of our noble planet's soil and 

we shall go no further?'  

'No further!' bellowed one of his lieutenants beside him. Sontaris 

curtailed his urge to frown. He did not want interruptions while he 

was orating. The lieutenant was attempting to curry favour. He would 

have to be watched.  

'Lieutenant Tynx has admirably answered my question,' continued 

Sontaris. 'Like me, he believes that we owe a duty to our birthright to 

ensure the survival of our race. We cannot let the criminal and vagrant 

elements of our ancient and magnificent civilization crumble away 

because no one has the resolve and courage to salvage our souls before 

they are cast into a living Styx!' As the powerfully built Yahanan 

spoke, he punctuated each adjective with a slamming of his gloved fist 

on the marble balcony, thrashing his audience into a frenzy of near-

religious fervour.  

Sontaris continued in this fashion for some time, knowing that this 

was the turning point; the nadir from which he would resurrect his 

race and make them great once more. He saw himself as a visionary; a 

prophet with the ability to turn words into action like no other 

Yahanan ever had, nor ever would again. When at last he finished, he 

was met by an uproarious stamping of booted feet from the floor 

below. The noise came in a random crescendo at first, but then unified 

into great waves of sound, washing over him and saying 'you are 

right', 'you are right'.  
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As he left the balcony, his two lieutenants hurried to his side.  

'What are your orders, Khoja?' asked Tynx, still trying to ingratiate 

himself by using the archaic term of respect among Yahanan shaman. 

Sontaris ignored him for the time being, turning down a corridor that 

would lead him to his War Room.  

'Laal,' he addressed his other lieutenant. 'What is the situation with 

the cloning tanks?'  

'We have achieved a rate of growth that produces one soldier every 

hour,' Laal reported with pride. 'This is an increase of fifty percent on 

our last improvements.'  

'As of this moment, the cloning facilities at Karbala, Yammamet and 

Subakech are working on the same upgrade,' added Tynx.  

'And when do they report that we will reach saturation?' asked 

Sontaris.  

'Storage facilities will now reach their combined maximum potential 

of 10,000 in eighty-one days time'  

Sontaris smiled. Soon a new race would be born. One that would 

bear both his likeness and his name…  

 

'SONTARAN,' read the inscription ' - President Koval'. Nick had 

limped away from his meeting with the Doctor at somewhat of a loose 

end. He had come across a huge, palm-lined square at the centre of 

which stood this statue, atop an orb-shaped plinth. For a society that 

seemed obsessed by the round form, it was odd that all the vehicles he 

had seen were hovercraft and none had wheels that he could see. Stop 

it, Nick! Alf is missing, the Doctor's gone nuts and you're mulling over 

car design. He would have killed for a coffee. As none seemed on offer, 

he read the poem beneath the name instead.  

'The past is over; our future combined -  

Sontaran's seeds are sown.  
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Our Freedom and accordance enshrined - 

One land, one people, one home.'  

Nick frowned. If only he had "one home". He wouldn't get into these 

situations for starters and… he looked again at the poem. "Home". 

What had that fat Yahanan said? 'Come Hakim, we must get you, ah, 

home'. He did have a home and so did Hakim - the TARDIS!  

Nick started to hobble away from the statue with renewed purpose. 

He had to get back to the TARDIS and he knew how. When Officer 

Brakis arrested them for being vagrants the Yahanan would have filed 

a report. The Buliseye would hold a record of where they were picked 

up. All Nick had to do was get back to Buliseye HQ, check the missing 

persons database for 'Hakim', 'Nathan' and 'Alice' and it would tell 

him. Then he'd have to get some money - begging, maybe - and catch a 

lift. Simple!  

He looked about for the fastest route back to Buliseye HQ. Bleached 

stone roads surrounded the square and on one side ran one of the city's 

signature canals. As he considered his options, a loud and bizarrely 

familiar noise made him turn round. Some sort of off-road vehicle - 

desert pink with tinted windows - was manoeuvring through the 

pedestrians. Nick grinned as he saw that it had six big wheels. The grin 

faded when the jeep pulled level with him and a door swung open. A 

burly looking Yahanan emerged, eyeing Nick with cold purpose. Nick 

froze. The Yahanan had an unpleasant and bulky looking weapon 

pointed right at him. 
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Chapter Three 

 

Nick's hands had been bound, his ebony stick had been taken away 

and after a short drive, the alien jeep had arrived at a sumptuous villa - 

all creamy walls and climbing purple plants. He knew he was about to 

meet a bad guy. But then meeting bad guys was what Nick seemed to 

do a lot these days. It was part of the job description.  

Sure enough he was soon standing before a swarthy-looking man - 

not a Yahanan - wearing robes of emerald green.  

'Greeting,' said the man with a slight smile. His voice was smooth 

and educated and his eyes twinkled with intelligence. 'You may leave 

us,' he said to the guards who bowed and withdrew, closing the door 

behind them.  

'I guess you're the baddest bad ass on the block and I am your 

prisoner?' asked Nick  

The man's smile broadened for a second. 'Please, sit,' he said.  

Nick hobbled towards the sofa trying to take in his surroundings. 

The room was actually quite small as megalomaniacs' boudoirs went. 

The walls were decorated with understated tapestries and four pillars 

marked out the inner area where two couches and a low table stood on 

a brightly coloured rug. There were no windows and only one other 

door, set back to the right of the farthest pillar. The faint hum of an air 

conditioner and a gentle aroma of jasmine - or something similar - 

filled the room in an unobtrusive manner. Nick sat.  

'I cannot tell you how excited I am to have found you,' said the man.  

'I didn't know I was lost,' said Nick, wondering how far he could 

push this guy before he turned nasty.  

The man laughed. 'Now, I suspect that we are both busy men, so 

we'll get down to business. You are not from this planet. You recently 

arrived on Yahanis and you are not alone.' The man fixed Nick with an 

even stare. 'Would you care to elucidate?  
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'I don't know what you're talking about,' said Nick  

'Hmmm,' said the man. 'Very well. Perhaps we can trade 

information. My name is Jeret Seth. I arrived on this godforsaken 

planet some years ago and have been trying to leave ever since. I have 

been working on a way of doing that, but my plans to do so have been 

disrupted by a group of militants who call themselves the Wasi - I see 

from your expression that you've heard of them. As they have taken 

from me my means of escape, I was hoping that you would be able to 

help.'  

'You want us to give you a lift?' asked Nick, almost smiling. 'Don't 

these Yahanans have interplanetary travel?'  

'Not yet,' said Seth. 'They have a primitive satellite launching system 

and ambitious plans, but so far nothing that would take me further 

than one of their dusty moons. With most government funds funnelled 

into keeping their gene pool uncontaminated, there is little left for a 

space program.' He paused. 'And thank you for not denying you are 

and your companions are space travellers.'  

Nick swore silently. This Seth character was silky smooth.  

'Your silence does you credit, Mr…?'  

'My friends call me Nick.'  

'Excellent, Nick. Now, I have been very open with you and while I 

do not expect you to trust me, I would like you to be a bit more 

forthcoming.'  

'Look, I'm sorry to hear about your problems, all right? But I've got a 

few corkers of my own right now,' Nick said, standing up. 'What say 

you let me go and I'll see what I can do?'  

'I had hoped we could be civilised about this,' said Seth, glancing 

over his shoulder. Nick followed his gaze as a silvery figure stepped 

out from behind a veined marble pillar. For a brief moment, Nick's 

heart froze as he thought it was a Cyberman. But it was just an android 
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- and a featureless one at that. 'This is Rasa,' Seth continued. 'He's my 

personal bodyguard and sometime assistant.'  

'I am being civilised,' said Nick, eyeing Rasa with suspicion. 'You're 

the one who just produced a killer robot out of nowhere.'  

'You have to see it from my point of view,' said Seth returning his 

gaze to Nick. 'If you don't help me, I will be forced to find other 

methods to persuade you.'  

Nick watched, rooted to the spot, as the android moved gracefully 

away from the pillar and took up position across the table from him. 

'Right,' said Nick. 'And those "Other methods" wouldn't happen to 

involve knives and skewers, would they? Or mind-altering drugs?'  

'Nothing quite so crude,' said Seth. 'Rasa, the ADNA, please.'  

Before Nick could register what was happening, the android had 

raised its arm, releasing a tiny silver dart from its hand, which 

embedding itself in Nick's throat. He fell back on the couch, grabbing 

at the barb. He tore it out and threw it on the floor, feeling the warmth 

of his own blood on his fingers.  

'What the hell was that!' Nick shouted, wincing at the pain that was 

seeping steadily from his throat.  

'That was an anti-deoxyribonucleic acid compound,' replied Seth 

pulling a cord that hung from the ceiling.  

'Anti?' breathed Nick through clenched teeth.  

'That is correct. I produce some of the best DNA restoratives on the 

planet and I have a very exclusive clientele, but sometimes they toy 

with the idea of not paying me for my product. So I constructed a 

compound that would reverse - or indeed exacerbate - the condition of 

a being's DNA. I have only tested it on Yahanans, so I shall be 

interested to see what it does to you.'  

Nick closed his eyes. The pain was spreading rapidly throughout his 

system. 'You're nuts,' he said through clenched teeth. 'You kill me and 

you'll never get out of 'ere.' As he spoke, he became aware that the 
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doors had opened again and squeezing his eyelids opened saw the two 

guards had returned.  

'It will take some time for the drug to completely destabilise your 

genetic coding. Rasa here has the antidote, which will be administered 

as soon as we reach your time ship.'  

'Time ship?' hissed Nick. 'You really are nuts!'  

'I think we have moved beyond our polite little charade,' said Seth. 'I 

know you are a time traveller. Please don't insult my intelligence.' He 

rose from the couch and addressed the guards. 'Bring him.' 

 

Alf and Lorkan had walked away from the dead body deep in thought. 

Alf could feel herself tiring from the march across the bizarre 

topography and breakfast seemed like a lifetime ago. For his part, 

Lorkan just kept going, pausing every now and again to re-arrange his 

remaining, tattered robes. He seemed to be finding the going 

considerably easier than Alf and it had taken a while for her to realise 

that the gravity was considerably weaker here. Which meant they 

definitely weren't on Yahanis anymore.  

The landscape they had been trudging through had been made up 

of dense collections of the protruding ivory rocks, but now they 

emerged onto a plateau of the pinky-brown ground that was teeming 

with what appeared to be a variety of rosy alien plant. Alf extended a 

tentative hand to examine one of them and drew it back suddenly, as if 

scalded.  

'Flesh ,' she exclaimed. Lorkan moved forward and stroked one of 

the think, pink stems. He nodded and then moved his hand further up 

the four-foot stalk, past several smaller branches to the cauliflower-like 

bloom at the top. This time, it was Lorkan's turn to snatch his hand 

away.  

'Electricity!' he explained. 'Quite weak, though - like static,' Lorkan 

added flexing his three-fingered hand.  
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'Do you think they're edible?'  

'That depends on what your definition is, Alf,' Lorkan said with a 

grim smile. 'We have no means of cooking it.'  

Alf was about to tell Lorkan that she had a box of waterproof 

matched in her pocket when she saw his expression. He was gazing 

past her at the rock outcrops behind them. Alf turned and froze. 

Emerging from the nooks and crannies were about ten other Yahanans, 

all dressed as scruffily as Lorkan, but ranging in age from what Alf 

guessed to be adolescent to old age.  

Lorkan stepped forward. 'Greeting,' he said.  

One of the younger Yahanans stepped forward. He was stripped to 

the waist, revealing a greyish body that was lean and toned. His neck 

was even thicker than most and his eyes were more deep set - pig like, 

in fact.  

'Greeting,' he replied. 'You have just arrived?'  

Alf watched the small band closely. It was clear that they were 

frightened and that this grey Yahanan was the true leader of their 

group. If there was trouble, Alf thought, just take him out and they 

would scatter like an exploding puff pall. She had to stop thinking like 

this!  

'We have been travelling for the best part of a day,' replied Lorkan. 

'And you?'  

'We have been here long enough,' replied the leader darkly.  

'Long enough for what?' asked Alf.  

'Long enough, female, to know not to venture too far into those 

fields of flowers.'  

'Not edible then?' Alf asked.  

'Not by us,' the leader replied. 'If you want to survive the day, you'd 

better come with us.'  

One member of the group stayed behind on the outcrop overlooking 

the flower fields while Alf and Lorkan allowed themselves to be 
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escorted back into the rocky area. As they walked the leader - Vectis - 

told them how he had been injected by the Wasi two nights ago and 

had collected as many other victims together as he could. They had set 

up a camp within the rocks not far from the fields.  

The "camp" turned out to be nothing more than a collection of 

shallow caves under the ivory rocks, with robes spread about the 

ground. Vectis gestured for the group to sit and told one of his band to 

keep watch from one of the pinnacles.  

As they sat in a small circle, Vectis ordered that what food the group 

had should be shared out. Two Yahanans fetched a small, round loaf of 

bread and a bag of sweets. These were passed round as Vectis 

questioned the new arrivals. He frowned on Lorkan's decision to take 

on his death name, but Lorkan replied that he had become accustomed 

to it and said that until they returned home he would bear the name as 

a constant reminder to their predicament.  

'And it is indeed a predicament, old man,' Vectis said. 'We aren't 

alone here.'  

'What do you mean?' asked Alf, accepting the loaf and tearing of a 

hunk of bread before passing it to Lorkan.  

'There are creatures here the likes of which I've never seen,' Vectis 

said. 'They look like the finest gemstones but they're as deadly as the 

most poisonous spile.'  

'You've been attacked by these stone creatures?' asked Lorkan.  

'Several times,' Vectis said, locking his hands together in his lap. 

'Each time we have lost someone and each time we move on.'  

'You didn't lose a female recently, did you?' Alf asked, frowning.  

'We did.'  

'We found her body,' said Lorkan somberly.  

'That is why we moved our camp to this location,' Vectis explained. 

'The creatures feed on those flowers and when we are near the field, 

they seem to be uninterested in us. I think it's something to do with 
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feeding habits. The creatures don't seem to be very intelligent. If they 

come across a person before they reach the flowers, they "feed" on 

them instead.'  

'Can't we fight them off?' Alf asked.  

'How do you fight stone, Alf?' Alf nodded, stifling a yawn. 'We are 

all tired,' said Vectis. 'We should rest. Goxis will wake you when it is 

your turn to keep watch. When we rise, we must find more new 

arrivals if for no other reason than our food supply is now very low.'  

They all stood and retreated into the spaces under the rocks, 

drawing their robes about them, or rolling them up to make pillows. 

Alf and Lorkan crawled into one of the vacant caves and lay top to toe. 

Alf felt the warmth from the ground and wondered about its strange 

composition. As she was drifting off to sleep Lorkan spoke.  

'This Doctor you told me about,' he asked. 'Do you think he will 

come for you?'  

'I bloody well hope so, Lorkan,' Alf said and then sleep took her in a 

fitful embrace. 

 

The Summer Palace War room had been fitted out to Sontaris' exact 

specifications. A holo-table stood in the centre of the chamber, capable 

of displaying any terrain or city in minute detail. Around the table on a 

raised gallery were some of his cloned troops, manning 

communication and data consoles. Sontaris himself was in his 

customary position at the head of the table, with Tynx at his side.  

They were examining an overview of Dar-Es-Buraq that displayed 

where all the Wasi operatives were stationed, awaiting their orders to 

emerge into the evening and cleanse the city. There were now some 

300 "Sontarans" in the city and their number grew by 120 every hour, 

thanks to the cloning tanks.  

Sontaris considered how long it would take to reach the number he 

surmised would be necessary to take over the city. As he did so, 
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Lieutenant Laal entered the War room and threw his arm across his 

chest in the salute adopted by the Wasi.  

'Report,' growled Sontaris.  

'Figures for last night are now being counted and verified and I can 

confirm that over 200 Cufic were dispatched using the captured drug.'  

'Very good, Lieutenant.'  

'There is a problem, however, General.'  

Sontaris had given himself the title 'General'. His own Buliseye rank 

of Commander had not seemed quite important enough for someone 

who was soon to lead the planet.  

'Explain.'  

'The drug is now all but exhausted, General.'  

'How many doses do we have left?'  

'Approximately 30.'  

Sontaris considered this. He knew the drug was a convenience that 

had allowed his plans to move forward much faster and that within 

two cycles it would be unnecessary, but it would be useful to have 

more for the time being.  

'Tynx, activate the hit squads responsible for targeting those in 

prominent positions and issue them with the remaining doses. This 

will effectively destroy the planet's leadership and security services, 

making any co-ordinated military reaction to our future plans 

negligible.'  

Tynx rose from his seat. 'Yes, General.' He moved off to instruct a 

clone at a nearby console.  

'Laal, you and I have a different mission. Assemble a force of 50 

Sontarans in the banqueting hall.'  

'As you command, General.'  

'Tonight we will strike a major blow against the lawlessness that has 

stained this fair city for far too long and we will ensure a continued 

supply of this drug into the bargain.'  
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The azure blue Buliseye vehicle was speeding down the empty desert 

road, sending dust trail high into the bruising sky. During the journey, 

Hakim had drifted in and out of consciousness - at times questioning 

Kovalis about the murders while at others muttering about the safety 

of the darkness or the fear of the 'moving food'. They had been driving 

for several hours now and would reach the place where the Surti had 

picked up Hakim just before nightfall. For now, Kovalis was happy to 

let the strange Cufic have his sleep.  

 

The Doctor once more found himself in the fourteen-sided chamber, 

but this time the faint outline of the Figure could be discerned in the 

doorway. 'Again?' asked the Doctor, frowning. 'You said our 

relationship would return to its more usual status soon.'  

'I also told you that we would speak again,' the Figure replied 

calmly.  

'I see you've managed a manifestation this time.'  

'The self-repair circuits are all but finished,' the Figure said. 'All that 

is required is for you to re-activate the TARDIS.'  

'Indeed. Well, I'm on my way as we speak,' the Doctor growled. 'So 

why have you contacted me again?'  

'There is information I must supply you with.'  

'Which is…'  

'You are unaware of this planet's future significance and as such you 

must be informed to prevent any further divergent time lines.'  

'Are you telling me not to interfere?'  

'When you hear what I have to say, you will see the wisdom of that 

advice.'  

'Do get on with it,' sighed the Doctor. 'You know, I think I preferred 

you silent.'  
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The Figure ignored the jibe and waved an arm at the nearest wall. It 

shimmered and an image appeared of a grey haired man wearing 

glasses and a loose fitting suit of swirling black, grey and blue. Beside 

him was a young man in a kilt.  

'Jamie!'  

'Yes. But it is the other man you should concentrate on. His name is 

Dastari,' the Figure explained. 'Do you remember him?'  

The Doctor stared at the image.  

'Yes. He had something to do with time travel experiments, did he 

not?'  

'Do you recall the race you encountered when you met him for the 

last time?'  

The image shifted, replacing that of Dastari with a creature wearing 

silvery armour and a face that looked like a badly made plastic mask of 

a Yahanan.  

'Sontarans. Of course!' exclaimed the Doctor. 'Why didn't I see the 

similarities before?'  

'You memory will be complete in time.'  

'Are they one and the same?'  

'Not exactly. However, they are inextricably linked. Events are 

occurring on Yahanis that you should not hinder. You have your role 

to play, but do not attempt to divert the normal path of Sontaran 

history.'  

'Of course not!' the Doctor snorted. 'I have no right to do that. They 

may be a militaristic race - or at least they will be - but who's to say 

what their role is in the universe?'  

'Precisely.' The Figure started to fade. 'Now you have all the 

knowledge necessary to complete your mission here.'  

'Do I?'  

'Yes. Remember the Tiger's Eye.'  
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'Hakim,' Kovalis gently removed one hand from the steering column 

and shook the Doctor's shoulder. 'Wake up. I believe we have found 

your TARDIS.'  

'I was awake, Commander,' said the Doctor grumpily. Then he saw 

his treasured blue box, resting in the darkness of the cave; a small sand 

dune obscuring the first few inches of the doors.  

The two men left the angular vehicle and made their way towards 

the time ship. As they reached it, the Doctor turned to his new friend 

and bestowed upon him a truly impassioned smile.  

'Thank you,' he said.  

Kovalis smiled. 'My pleasure. I do have an ulterior motive, 

remember? You said you would help me with the investigation. I hope 

our bargain is still good?'  

'I'm a man of my word, Commander Kova… look, can we dispense 

with the rank and serial number. My name is not really Hakim. I am 

the Doctor.'  

'I am Maret.'  

'Well then, Maret, shall we go inside?' 

 

Alf woke to the sound of screams searing her consciousness. She 

immediately reached out a hand to Lorkan, but he was not there. She 

looked out from the shallow cave and saw that pandemonium had 

gripped the small camp. Five Yahanans were lying on the ground and 

above them floated a dozen smooth gemstones the size of a child's 

balloon, blazing with golden light. Nothing could have contrasted 

more with the dull, matt landscape. Arcs of electricity connected the 

prone bodies to the creatures like permanently earthed lightening. She 

could make out those still hidden in their caves as the brilliant white 

light reflected off their horror-filled eyes.  
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Like them, she was powerless to stop the beautiful assailants, but 

concern for Lorkan meant she had to find him.  

'Lorkan!' she shouted above the noise of the crackling electricity. All 

eyes turned on her hiding place and the gemstone beings also seemed 

to notice the outburst. Bad move, she thought. Several of the creatures 

started floating away from their victims towards the source of the 

noise. Shit! Alf scrambled out of the cave and started running.  

She stumbled over the springy ground away from the camp, and up 

one of the bone promontories. There her haphazard escape came to an 

abrupt halt. The inert body of Lorkan was slumped on the rock, his 

head lolling over the edge as if peering down on events in the camp. 

Alf realised he must have been on watch when the attack happened.  

'You bastards!' she screamed, turning to face her pursuers, defiant 

with rage. She felt the warm sting of tears fill her eyes, making the 

gemstone creatures blur as they surrounded her sobbing form.  

 

Dark. Safe.  

Sound! Danger? Fear. Fear.  

Sound. Close. Danger! No. Moving food. Two. Here. Now.  

Flight? Hunger.  

Danger. Hunger. Danger. Hunger. Danger. Hunger.  

Hunger. Feed. Small. Two. Feed. Now.  

 

The city was their playground - especially at the moment, with most 

things not working because of the NEMO thing on the news. Adults 

seemed to be so concerned about it, but Rollis knew they were stupid. 

All they cared about was washing his face and doing his preparation. 

They had no idea how much fun the city was at the moment. They 

could go almost anywhere and no one seemed to question them. Of 

course it helped that their parents were working and the seminary had 

been shut.  
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He and Lexis had been playing all day and pretty soon they would 

have to go home. But before they did, Lexis said they should go to the 

depot. The depot had been standing empty for over two years now. It 

used to have all these great trucks delivering great big loads of lactic 

that were broken into smaller bits and sent throughout the city's 

seminaries on really old-fashioned hover-wagons. Now lactic had been 

stopped. His father had said it was something to do with politics, but 

all Rollis knew was that he used to like having a carton of lactic at 

break time.  

Stupid adults.  

Now, though, the depot was a forbidden place; 'dangerous', their 

parents called it. They said it could collapse and that the glass 

windows were not there for their target practice. Huh. He and Lexis 

had been breaking the windows for about five minutes, but had 

become bored and decided to go in and explore.  

'Look!' shouted Rollis as his eyes became used to the dark.  

'What?' Lexis was busy smashing at an abandoned table with his 

stick.  

'I think it's an old hover-wagon!' Rollis moved towards the shape in 

the darkness, desperate to get there before his cousin, but was barged 

aside by Lexis as he ran past to arrive at the shape first. 

'Aww. Rollis!' he said, obviously now convinced his young relative 

was an idiot. 'It's just a bit of scaffolding and a tarpaulin.'  

Rollis was crestfallen. But then his eyes lit up. 'Let's climb it!' he said. 

Before he could tear the frith-eared old material away, something 

moved out from behind it. He froze and for the first time that evening 

he felt the chill of the night.  

'Rollis? What's wrong?' Lexis moved to join his friend and he too 

stopped to stare at the rounded shape that had detached itself from the 

deepest shadows in the depot. It moved inexorably towards them, 

suddenly becoming a blazing eye of golden death.  
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Sound. Gone. Hunger. Gone. Moving food. Gone  

Fear….  

 

Marshall Arat Jarah lived in a very normal house in a very normal 

district of Dar-Es-Buraq. She was the first Yahanan female to rise to the 

rank of Marshal but she was determined to give her children as normal 

a home life as possible. As such she eschewed the usual security 

protocol on which previous Marshals had insisted.  

It had certainly made for a more enjoyable life, not having your 

every move followed by CCTV. Indeed, the only - sensible, in her 

opinion - precaution Jarah took was in assigning a Surti vehicle to 

watch her home 31 hours a day. So when her doorbell rang at 19.15 she 

had no qualms in answering the door.  

The first thing she noticed on opening the front door was that the 

Surti vehicle was still in place. She could not have known that the trio 

of Sontarans that now stood on her doorstep had killed the hover-car's 

occupants minutes before.  

'Marshal Arat Jarah?' asked one of the armour-clad Sontarans. It 

sounded so official. But then that was exactly what her second-in-

command had wanted her to think when he had told his troops what 

to say.  

'Yes?'  

The two silent Sontarans grabbed her arms while the leader drew 

out a syringe and plunged it into her neck. She was so shocked, she did 

not even cry out.  

 

The Doctor led Kovalis into the darkened console room and smiled. It 

was exactly as the Time Lord clone had left it two days before. He went 

immediately to the wooden font at the centre of the room to start the 

re-activation procedure.  
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Before the Doctor could even press a single button, several things 

happened at once. The Doctor saw there was someone sitting in the 

chair beside the scanner, two Yahanans emerged to pinion Kovalis and 

a very powerful torch was shone in the Time Lord clone's face.  

'Welcome home,' said the figure in the chair.  

The Doctor brought his hand up to shade his eyes from the intense 

beam of light. 'You seem to have me at a disadvantage. Would you 

care to level the playing field by giving me your name, Sir?'  

'We are old friends, Doctor!'  

'I doubt that on old friend would half blind me with a flashlight.'  

'My apologies. It is all I had in my vehicle.'  

'I'm sorry. I still don't recognise your voice.'  

'Well you should,' explained the voice brusquely. 'After all, it was 

you who sent me to this godforsaken planet.'  

'Me?'  

'When you arrived at Outpost Gallifrey, you persuaded the High 

Council to send me here. You said this was where we would find the 

Nexus.'  

'Outpost Gallifrey?' breathed the Time Lord clone.  

'Yes. As soon as I saw the time ship was your TARDIS, I assumed 

you were here on some sort of rescue mission.' The voice huffed.  

'Outpost Gallifrey?' repeated the Doctor, marvelling at the 

revelation. 'So you're a…'  

'…Time Lord. Yes. Is your memory all right?'  

'Well, it's been a bit iffy of late now you come to mention it. Look, is 

it necessary for us to hold this conversation as if it were an 

interrogation?'  

'Until you re-activate the TARDIS, I'm afraid it is, yes. Perhaps you 

would like to do that now so we can all see?'  

The Doctor remained silent.  

'Hmm. I thought you might not be so agreeable.'  
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'I think I should tell you that I came here looking for Outpost 

Gallifrey.'  

'Ah,' said the voice, its owner rising from the chair. 'In that case this 

may be a bit complicated for you. Let me start with my name.'  

'Jeret Seth,' spat Kovalis. 'I know who you are.'  

'And so you should, Commander. So you should. And you no doubt 

thought it was a nom de guerre because my name didn't have your 

rather tedious "-is" ending. Yes, I go by the name of Jeret Seth.' The 

Time Lord approached the Doctor. In the penumbra of the torchlight, 

the Doctor could see Seth was holding out his hand, smiling. 'It is good 

to see you again.' 

 

In his bedroom, what used to be Nick was on the floor, his mushy arms 

wrapped about his body in a vain attempt to hold his form together. 

Nick now longer felt pain. He felt nothing. He could not even feel the 

floor he was resting on. The ADNA had been steadily gnawing away at 

his body, destroying nerves and flesh alike.  

With a gargantuan effort Nick lifted his hand so he could see it in 

the murk of half-light given off by the odd roundel. He wiggled his 

fingers and gasped as bits of skin flew off like drips off a melting ice 

cream. It seemed oddly familiar. He swallowed hard. Soon there 

would be nothing left of him. Where was the bloody Doctor? He 

slammed his fist hard against the TARDIS bulkhead with a sickening 

squelch. Nick looked at his squashed hand in disbelief.  

Suddenly he recalled where he had seen the effect before.  

The rapidly deteriorating figure sat beneath the statue of the Time Lord. It - 

he could not think of the clone as a he - stole a quick glance at him, but quickly 

returned its attention to the floor when Nick just glared back… Nick shoved 

the clone with his foot. 'Why did you lie to me?' The clone looked up. Nick 

almost pulled back at the sight, but he held his ground. The right side of the 
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clone's face was suffering the most. The skin hung like ribbons, revealing the 

bone underneath. It shook its head. 

 'I don't remember.' 

'Yeah, right, and I'm supposed to believe that.' Nick narrowed his eyes. 

'You could have told me. You could have told me you were a copy!'  

What an unfeeling bastard he had been! How could he have taunted 

his friend like that when his body was falling apart? Nick felt waves of 

remorse tinged with nausea lapping at his soul. I'm so sorry, Doctor, he 

thought. I had no idea what you were going through…  

 

The Doctor returned Seth's smile and considered the outstretched 

hand. He did not trust Seth, but it was gratifying to have confirmation 

that he was not the last of his race. Finally he took the cool palm in his 

oversized grip.  

'I have so many questions,' began the Doctor.  

Seth indicated the console. 'It may be a little difficult to explain 

without the scanner, but I shall try my best.'  

'Be wary of this man, Doctor,' growled Kovalis.  

'Maret, he is one of my own people. I am sure that he intends no 

deception.'  

'Indeed not.' Seth paused as if collating his story for the telling. ''I 

presume that you have already identified the dimensional anomaly 

centred on this planet.'  

'Its readings are what drew me here,' replied the Doctor.  

'Of course. They do bear remarkable similarities to those of a 

TARDIS, so your mistake is justifiable.'  

'Mistake?' boomed the Doctor. 'It was a supposition. Not a mistake.' 

Seth ignored the outburst. 'When I arrived, the anomaly was quite 

different. It was a violent obstruction in the vortex - a sort of temporal 

sleeping policeman, if you will.' He cast a quick glance at Kovalis. 
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'Anyway, the effect it had on my TARDIS was catastrophic. We fought 

the tempest for some time before I was forced to abandon ship.'  

The Doctor raised an eyebrow. 'We?'  

'On your evidence that Yahanis was the epicentre of the Nexus, the 

Time Lords dispatched two of us from the CIA to investigate. Alas, my 

partner gave her life in an attempt to save the ship. You could say that 

she became one with the anomaly.' Seth smiled enigmatically.  

'What do you mean by that?' the Doctor demanded.  

'As I say, the effect on my TARDIS - and poor old Obia - was 

catastrophic. But out of the ashes rose a new dimension - one that 

warped the reality of both the crystal heart of the TARDIS and my 

companion's flesh.'  

'The crystalline creature…' The Doctor whispered, shaking his head. 

'This is unthinkable.'  

'Oh what I say is true, Doctor. I had planned to visit the dimension 

under my own steam using a drug I created. However, the Wasi put 

paid to that.'  

'But how do you know what happened in the dimension?'  

'I have seen it with my own eyes, Doctor,' Seth placed his index 

fingers at his temples to empahsise the point. 'I managed to create a 

primitive space-time visualisation device using what little advanced 

technology was available to me. Fortunately the same technology 

alerted me to your presence here, which is what led me to Nick.'  

'Nick?' The Doctor moved round the console to face Seth. 'If you've 

harmed him….'  

'You are hardly in a position to issue threats, Doctor.'  

'I have never let that stop me in the past,' replied the Doctor icily. 

'And I see no reason to make an exception in your case.'  

'I warned you,' Kovalis hissed.  

'If he makes one more sound, kill him,' Seth ordered his guards.  

The Doctor frowned.  
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'Very well, you can have your precious companion.' Seth turned to 

the door leading to the rest of the TARDIS. 'Rasa!' he shouted. 'Bring 

the prisoner.'  

After an uncomfortable silence the door opened and, in the gloom, 

the Doctor made out a silver android bearing the almost lifeless figure 

of Nick in its arms.  

'You have been busy, Seth,' said the Doctor. 'Not only a trans-

dimensional drug and a space-time visualiser, but a Raston Warrior 

robot to boot. I'm impressed'  

'Sarcasm really does not become you. Doctor,' Seth replied. 'I have 

been stuck on this retarded planet for decades,' he hissed, bringing his 

face within spitting distance of the Doctor's. 'Whey you find yourself in 

a situation like that, time is the one thing of which you have plenty. 

Both the visualiser and Rasa are the product of the data I managed to 

save from the ITASE. Besides, what could be better as a bodyguard?' 

Seth gave a smile that seemed to indulge his own perceived brilliance.  

'ITASE?'  

'Interim Time And Space Escape Craft - an ITASE. Oh yes, I forgot. 

Yours is a type 40. Well, if we'd had one of these old things, I'd be dead 

now.'  

'You'll wish you were unless you revive Nick right now!' the Doctor 

said through clenched teeth.  

'I will have Rasa administer the antidote as soon as you re-activate 

the TARDIS.'  

'When the TARDIS is restored, I take it you wish me to return you to 

Outpost Gallifrey?'  

'Oh no. But I do intend to return. And when I do it will be with 

something that will restore our people to their rightful place in this 

crooked universe that idiot friend of yours - the Master - created.' Seth 

fixed the Doctor with steel-hard eyes. 'I will not be diverted from my 
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ambitions, Doctor. Your choice is very simple. Re-activate the TARDIS 

or Nick dies.'  

'Very well' growled the Doctor and started moving round the 

console flicking switches before pausing at the last button in the re-

activation sequence. He looked at the pile of flesh and bone on the 

console room floor that used to be Nick and hit the switch. Slowly a 

pleasing hum began to fill the room. As the lights came up, the Doctor 

felt a surge of Artron energy as his link with the TARDIS was properly 

re-established.  

Seth nodded to the Raston Warrior robot. Rasa placed Nick on the 

floor of the console room and a small, proboscis-like appendage shot 

from its hand and into what remained of Nick's arm.  

'He will recover in time,' Seth said. 'Now I…'  

The Time Lord was interrupted by a shrill bleeping emanating from 

his wrist. Seth tutted and drew the arm of his emerald robe up from his 

hand to reveal a Gallifreyan communicator. Seth pressed a button and 

spoke. 'What is it Askaris? I am very busy!'  

'I am sorry, Si'id.' The voice sounded tired. 'I thought you would like 

to know that we have captured a member of the Wasi and after some 

unpleasantness he has revealed much of interest.'  

'I doubt that. Events have moved on since this morning.'  

'The individual was actually an officer in the Surti called Brakis. He 

has informed us that Sontaris is the leader of the Wasi, but that he has 

far grander plans than we imagined.'  

'So do I,' hissed Seth. 'I really am not interested.'  

'But Si'id, it is Sontaris who masterminded the hijacking of the 

emphazine.'  

'Unimportant, Askaris!'  

'Please. There is much worse. Sontaris plans a military coup using 

an army of clones taken from his own DNA. Brakis says he will be 

ready to make his move in less than…'  
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The transmission was cut off abruptly. Seth shook his wrist in a half-

hearted attempt to get the device working again.  

'Problems?' asked the Doctor.  

 

The villa was a picture of tranquillity. Welcoming, warm lights showed 

in some of the windows and insects chirruped in the cool of the 

evening. The pleasing smell of tarquir filled the air and every now and 

again the passing conversation of the guards wafted over to where the 

Sontaran attack squad lay in wait.  

Sontaris had studied the architectural plans of the villa in great 

depth. Using the holo-table in his War room, he had made his troops 

memorise the layout including where surveillance devices were most 

likely to be found. He knew that the villa had a back-up generator, so 

when they cut the power to the house, a missile team would take out 

the building housing the secondary power source.  

The Sontaran helmets were fitted with infra-red, night vision and 

thermal imaging systems, putting them at a distinct advantage. The 

few counter measures the villa had that were self-powered would do 

little to stop the immanent assault.  

Sontaris spoke into the microphone housed in his helmet. 'Cut the 

power and begin the attack.'  

Immediately there was a wailing from the house indicating its 

security systems were alerted to the blackout. As the auxiliary 

generator cut in a second sound filled the air. With a 'woosh' a well-

aimed ground-assault missile was released. There was a dazzling 

explosion as the outbuilding housing the generator was laid waste.  

The 50 Sontarans emerged from their hiding places and covered the 

ground to the house with surprising speed. Sontaris smiled to see his 

genetic enhancements in action.  

A couple of troops fell to the Xerxes-Sykes autofire sentry posts, but 

these were swiftly despatched by fragmentation grenades. Within two 
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minutes the Sontarans had gained entry to the villa and pitched battles 

started to rage inside between Seth's infamous 'Bezerker' guards and 

the clones that bore the genes of Sontaris. As he emerged from his 

small command position with Laal barking orders to the troopers, the 

General knew which side would prevail.  

 

'Problems, Doctor?' replied Seth. 'Not for me. My old operations are of 

no consequence to me now. Sontaris can have his clone army and this 

miserable dustball. You should look to your own situation if you want 

problems.'  

'What do you intend?' There was a tinge of desperation in the 

Doctor's voice - as if he already suspected the answer.  

'I didn't finish my story about the anomaly, did I?' Seth fiddled with 

the controls and the scanner opened to reveal a strange landscape of 

pinky-brown interspersed with what looked like vast bones jutting 

from the ground. 'The creature you refer to is a temporal derivative of 

griqualandite.' Seth let the information sink in.  

'So it is Tiger's Eye,' breathed the Doctor.  

'What the bloody hell is Tiger's Eye?' asked a voice from the floor.  

'Nick! You're all right!' The Doctor bent down to help his friend up.  

'I wouldn't go that far,' Nick said. They shared a smile nonetheless 

and a brief moment of empathy passed between the travellers before 

the Doctor answered Nick's question.  

'Tiger's Eye is the nickname given to a state of kontron crystal 

theorised by ancient Time Lords; it postulated that, given the right 

dimensional conditions, the crystals could achieve a form of 

consciousness. No one ever really believed they could exist because the 

conditions necessary were far too unstable. It was a hypothetical. 

Nothing more.'  

'A hypothetical no more,' Seth corrected the Doctor.  
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'You cannot mean to give them intelligence?' asked the Doctor. 

'They should be left well alone and never disturbed again. It's bad 

enough that one has managed to cross over to this dimension already.'  

'I mean to do far more than that, Doctor. The Tiger's Eyes will 

become the Time Lord's new army. We will once again become the 

most powerful race in the universe, and sweep those child-like 

Millennium People aside.' The Doctor looked horrified. 'I knew this 

would not be a vision you would share, which is why we must part 

company at this juncture.' Seth turned to his guards. 'Take them 

outside and kill them.'  

'Please, Seth!' shouted the Doctor as he was dragged away. 

'Reconsider! These creatures would be the most deadly force ever 

imagined if they are loosed on this universe with the knowledge of 

trans-dimensional travel!'  

'Exactly! I am glad you finally grasp the magnitude of my plan.' 

Seth's mouth twisted into a grotesque approximation of a smile. 

'Goodbye, Doctor...' 
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Chapter Four 

 

As the Doctor, Nick and Kovalis were dragged out of the TARDIS, a 

sound like a giant clearing his throat filled the night air and suddenly 

the darkness was sporadically illuminated. The guards, uncertain as to 

what was going on, cast about for any potential threat.  

'That is the sound of your employer deserting you - if you'll forgive 

the pun,' the Doctor said cheerily, spreading his arms to indicate the 

dunes. The two Yahanans looked at him.  

'So you don't really need to kill us,' added Nick sounding not so 

chipper.  

The guards looked at each other.  

'You've probably never disobeyed an order from Mr Seth so I can 

see your predicament, but look!' the Doctor pointed to where the 

TARDIS had stood. 'Mr Seth has gone. He's never coming back. He 

doesn't care if you live or die now. I do. I care passionately about life - 

in all its forms.'  

'If you release us, you will be free to go,' Kovalis said. The Doctor 

saw the Buliseye feeling discretely for his own weapon and knew he 

had to act fast to avoid bloodshed.  

'You do not need to be cold-blooded killers,' said the Doctor calmly. 

'You can be anything - botanists; musicians; sweet shop owners; 

fathers… friends,' the Doctor said. 'Consider the beauty of this world 

and what your part could play in it and ask yourselves if you really 

want to pull the trigger and end the lives of three people who bare you 

no malice and have never harmed you or anyone you know.'  

The guards hesitantly levelled their weapons.  

'There is no need for this!' boomed the Doctor then almost in a 

whisper - 'Please.' He reached out a hand and gently put it on the 

nearest gun barrel. The Yahanan guard looked at him but still did not 

fire. Slowly, the Doctor applied downward pressure on the blaster. 'I 
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do not want to take your weapons. I merely ask for my life and those 

of my friends.'  

The tableau moved in slow motion. Four of the protagonists were 

rooted to the spot, watching the Doctor - marvelling, wondering, 

deciding whether he was telling the truth or not - but most of all not 

killing. Finally the guards lowered their guns and looked at each other 

again, as if awaking to a new dawn. The Doctor smiled.  

'Thank you,' he said.  

'You are… welcome,' said the nearest guard, an uncertain smile 

beginning to show on his chocolate-coloured face.  

'Can I ask one small favour?' asked the Doctor. Everyone stared at 

the Time Lord clone in disbelief.  

'You may, old one,' said the guard.  

'How did you travel here?'  

'In a skimmer,' replied the other guard, now eager to show that he, 

too, had changed.  

'Some sort of aircraft,' explained Nick. 'Very fast.'  

'My favour is to ask to use your transport.' Before anyone could 

object the Doctor held up a placating palm and continued. 'We don't 

mean to strand you here. We have our own transport.' He pointed to 

the Buliseye vehicle, sitting in the darkness a few metres away. 'It is 

just that we need to return to the city with all haste and I suspect that 

you do not. Indeed you may be grateful for the thinking time.' He 

smiled again.  

The first guard shrugged his impressive shoulders. 'Very well, old 

one,' he said.  

'Thank you again.' The Doctor turned to Kovalis. 'Give them the 

keys, Maret and let's find that skimmer.' Kovalis handed over the 

security card that would start his hover vehicle.  

'It's just over the hill,' said Nick. 'C'mon.' He set off at a brisk pace 

and then stopped, looking at his ankle. 'Bloody hell! The pain's gone.'  
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'Probably Seth's little restorative,' explained the Doctor as he waved 

to the fast retreating Buliseye vehicle.  

'You are an amazing man, Doctor,' said Kovalis.  

'Oh you should see him when he's really on form,' grinned Nick.  

 

In one of the many sub-basements of the Summer Palace, Lieutenant 

Tynx was overseeing the production of a very special clone. All the 

troopers the cloning tanks had been creating took Sontaris as their 

blueprint, but their DNA had been altered not only to improve speed, 

agility and endurance but also to reduce intelligence slightly. They 

were foot soldiers, after all. Tynx himself was an augmented trooper 

with increased intelligence as befitted an officer.  

The clone that was growing to adulthood before the lieutenant's 

eyes was very different. This one possessed the IQ of a genius as well 

as vast strength. He was a one-off - a special clone that would be 

activated only in the event that General Sontaris should die. This clone 

was the General's ultimate replacement - complete with probic vent 

(for in the future the new race would have no need for food).  

Tynx ordered the scientist to halt the growth procedure. All that was 

needed now was an order from him or Laal and the process would be 

complete in minutes, ensuring ongoing and strong leadership for the 

Sontaran race for centuries to come…  

 

The TARDIS shook violently as it attempted to find safe passage 

through the tempest of the liquid time through which it travelled. At 

the console Seth was sweating as he braced himself against the brass 

rail with one hand as he piloted the ship with the other. Compared to 

his TARDIS, this was crude - like being trained to fly a jet and having 

to make do with a hot air balloon.  

After years of studying the anomaly using the space-time visualiser, 

Seth had mapped the safest route through the temporal currents and 
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riptides that had torn his own time ship apart over 35 years ago. He 

had spent so long analysing the vortex that he knew the correct 

settings and manoeuvres by hearts.  

Soon said the quiet but commanding voice in his head. Seth knew 

the voice was right. Soon he would reach the bubble dimension and 

summon the Tiger's Eye. Soon he would have the most powerful force 

with which to arm his… no - the people. He shook his head to 

concentrate on his difficult task and the voice relented.  

 

The crystalline creatures had not killed Alf, but she had been fully 

expecting it to. In that brief nanosecond she had wished she'd been 

more open with Nick about her feelings. She did love him - of that she 

was certain. But death had failed to take her. Instead the gemstones 

had led her away from the scene of carnage, supporting her on a 

cushion of electricity. It was no less pleasant an experience for the fact 

she was not dead. She had no idea how much time had passed, but the 

creatures' journey had finally come to an end in an area with more 

bizarre a makeup than anything she had yet witnessed.  

Ahead of her, vast shards of the bone-like rock jutted from the 

ground to form a monstrous structure that resembled the bare frame of 

a tepee. Alf estimated it was about 200 feet high and over 50 feet wide. 

The current from the creatures baring her fluctuated as if they were 

excited to be there, but little could have prepared Alf for what lay 

inside the triangular formation.  

Passing through one of the many gaps in the ivory surround, Alf 

saw two pulsating boulders of flesh, each the size of a small car. From 

these horrendous organs issued what looked like pink and purple 

hosepipes - again made from the same soft tissue - disappearing from 

view into the fleshy ground. Alf would have gagged had she not been 

so fascinated.  
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As she was brought nearer the twin hearts, all twelve of the 

gemstone creatures gathered round, gently caressing her with delicate 

fingers of electricity. Slowly, she became aware of a voice - no, voices, 

plural - in her head. The disparate words being implanted in her mind 

gradually formed themselves in to a harmonic mantra.  

Moving food. Soft. Not hard. Not like. But like.  

'I'm not moving food!' exclaimed Alf.  

Not moving food. But not hard. But like. Confusion.  

‘Well if you wanted explanations, you just had to ask!' She shouted. 

'You didn't need to kill!'  

Kill. Confusion. Feed.  

'When you fed on those Yahanans, you killed them. You must 

understand,' Alf implored her captors. 'Kill? Death? Dying? If you feed 

on us it's the same thing.'  

Kill. Death. Dying. Confusion.  

'Don't you die?'  

Die. Moving food confuses.  

Alf sighed. It was like trying to talk to a toddler or train a pet.  

Talk. Toddler. Train. Pet… Confusion.  

'I think it's going to be some time before we can have a decent 

conversation,' said Alf. 'Let's start with the basics… 

 

The bodies of a dozen Yahanans littered the narrow street and the 

remnants of two Surti vehicles smouldered from the impact of a 

ground-assault missile. The banshee wail of sirens filled the air and 

screams could be heard some distance away, almost drowning the 

sound of blaster fire.  

The nine-strong squad of Sontarans emerged from the armoured 

personnel carrier to stand amid the carnage of their own creation. As 

General Sontaris had predicted, official response to their cleansing of 

the city had been weak and disorganised. Now they had orders to start 
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clearing the surrounding buildings. It seemed strategically sound to 

start with the largest building in the street - a deserted warehouse 

The squadleader directed two of his troops to go ahead while the 

missile team remained poised to destroy any vehicles that might 

emerge from inside. When the point troopers indicated that the way 

was apparently safe, the squadleader led his remaining four Sontarans 

into what used to be a lactic depot.  

Activating torches on their armoured wrists, the nine clones moved 

cautiously into the warehouse, sweeping the darkness with the million 

candle light beams. Spotting a structure covered in a tarpaulin, two 

troopers opened fire, strafing it with blaster fire. As nothing could have 

survived the barrage, two further troopers moved forward to 

investigate.  

Without warning a dark orb appeared from the scaffolding and 

raced at the nearest Sontaran. Seven weapons opened fire on the 

shadow and initially the hovering form was thrown back, but the effect 

lessened with each blast. As the creature reached the first trooper, it 

blazed into life, sending arcs of lethal electricity sweeping over the 

clone's helmet and torso, throwing him 50 feet across the depot floor.  

'Missile team!' shouted the squadleader. Immediately a projectile 

was loosed at the creature, hitting it full on in a dazzling explosion. 

The Sontarans gaped at the creature as it emerged unscathed and 

flashed past them, killing the two-man missile team before advancing 

on another trooper.  

'Fallback to the APC!' squealed the squadleader.  

The remaining Sontarans fled from the warehouse, pursued by the 

crystalline creature.  

 

The silvery skimmer weaved between the dunes, seeming to hug the 

ground for comfort. Kovalis was piloting the Yahanan vehicle with the 

Doctor beside him, while Nick sat just behind them in what should 
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have been the communications officer's position. So far their journey 

had taken under ten minutes, but the Doctor knew that while he was 

flying to Dar-Es-Buraq, Seth would be attempting to navigate the 

dimensional tempest around the anomaly.  

Kovalis had radioed ahead to inform Buliseye HQ of their ETA and 

had been told of Marshal Jarah's death. As the most senior 

Commander, it fell to Kovalis to take on the position. It also seemed 

that the Wasi had been busy since night had fallen. First reports had 

reached the Surti of an attack at Seth's villa and then teams of Wasi had 

cropped up all over the city, massacring Cufic and citizens alike - 

including members of the security services.  

'One thing's niggling me, Doctor,' said Nick.  

'What's that?' asked the Doctor, seemingly distracted by the view 

below him.  

'Seth says he wants to help the Time Lords, right? But why didn't he 

send out a distress signal?'  

'I have been pondering the same conundrum, Nick,' replied the 

Doctor, turning to his companion. 'Once thing is certain. I suspect our 

Mr Seth hasn't been entirely truthful with us.'  

'And you said he would not deceive us,' added Kovalis 

reproachfully.  

'Pah! I was just persuading him to reveal more than he wanted.' The 

Doctor shook his head. 'Alas he did not reveal everything.'  

'What do you think's happened to Alf?' asked Nick. 'I'd kill myslef if 

she's not okay…'  

'Nick, don't ever say that.' The Doctor placed a bear-like hand on his 

friend's shoulder.  

'We've got to find her, though!' said Nick desperately.  

'For once, time is not on our side, Nick ,' the Doctor said gently. 'I 

need you and Kovalis to pull things together when we reach Buliseye 

HQ.'  
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'What do you mean?'  

'If I can't find any of the drug Seth mentioned, we will need a 

fallback position,' said the Time Lord clone gravely.  

'I presume by your tone that this fallback position is not a pleasant 

one?' asked Kovalis.  

'No,' replied the Doctor, fixing the Yahanan with an intense stare. 'It 

is very far from pleasant; indeed, it is cataclysmic.'  

'What about Alf?' demanded Nick.  

'Alf is very important, Nick, but the truth is we must prioritise.'  

'Prioritise?' shouted Nick. 'What the bloody hell does that mean?' 

'Please, Nick,' the Doctor said; his gruff voice edged with anxiety. 

'Alf is my friend, too. We both know that she would want us to stop 

Seth and the Tiger's Eye before we embarked on a search for her.'  

'I s'pose you're right,' said Nick with a sigh. 'It's just difficult…'  

'Please hear me out,' implored the Doctor. Nick fell silent and 

concentrated on what his friend was saying. 'Seth will try to capture all 

the Tiger's Eye in their dimension. However, he will want to complete 

the set. To do that he will need to bring the TARDIS and the creatures 

back here to summon the last one. When he does, we will need to be 

ready.' The Doctor turned to Kovalis. 'Does Yahanis have any space-

based planetary defences?'  

'It does. A network of satellites armed with lasers.'  

'I presume their primary function is to destroy asteroids?' Kovalis 

bobbed his head. ' You must issue an order for those satellites to be 

aimed at Dar-Es-Buraq.'  

'To destroy the creatures?' asked Nick hopefully.  

'No, Nick, to destroy the city.'  

'What?' cried Kovalis incredulously. 'Have you lost your mind 

again, Doctor?'  
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'Maret, I am afraid that these creatures are virtually indestructible 

and cannot be affected by mere laser fire - no matter how powerful the 

weapon. There is one thing that might, though. Molten lava.'  

'And where are we going to lay our hands on that?' asked Nick.  

'Dar-Es-Buraq is built in the crater of a dormant volcano,' explained 

Kovalis quietly. 'Are you sure this is necessary, Doctor?'  

'It may be - but I hope to avoid it. However, to do so, I will need to 

get in to the dimension as soon as possible.'  

'We're not going to blow up the bloody city if Alf is still missing,' 

said Nick darkly.  

'We'll have to organise the evacuation of the city,' said Kovalis, 

attempting to mollify the younger man.  

'Nick, help Maret. I must go to Seth's villa. If there is any of this 

drug left, that is where it will be.'  

A whine of VTOL engines told the three passengers that the aircraft 

was about to touch down. The Doctor glanced out of the window to 

see a landing-platform atop the gleaming structure of Buliseye HQ. 

Kovalis clambered from his seat and jumped out of the door with a 

salute to the Doctor. Nick unbuckled his seatbelt and with a swift nod, 

followed the Yahanan on to the tarmac. The Doctor waved and then sat 

forward to address the controls.  

'Seth's villa,' he said to himself. 'And don't spare the horses.'  

 

At last the spinning mirror on the console came to a halt. Seth exhaled 

slowly and his shoulders bowed. The hard work was done and now all 

he had to do was find the Tiger's Eye. He reached out and eagerly 

operated the scanner. The TARDIS seemed to have landed on a hill 

overlooking a structure that bore an uncanny resemblance to the nose 

cone of a missile.  

Seth moved around the console, setting up the TARDIS instruments 

to mimic those he had in his villa, searching for trans-dimensional or 
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trans-temporal readings. After a few frustrating minutes familiarising 

himself with the archaic controls, he had succeeded in producing a 

map on the scanner that showed almost a hundred yellow dots. Seth 

gazed at the screen incredulously.  

There were only meant to be 12 of the creatures here. What were all 

these other readings? Then the truth dawned on him. Anyone who had 

used the emphazine would have travelled to this bubble of unreality 

and would subsequently show up on his scans. Seth hurriedly altered 

the instruments to scan only for crystalline life forms.  

The image on the scanner flickered and was replaced by one 

showing just 12 readings, all located in the in the missile cone structure 

below the TARDIS's position.  

'Come, Rasa. We have work to do,' Seth said. He operated the door 

control and, with the Raston Warrior robot ahead of him, left the ship. 

 

The Doctor walked across the manicured lawn with the air of a man 

out for a morning constitutional. The grass was spot lit and silence 

reigned in the garden. The only indications that anything was wrong 

were the flames dancing on the frond of a nearby palm tree. The 

Doctor reached a pair of French windows that stood open, their 

curtains washing to and fro in a gentle breeze. He braced himself and 

stepped through them.  

 

The large Cufic appeared like a conjurer in a cheap magic show, 

causing even the well-disciplined Sontarans in the room to do a double 

take. He had hair on his face and wore the creamy, hooded robes of the 

desert tribes. Laal was about to order his death when two troopers 

brought their weapons up to fire.  

'Lower your weapons this instant!' exclaimed the intruder. 'How 

dare you treat me in this manner? Do you know who I am?' The Cufic 



 

   167 

moved further into the room, examining the armoured soldiers before 

coming to a halt before Laal. 'I take it you are in charge here?' he asked.  

Laal was dumbfounded. 'Give me one good reason not to kill you 

this instant,' he said. The Cufic seemed to consider this for a brief 

second.  

'I can give you a hundred good reasons why you shouldn't kill me - 

thousands perhaps. Although, I think the one you're after is that I have 

come a very long way to speak to General Sontaris concerning the 

future of the Sontaran race.'  

Laal stared at the stranger in disbelief. Could the General really 

know this dirty Cufic? It seemed most unlikely. Yet he possessed 

information that only Sontaris could have imparted.  

'What is your name?'  

'I do not have time for explanations, inquisitions or even a good 

game of cribbage. I need to speak to General Sontaris right now and 

you are wasting precious time, Lieutenant.'  

Laal bridled at the commanding tone of this non-citizen, but 

something told him that he should bring this intriguing Cufic before 

the General.  

'Very well. Come with me.' Laal indicated that the new arrival 

should precede him out of the room.  

 

General Sontaris' troops had broken open the door to the room over an 

hour ago and Sontaran scientists were pouring over the machinery and 

instruments within. They had requested Sontaris' presence to show 

him their find and now the General stood at the centre of the chamber, 

receiving reports and conjecture as to the equipment's function. One of 

the scientific corps was speaking.  

'The computer attempted a complete shut down and erasure of data 

the moment we blew the door,' he explained. 'However, we were able 

to patch in a Buliseye override device and retrieve most of the 



 

168 

information stored on the drive. Having analysed the files and 

programming, it appears that the computer's main function was to 

monitor temporal or other dimensional activities.'  

'Temporal?' asked Sontaris, his eyes gleaming. 'You mean time 

travel?'  

'Did someone mention time travel?' asked a voice from the door.  

Sontaris spun round. 'Who are you?'  

'It seems I have adopted the moniker of Hakim,' replied the 

intruder.  

'He walked into the villa five minutes ago demanding to see you,' 

explained Laal, forcing Hakim aside so he could also enter the small 

room.  

'With considerable ease, I might add,' said Hakim.  

'Excellent, Laal. You let an unarmed Cufic enter a secured building 

and then you lead him straight to me.'  

'Please don't berate the poor lieutenant, General,' said Hakim with a 

smile. 'He really had no choice in the matter. And incidentally, I'm not 

a threat.'  

'Oh!' laughed Sontaris. 'I can see that!'  

'I do however have news of the gravest importance.'  

'Really?' Sontaris did not sound convinced.  

'Your planet is about to be invaded by a species of very dangerous 

beings that is unknown to this universe.'  

'Take him away and kill him, Laal,' Sontaris growled.  

'Please, General. If I may crave your indulgence for just a few 

minutes, I can prove what I say to be true.' Hakim moved over to the 

seat positioned before the primary access panel and squeezed his 

ample figure in to it. 'May I?' he asked.  

'You have two minutes, Cufic, and then I will kill you myself.'  
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Hakim's fingers started to flow over the control panel as if he had 

built the computer himself. 'I hear your scientists have guessed that 

this machine monitors dimensions above and beyond the fourth?'  

'That is right. You heard as much as you came in. You have one and 

a half minutes.'  

'Now, I presume you are familiar with the NEMO killings?'  

'I am.'  

'They were carried out by one of the aliens I was telling you about.'  

'Please,' the Cufic beckoned the scientist who had been delivering 

his report over to the console. 'You will confirm that I have set up the 

computer to display anything with trans-dimensional and/or temporal 

residue.' The scientist nodded to Sontaris. 'Now you can see that - oh 

dear - these green icons represent the very few remaining doses of a 

drug created by Jeret Seth to contact these aliens. You don't have very 

many left, do you? Is that why you came here?'  

Sontaris stared at the Cufic. 'Irrelevant. You have thirty seconds.'  

'Well, you see it isn't irrelevant, because I will need a dose of that 

drug to travel to the dimension from which these crystalline creatures 

originate.'  

A buzzing in Laal's helmet interrupted Hakim. The Lieutenant 

looked perplexed for a moment and then turned to Sontaris. 'Sir, unit 

seven has just reported engaging a hostile gem-like creature that has 

killed most of the squad.'  

'What?'  

'Perfect timing,' whispered Hakim. 'You see?' he said. 'I am telling 

the truth!'  

'Proceed,' Sontaris growled.  

‘At the moment, Seth is in their dimension gathering his troops, but 

he intends to return with them to Yahanis. I must stop him.'  

Sontaris considered the strange giant of a man seated before him 

and then turned to Laal. 'Order the remaining doses of the drug 
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brought here immediately. You and a squad of troopers will be injected 

and destroy these aliens.' Laal started speaking into this throat mike.  

'Ahh,' said Hakim. 'Not a good idea. For starters, I am the only 

person who knows anything about the, um, aliens and secondly your 

troopers won't stand a chance.'  

'You dare to speak to me like this?' screamed Sontaris.  

'WE-DO-NOT-HAVE-TIME-FOR-THIS, GENERAL!' shouted the 

Cufic even louder. Sontaris took an involuntary step backwards. 'I 

apologise if I have offended you, but Seth will be here any minute with 

an army the likes of which this dimension has never seen. Trust me, I 

know what I'm doing.' A beat of silence. 'If you must send troopers 

into the dimension, then at least let me go with them.'  

'Your slight is forgiven,' said Sontaris weakly. 'Laal, you and a unit 

nine will accompany Hakim.'  

'Thank you, General.' Breathed Hakim.  

'You think like a warrior but you do not act like one; it's most 

perplexing...' replied Sontaris.  

 

Nick had followed Kovalis and his new entourage into a vast office on 

the top floor of Buliseye Headquarters. Now he was standing over an 

equally impressive holo-table, hands resting on the edge, as Kovalis 

marshalled the citizens' flight from the city as if he were born to the 

role.  

The Yahanan had ordered that what Surti and Buliseye officers 

remained to disengage the Wasi and instead to take control of all Geco 

ports and skimmer stations. Messages were being broadcast on every 

medium telling the people of a potential volcanic eruption. They were 

advised to leave their homes immediately and make their way to the 

ports and stations for evacuation.  

Nick had insisted that an addendum to the message be included, 

asking that if she could, a Cufic named Alf should make her way to 
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Buliseye HQ. Kovalis had grudgingly agreed, but although the first 

broadcast had been made over 15 minutes ago, there was no sign of 

her.  

Nick turned to the wall of TV screens that showed news reports 

detailing the Wasi attacks and the mass evacuation in equal measure. 

There was speculation that the two were linked, but no one seemed to 

have much time to pursue that line of investigation. Nick started as he 

suddenly recognised one of the Yahanans being ushered onto the back 

of a yellow, rounded vehicle resembling a truck. It was Orsah, the old 

woman who had helped him and Alf at the shelter. He smiled. At least 

she would get out. What about Alf? 

 

Alf had been dropped like an abandoned toy. The caressing arms of 

the crystalline creatures had snapped off as if someone had pulled a 

plug from its socket. She watched from the soft floor as the creatures 

hovered away from her and out of the structure completely. She had 

been making very slow progress in communicating with these aliens. 

They could not grasp what death was and could not see that their 

feeding on Yahanans was anything other than natural. She had 

managed to learn that they had spared her because they thought she 

was akin to them in some way - at least that was her best guess.  

Although the headway had been difficult, Alf was reluctant to give 

up her efforts and decided to follow her captors outside. When she did, 

she saw an amazing sight.  

Perched at the top of a promontory - less than 50 metres away - was 

the TARDIS. At first she thought that the creatures were making for 

that, but then she saw the man dressed in green and accompanied by a 

silvery android. The man was smiling and had his arms outstretched in 

a peculiar gesture of greeting. It was vaguely messiahanic. The 

gemstone beings reached the man and much as they had with her, 

began to extend arms of electricity to examine him.  



 

172 

Then all hell broke loose.  

The robot beside the man seemed to misinterpret this action and 

started firing all manner of projectiles at the floating orbs - even 

attempting to lasso one of them with a silvery rope. The man shouted 

out, but it was too late. The crystalline creatures had probably never 

been attacked before and they didn't like it. The white light of their 

electrical discharges became golden yellow, arcing across the metallic 

figure's body, effectively slicing the robot to pieces.  

'No!' shouted the man, attempting to help his fallen 'droid. The 

creatures withdrew a little way, allowing the man access to the robot. 

He knelt down and took the head in his hands. It was oddly touching 

to see the affection the man clearly felt for his companion. Alf 

approached the scene, keeping one eye on the creatures, which were 

slowly making their way back towards the genuflecting emerald 

figure.  

'Hi,' she said. 'I'm Alf. I'm sorry about your android. They probably 

didn't mean it. They're not that bright.'  

The man looked up from the metal debris and stared at Alf with an 

emotional cocktail of fear and incomprehension. Then he smiled and 

Alf felt herself shiver.  

'Don't tell me,' he said, with a laugh. 'You're another of the Doctor's 

precious assistants?'  

Alf was stunned. But then of course he'd know the Doctor - he'd 

travelled in his TARDIS hadn't he?  

'I'm a mate of his, yeah,' said Alf with growing suspicion. 'Where is 

he?'  

'Dead,' replied the man evenly, rising from the ground and drawing 

a weapon.  

Alf froze. Here was death again, leering in through the window of 

her soul.  
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'We're ready,' said Kovalis. Nick looked at the noble Yahanan and 

grimaced.  

'No word from Alf?'  

'None.'  

'Then she's either not here or she's already dead.'  

'I am sure it is the former,' said Kovalis with an encouraging smile. 

The Buliseye took one last look around the office. 'I never dreamed this 

would be mine,' he said. 'And if I did, I certainly didn't think it would 

be for so short a time. Things in life are transitory, Nick. Life itself, 

indeed.' Kovalis shrugged. 'We must depart. I have changed the 

message, giving the location of the mobile command post. The city is 

still half-full, but we must leave in case the Doctor needs his fallback 

position.'  

Nick nodded as Kovalis wrapped a short arm around his shoulder 

and led him from the Marshal's office.  

 

 

Tynx once more stood in the sub-basement, but this time in sombre 

mood. Although confused, the news had come through that Seth's villa 

had been blown up. The Sontaran had no idea how it had happened, 

but he knew that this terrible event meant one thing. That he had to 

activate the clone of Sontaris. The new race had to have continuity if it 

was going to survive.  

The oblong cloning tank before him began to bubble and froth like a 

dune-witch's cauldron. Inexorably a three-fingered hand appeared 

from the foam and clutched the side of the vessel. With enormous 

effort, the clone wrenched itself into being and stood before his 

lieutenant, naked, but unconcerned.  

Tynx held out a plastic crate containing body armour and helmet. 

'Your uniform, Sir,' he said.  
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'Thank you, Tynx.' All relevant data had been introduced in to the 

clone's mind. All the memories the real Sontaris had; all his 

experiences. 'Please order our troops out of Dar-Es-Buraq. If this 

volcanic eruption is genuine, we do not want to lose valuable 

resources. Everything is to be relocated to Karbala.'  

'Yes, General.' Tynx started to issue orders into this microphone.  

'Everything except that.' The clone pointed to its own cloning tank. 

'There is only one Sontaris. We have no need for any others.'  

Tynx looked surprised. 'But General, what if something were…'  

'Never disobey or question one of orders again, Lieutenant.'  

 

Alf winced as the sound of a gun discharging filled her ears. Suddenly 

the man before her clutched at his hand in agony, his weapon now as 

smashed and useless as his robot.  

'Good shooting, lieutenant!' boomed a familiar voice. Alf spun 

round and rushed to the Doctor. He was surrounded by Sontaran 

troops and grinning like a never-fading Cheshire cat.  

'I knew you'd come!' cried Alf. 'Where's Nick?'  

Before the Doctor could answer, The Sontarans started firing at the 

crystal creatures and were bathed in the golden light of retaliation.  

'Run!' shouted the Doctor, pointing. Alf saw the man in green 

stumbling towards the TARDIS. He reached the time ship a few 

moments before Alf and slammed the door behind him.  

'Hah!' shouted the Doctor. 'Think you can lock me out of my own 

TARDIS?' He produced the TARDIS key from one of his knee-high 

brown boots and thrust it into the lock. 'You've got another thing 

coming, Seth!' And with that he threw open the door and disappeared 

inside, Alf close behind him.  

As they emerged into the console room, Alf could see the man 

desperately tapping at the controls. He saw the Doctor as he finished 
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the sequence with a slammed fist on final button and stood back, 

breathing hard.  

'What have you done, Seth?' demanded the Doctor.  

'I - we - will have the Tiger's Eye,' spat Seth. 'And nothing you can 

do will stop that!'  

'I very much doubt that,' replied the Doctor, suddenly calm.  

 

The military skimmers touched down on the landing pads of the 

Summer Palace in perfect formation. The journey from Seth's villa had 

taken longer than expected, as Sontaris had wanted to see the 

crystalline creature in the depot for himself. All the temporal 

equipment from Seth's inner sanctum had been sent to be loaded onto 

a military Geco bound for Karbala. The pilots of the skimmers had also 

been confused by a command apparently emanating from Sontaris 

himself, ordering them to evacuate the city. They had checked with the 

General who had angrily told them that he had issued no such order.  

On the platform was a welcoming committee of some twenty 

Sontarans and standing in front of them was two further clones. One 

was Tynx, but the other was unknown to Sontaris. As he clambered 

from the sircraft, he saw that the newcomer's helmet bore the rounded 

insignia of a General. He was incensed.  

 

Tynx was confused. When he had received word that the raiding party 

was returning from the villa, he had nervously informed the Sontaris 

clone. To his surprise, the new General had taken the news very well 

and had ordered that an honour guard be mounted for the returning 

heroes.  

Now Tynx stood to attention before the fast-approaching form of the 

real Sontaris. He threw an immaculate salute.  

'Welcome back, Gen…'  
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'What is the meaning of this, Tynx?' shouted Sontaris pointing a 

stubby finger at his clone.  

'We heard that the villa had been destroyed. I assumed you had 

perished, General…' began Tynx.  

'I destroyed the villa, you idiot!' screamed Sontaris, swatting his 

lieutenant with the back of his hand. 'It was a warning to all 

Formanasi.'  

The clone, who had remained motionless during this brief exchange, 

suddenly moved forward, positioning himself between Sontaris and 

Tynx.  

'He was following the orders you had given him,' he said. 'And yet 

you strike him for doing so. This is not the behaviour I was expecting.'  

'I do not care what you were expecting. You are an imitation, a 

reproduction, a copy. You should not exist! Stand aside!'  

'I will not.'  

'What?' shrieked Sontaris. ' I am General of Sontaris - leader of the 

new Sontaran race. You are nothing. Troopers, kill him!'  

'Belay that order,' said the clone quietly. The Sontaran soldiers froze 

in the middle of bringing their weapons up to fire. 'I presumed that, as 

I have been created from your DNA blueprint, you would be a great 

leader, a fine tactician, a resourceful officer,' said the clone, his voice 

amplified by the microphone in his helmet. 'Instead, I find you weak, 

incompetent and prone to emotional outbursts more befitting a child 

than a General.'  

Sontaris stared at his clone in stunned incredulity.  

'As such, I cannot allow you to remain in command.' The clone 

unclipped a cylindrical weapon from his belt and shot General Sontaris 

in the face.  

The dead Yahanan reeled back and collapsed to the ground. Tynx 

stared at the prone body in wonder.  

'The Sontaran race is now absolute,' announced its new leader. 
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Alf stood over Jeret Seth who was now sitting on the floor of the 

TARDIS, beads of sweat forming on his tanned forehead.  

'You've sent out a burst of Artron energy?' asked the Doctor 

rhetorically.  

'The Tiger's Eye will flock to the TARDIS like the faithful to their 

god,' replied Seth, examining his charred hand. The Doctor operated 

the scanner and, sure enough, the crystal creatures were attaching 

themselves to the outer plasmic hull, bound together in a web of 

electrical rapture. 'If you dematerialise, they will gain an 

understanding of travel through liquid time and will accompany the 

TARDIS…' Seth's laugh turned to a cough. 'There is nothing you can 

do.'  

'You've already said that,' snapped the Doctor, closing the scanner. 

'But you're wrong.' The Time Lord clone set the controls and threw the 

dematerialisation switch. Alf gasped.  

'What are you doing, Doctor?'  

'Don't worry Alf. I have a fallback position. It is extreme, but needs 

must when the devil drives.'  

Seth looked agitated. 'What fallback position?' he demanded, rising 

to stand.  

'Watch it, mate,' said Alf, readying herself for an attack.  

'Tell me!' shouted the former drug lord.  

'Surely you know that Dar-Es-Buraq is built in the crater of an 

extinct volcano?' asked the Doctor with an arched eyebrow.  

'Of course, but… no. No! You plan to use magma?' Seth thrust Alf 

aside and jumped onto the raised dais surrounding the console. Alf hit 

the wall of the TARDIS and her shoulder exploded with pain. She 

watched helplessly as Seth grabbed the broad shoulders of his 

adversary and stared intently at the Doctor.  
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The Doctor stumbled back as if struck but then powered forward to 

mimic Seth's stance. 'Alf…'he said through clenched teeth. 'Contact 

Kovalis… tell him… tell him… must fire… satelittles…'  

As the two Time Lords stood locked together in what appeared to 

be a painful staring match, Alf slowly stood up and, clutching at her 

shoulder, stumbed to the console. The communication circuits were a 

series of green and blue buttons on the far side of the wooden 

mushroom, but she had little idea how to work them. She stared at the 

configuration of controls and waited for the mirror to stop spinning…  

 

Nick and Kovalis stood in the cramped confines of the mobile 

command unit, the Yahanan examining the latest figures of evacuees 

while Nick went through the communications reports, looking for any 

sign of Alf.  

'He has been gone a long time,' said Kovalis breaking the silence of 

several minutes. Nick looked up.  

'Yeah, but when you've got a time machine, it doesn't mean 

anything.' He scratched his head. The Buliseye did have a point.'I 

s'pose we should make sure those satellites are ready.'  

'They already are,' said Kovalis pointing to a screen behind Nick's 

head. 'Five of the planetary defence net's weapons platforms are now 

in geo-synchronous orbit over Dar.'  

'Right,' said Nick.  

 

The depot rang with the sound of reality being unzipped and the 

TARDIS materialised in the darkness, the 12 Tiger's Eye still clinging to 

its outer shell. In the Console room, the Doctor seemed to be gaining 

the upper hand in his battle with Seth, but it was hard for her to tell. 

Both were now sweating freely and had clenched teeth, each grimacing 

at whatever the other was doing.  
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'Doctor, I hate to break up your party, but I just don't know how to 

set the…'  

'Extreme right - blue…' hissed the Time Lord clone. 'Middle - 

green… all frequencies.'  

'Right,' said Alf.  

 

The message was received by the communications officers in the 

mobile command unit and passed to Kovalis immediately. He and 

Nick listened to the message. As soon as he heard the voice, Nick 

jumped up and punched the air. 'Yes! You stupid woman! You're 

alive!' he shouted, grinning. Then he frowned. 'I'll kill you for leaving 

me at that Maatabix!'  

 

Several hundred kilometres above Dar-Es-Buraq, the five defence 

satellites opened fire on the city. Their crimson rays of amplified light 

lit up the early morning sky for thousands of miles and the pinprick 

beams passed through the bedrock on which the conurbation had been 

built. Finally they reached the underground sea of lava that had been 

sealed centuries before, immediately super-heating it to temperatures 

in excess of 200 degrees Celsius.  

The effect was instant. The molten lava sought any route to permit 

its expansion and found only those tiny boreholes created by the laser 

fire. It streamed up them, gathering speed and enlarging the apertures 

as it went, before bursting forth upon the near-deserted city, sending 

plumes of liquid rock hundreds of feet into the air.  

Tremors shook the buildings of the massive city and caused most of 

the canals to burst their banks. The water coursed through the streets 

bringing a new type of death before the pressure of the lava finally 

blew the tiny boreholes apart, allowing the lava to flow at a reduced 

pace, but an increased volume. The destruction of Dar-Es-Buraq had 

started.  
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Seth had engaged the Doctor in the sort of mental assault the Time 

Lord remembered from his days at the academy. He had never enjoyed 

the so-called game - not because he was bad at it - it just seemed a 

pointless pursuit with the only outcome being pain for both parties. 

The object of these duels was to drive one's opponent back through 

their past regenerations mentally. Ultimately, a loser could die, but this 

was rare - although not impossible.  

Seth was obviously trained in such matters by the Celestial 

Intervention Agency - that part of Time Lord society that looked after 

matters of external security. The CIA operative had obviously never 

heard of the Doctor's famous sweet jar defence, though.  

As Seth had tried to force the Doctor to regress, he found his every 

move blocked by a seemingly impenetrable shield of humbugs. The 

image was intensely strong and almost Escher-like in its complexity, 

meaning that even if Seth found his way past one layer, he was 

immediately confronted with another.  

The Doctor knew that this meant stalemate - something for which 

Seth would never settle. The errant Time Lord would continue his 

attack until the Doctor's defence was beaten. This was not going to 

happen. Ergo the Doctor had to fight back in order to end the bout. The 

troubling question was, would Seth admit defeat before the Doctor 

regressed him to the state of cabbage?  

'Please, Seth,' he said, aware of the tremors shaking the TARDIS. 

'You… cannot… win.'  

'You are out of shape, Doctor,' said Seth with ease. The Doctor knew 

this was just a ploy - gamesmanship - and began his counter-attack.  

 

Alf watched as Seth began to visibly sag under the pressure. The 

Doctor had now stopped perspiring and was standing in a relaxed 

position, his eyes locked on Seth's.  
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'Seth, I do not wish to harm you. From what I understand we Time 

Lords are an endangered species.'  

'Some… more… than others,' hissed Seth.  

'Enough!' shouted the Doctor. 'Why are you really doing this? You 

know the Time Lords would have rescued you if you had sent a signal. 

Do you mean to wrest power for yourself?'  

'Nothing… so simple…'  

'Doctor, look!' Alf pointed at the scanner. Outside, the Tiger's Eye 

were splitting apart - like amoebas - one becoming two, becoming four, 

becoming eight at an ever-increasing rate.  

'They… breed,' said Seth triumphantly.  

'It doesn't matter,' said the Doctor. 'The lava will reach us soon and 

we will probably all die. Pointless isn't it?'  

With a sudden movement that looked as if the Doctor was going to 

head butt his fellow Time Lord, the battle was over. Seth collapsed to 

the floor just as a wave of lava washed through the depot, consuming 

the Tiger's Eye and the TARDIS alike.  

The Doctor bent to examine Seth.  

'Why Seth? Why did you push me this far?'  

'Had to,' explained the Time Lord as he reached for the Doctor's 

hand. The clone took it and clasped it tight. 'Controlled. Deep down… 

I knew. I had to be free of the control.'  

'Who was controlling you?'  

'Jeret Seth. Not me - bestowed upon me by him. The Je...' Seth's 

breathing became more laboured.  

The deep and resonant clanging sounded from the depths of the 

TARDIS interior. Alf went to say something, but the Doctor waved her 

away with his free hand.  

'I can save you, Seth, I have technology on Alpha Centauri that can 

restore you.'  
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'Too late, Doctor. But thank you. Going soon.' Under his beard, Alf 

saw the Doctor bite his lip.  

'Then , please, tell me the co-ordinates for Outpost Gallifrey,'  

'The least… I can do,' Seth smiled. He beckoned for the Doctor to 

bend closer and then started to whisper something.  

NO!  

Alf looked round for the source of the voice, but there was no one 

else in the console room. Seth gave a spasm in the Doctor's arms and 

fell to the floor. The Doctor looked up, a look of immense anger in his 

eyes.  

'The Millennium People,' he sneered.  

'Doctor, you all right?' Alf had never seen him like this.  

The Doctor bowed his head. 'I'm sorry Alf. But no, I am not all right. 

One of the Millennium People has used and murdered a Time Lord in 

an attempt to gain control of the worst army imaginable and I know 

who… oh no!' The Doctor jumped up as a screeching sound issued 

from the console. 'Plasmic hull failure immanent!' he exclaimed. 'We 

must dematerialise immediately. Sorry.' He patted the console and 

busied himself setting the controls.  

'What about the Tiger's Eye things?' asked Alf.  

'One of two things will happen to them,' he replied, not even 

looking up. 'They will either be killed by the lava or entombed within 

it as it cools.' He looked up and Alf saw there was a single tear 

meandering down his cheek. As it reached the rich growth of his 

beard, the Doctor wiped it away. 'I am ashamed to say that by this 

action I have committed the most heinous of crimes - genocide - and I 

have been forced to do so by the Millennium People.' He hit the 

dematerialisation switch and the TARDIS lurched away from the 

crystalline creatures, leaving them to their uncertain fate.  

 

The Doctor had tried to persuade Kovalis to come with them, but the 
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old Yahanan had declined. He had said - with a snort - that his place 

was with his people, fighting the new threat of the Sontarans. The 

Doctor had nodded silently and then wished him luck. He wished he 

could not tell his noble friend the certain doom he faced at the hands of 

the cloned armies, but he could not. It was bad enough he had tried to 

take Kovalis with them. He dreaded to think what the Figure would 

say if he ever saw him again.  

Having failed to alter history, the Doctor had left Alf and Nick on 

Alpha Centauri and taken Seth's body to the Eye of Orion. It seemed 

the right thing to do.  

Upon his return, he had found himself acting as referee in an 

argument between his two friends. Apparently it had all started with 

Nick calling Alf a stupid cow for going off without him and then Alf 

had - in Nick's vernacular - 'gone ballistic'. The Doctor found it hard to 

get emotional about such a silly altercation when he had just witnessed 

the loss of Seth, Kovalis and the whole Yahanan people. And he had 

only managed to get partial co-ordinates for Outpost Gallifrey. His 

friends would sort things out and he would find his people. He was 

certain of that. All else was up for debate and right now, the Doctor 

didn't care for one…  
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