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Time and The Doctor 

Andy Frankham-Allen & Greg Miller 
 

Chapter One 

 

A figure lay on a bed. He was a young man, no more than twenty-five 

years of age, with black hair and a nose like a hawk. He continued to 

sleep peacefully while a doctor checked his vital signs.  

The doctor was pleasantly surprised. The vital signs indicated that 

the young man was at peak health, despite the wound on the chest. 

Bearing that in mind he was forced to wonder why the young man was 

not waking up, and just who he was.  

The doctor replaced the file at the end of the bed and walked out of 

the little room and over to a nearby phone. He picked the receiver up.  

‘Hello? This is Sullivan, can you put me through to the Brigadier, 

please?’  

 

Lieutenant General Alistair Lethbridge-Stewart looked out of his jeep 

and over at his men working on the ruined bell tower. They had been 

working their way through the wreckage for several hours now, and 

still the body had not been uncovered. As much as Lethbridge-Stewart 

hated to admit it, he just knew that there would be a body. All ready 

they had found one – a woman identified as Dorothy McShane by 

UNIT UK’s Central Records. One thing still puzzled him about that 

woman: the fact that according to the files she was supposed to be 

dead. He suspected it had something to do with the Doctor and his 

ability to travel in time. He held little hope about being able to ask the 

Doctor, since he doubted that even the Doctor could survive a bell 

tower falling onto him, but when Ms McShane regained consciousness 

Lethbridge-Stewart intended to get some answers.  
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He knew that he should not have been there, watching as the 

soldiers dug through the remains of the tower. As the commander of 

UNIT UK Lethbridge-Stewart should have been in either HQ or in 

Geneva with all the other generals, taking care of the world’s security 

against outside invaders. Brigadier Harrington had a good reign over 

UNIT’s affairs in the UK, and yet Lethbridge-Stewart could not bring 

himself to leave. It was not because of the vampire problem, he knew 

that, since the vampires had gone to ground. Harrington still had some 

men out patrolling London, just in case, but after the previous night’s 

bit of carnage the vampires were keeping out of sight. Lethbridge-

Stewart knew it had nothing to do with vampires’ fabled fear of 

sunlight, because these “Kuang-Shi” had been seen during the day on 

many occasions. He simply put it down to how competent UNIT was.  

No. He could not head back to Geneva because of the Doctor. He 

remembered how he had greeted the Doctor when he arrived at UNIT 

HQ. “Just what makes you think we need your help?” He recognised 

the anger that had led to that, born of the deaths of men under his 

command in battle with the Nestene. If the Doctor had not run off in 

1972, those men might not have died. He also remembered the Yeti and 

the Cybermen, and the Doctor risking his own life to defeat them. If the 

Doctor had stayed in 1972, it was possible that the same men would 

have died and the Doctor with them. Now it looked like the Doctor 

might have died helping UNIT anyway. Lethbridge-Stewart needed to 

know.  

‘Sir!’  

Lethbridge-Stewart turned to the soldier that had called him. ‘What 

is it, corporal?’  

Lance Corporal Ashton was standing amidst broken beams of damp 

wood. Other soldiers continued to remove the wood from around him. 

He pointed down at the ground. ‘We’ve found the body, sir!’  
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Lethbridge-Stewart took a deep breath. He got out of the jeep and 

waded through the wet mud until he came to the ruins. He clambered 

across the wooden beams, lowering his hands onto the wet wood to 

balance himself, and stopped when he found himself in a cleared 

space. Lying in that space, poking out from under broken girders, lay 

the broken body of the bloody and bearded Doctor. Lethbridge-

Stewart shook his head. He never thought he would live to see the 

Doctor dead.  

‘Sorry, Doctor.’  

Ashton smiled. ‘Sir, he’s still alive.’  

Lieutenant General Alistair Lethbridge-Stewart could not believe his 

ears. ‘What?’  

  

Carefully, lifting up the hem of her dirty white dress, Alf stepped out 

of the UNIT ambulance and glanced around. She was surprised to find 

herself inside an ambulance when she had awakened, and even more 

surprised when she saw the UNIT emblem. No one had been around 

and since she did not wish to be questioned by anyone, Alf thought it 

best for her to leave unseen.  

She had expected to be back in UNIT HQ, but as she stepped out 

and looked around, she was kind of relieved to discover that she was 

still near the bell tower. Or, rather, what was left of it.  

Alf stood behind the ambulance as images ran through her mind. 

Arguing with the Doctor, pushing him back and watching him 

disappear through one of the holes in the tower walls. She 

remembered her horror and guilt at seeing the Doctor’s body lying far 

beneath her, lit up by the flashing lightning. She had been driven by an 

insane desire to make things better, to repair the damage she had 

caused, and so she had made her way down the tower as quick as she 

could. That was when the lightning struck the tower for a final time, 

when she had felt the ladder give way beneath her. Fortunately for Alf 
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her training had taken over and she had rolled with the force of her 

fall.  

Beams of wood were falling around her, and the tower continued to shake at 

its very foundations. Lightning struck the wall beside her and the wood 

erupted, throwing splinters at her face. Alf flung her hands up and dived out 

of the new hole. She landed badly, knocking the wind out of her.  

She blinked away the images. The next thing she had known was 

waking up in the ambulance. She looked at the remains of the tower in 

the distance, most of which lay in heaps on the ground. UNIT soldiers 

were at work throughout the damage. She noticed two soldiers lift an 

unconscious form onto a stretcher. Alf strained her eyes to make out 

the large body.  

It was the Doctor.  

Her heart hardened at seeing him. Alf was not sure whether she was 

glad he had survived or not, but her anger flared as she remembered 

Nick's death. A death the Doctor was responsible for. She knew that 

she would never be able to forgive him for the murder of her husband.  

Alf wiped away the tears that had began to form. She had to get as 

far away from the Doctor as possible. She needed to take refuge 

somewhere. There was only one place Alf could think of, only one 

person on Earth in the twentieth century that would take her in. Her 

other self. Ace.  

Alf took a deep breath, and set off, careful to avoid the UNIT 

soldiers.  

  

A car horn went off and Alf turned around. Inwardly she hit herself.  

Stupid! Who’s gonna honk at you on Earth? No one knows you here.  

Nonetheless she looked around to see who was pressing the horn. A 

blue Ford Cortina pulled up beside her and came to a stop. Alf’s face 

creased in concern. She recognised the car from somewhere. The 
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window on the passenger’s side wound down and a man leaned across 

the seat.  

‘Alf?’  

Alf bent down. ‘Oh. It’s you.’  

The man smiled. ‘Yeah, Simon, remember?’  

Alf nodded. ‘Yep, that’s the one. You drove me and the Doctor to 

Highgate.’  

‘Right. And I was at UNIT when you knocked the Doctor out.’ He 

looked Alf up and down. ‘You look a mess. D’you need a lift?’  

Alf looked down at her torn and dirty wedding dress. She would 

have to get out of it soon. She did not need further reminders of her 

loss. Hopefully Ace would have something that she could change into. 

‘Look, Simon, I’m not going back to UNIT. And I don’t give a toss 

about the Doctor right now, okay?’  

‘Sure, whatever.’ Simon flicked the latch on the door and pushed it 

open. ‘You’re obviously going somewhere, though, and you can’t walk 

around like that. So, where are you heading?’  

‘It doesn’t matter. I don’t have any money, so I’ll have to bunk the 

tube or something.’  

Simon shook his head. ‘No need, I’ll give you a lift. Free of charge.’  

Alf just looked at him, and then she asked; ‘Why?’  

Simon pursed his lips together and shrugged. ‘No idea. Why not, 

eh?’  

Alf narrowed her eyes, and then she too shrugged. ‘Oh, what the 

hell. Why not?’ She got into the car and closed the door. She turned to 

Simon, who was looking at her, smiling. ‘What?’  

‘Nothing.’ Simon looked away and started up the engine. ‘Where to, 

then?’  

Alf took a deep breath. It seemed like a long time since she had last 

seen her mother, some five years in fact. She suddenly realised that 
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Ace was now the same age as her. That would make things easier. 

‘Perivale,’ Alf said. ‘I’m going home.’  

  

Brigadier Robert Harrington looked through the window at the young 

man lying in the bed then turned to Dr Sullivan. ‘What do you mean 

no fingerprints?’  

‘I was asked to take his fingerprints so that Intelligence could 

consult the Central Records to find out who he is and when I did I 

discovered that he has none.’  

Harrington rubbed his eyes. ‘Just what we need, more problems. 

Well, at least those vampires are still keeping out of sight.’ He looked 

through the window again, and shook his head. ‘Ah well. Get someone 

to perform a retinal scan. We need to find out who this man is.’  

Dr Sullivan nodded. ‘Yes, sir.’  

‘Oh, and Sullivan?’  

‘Sir?’  

‘Prepare another room. Looks like the Doctor is still alive after all, 

and they’re bringing him in now. Although he is in a bad shape, by all 

accounts.’ Dr Sullivan nodded and walked away, leaving Brigadier 

Harrington looking through the window. ‘No idea how anyone can 

live through a stake in the heart, though. Maybe you know?’ he asked 

the unconscious man on the bed.  

As expected he received no answer.  

  

Alf got out of the car and looked at her old home. The house had not 

changed much in the five years since she had last been there. The front 

door was a different colour, and the grass in the front garden was 

tidier than before, but otherwise it was the same old house. She looked 

back at Simon.  

‘I’ll wait for you,’ he said with a smile.  
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Alf nodded and entered the garden. She walked up the path and 

knocked on the door. She waited. There was no answer, so she 

knocked again. A door opened, but it was not the one before her. She 

turned to the left in time to see an old woman step out of the next 

house along.  

‘Who you looking for, dear?’ the old woman asked.  

‘Audrey McShane,’ Alf replied, almost having said Ace.  

‘Oh. Well, she’s been gone since… ohh, since 1987. Moved away 

after…’ The woman blinked and leaned forward. ‘Don’t I know you?’  

Alf was about to say yes, because she had a vague memory of her 

old neighbour, although she could not think of the woman’s name. 

Instead she shook her head, hoping the old woman’s memory was 

fragile enough not to recognise her as Ace.  

‘You sure? You look just like Audrey’s little girl, but that’s 

impossible.’  

‘I’m her twin. Ace’s, I mean, not Audrey’s.’ Alf wanted to kick 

herself.  

The old woman put a hand to her mouth. ‘Well, I never did. Do you 

know Audrey never mentioned that Dot was one of a pair.’  

‘No, she wouldn’t.’  

The old woman frowned. ‘When did you last see your mum, dear? I 

only ask because something bad happened in 1986, which is the reason 

she left town.’  

Alf swallowed hard. ‘What do you mean?’  

The old woman reached out and placed a wrinkled hand on top of 

Alf’s smooth hand. ‘I’m sorry to be the one to have to tell you this then, 

my dear, but your sister is dead.’  

Not for the first time in recent days, Alf felt her world cave in.  

  

The Doctor’s eyes flickered open. For the first few seconds everything 

was a blur. When his vision cleared he saw that he was lying in bed in 
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a very sterile looking room – a private hospital room. It was more 

sophisticated than the last one he had been in, but he recognised the 

same old bleak style that hospital rooms the universe over had.  

He reached instinctively for his secondary heart, and his hand came 

to rest on a large bandage. The Doctor looked down at his body, 

covered by the hospital style blankets. He pulled the blanket off and 

turned to throw his legs over the side of the bed.  

Alf!  

He needed to find Alf. From the moment the tower had collapsed on 

top of him, from the moment he had shut his bodily functions down, 

his only thought was of his companion. Now, as he turned his body, he 

felt an intense wave of dizziness overcome him, and he flopped back 

onto the bed.  

A door was flung open. Weakly the Doctor turned his head to see 

who had entered. One was Lethbridge-Stewart, looking a bit worn 

with concern, and the other was a tall doctor that he did not recognise. 

There was something very old school about the UNIT doctor.  

‘Now what’s going on here? You’re not well enough to leave your 

bed yet, Doctor.’  

The Doctor threw a weak grin at the UNIT doctor. ‘Hmm, I’m forced 

to agree with you.’  

The UNIT doctor helped the Doctor back into bed while Lethbridge-

Stewart continued to watch. Once the UNIT doctor had finished, he 

turned to Lethbridge-Stewart. ‘I’ll leave you alone with him, sir. Can 

you make sure he does not leave the infirmary?’  

‘Very good, Sullivan.’  

Dr Sullivan returned his attention to the Doctor. ‘Stay where you 

are, old chap. Your body is healing quicker than any I’ve ever seen, but 

you’re still not well enough to roam. Understand?’  

All the Doctor could do was nod. With a satisfied smile Dr Sullivan 

left the room, closing the door behind him. Once he had gone the 
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Doctor made to remove his bedclothes. Lethbridge-Stewart moved 

forward.  

‘What do you think you’re doing, Doctor?’  

‘I’m going to find Alf. I have to.’  

Lethbridge-Stewart shook his head. ‘Oh no, Doctor, you heard 

Sullivan. You are to remain here until you are well enough to leave. 

And that’s an order.’  

The Doctor sighed. He was too weak to argue, so instead he just 

nodded his head and tried to get himself into a comfortable sitting 

position. He started to fluff out the pillow for back support.  

‘Who is this Alf that you’re so concerned about?’  

‘My companion. She was at the tower with me, didn’t you see her?’  

‘Are you talking about Dorothy McShane?’  

The Doctor stroked his beard. ‘Yes, I suppose I am, although Alf 

never told me that was her real name. Where is she? Is she here?’  

Lethbridge-Stewart pulled over a chair and sat down. ‘I’m afraid 

not, Doctor. She slipped away when we were unearthing you. I have 

some men out looking for her.’  

The Doctor sighed, and said in an angry tone; ‘That’s what I should 

be doing! It’s my fault that she’s out there on her own.’ He looked 

away from Lethbridge-Stewart, and when he turned back to the old 

soldier there were tears in the Doctor’s eyes. ‘First Katarina and then 

Sara. Both died while travelling with me, General. Do you know how 

many companions I have lost since I left you in 1972?’  

Lethbridge-Stewart just shook his head.  

‘All of them. Brad, Falex and now Nick.’ The Doctor closed his eyes 

and took a deep breath. ‘I can’t lose Alf as well, I can’t!’  

The Doctor remained as he was, his eyes closed, and the Lieutenant 

General, feeling very uncomfortable sharing the Doctor’s private 

moment of grief, stood and placed a hand on the alien’s shoulder. ‘I’m 

truly sorry, Doctor.’  
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Quietly he left the room, leaving the Doctor alone with his grief.  

  

In another private room, someone else was regaining consciousness. 

Eyes opened and glanced around. Slowly, but deliberately, the person 

rose to a sitting position. With his human eyes Ashgotoroth took in his 

surroundings, and with his supernatural senses he took in his position 

on Earth.  

He had been moved quite some distance from the building in which 

he had been given such a weak body by his emissary. As his senses 

continued to spread out Ashgotoroth realised his good fortune. The 

building he was now in contained a time sensitive mind – the only one 

on Earth other than his own.  

Ashgotoroth smiled. The body Nicholaus had put him in was weak 

and mortal, useless to him and his essence. In a short time the human 

host body would die, eaten away by the pure time energies that made 

up his true being. Both Nicholaus and Ashgotoroth knew that would 

be the case, but the body was to be a temporary measure until they 

could find the shell Ashgotoroth really needed. The body of someone 

who could withstand such energy matrixes, a body used to the time 

currents.  

  

The lamp on the bedside cabinet cast a soft pallor across the room, 

causing the shadow of the Doctor to fill one wall. The door opened 

slowly and a rather plump figure entered the small room. She stood in 

the doorway watching the resting form of the Doctor, not quite willing 

to disturb him.  

Ruby smiled. She liked the Doctor, and what she had seen of him so 

far had lived up to all of her expectations. Since she had joined UNIT 

she had heard so much about the Doctor from various people, and 

with the exception of Professor Elizabeth Shaw all stories were 

favourable. Ruby had not wanted to admit it to him, but to her the 
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Doctor was something of a hero, someone from her fantasies who 

would one day come to scoop her off on wonderful adventures.  

Now, as she looked at his ashen face, made even paler by the 

contrast of his dark beard, Ruby felt sad. He was becoming as 

insubstantial as his shadow on the wall.  

Quietly she moved across the room and sat down on the chair. 

There she remained, watching the Doctor sleep, deeply concerned by 

the way his skin seemed to ripple with every movement of his eyes 

under the closed lids.  

Ruby was not the only person watching the Doctor that afternoon. 

Behind her, out of phase with human perception, a figure of a man 

stood.  

  

It was some time later when the Doctor awoke.  

‘Mercy, Doctor, you look close to death’s door.’  

‘Nonsense, Ruby, I feel fine,’ the Doctor replied as he got himself 

into a comfortable position.  

Ruby raised an eyebrow. ‘Don’t you “nonsense” me. I’ve been with 

UNIT for a long time now, and I have seen a fair few people die. I’ve 

taken food to soldiers in this very infirmary, and they looked as close 

to death as you do now.’ She finished fluffing out his pillow and 

allowed the Doctor to sit back again.  

The Doctor shook his head with a slight smile. ‘Stop fussing over 

me, Ruby. I’ve been through more than you can possibly know.’  

‘Like changing bodies, you mean?’  

The Doctor looked at her sharply. ‘What do you mean by that?’  

Ruby sat back on her chair and took a bite of an apple. ‘Well, it’s 

true, isn’t it? You can change bodies. Apparently one Captain Munro 

saw it happen in 1972, before you decided to leave Brigadier 

Lethbridge-Stewart, as he was then, to deal with things on his own.’  

The Doctor sighed. ‘Is no one going to let me forget about that?’  
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‘No, I don’t think they are, pet.’  

For a few moments they sat in silence. The Doctor appreciated 

Ruby’s concern, almost as much as he appreciated the concern of 

Lethbridge-Stewart. For a while he had thought that their friendship 

had been ruined by his actions in 1972, but it now seemed that they 

were in a position to move on. As much as the Doctor was glad about 

that, he had more important things to concern himself with. He needed 

to find Alf. Things needed sorting out once and for all.  

The Doctor looked back over at Ruby, but something behind her 

caught his eye. No, not something, someone.  

Standing behind Ruby was a spectre of his future.  

He had heard rumours about Time Lords near the end of a life being 

visited by a ghost, a projection, of their next incarnation. It was 

something that happened only in the gravest of circumstances.  

He knew that his present life was at an end, which was why he was 

forcefully extending it, but he had to. Things were still imperfect. His 

eyes still resting on the ghostly form behind Ruby, the Doctor said:  

‘Ruby, I’m going to have to ask you to leave me for a while.’  

‘Doctor,’ Ruby began, and leaned forward. ‘Listen, pet, I’m not here 

to put blame on you. I just want to help you.’  

The Doctor took Ruby’s hands in his. ‘I thank you for that, Ruby. 

But right now I need to be left alone with my thoughts.’  

Ruby looked at him, searching his face for any sign of deceit, then 

she nodded. ‘Fair enough. I’ll be back later. You get some rest.’  

Ruby got up and left the room, closing the door behind her. All the 

time the Doctor kept his eyes on the Watcher. When the door had 

closed the Doctor spoke.  

‘You will have to wait, won’t you? I’m not giving up this life yet.’  

  

Ruby looked back as she closed the door, and stopped. Inside the room 

she could see the Doctor leaning forward, animatedly talking. There 
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was no one else in the room, and yet he continued to talk, pausing as if 

listening to someone else before continuing.  

‘He’s cracking up, poor thing,’ Ruby said to herself, and decided 

that Bobby needed to be informed. With that thought in mind she 

turned and walked out of the infirmary.  

  

Alf looked back at Simon who sat in his car waiting for her. He gave 

her the thumbs up and smiled. She smiled back, then turned to the 

door and knocked.  

It was a couple of moments before the door opened, and when it did 

an old woman was revealed. She stood there, her hand still on the 

door, her mouth was open but no words were coming out. She looked 

at Alf with a haunted, distant expression.  

Alf swallowed, her throat feeling like sandpaper. ‘Hello, Mum,’ she 

said.  

  

‘Haven’t you ever heard that patience is a virtue?’ the Doctor asked the 

projection of his next incarnation. The Watcher bowed his head slowly 

and smiled softly. He opened his mouth, but no words came out. At 

least, nothing that could be heard anywhere other than inside the 

Doctor’s mind. Once the Watcher had finished the Doctor shook his 

head. ‘No, this is up to me.’  

‘He is you, Doctor, don’t forget.’  

The Doctor glanced around the room for the source of the new 

voice. He knew that voice only too well, and he waited as a form 

appeared behind the Watcher. Draped in Gallifreyan robes, the Figure 

took shape. The bronze man-like being was about to speak to the 

Doctor, but lifted up his arms instead and looked at his hands.  

‘It really is time I took on a form that is more in keeping with my 

essence.’ The Figure looked at the Doctor. ‘Instead of taking this shape 

based on your id.’  
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As the Figure began to blur, the Doctor could not deny the claim. 

Since he had first appeared to the Doctor on the Qux space station, the 

Figure had taken on a male form. After a year of visitations, the Doctor 

had learned that the Figure was the physical projection of his TARDIS, 

at the time hidden away in the Doctor’s mind. A lot had happen since 

that revelation, the TARDIS had been restored but the Figure 

continued to visit the Doctor and advise him on many things.  

Finally the blurring ceased and the new form of the Figure 

presented itself to the Doctor. Still clothed in the same Gallifreyan 

robes, the Figure was no longer a he but instead a she. Long, luxurious 

blonde hair flowed from the finely sculptured face, and soft blue eyes 

twinkled back at the Doctor. ‘There, what do you think?’ She spoke 

with a soft, yet husky voice.  

He smiled. ‘Quite beautiful.’  

‘Yes, feminine is so much more me, don’t you think? After all there 

is no such thing as a masculine TARDIS.’ She stopped and brought a 

finger to her lips. ‘Actually, that is a good point. The name I’ve been 

using these past two years, it’s a bit silly isn’t it?’  

The Doctor nodded, ignoring the Watcher who had gone to sit at the 

end of the bed. ‘I did mention that, as I recall.’  

‘Yes, so you did. From now on I think you should call me Tardis, 

after all that is what I am.’  

The Watcher opened his mouth and shouted at Tardis, although no 

words came out. She watched him, nodded, and turned back to the 

Doctor. ‘Sorry, got a little carried away there.’ She indicated the 

Watcher. ‘You are right, Doctor, you can’t carry on in this body. You 

simply do not have the strength.’  

‘I must.’  

Tardis shook her head. ‘No, what you must do is return to me and 

complete your regeneration. The body that you wear has been through 

too much, the DNA will break down if you do not regenerate.’  
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The Doctor had visions of his deterioration on Voga. ‘We dealt with 

that.’  

‘Yes, we did. We infused new Gallifreyan DNA into the Doctor’s 

cloned cells, but those cells will reject the DNA unless you regenerate 

and bind them together once and for all.’  

The Doctor lowered his head, and said softly: ‘But what about Alf? 

She’s out there and she needs me.’  

‘You’ll be no use to her dead.’  

  

Through the window he watched the interaction between the Doctor 

and his two incorporeal colleagues. Being an entity that was sensitive 

to the ripples of time, Ashgotoroth had no trouble seeing both the 

Watcher and Tardis as they tried to convince the Doctor to return to 

the TARDIS.  

Ashgotoroth placed his host’s hand on the doorknob and made to 

open the door.  

‘Excuse me?’  

Ashgotoroth turned and found himself face to face with a man in a 

white coat. Ashgotoroth narrowed his eyes. ‘Yes?’  

‘You can’t go in there, young man. That’s a private room. Besides 

which, you need to return to your bed. I need to run some more tests 

before we can discharge you.’  

Ashgotoroth tilted his head to one side. ‘Discharge? Who are you?’  

‘Dr Sullivan, CMO of UNIT HQ.’ He smiled. ‘The only person in this 

building who has the authority to discharge you.’  

‘Discharge? Yes, I can do that.’  

Dr Sullivan shook his head. ‘I’m afraid you can’t.’  

‘I am Ashgotoroth, creature of water, I can do as I please!’ As if to 

prove his point Ashgotoroth reached out and grabbed hold of Dr 

Sullivan’s neck. The next moment Sullivan found himself flying into 
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the wall opposite. Ashgotoroth watched the unconscious doctor fall 

onto the floor, and then turned to open the door.  

‘I must have your body.’ Ashgotoroth made a beeline for the Doctor, 

breaking through the door.  

The Watcher turned to Ashgotoroth in alarm. He moved forward 

and stretched out to pull Ashgotoroth back, but instead his hands just 

slipped straight through the human body. The Watcher turned to 

Tardis, a desperate look on his face.  

Immediately taking up the plea for help, Tardis took hold of 

Ashgotoroth. The reaction was immediate. Fierce blue light surged 

around the two bodies, weaving in and out, passing through 

Ashgotoroth’s host body. Ashgotoroth let out a scream of pain mixed 

with rage, and looked at his adversary. Tardis continued to hold fast, 

as pure artron energy attacked the frail body wrapped around 

Ashgotoroth’s being.  

 

Outside, Dr Sullivan rose unsteadily to his feet, rubbing the bruise on 

the back on his head. Through the open door he could see the man 

who had attacked him standing by the bed, screaming in pain, while 

blue tendrils of energy danced around his body. In his bed the Doctor 

watched on, a look of surprise on his face. There was only one thing 

that Sullivan could think of to do. He reached up and placed his palm 

on the red button above the door.  

An alarm echoed throughout UNIT HQ.  

 

The Watcher walked around the struggling Tardis and Ashgotoroth 

and took the Doctor by the arm. He opened his mouth and spoke.  

The Doctor nodded. ‘Yes, perhaps you’re right. I need to whole to 

help her.’  

With the Watcher’s help the Doctor got out of his bed and moved 

towards the open door.  
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Alf followed her mother into the house, through the hallway (tattered 

wallpaper, framed photographs of family members and other people 

that Alf did not recognise), and into the living room. All the while 

Audrey continued to mutter to herself under her breath. She walked 

over to the wall unit and pulled open a door. Over her mother’s 

shoulder Alf could see many different sized glasses. Audrey picked up 

a glass and then removed a bottle of whisky from behind a book on the 

shelf above. She poured some whisky into a glass. She took a sip of the 

brown fluid, took a deep breath, closed the drink cupboard and turned 

to face Alf.  

No words were spoken, instead the two women just looked at each 

other: Alf’s eyes full of pity at the state of her mother, and Audrey’s 

full of the shock of seeing her daughter alive before her.  

Audrey glanced down at the whisky. ‘I promised myself that I 

wouldn’t go back on this stuff.’  

‘What happened?’ It was a stupid question, but there was little else 

that Alf could think of to say.  

‘You don’t remember?’ Audrey swallowed. ‘You died. Sudden heart 

attack the doctor’s said. And at your age, too. We never saw it coming.’ 

She sniffed.  

Alf looked to the floor. ‘Nor did I.’  

‘I’m sorry, Dotty.’  

Alf looked up. ‘Sorry for what?’  

‘For being a bad mother, for not letting you have contact with your 

dad. Just for everything. I couldn’t cope… I should have left you with 

your Nan.’  

‘Nanna Dudman? You wanted to leave me with her?’  

‘I considered it, yes, when you were born, but she wouldn’t take 

you. Said I would be a good mother. She was so wrong.’  
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Alf took a step forward. ‘Mum, it’s not true. You did your best.’ Her 

words were hollow and she knew it. So did her mother.  

‘No I didn’t, Dotty. I tried. So hard I tried.’ Audrey sniffed back the 

tears that had begun to form. ‘Even after you had gone, when it was 

just me, I still couldn’t cope. I turned to drink… to numb everything.’ 

She took a sip of her whisky. ‘It only worked for a while… then I found 

God.’  

Alf blinked. ‘God?’ In her mind’s eye she could see her mother, 

plastered in make-up, bringing home a new boyfriend every month. 

‘Why God? You’ve never believed in him.’  

‘Yes I did, deep inside. Just never wanted to admit it.’  

Alf could not help but laugh. She saw the pained expression on her 

mother’s face and held up a hand. ‘I’m sorry, Mum, but you didn’t 

need God. You were always a survivor.’  

‘Selfish you mean.’  

‘No I –‘  

‘It’s okay, Dotty, I’ve accepted that. God forgave me for that.’  

Alf did not want to respond. Religion was not an issue that she ever 

wanted to get into, especially not with her mother. She looked around 

and her eyes alighted on a photo of Audrey and a man of similar age. 

She picked up the photo off the unit. ‘Who’s this?’  

Audrey smiled. ‘Robin. My husband.’  

‘You got married?’ Alf turned to face her mother. ‘That’s good, 

really. Better to rely on a bloke than on God.’  

Audrey snatched the photo out of Alf’s hands. ‘You’re not my 

daughter.’  

‘What?’  

‘I know what you are! You’ve just taken that body to confuse me, to 

try my faith!’  

Alf shook her head. ‘Hey, hold on. This is me, Al… I mean, 

Dorothy!’  
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‘No! You’re an evil spirit, come to taunt me! Well it won’t work!’ 

Without warning Audrey splashed the remaining whisky at Alf. The 

liquid hit her in the face. ‘Leave my house,’ Audrey said, her voice 

trembling.  

Alf wiped her face with a hand. ‘Mum, listen to yourself! This is not 

the Audrey McShane I remember! You were always tougher than this.’  

‘I am not Audrey McShane. She was a lost and weak woman. I am 

Audrey Yeadon, and I am strong in the Lord – His might is mine!’ She 

flung the glass at Alf.  

Alf ducked and the glass shattered against the wall. ‘Mum!’  

Audrey closed her eyes and lifted her head toward the ceiling. 

Softly, in a singsong voice, she started reciting Psalm 25. ‘To Thee O 

Lord, I lift my soul. O my God, in Thee I trust, do not let me be ashamed; do 

not let my enemies exult over me…’  

Alf swallowed hard. Her hands were shaking. Slowly she backed 

out of the living room, through the hallway until she bumped into the 

closed door. ‘Mum, I’m sorry,’ she whispered and left the house.  

The door closed and Alf turned away, wiping the tears from her 

eyes. She blinked in surprise, and her heart skipped a beat.  

‘Hello, Alf.’  

Standing in the path before her was the leather clad blond form of 

Bradley.  

  

Ruby picked up the last tray and turned to place it on the trolley. The 

doors were violently flung open and hit Ruby, causing the tray to fly 

out of her hands and land with a rattle on to the polished floor. Ruby 

looked up in shock to see who was storming into her canteen.  

The dishevelled form of the Doctor staggered in. He looked around 

and fell into Ruby’s arms. She braced herself to take the full force of his 

weight, and was surprised by how light he was. It was as if there was 

nothing of him.  
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‘Doctor! What’s wrong?’  

The Doctor looked up into Ruby’s eyes. His own looked like they 

had sunk back into their sockets. ‘My DNA is starting to fail… must 

regenerate.’  

‘You mean change your body?’  

‘Yes. Help me get into the TARDIS.’  

‘Give me your key then.’  

‘No need.’ The Doctor pointed a weak hand at the blue box, and 

Ruby followed. The door was opening of its own accord. What Ruby 

could not see was that it had been opened by the Watcher who was 

now beckoning the Doctor inside.  

‘Come on then,’ Ruby said and began to guide the Doctor towards 

the TARDIS.  

Once again the doors of the canteen flew open and this time 

Ashgotoroth entered. His host body was covered in patches of blood 

from where the skin had burned and peeled as a result of the artron 

energies from Tardis.  

‘Your body is perfect!’ Ashgotoroth yelled and launched himself 

through the air. He knocked Ruby to one side and took the Doctor in 

his hands. ‘Give it to me!’ With one hand Ashgotoroth forced the 

Doctor’s mouth open, while the Doctor struggled uselessly in 

Ashgotoroth’s grip.  

Liquid time oozed out of the host’s mouth and dripped towards the 

Doctor’s own…  
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Chapter Two 

 

Liquid time oozed out of the Ashgotoroth’s mouth and dripped 

towards the Doctor’s own.  

There was the crack of a gunshot and Ashgotoroth’s human body 

was flung aside under the impact of the speeding bullet. He hit the 

wall next to the doors, and slowly slid to the floor. His hand touched 

the open wound and a finger probed it. Ashgotoroth looked up from 

the hole, his eyes wide in surprised shock.  

Standing before him, rifle pointed directly at his head, was Ruby.  

‘Human,’ Ashgotoroth whispered. ‘A foolish move.’  

‘You might think that,’ Ruby said, the shotgun not moving an inch, 

‘but if you make one move I’ll put a hole in your head.’  

Ashgotoroth laughed. ‘Be my guest, soon this body won’t much 

matter to me anyway.’ He pressed the palm of his hands on the floor 

and slowly lifted himself up.  

 

‘I’m warning you,’ Ruby said, a slight tremble in her voice. 

Ashgotoroth paid her no heed. She bit her bottom lip. She was no 

killer, she knew that. Shooting him in the first place was an act of 

desperation – she could not allow the Doctor to be killed. People 

needed him. Her own life was not that important, she was just a cook 

and occasional counsellor, nothing of major import.  

With an amazing turn of speed Ashgotoroth leapt at Ruby. Ruby let 

out a scream and closed her eyes tightly. The rifle fell out of her hands, 

clattering on to the polished floor.  

Ruby expected to be dead in moments, but instead she felt nothing 

new. Instead she heard the unmistakable sound of multiple gunshots. 

There was a thud, and Ruby slowly opened her eyes.  

Standing by the double doors was Lethbridge-Stewart and a couple 

of UNIT soldiers. Smoke wafted out of their guns. She looked to where 



 

24 

the weapons were pointed. Lying in a heap on the floor was the bullet-

riddled body of Ashgotoroth. Blood oozed out of his many wounds. 

Nothing could survive so many direct hits.  

‘Are you okay, Miss Mundy?’  

Ruby looked up at Lethbridge-Stewart. She forced a smile and took 

a deep breath. ‘Quite all right, thank you, General.’  

Lethbridge-Stewart turned to Dr Sullivan who had just pushed his 

way through the troop of soldiers.  

‘Good lord,’ he said.  

‘Sullivan, check Miss Mundy for shock. That body isn’t going 

anywhere, so it can wait.’  

‘Right you are, sir.’  

Ruby looked around the canteen, her brow furrowing. ‘Where’s the 

Doctor?’ Before anyone could offer up an answer she placed her rifle 

on a table and rushed into the still open TARDIS.  

 

Dr Sullivan stopped, and looked back at Lethbridge-Stewart. ‘Sir?’  

‘Oh, never mind her. She’ll be safe inside that box I expect.’ The 

lieutenant general pointed down at the body. ‘What about this chap?’  

Dr Sullivan shrugged, and with one last look at the TARDIS, he 

went and knelt by the body. As soon he was on his knees he noticed 

something very wrong indeed. ‘Sir, this man’s still breathing.’  

  

Bradley lifted himself with one hand into a sitting position and wiped 

his bloody lip with his other hand. He looked up and smiled. ‘Nice 

punch.’  

‘Bit pissed off right now,’ Alf said. ‘What do you want?’  

‘Your help.’  

Alf laughed. ‘Oh right, is that all? Tell you what, why don’t you just 

sod off now and I’ll give you a break?’  
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Bradley got to his feet. ‘I cannot do that. There is a bigger power in 

this world now, and it needs to be stopped.’  

‘And you’re offering to help out of the goodness of your heart?’  

Now it was Bradley’s turn to laugh. ‘Hardly. Nicholaus brought 

forth the power, and it threatens me just as much as you.’  

Alf swallowed, and said coldly, ‘Nick’s dead now, so it doesn’t 

matter. Whatever he was trying to do with that bloke I stopped it.’  

‘Not so. You were just that little bit too late. Ashgotoroth lives, and 

he has been taken by those UNIT people.’ Bradley stepped towards 

Alf. ‘He wants the Doctor’s body. That host body he has now is but a 

temporary vessel.’  

‘Good. Let it have the Doctor, serves him right.’  

‘I thought the Doctor was your friend?’  

Alf grabbed Bradley by his collar and pulled him within inches of 

her face. ‘The Doctor killed Nick!’ she spat. ‘Our friendship ended 

there.’ She released Bradley.  

‘You killed him,’ Bradley said, frowning. ‘I was watching. You 

chopped off his head.’ He smiled. ‘Very nicely done, by the way.’  

‘You bastard!’ Alf swung for him again, but this time Bradley was 

ready. He sidestepped the punch with ease, and before Alf knew it he 

was standing behind her with his arm wrapped around her throat.  

‘One shot is all you get, girl.’  

Alf smiled, grabbed Bradley’s arm and tilted forward. He flew over 

her back and landed in a heap on the ground. Alf lifted her leg and 

crashed her foot down on his ribs. ‘Don’t count on it, spike.’  

‘Ow, that almost hurt.’  

Alf raised her foot again, but Bradley lifted up his hands in 

surrender.  

‘Okay, calm down. We are on the same side here.’  

‘Dream on, sunshine.’  
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‘It is true. If Ashgotoroth gets the Doctor’s body no one will be able 

to stop him. The Earth will be destroyed first, and then every other 

planet that exists.’  

Alf considered this. She was pissed off; because of the state of her 

mum, and because Nick was dead. However she looked at it the 

Doctor was responsible for both of them. If the Doctor had not brought 

her to Earth before then Ace would not have died and her mum would 

be okay, and if the Doctor had not brought them to Earth this time 

Nick would still be alive. Despite that she was not so pissed off that she 

wanted the whole world to pay.  

‘Fair enough. What’ve we got to do?’  

Bradley smiled. ‘Oh, something quite simple, really. Kill the Doctor.’  

  

Ruby walked further into the TARDIS. She still remembered seeing the 

Doctor enter the console room before, from a door that led further into 

the interior. Amazed as she was by the size of the console room inside 

such a small box, she had not been prepared for the sheer scale of what 

lay beyond.  

The white walled corridors jarred with the ornate console room and 

Ruby had to shake the feeling that she had moved into a totally 

different place. It was like two buildings connected together, one 

designed by someone with a taste in Victorian architecture and the 

other by someone with a taste for the futuristic.  

In the distance she could hear the soft meow of her cat. ‘Missy!’ 

Ruby called out, and followed the cat’s call.  

She turned a corner and found the small black cat standing outside 

another white door. Missy was looking up at the door, as if expecting 

to be let in at any moment. Ruby rubbed her fingers together and 

called to the cat softly. Missy turned and walked over to Ruby, rubbing 

herself against the human’s legs. ‘What’s in there, then?’ Ruby asked 

Missy.  
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She picked up the cat, now purring softly, and pulled at the door.  

It opened into an empty room, bathed in a soft light, an odd mix of 

purple and pink. The Doctor lay on the floor in the middle of the room. 

Ruby placed the cat down and walked over to the sleeping form. 

‘Doctor?’  

‘Ruby, close the door.’  

She looked around. It was the Doctor’s voice, but he had opened 

neither his eyes nor his mouth. To all intents and purposes he still 

appeared to be sleeping.  

‘Please,’ his voice urged.  

Ruby shrugged, trusting that the Doctor knew his TARDIS better 

than she did, and she closed the door. An intense feeling of calm 

overcame her. She felt like she usually did after a thunderstorm. 

Relaxed.  

‘Same cause and reason,’ the voice of the Doctor said. ‘It is the high 

bombardment of negative ions,’ another voice continued. Ruby turned 

to see a ghost-like person standing behind her. She could not really 

make out his features. He walked around her and over to the Doctor, 

talking all the while. ‘The Zero Room is cut off from everything, 

completely free from all outside influence. The perfect place for what is 

needed now.’  

‘And what’s that?’ Ruby felt stupid talking to a ghost.  

The ghost did not answer. Instead he carried on walking, not 

stopping when he came into contact with the Doctor. When he had 

reached the Doctor’s waist, the ghost-like man began to sink, like he 

was walking down invisible stairs.  

Ruby continued to watch, sparing a quick glance at Missy who had 

fallen asleep.  

A soft golden glow appeared around the Doctor’s body as soon as 

the ghost was gone. Ruby stepped closer for a better view and her 

mouth dropped open in amazement. The Doctor was changing. As she 
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watched the beard un-grew, the hair sinking back into the skin. Soon 

the whole face blurred. The long, thick hair shortened, the brown 

becoming lighter, flecked with grey. Ruby looked across at the Doctor’s 

bulk, it was as if someone had put a pin in him and he was deflating. 

Soon the change had finished. A thinner man now lay where the 

Doctor once did. His eyes flickered open.  

‘Doctor?’ Ruby asked, although she knew the answer.  

The man lifted his head and frowned. ‘Erm… Ruby?’  

Ruby nodded. ‘Yes, that’s me.’  

‘Excellent. The memory is intact.’ The man, the new Doctor, got to 

his feet. He looked down at the oversized gown he still wore. ‘I seem to 

have lost a bit of weight.’  

Ruby tilted her head sideways. ‘I quite like a large man, something 

to hug.’  

‘Ah, sorry, Ruby, I did not mean to offend you.’  

‘That’s okay, pet, I’m not insecure about my size. As I said, huggy is 

good. And that’s me!’ Ruby grinned at the Doctor, admiring his new 

physical form. ‘It suits you.’  

‘Good.’ The Doctor looked down at his infirmary gown. ‘Although 

the clothes could do with a change,’ he said and rubbed his earlobe. ‘I 

seem to have picked up a lisp, too.’  

‘It’s nice. You’re voice is a lot softer, too.’ Ruby pointed at his 

forehead, just above his right eye. ‘And you’ve picked up a bit of a 

scar.’  

‘That reminds me.’ The Doctor opened his gown, oblivious to 

Ruby’s embarrassment at seeing the Doctor’s naked body beneath, and 

peeled off the bandage that covered the wound in his chest from the 

stake. He rubbed his hand over the wound-free skin. ‘Another benefit 

of regeneration.’  

‘Yes, quite handy, that,’ Ruby said, looking anywhere but at the 

Doctor.  
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He pursed his small lips together. ‘You do not seem to be too 

surprised?’  

‘Oh, I know about the way you can change your appearance, 

remember? It was witnessed in 1972.’  

The Doctor wrapped the gown back around him and thought about 

this for a second. ‘Oh yes! That chap in the ambulance. Seems like a life 

time ago.’  

‘Probably was for you.’  

The Doctor placed an arm around Ruby’s shoulders, and she 

snatched a quick glance at him. She let out a small sigh in relief at 

seeing his body covered once more. ‘Shall we go and find me some 

new clothes?’ the Doctor suggested, ‘I cannot find Alf and help UNIT 

looking like this.’ He guided Ruby out of the Zero Room and called 

back; ‘Come on, Missy.’  

Obediently the cat followed.  

Ruby balked at this.  She had never seen Missy obey anyone before. 

  

‘Is that all?’ Alf asked, tongue firmly in cheek.  

‘Between you and me it should not prove difficult.’  

Alf shook her head. ‘I think you’re missing the point, Bradley. Why 

would I want to kill the Doctor?’  

Once Alf had removed her foot from his chest Bradley got back to 

his feet. It was then that he knew he had her. ‘I saw the look in your 

eyes when he was lifted out of the rubble. You do not like him.’  

‘I don’t like a lot of people, doesn’t mean I want them dead.’ Alf 

smiled. ‘Except you of course.’  

‘That may be, but I see the look in your eyes even now. You hate the 

Doctor.’ Bradley pointed at her. ‘Yes, there!’ He narrowed his eyes. ‘I 

see that anger. I can feel it, it is the same anger I have towards 

Ashgotoroth.’  

Alf shook her head. ‘You’re wrong, I’m not like you, mate.’  
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‘More than you care to admit. Did you not say, “the friendship 

ended there”?’  

Alf nodded her head slowly. ‘Yeah, and…?’  

Bradley sighed. ‘Think of it this way, then. If the Doctor does not die 

and Ashgotoroth lives through him, this planet of yours will be 

destroyed. Surely the survival of your world is more important than 

the life of one man?’  

‘The needs of the many outweigh the needs of the one?’  

‘Something like that, yes.’  

Alf looked to the ground in thought. Bradley continued to watch 

her, enjoying the look of determination slowly creeping over her face.  

‘What’s going on here?’ a voice asked.  

Alf looked up and over Bradley’s shoulders. ‘Simon, we… erm…’  

Bradley turned around and Simon’s eyes widened in surprise.  

‘Prince Bradley?’  

Bradley smiled and bowed. ‘A loyal servant? Excellent.’  

‘A loyal…?’ Simon swung his fist, catching Bradley by surprise. The 

vampire flinched from the contact, but otherwise did not move. Simon 

pointed a finger at him forcefully. ‘All those people died because of 

you, you sick bastard.’  

Alf interceded and stepped between them. ‘Simon, take it easy.’  

‘What?’  

‘We need Bradley’s help.’  

Simon blinked. ‘And again, what?’  

Alf sighed. ‘I said we need Bradley’s help. We have to return to 

UNIT HQ, the Doctor has been taken back there and so has 

Ashgotoroth.’  

Simon swallowed hard. ‘Ashgotoroth?’ He turned to Bradley. ‘As in 

Ashgotoroth the God you were trying to raise back in that church?’  

‘Yes, quite so.’  
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Simon shook his head and looked back at Alf. ‘You want us to go 

back to UNIT HQ to stop a God? And you want Bradley’s help?’  

Alf glanced at Bradley, who was smiling. ‘Yeah, that’s about the size 

of it, Simon. Bradley is a Kuang-Shi, stronger than any human on this 

planet, and probably the only chance we have against… this God of 

his.’  

Simon let out a defeated sigh. ‘Yeah, you’re probably right.’ He 

turned and began walking down the path to his cab. ‘Let’s do it, then.’  

Bradley watched him walk off. ‘You never told him about killing the 

Doctor.’  

‘Hopefully it won’t come to that.’  

‘And if it does?’  

‘Then I’ll do what needs to be done.’ Alf nodded firmly and took her 

first step towards the car. She glanced back at Bradley, who was still 

watching Simon as he got into his cab. ‘Bradley?’  

‘What?’ he asked, eyes still on Simon.  

‘Try to take a bite out of him and I’ll kill you myself,’ she said, then 

turned and continued on her way.  

Bradley just smiled in response.  

  

Ruby glanced at the discarded infirmary gown and at Missy who was 

curling up in it. She smiled at the cat then turned back to the blind 

behind which the Doctor was standing. She could just make out the top 

of his head over it.  

‘Are you finished yet?’  

‘Almost,’ the Doctor answered. ‘First impressions are very 

important, you know, Ruby, and I intend to make the right one. If you 

travelled as much as me you would appreciate just how true that old 

saying is.’  

Ruby just nodded, and continued to wait. Finally the Doctor stepped 

from behind the blind and spread out his arms.  
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‘What do you think? Stylish?’  

Ruby eyed him up and down. Stylish was certainly one word she 

would have used to describe the Doctor’s new look. There was 

something a little antique about his choice of clothes, but it only helped 

to add a certain elegance to the overall effect.  

He was dressed in black. The only break in the black was the white 

spats over his shiny shoes and the white shirt under his black frock 

coat. He even wore a loosely tied black cravat under his shirt collar.  

Ruby smiled. ‘Very nice, Doctor.’  

The Doctor smiled back. ‘Thank you, Ruby, I am glad you like it.’ He 

looked around the wardrobe room. ‘Now then… there was something 

in here that I once received from an old uncle… where is it?’  

Ruby watched him as he rummaged through boxes and shelves. 

‘What are you looking for?’  

‘This!’ he exclaimed as he pulled a black cane from out of an 

umbrella box. The Doctor turned around, resting his left hand on top 

of the cane. ‘Perfect.’  

‘You don’t need a walking stick, Doctor, not with your new body.’  

The Doctor smiled. ‘Very true, Ruby, but this is no walking stick. 

This cane is made out of a very rare wood found only on Gallifrey.’ He 

lifted the cane and displayed the silver top for Ruby to see. ‘See that? 

The Seal of Rassilon, authenticity of the highest level. Only one of its 

kind in the whole universe.’  

‘Very nice, I’m sure, pet.’  

‘Yes indeed.’ The Doctor turned and made for the door. ‘Come on, 

then, Ruby, we have some questions that need answering. Like just 

why did that young man want to attack me like that.’ He opened the 

door and turned to wait for Ruby.  

She mock curtsied and walked through the door. ‘Thank you.’  
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The Doctor followed her out, leaving the door open for Missy’s sake. 

Together they walked down the long corridor back to the console 

room.  

‘What about Alf?’ Ruby asked.  

The Doctor glanced at her with a smile. ‘Alf can look after herself.’  

Ruby shrugged. ‘Very strange. Before you regenerated you were 

very concerned about Alf, in particular your sorting things out with 

her. Why the sudden change, dear?’  

‘I think the key to your answer is that word, Ruby. Regeneration.’  

‘Not sure I understand.’  

The Doctor rubbed his earlobe, and pursed his lips. ‘How can I best 

explain?’ He clicked his fingers. ‘Aha! Yes, that is it.’ He stopped 

walking and waited for Ruby to do likewise. She had to backtrack a 

little to be near him again. The Doctor explained. ‘Think about when 

you joined UNIT and all the things that have happened to you since 

then. Would it be true to say that those experiences have informed the 

person you are now?’  

Ruby nodded. ‘Well, of course.’  

‘Of course, indeed. Now, imagine you never joined UNIT. You 

would have had different experiences, and so the person that you 

would turn into would be different from the person standing before 

me. Yet, at the same time, the fact is that it would still be you, but with 

different thoughts on things, different outlooks and perspective.’  

‘Yes, I think I understand you, Doctor.’  

The Doctor beamed his small smile at her. ‘Splendid! Regeneration 

does the same thing to a Time Lord, only the results are more 

immediate and therefore much more noticeable. I am still the same 

person I was back in that bed, with the same concerns about Alf, but 

my perspective has changed.’ He nodded and set about on his way 

back to the console room.  
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Ruby followed. ‘So you’re still concerned about your relationship 

with Alf?’  

‘Oh, very much so. But I also realise that Alf needs time to deal with 

things on her own. The poor girl has been through an awful lot of late 

and the last thing she needs is me in her face as a constant reminder.’  

Ruby smiled at this. ‘Much better, Doctor. A lot more thoughtful 

than the last version of you.’  

The Doctor chuckled at that. ‘Yes, I rather think so too.’  

  

Dr Sullivan shook his head, turned from his sleeping patient, and left 

the small room. Harrington and Lethbridge-Stewart were both 

standing outside looking through the small glass window.  

‘Quite extraordinary,’ Lethbridge-Stewart said.  

Dr Sullivan rubbed his firm chin. ‘You’re telling me, sir. I’ve never 

seen anyone survive such a shooting.’  

‘And those other wounds?’ Brigadier Harrington asked, referring to 

the way the patient’s skin was peeling away in small strips, revealing 

the flesh and bone beneath.  

Dr Sullivan shook his head. ‘To be honest, this is beyond me. As if 

his body is being eaten away by some unknown virus.’ For a moment 

they stood in silence, looking through the window. Sullivan was the 

first to turn away. ‘I’m going to run some more tests, to see if I can 

isolate what’s causing his body to deteriorate like that.’  

‘Very well, then,’ Lethbridge-Stewart began, looking from Sullivan 

to Harrington. ‘I’m going back to the canteen to see if the Doctor has 

decided to emerge from his box. Maybe he can shed some light on 

these extraordinary events. Sullivan, keep a close eye on your patient, 

and don’t let him rampage through HQ again if you can help it.’  

Dr Sullivan nodded sheepishly. ‘Sir.’  
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‘And Brigadier Harrington, I want you to gather together the latest 

reports on the Kuang-Shi. I somehow doubt they will remain in hiding 

for much longer.’  

‘Right away, sir.’  

Together the two senior officers left the infirmary, parting ways 

once outside, leaving Dr Sullivan alone. For a few moments he 

remained by the window, just watching the steady rise and fall of the 

bedclothes over his patient. He sighed and turned away, returning to 

his small office on the opposite side of the ward.  

 

In the private room, Ashgotoroth’s eyes snapped open. For a few 

moments he lay there, gathering his strength, and then with slow but 

deliberate movements, he pulled the bedclothes back…  

  

Lethbridge-Stewart entered the canteen just as Ruby and the Doctor 

stepped out of the TARDIS. Lethbridge-Stewart stopped dead in his 

tracks and looked blankly at the Doctor. He glanced at Ruby.  

‘Who is this man, and where’s the Doctor gone?’  

The Doctor grinned. ‘Here I am,’ he said and gave Lethbridge-

Stewart a little wave, and in return he was given a sceptically raised 

eyebrow.  

Ruby stepped forward. ‘It’s true, general, this is the Doctor.’  

Lethbridge-Stewart appraised the man before the police box, 

uncertainty written all over his face. He was as incredulous as he had 

been back in 1972 when he had first set his eyes upon the regenerated 

Doctor laying in the bed in Ashbridge Cottage Hospital. Back then he 

had not believed that the white haired man in the bed had been the 

same little dark haired man who had helped with the Cybermen 

invasion, and now he was having trouble reconciling the dignified man 

before him with the large and bombastic man who he had last seen 

lying in the infirmary.  
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The Doctor continued smiling, as if coaxing a response from 

Lethbridge-Stewart. ‘Alistair, it is me. Promise.’  

Ruby sidled back over to the Doctor and placed her arm in his. She 

looked over at Lethbridge-Stewart, bemused. ‘I saw him regenerate, 

General. It was incredible.’  

Lethbridge-Stewart smiled. He still felt a little dubious, but… ‘So, 

Doctor, you’ve changed again.’  

‘Again?’ The Doctor removed himself from Ruby and approached 

Lethbridge-Stewart, wearing an affronted expression. ‘My dear 

Alistair, I have only changed three times since we first met. Believe me, 

in the life time of a Time Lord that is but a fraction.’  

‘And in the life time of a human, Doctor, that is simply unknown.’  

The Doctor rubbed his earlobe. ‘Point taken.’  

Lethbridge-Stewart straightened his uniform jacket and switched to 

his official mode. ‘Now, then, Doctor, we are hoping that you can shed 

some light on all that business with the man in the infirmary. Why 

would he wish to attack you, and why is he still alive after being shot 

so many times?’  

‘The answer to that, Alistair, is simplicity itself.’  

There was a silence in the canteen while Lethbridge-Stewart waited 

for the Doctor to continue. When it was obvious that such an action 

was not to be, Lethbridge-Stewart asked; ‘And that is answer is?’  

The Doctor shrugged. ‘I do not know, alas. But I suspect I can find 

out.’ He made to walk passed the Lieutenant General, but Lethbridge-

Stewart took hold of the Doctor’s arm and brought him to a stop. The 

Doctor looked at Lethbridge-Stewart’s raised eyebrow. ‘The answers to 

such questions are always simple, Alistair, but those giving the 

answers like to shroud them in grand phrases and explanations. Are 

you coming?’  

‘Coming where?’  
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The Doctor nodded towards the canteen doors. ‘The infirmary. I am 

as eager to find out why I was attacked as you are.’  

Lethbridge-Stewart released the Doctor’s arm. ‘Very good, Doctor. 

You remember the way?’  

‘Yes, just about.’ The Doctor looked over at Ruby. ‘Are you coming?’  

Ruby shook her head. ‘No, I’ll stay here. Got a few things to do.’ She 

looked down at the apron she still wore. ‘I’m going to get changed for 

a start; smell like a chip fryer. And then there’s today’s instalment of 

Clear Waters to watch.’  

‘A soap opera?’ The Doctor shook his head, hardly able to believe 

his ears. ‘All this excitement going on around you and you want to 

watch a soap opera?’  

Ruby smiled playfully. ‘Don’t knock it, pet. There’s meant to be a 

big story coming up about Ethan Fox, and I intend to follow it all. And 

anyway, I leave the business end of UNIT to the professionals.’  

‘Quite right, too,’ Lethbridge-Stewart said. ‘After all, Doctor, Miss 

Mundy may be employed by UNIT but she is still a civilian at the end 

of the day.’  

The Doctor smiled at Ruby. ‘Fair enough. I am sure I will be seeing 

you again, once all this is over.’ He turned back to Lethbridge-Stewart. 

‘Right then, onwards we –‘  

The ringing of an alarm suddenly sounded in the air.  

‘Sullivan!’ Lethbridge-Stewart cursed, and rushed out of the 

canteen. The Doctor watched him go, winked at Ruby who returned a 

smile, and dashed out through the doors after his old friend.  

  

The Doctor and Lethbridge-Stewart arrived in the infirmary moments 

after a young officer wearing the one-bar chevron of a lance corporal 

on his sleeve.  The young officer swallowed hard at the sight that 

greeted him. He turned around at the sound of people entering the 
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infirmary, and he raised his gun in warning. The lance corporal heaved 

a sigh of relief when he saw it was Lethbridge-Stewart.  

‘What’s going on here, corporal?’  

The officer pointed at the scene in the infirmary. ‘Trouble, sir.’  

The Doctor pushed his way past Lethbridge-Stewart and surveyed 

the hallway. The door to the private room had been torn off its hinges. 

The room itself was empty, except for the signs of a struggle. Hanging 

through the smashed window, half in and half out of the room, was Dr 

Sullivan. The Doctor rushed over, placed his cane on the floor and 

knelt down. He pressed his fingers on Sullivan’s neck for a pulse.  

‘How is he?’ the young officer asked.  

The Doctor looked over at the lance corporal, and shook his head. 

The look of sadness in the Doctor’s eyes was palpable. ‘What was his 

name?’ 

‘Doctor Sullivan,’ Lethbridge-Stewart offered. 

‘No, his name.’ 

‘Erm.’ The general was at a loss. 

‘Harry,’ the lance corporal provided. 

‘Thank you...?’ 

‘Uh, Luke, sir.  Lance Corporal Luke Ashton.’ 

‘Thank you, Luke.  Name’s are important, Alistair.’  The Doctor 

looked back down at Harry Sullivan.  ‘I am afraid he is dead.’ He lifted 

Sullivan’s head and pointed at the puncture wounds on the neck, just 

visible beneath the blood pouring from the wounds caused by the 

broken glass. ‘One guess at who did that.’  

‘The patient?’ Lethbridge-Stewart asked. The Doctor nodded. ‘But 

that is a vampire bite. That man was not a Kuang-Shi.’  

The Doctor released Sullivan’s head and it flopped back down, 

lifeless. ‘Yes and no.’ He picked up his cane and stood back up. ‘Alf 

must have interrupted Nick’s plan too late. He was performing the 

same ritual as Bradley before him.’  



 

   39 

‘Doctor, I’m not following you.’  

‘The Cult of Ashgotoroth, Alistair, it was all a front for Bradley, and 

latterly Nick, to bring to Earth the Kuang-Shi god, Ashgotoroth.’ The 

Doctor slapped himself on the forehead. ‘I should have realised! That 

man who has been a patient here is a host body for the essence of 

Ashgotoroth, and if I am not mistaken Ashgotoroth is pure liquid 

time.’  

‘Liquid time?’  

‘This is not the time for questions, Alistair!’ the Doctor snapped. He 

brushed aside the offended look on Lethbridge-Stewart’s face and 

turned to Ashton. ‘Luke, get some of your troops together. There is a 

weakened god roaming this base. He will need a new body soon, and 

he does not care who he has to kill to get one.’  

Lance Corporal Ashton looked at Lethbridge-Stewart for 

confirmation. ‘Sir?’  

‘Do it, Corporal. I want a complete sweep of HQ. Inform Brigadier 

Harrington.’ Lethbridge-Stewart pulled out his old service revolver. 

‘The Doctor and I will begin our own search.’  

Ashton’s eyes roamed over to Sullivan’s body, and he swallowed.  

‘Now, Corporal!’ Lieutenant General Lethbridge-Stewart ordered.  

Ashton snapped to attention, ‘Sir!’, and headed out of the infirmary.  

Lethbridge-Stewart returned his attention to the body of Dr 

Sullivan. The Doctor observed him silently, watching as a haunted look 

wandered into Lethbridge-Stewart’s eyes. The Doctor stepped forward 

and placed a hand on Lethbridge-Stewart’s shoulder. ‘Alistair?’  

The old soldier did not remove his look from the dead body. ‘This 

seems very wrong, Doctor.’  

‘Yes,’ the Doctor said softly, ‘loss of life always is.’  

Lethbridge-Stewart shook his head and turned to face the Doctor. 

The muscles in his jaw were constricting and tightening, as the 
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lieutenant general attempted to process his thoughts. ‘That’s not what I 

meant, Doctor. This is all wrong.’  

The Doctor looked away, hiding the dark thoughts expressed in his 

eyes. ‘I have no idea what you are talking about, Alistair,’ he said 

shortly.  

‘No, neither do I.’ Lethbridge-Stewart let out a sigh and glanced 

back at Sullivan’s dead form. ‘An intruder in UNIT HQ, this is 

unthinkable.’  

‘Obviously not,’ the Doctor said. He narrowed his eyes as a thought 

occurred to him. ‘Alistair, when your men brought Ashgotoroth back 

from the church, what happened to the body of Nick?’  

‘The decapitated one?’  

The Doctor nodded, pushing aside the dreaded image of Alf slicing 

Nick’s head off his shoulders. ‘Yes, that one.’  

‘It was brought back here. Presently in the mortuary.’ Lethbridge-

Stewart’s eyes widened in understanding. ‘Oh. You think this 

Ashgotoroth will seek out that body?’ The Doctor nodded. ‘But why?’  

‘Because, Alistair,’ the Doctor began heading for the door, ‘Nick’s 

body used to belong to a god-like being. Other than me, it will be 

Ashgotoroth’s best chance.’ He turned back at the door. ‘Well, are you 

coming?’  

  

Ashgotoroth lifted his mouth from the neck of the UNIT soldier and 

wiped away the blood with one hand, while pushing the door open 

with the other. As the stolen blood mingled with the blood all ready in 

the host body he could feel some strength returning. He knew the 

strength was temporary, but it would last long enough for he was 

moments away from the body of his emissary.  

He entered the darkened room and waited for the host body’s eyes 

to adjust. The room was Spartan, furnished only by several metal 

tables. Upon one, at the far end of the room, lay a body. Ashgotoroth 
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could sense no life in it, but if he concentrated hard enough he could 

just about detect the briefest trace of liquid time.  

It was enough for his purposes.  

Ashgotoroth crossed the room, limping as the host body’s strength 

began to fail once again. He reached the table and pulled back the 

cover. Revealed was the pale, naked body of Nick. Sitting on the table, 

inches from the bloody stump of the neck, was the lifeless head. The 

blond hair was laid out around the head like a lion’s mane.  

‘My Emissary,’ he whispered, ‘your usefulness has not yet come to 

an end.’  

‘I really have got to disagree with that.’  

Ashgotoroth span around just as the lights came on. The Doctor 

stood in the doorway, shadowed by the burly figure of Lethbridge-

Stewart.  

‘Doctor!’ Ashgotoroth hissed. ‘How kind of you. You have prepared 

a brand new body for me.’  

The Doctor shrugged. ‘Well, I do so hate to disappoint. Alas, in this 

case, I must.’ He stepped into the room and glanced back at 

Lethbridge-Stewart. ‘Alistair, be a good man and close the door. We do 

not want this creature to get beyond this room.’  

Lethbridge-Stewart was not so sure about locking himself in a room 

with a crazed god, but upon quick reflection he was surprised to 

realise that he actually trusted the Doctor. He closed the door, and 

aimed his revolver at Ashgotoroth.  

The Kuang-Shi God eyed the gun and smiled. ‘The strange thing is, 

little man, that you’re weapon could probably do some damage to my 

host now.’ His smile got bigger. ‘I can’t allow that.’  

Behind him the fleshy stump of Nick’s neck started to squirm, and 

mercurial liquid began to ooze out. Ashgotoroth stepped to one side 

and waved a hand towards Lethbridge-Stewart.  

‘Alistair, get down!’  
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The Doctor’s warning came a fraction too late. Liquid time shot out 

of the neck and flew across the room. It connected directly with 

Lethbridge-Stewart, immediately winding him. The force of impact 

was enough to lift the old soldier off his feet and through the closed 

door. He hit the corridor wall with a crack. The Doctor glanced back, a 

look of concern on his face, then turned to face Ashgotoroth once more.  

He was just in time to see Ashgotoroth charging at him, arms 

outstretched. Just as the ravaged hands were about to make contact 

with the Doctor, he held his cane before his chest, like a centurion 

holding a shield. Instead of touching the Doctor, Ashgotoroth grabbed 

hold of the cane. The effect was immediate.  

Lightning crackled around the cane, surging throughout the host 

body. Ashgotoroth yelled out in pain, and forced himself to release his 

hold. He staggered back. The Doctor watched Ashgotoroth stumble 

away, a look of supreme concentration on the Doctor’s face.  

‘You win this round, Doctor. But I will be back!’ So saying 

Ashgotoroth took hold of Nick’s head and touched his palm on the 

chest of Nick’s body. Liquid time surged out of the neck and out of 

Ashgotoroth’s mouth. The silver substance enveloped both bodies, and 

retracted into nothingness.  

The Doctor remained where he was for a moment, and then all the 

muscles in his face relaxed and his body collapsed to the floor. He let 

out a breath of air, and glanced weakly at the cane on the floor before 

him. ‘Good old Rassilon,’ he said, and closed his eyes.  

  

‘Very well,’ Harrington said into the phone, ‘bring them up but make 

sure they remain under guard.’ He replaced the receiver and turned to 

the Doctor, who was sitting on the edge of the bed looking better for 

his little sleep.  

‘Alf and Bradley?’ he asked, having heard that names mentioned 

during the phone call.  
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‘Yes. Seems they’ve some important information for you.’  

The Doctor pursed his lips. ‘Well, with Ashgotoroth currently out of 

sight I guess we need all the information we can get. It is a bit risky, 

though.’  

Harrington agreed. ‘Which is why I am adamant that they remain 

under guard. Especially the vampire Bradley.’  

‘A good idea, Robert.’ The Doctor looked around the room, 

something on his mind. ‘Are you sure you need to go? I would feel 

much safer with you here, too. Bradley I obviously do not trust, and as 

for Alf… well, not too sure where she stands.’  

‘Would love to stay, Doctor, but General Lethbridge-Stewart and I 

have an important meeting with the top brass. Essential that we keep 

them up to date on the current situation. Don’t worry, the private will 

take the Kuang-Shi out at the first sign of trouble.’  

‘How is Alistair?’  

‘He’s got a bit of a bump on the head, but otherwise fine.’  

The Doctor nodded. ‘Have a good meeting, then.’  

‘You too, Doctor.’  Harrington stopped at the door and looked back.  

‘Just one thing.  Would you please refer to me by my rank, not my first 

name? We are in UNIT HQ after all, Doctor, and military discipline is 

paramount.’ With a last nod of his head, the matter settled as far as he 

was concerned, Harrington left the room.  

The Doctor smiled.  ‘As you say, Robert,’ he muttered.   

For a short while he remained on his own. In that time he did 

nothing but remain sitting on the bed looking at the wall. Meeting with 

Alf was something he needed to do, but he had hoped that any such 

meeting would be between just the two of them. It made sense she 

needed time to sort things out in her head, and the Doctor had hoped 

she would come back ready to work alongside him again. He had not 

expected her to use that time to team up with the Kuang-Shi 

responsible for Nick’s death.  
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The Doctor had a very bad feeling in his stomach.  

The door opened and the Doctor forced a welcoming smile. ‘Alf!’ he 

exclaimed happily. His smile soon dropped as the door was fully 

opened.  

The private who was supposed to be the Doctor’s protection was 

being held aloft by Bradley, who was biting into the guard’s neck. Alf 

watched on in disgust.  

‘Alf!’ the Doctor shouted, aghast.  

Hearing her name, Alf quickly pulled the gun out of the guards 

holster and walked into the room. She pointed the gun directly at the 

Doctor’s forehead.  

‘Goodbye, Doctor,’ she said as her finger pressed on the trigger.  
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Chapter Three 

 

The Doctor looked up at Alf, but he did not blink.  

‘Hang about.’ She released the pressure and her brow furrowed. ‘It’s 

you! Where’s the Doctor?’  

The Doctor’s eyes darted about the room as if searching for the 

person Alf was looking for. He shook his head, suddenly remembering 

the truth of the situation. ‘Here! I am the Doctor.’  

‘I know, you were the one who helped the Pels.’  

‘I did? Well, I have not done so yet.’  

‘Where’s the other Doctor? The one responsible for Nick’s death?’  

The Doctor narrowed his eyes and glanced over Alf’s shoulder, at 

the only person guilty of that crime. ‘I was not responsible for that, 

Alf,’ the Doctor said in short measured tones, as Bradley (still holding 

the dead guard in his arms) winked at him.  

‘What?’ Alf asked, caught off guard. ‘I know it wasn’t you,’ she said, 

shaking her head to clear the confusion threatening to overwhelm her. 

‘Where is he?’  

The Doctor took a deep breath and stood up. Alf lifted the gun, 

making sure it was still pointing at his head. He straightened himself 

to his full height and looked directly into Alf’s eyes. ‘Being staked in 

the heart and falling out of the tower was enough to ring the final bell 

on that body, Alf. I regenerated. This is me now.’  

‘Kill him!’ Bradley hissed behind her. He threw the dead guard to 

the floor and stepped into the room. ‘We have to make sure 

Ashgotoroth does not get the Doctor’s body. It is the only way, 

remember?’  

Alf did not look from the Doctor, who took his eyes off Alf and 

looked over her shoulder. ‘Ashgotoroth is gone, Bradley. He failed to 

get my body, just as he always will.’  
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‘You are stalling,’ Bradley retorted with a sneer. He moved in closer 

and spoke into Alf’s ear. ‘This is the only way.’  

The Doctor dismissed Bradley with a wave, and focused back on 

Alf. The two former friends stood in silence, inches apart. The inner 

turmoil was written all over Alf’s face. Her gun hand started shaking.  

‘I can’t do it,’ she whispered.  

‘You must!’ Bradley urged.  

‘But he’s not the same Doctor!’ Alf snapped back, her eyes still on 

the Doctor.  

‘Of course he is. New body, same man. He killed Nick!’  

‘No,’ the Doctor said, his tone dark and dangerous. ‘You kidnapped 

Nick from his wedding celebrations, Bradley. You brought him to 

Earth. Not me. You are the one responsible for Nick’s death.’  

Bradley opened his mouth to bite back, but was stopped by Alf who 

span around and coshed him over the head with the gun. Bradley 

staggered backwards out of the room.  

‘The Doctor’s right, it was your fault!’  

Bradley looked up from the corridor floor, and rubbed his head. 

‘Me? What did I do?’  

Alf reached out to the doorframe for support. ‘You killed my 

husband,’ she said, sniffing back the tears. The Doctor stepped up 

behind her and placed a hand on her shoulder. She twisted her neck 

and looked at him. The Doctor smiled softly.  

‘It is okay, Alf. You have still got me.’  

Tears trickled down her face and Alf blinked. ‘No,’ she said and 

shook her head slowly. ‘I don’t have you. You’re not the man I knew.’  

The Doctor was still smiling reassuringly. ‘Fortunately for me, Alf. I 

would be dead now otherwise.’  

‘No you wouldn’t.’ Alf looked to the floor. ‘I couldn’t have done it 

really. I could live with hating you, but I couldn’t kill you. Not really. 

Nick loved you, you know, he looked at you like you were his dad.’ 
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She looked up at the Doctor, and forced a smile. ‘I’m gonna miss him 

so much.’  

‘So am I, Alf, so am I.’ The Doctor wrapped his arms around Alf’s 

shaking body, and embraced her in the warmest hug he could give. For 

a few moments they remained like that, until slow clapping coming 

from the hall outside interrupted them.  

‘So touching,’ Bradley said, as the Doctor peered over Alf’s 

shoulder. ‘And so selfish.’  

The Doctor released Alf and she, too, turned to face Bradley. The 

vampire was back on his feet, standing before the large window, 

looking out to the forecourt several stories below. They watched him as 

he stood there, his body tense and his head cocked to one side like a 

dog listening for a whistle.  

‘I understand,’ Bradley said and turned around. His eyes were 

bright with an internal fire. He stepped forward. ‘Alf, I am afraid we 

have to cut short your happy reunion.’  

Running footsteps echoed down the hallway. Bradley glanced to the 

left, then back at the Doctor and Alf. ‘Here comes the cavalry. Pity they 

are too late.’  

With movements faster than the Doctor could counter, Bradley 

moved forward and grabbed Alf around the waist. He spun on his 

heels, lifting Alf off the floor, ran at the window and jumped. The glass 

shattered around them, as Bradley crashed through the window, Alf 

clasped tightly in his arms.  

The Doctor dashed forward. He leaned out of the broken window, 

watching the scene unfold below, powerless to stop it. Bradley had 

landed on his feet and transferred Alf to his shoulders. UNIT troops 

looked at him in surprise, but before they could think about what to 

do, the Kuang-Shi was all ready making for the nearest garage.  

‘Stop him!’ the Doctor shouted down.  
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‘Doctor,’ came a breathless voice. The Doctor turned from the 

window. Lance Corporal Ashton and three other UNIT soldiers were 

standing there, all with rifles at the ready. Simon was also there, 

looking out of breath from the running.  

‘Simon said that the vampire and Alf were going to kill you.’ Ashton 

looked around. ‘Where are they?’  

The Doctor pointed out of the window. ‘Down there. Bradley has 

taken Alf hostage. He cannot be allowed to leave the UNIT grounds.’  

Ashton moved forward and peered out of the window. A UNIT jeep 

was coming out of the garage. In the driver’s seat he could see Bradley; 

Alf was slouched in the seat next to him, apparently unconscious. 

‘Private!’ Ashton yelled. ‘Follow that jeep! Don’t let it get away!’  

‘I have to get down there,’ the Doctor said, and set off down the 

corridor. With a sigh Simon followed. Ashton looked at his fellow 

soldiers, nodded, and ran after them, his men in pursuit.  

  

The Doctor and Simon, followed by Ashton and his section, crashed 

through the doors just in time to witness a second UNIT jeep racing 

after the first. The Doctor turned to Ashton who was pulling out his 

radio.  

‘Greyhound Four to Greyhound Six, over?’  

There was a crackle of static, followed by a voice. ‘Greyhound Six 

receiving. We’re in pursuit of the stolen…’ The voice tailed off to be 

replaced by the distant sound of crashing. ‘They broken through the 

barrier, Corporal, over!’  

‘Continue your pursuit, and keep me informed. Over and out.’ 

Ashton looked at the Doctor. ‘I’m going to report this to Brigadier 

Harrington.’ He walked a little distance from the small group of men.  

The Doctor looked in the direction that Bradley and the UNIT troops 

had gone, moving from foot to foot impatiently. After a brief exchange 
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of words, Ashton replaced his radio and came back over to the Doctor 

and company.  

‘The brigadier orders that you two remain at HQ while UNIT bring 

back the vampire and your friend.’  

The Doctor blinked in surprise. ‘I beg your pardon? Robert has 

ordered…’ He shook his head. ‘Well, Luke, you can tell him from me 

than I am not part of UNIT and as such I shall do as I please!’ The 

Doctor looked at Simon. ‘Is your car up to a good old chase?’  

Before Simon could answer Ashton stepped between them. ‘Sorry, 

sir, but as I’m sure the brigadier would tell you; we are presently in a 

state of martial law. You will do as you are ordered.’ Ashton looked at 

the men in his section. ‘Escort the Doctor and Mister Fenn back to the 

canteen, and make sure they do not leave.’  

The Doctor let out an exasperated sigh, and then nodded. ‘Good 

idea, Luke. I think I shall have a nice warm drink.’  

Ashton gave the Doctor an odd look. ‘I’ll keep you informed,’ he 

said then walked off.  

The Doctor watched him go, then straightened out his jacket and 

turned to Simon. ‘Right then, are you coming?’  

Simon was looking at him with wide-eyed shock. ‘You’re… you’re 

not the Doctor.’  

The Doctor beamed at him. ‘I am indeed. Come, Simon, shall we go 

and visit Ruby?’ He placed an arm around Simon’s shoulder and led 

the way back to the building. ‘Allow me to explain about 

regeneration…’  

The three soldiers looked bemused, but followed the Doctor and 

Simon nonetheless.  

  

‘Here,’ Simon said, and placed a mug of steaming hot coffee on the 

table.  
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‘Thanks.’ The Doctor looked at the coffee. ‘This used to be Nick’s 

favourite drink, you know.’ He reached for the mug and placed his 

hands around it, giving no indication of whether the hot contents had 

any effect on him.  

Simon sat down. Since the Doctor and Alf had first climbed in to his 

cab, Simon had seen some bizarre things, but the idea of a man being 

able to change his physical appearance took some getting used to. The 

Doctor had gone to some length to explain how he was able to change, 

but Simon seriously doubted it all. It was not until Ruby had happily 

greeted the Doctor that Simon began to consider the possibility of it all.  

‘What are you thinking, Simon?’ the Doctor asked.  

‘Nothing much really. Just going over recent events.’  

The Doctor spread his arms out. ‘Welcome to my world,’ he said 

then picked up the mug and took a sip of his coffee. He smiled. 

‘Wonderful stuff, Ruby!’  

Ruby popped her head out of her little room behind the counter. She 

wore a huge smile. ‘Glad you like it, pet,’ she called back and 

disappeared back into the room.  

Simon shook his head. ‘Aren’t you worried about Alf, Doctor?’  

‘Worried for her, yes, a little.’ The Doctor’s brows knitted together. 

‘She has been through an awful lot of late, it is bound to have some 

detrimental effect on her health.’  

‘That’s not what I meant.’  

The Doctor raised an eyebrow. ‘Then what did you mean?’  

‘I meant are you worried about her with Bradley? He’s dangerous. 

Did you see what he did to that kid in the church?’  

‘I missed most of it,’ came the Doctor’s reply, dismissively.  

Simon sat back and folded his arms. ‘Good for you.’ He leaned 

forward. ‘It was vile. And that could be Alf next, you know.’  

‘Simon, Simon, you need to know something about Alf. She is a 

fighter. There is nothing that Bradley can do to her that she cannot get 



 

   51 

through. A year ago she was tortured by a vampire version of Nick. 

But she came through it. I have known Alf for a lot longer than we 

both realise, I expect, and she has been through more than anyone else 

on this planet. Alf is stronger now than she has ever been. She is a 

survivor.’  

‘Right, well I doubt she’ll make a good survivor while she’s 

unconscious.’  

The Doctor frowned, and glanced at the soldiers guarding the doors. 

‘You are quite correct, Simon,’ he said, and then continued in a 

whisper. ‘But I cannot do much with those UNIT troops watching us.’  

Silence followed for a few moments, before the Doctor spoke again. 

‘Of course, coming here was all part of the plan.’  

‘What plan?’ Simon asked, blankly.  

‘Simon, did you really think I would leave Alf to fend for herself? I 

have let her down enough recently.’ He sipped the last drop of his 

coffee. ‘Right, now that is done, shall we get down to business?’  

Now it was Simon’s turn to look over at the soldiers. ‘We can’t take 

them!’  

The Doctor tutted. ‘Who said anything about violence?’ He shook 

his head and pointed at the TARDIS, sitting innocently in the corner. 

‘We are going to go inside my ship and set up the instruments to find 

Bradley. We can be wherever he is going before he even gets there.’  

Simon glanced at the blue box. ‘We can?’  

The Doctor smiled. ‘Oh yes. As easy as…’  

The doors to the canteen opened and the two men turned their 

heads to see who had come in. Ashton entered.  

‘Doctor, my men have got Bradley. Unfortunately they were 

ambushed by a group of Kuang-Shi.’  

‘What about Alf?’ Simon asked, panic rising in his voice. The Doctor 

glanced at him with a raised eyebrow.  
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‘That’s the problem. The Kuang-Shi attacked my men and then 

Bradley. Beat him to a pulp by all accounts. Haven’t seen the damage 

so I can’t comment, but he’s being brought in now. As for your 

friend…’  

‘Pause for dramatic effect.’ The Doctor stood up. ‘Well, do not keep 

us in suspense now.’  

Ashton looked to the floor, then back up at the Doctor. ‘I’m afraid 

the Kuang-Shi took Alf before my men could do anything.’  

  

Alf slowly opened her eyes, only to find herself surrounded by pitch 

darkness. Her head was buzzing. She went to rub her scalp but her 

arms did not move.  

Several times in the past year Alf had found herself tied up to chair, 

so she knew what it felt like to have her arms bound. This time it was 

different. There was nothing rubbing against her skin, nothing holding 

her down.  

There was no feeling in her arms whatsoever!  

Fighting the panic that threatened to overtake her, Alf considered 

what might have happened. She remembered Bradley grabbing her, 

and then jumping through the window with her. She remembered the 

splinters of glass tearing at her skin, and then seeing the ground racing 

towards them. Bradley had landed smoothly, and had then run across 

the forecourt to the nearest garage. The last thing she recalled was 

Bradley striking her across the head. Was it possible that he had hit her 

hard enough to cause her to go blind? Alf did not know. All she knew 

was that she could see and feel nothing.  

The opening of a door.  

Alf twisted her head in the direction of the sound (which means that 

the feeling is only missing beneath my neck, she thought in relief). A crack 

of light appeared in the darkness. It got bigger as the door opened, and 

Alf could make out the silhouette of a man.  
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‘Who are you?’  

The man chuckled, and Alf was sure the chuckle sounded familiar. 

Not the actual chuckle itself, but the sound of the voice behind it. The 

silhouette reached out and flicked a switch on the wall.  

The room was bathed in light. Alf had to blink away the spots before 

she could focus on the man standing in the doorway. She swallowed 

hard. There was no mistaking the slim figure and the long blond hair.  

Dressed in flowing white robes, standing in the doorway, hands on 

his hips, a smile on his face, was Nick.  

‘Hello, Alf,’ he said.  

  

The Doctor walked into the infirmary with Ashton by his side. 

Lethbridge-Stewart was all ready there, issuing orders to the four men 

standing outside the private room. Lethbridge-Stewart noticed the 

Doctor enter and turned from his men. As ordered the four soldiers 

took up guarding positions. One either side of the private room door 

and the other two on either side of the main infirmary entrance. The 

Doctor looked at them and raised a questioning eyebrow at 

Lethbridge-Stewart.  

‘The prisoner is in a pretty bad state, Doctor, but I’m not taking any 

chances this time. Not after what happened with Ashgotoroth.’  

‘Good call, Alistair.’ The Doctor nodded at the private room. ‘Can I 

see him?’  

‘Of course.’ Lethbridge-Stewart moved aside and let the Doctor 

pass, then followed him into the private room. Ashton remained in the 

doorway, blocking any possible escape route.  

A bloody pulp had indeed been a good description. The Doctor 

thought he should show some sympathy to the wounded Bradley, but 

for some reason he could not muster any such feelings. All he saw was 

an abomination dressed in the body of his old companion, and the 

person responsible for Nick’s death.  
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‘Where is Alf, Bradley?’  

Bradley opened his eyes, and the Doctor noticed the burst blood 

vessels within. ‘He played me like a fool.’  

‘Who did?’  

‘Ashgotoroth.’  

The Doctor nodded. He had suspected that the Kuang-Shi God had 

something to do with Alf’s kidnap. ‘Ashgotoroth is able to 

telepathically link to any Kuang-Shi he pleases, correct?’ Bradley 

nodded. ‘Told you to take Alf to him, did he?’  

‘Yes. He left me with no choice. He could have killed me with one 

thought.’  

The Doctor leaned closer to Bradley. When he spoke his voice was 

cold. ‘If anything happens to Alf, you will wish he had.’  

  

Alf regarded the creature in Nick’s restored (head and all) body. ‘You 

gonna torture me, or what?’  

‘Have you any idea who I am, child?’ Nick’s voice asked.  

Alf considered this. ‘Well, you’re definitely not Nick. You could be 

Nicholas I suppose; you’re certainly camp enough. But I doubt it, 

seeing as I killed him myself.’ She tilted her head sideways and smiled. 

Nick’s face continued to watch her, impassive. ‘Then there is 

Nicholaus, but I killed him, too. So, let me guess… are you Nicky? 

Niko?’ Alf’s voice took on a taunting tone as she reeled off further 

versions of Nick’s name.  

The more she spoke the more animated Nick’s face became. The 

muscles grew taught and the eyes narrowed, until finally he bellowed 

out; ‘I am Ashgotoroth!’  

Alf blinked and shrugged. ‘The Kuang-Shi God that Bradley went to 

so much trouble to raise? Am I supposed to bow?’ She knew that she 

was playing a deadly game, but showing fear was something that Alf 

was not prepared to do. So she continued on in the same sarcastic 
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manner. ‘You know, even if I could bow, which I can’t, then I 

wouldn’t. I don’t worship any god.’  

Ashgotoroth walked the length of the room and peered closely at 

Alf. ‘Is that fear I can smell?’  

Alf pursed her lips. ‘It could be, dunno, ain’t had a chance to freshen 

up since my wedding.’ She glanced down at her dirty gown. ‘Look, 

still in my white dress.’ The sarcasm left her as her mind drifted back 

to the ceremony and all she had been through since then. The last 

image she could see in her mind’s eye was the look of sadness on the 

Doctor’s new face. ‘He’ll get you, you know. It might be best to give in 

now.’  

Ashgotoroth looked at her quizzically. ‘Who will get me? The 

Doctor?’ He shook his head. ‘That’s where you are wrong, child, the 

Doctor will become me.’  

‘No, don’t think so somehow.’ Alf looked straight into the eyes of 

Nick. Only any trace of Nick was long gone. The blue eyes that met 

hers were devoid of any life, just cold marbles. ‘The Doctor’s not like 

you or me, you see. He’s a hero, and he doesn’t lose.’  

  

‘I will not lose,’ the Doctor said to Lethbridge-Stewart, and glanced 

over at Bradley who was watching them from the bed.  

‘Well, what do you suggest we do, Doctor? My men have searched 

the area of the Kuang-Shi ambush and there is no trace of Alf 

whatsoever.’  

The Doctor drummed his fingers on his lips. ‘Why would 

Ashgotoroth want Alf? As bait for me, of course. But for that to work 

then I would need to know where she is being held.’ He held one 

finger in the air. ‘Aha!’ Pointing at Bradley he continued, ‘it is you! You 

are the key!’  

‘Me?’ The look on Bradley’s face clearly expressed what he thought 

of that idea.  
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‘Yes, you.’ The Doctor approached the bed. ‘Why else would 

Ashgotoroth use you to get Alf away from here, only to ambush you 

with some Kuang-Shi? If he had wanted, Ashgotoroth could have you 

killed at any time since he was brought forth, but he has allowed you 

to live. Like you said before, he has played you for a fool.’  

Bradley clenched his jaw, but said nothing.  

‘You know what he is planning, Bradley, and I want you to tell me.’  

‘Why would I want to do that?’  

‘Revenge. Why else? The Kuang-Shi on this planet are your kin, 

made by you. Your followers. Ashgotoroth has come along and taken 

over, surely that must rile you?’  

Bradley’s face twisted in anger. ‘More than you can know!’ he spat. 

‘Okay, Doctor, I shall tell you. He knows you will try to rescue Alf, but 

he has Kuang-Shi hidden all around the vicinity of the church. As soon 

as you arrive the Kuang-Shi will advance, leaving you with no way 

out. Then Ashgotoroth will possess your body’  

‘I would not count on that happening.’  

‘You cannot win, Doctor, Ashgotoroth is a God!’  

The Doctor shook his head and laughed. ‘No he is not. Ashgotoroth 

is a creature evolved from liquid time, that is all. He can be beaten.’  

‘Can he? Once he has your body he will re-write the genetic code of 

the Kuang-Shi on this planet, turning them into first generation Kuang-

Shi. Then this world will have no chance.’ Bradley lifted his lip in a 

sneer. ‘They are my Kuang-Shi… mine to command, not his!’  

The Doctor turned away from the bed and walked back over to 

Lethbridge-Stewart. ‘What do you think, Alistair?’  

‘It’s going to be difficult. I can have troops at that church shortly, try 

to take out as many Kuang-Shi as possible.’  

The Doctor shook his head. ‘Not good enough. Too many innocents 

in the area.’ He rubbed his earlobe and looked over at Bradley. ‘You 

need to evacuate the area, Alistair, for I have an idea.’  
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‘What do you intend to do, Doctor?’  

The Doctor looked back at Lethbridge-Stewart and smiled. 

‘Ashgotoroth wants me in the church, then that is where I shall go.’  

‘But he’ll kill you. You heard what that vampire said, you’ll never be 

able to get out.’  

‘Then, Alistair, I shall have to ensure that I have an escape route.’ 

The Doctor addressed Ashton. ‘Prepare Bradley for a small journey, he 

is coming with me.’  

‘What?’ asked three voices at once.  

The Doctor looked from Ashton, to Lethbridge-Stewart and finally 

to Bradley. ‘You are going to help me, Bradley, whether you like it or 

not. Either you do that, or I leave you here, and I assure you Alistair’s 

men will not be kind to you.’ With that the Doctor walked out of the 

room.  

Ashton turned to Lethbridge-Stewart. ‘Sir?’  

‘Do as the Doctor asks, corporal.’ Lethbridge-Stewart gave Bradley 

one last look then left the room too.  

  

Ashton and two other UNIT soldiers led Bradley into the canteen. 

Ruby stepped out of her room and walked over to them. She looked at 

Bradley, then turned to Ashton.  

‘This is a bad idea.’  

‘Not my place to say, Ruby,’ he replied. ‘General’s orders.’  

Ruby eyed Bradley again and turned as the Doctor stepped out of 

the TARDIS. He surveyed the small gathering.  

‘Are you sure about this, pet?’ Ruby asked.  

The Doctor walked over to Ruby. ‘Quite sure. Do not worry 

yourself, Ruby; Bradley needs my help as much as I need his.’  

‘How do I need your help?’  

The Doctor turned to Bradley. ‘I shall tell you on the way.’ He 

waved to the TARDIS. ‘In you go.’ Bradley gave him an odd look, but 
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did as he was told. Once Bradley was inside the Doctor smiled at 

Ashton. ‘Thank you, Luke. If you could go and tell Alistair that I have 

left it would be most appreciated.’  

‘Sir.’ Ashton left the canteen with his troops.  

‘Let me go with you, Doctor.’  

The Doctor shook his head. ‘No, Ruby. No distractions. Keep a 

coffee ready for me.’ He turned sharply, and entered the TARDIS.  

  

Bradley stopped upon crossing the threshold of the TARDIS and 

looked around in awe. He had lived for a long time, and had seen 

many wondrous things (most of them since arriving on Earth five 

years ago), but nothing compared with the site that greeted him. 

Although he had no idea, he was the latest in a long line of people who 

had entered the TARDIS expecting to find themselves in a tiny space. 

He also had the honour of being the first person to see the new-look 

console room.  

For over half a year the Doctor had been using what he called the 

“secondary” console room, the same wooden walled room that Ruby 

had seen previously when she had come to find the wounded Doctor. 

The “primary” console room was a large chamber, as big as the 

worship hall in Bradley’s church. The six walls alternated between 

walls covered in roundels and walls covered in shelves. The three 

shelved walls held various volumes of books, from all over the 

universe, and other items the purpose of which Bradley could only 

guess at. In one corner of the room, next to the wall that contained a 

door, was a small basket, and in that basket was the Doctor’s black 

cane. Next to the basket was a white coat stand. In the centre of the 

opaque room stood a hexagonal control console, and in the centre of 

that console was a glass column with various colours of light shining 

within.  



 

   59 

Bradley was still looking around in awe when the Doctor entered. 

He passed Bradley and went straight to the console, pressing a soft red 

button. Bradley turned at the steady hum behind him, and watched, 

amazed, as the double doors closed and sealed together leaving no 

sign that they had been there.  

The Doctor pressed a few more controls and flicked a switch. A faint 

wheezing and groaning sound could be heard in the distance, and the 

glass column began to rise and fall in a steady rhythm. Satisfied the 

Doctor turned to face Bradley.  

‘This is what I am going to do for you, Bradley, how I am going to 

help you. I have promised Alistair that I shall take you from Earth and 

return you to Styria.’  

Bradley raised his bruised eyebrows. ‘Why would I want to leave 

Earth?’  

‘Because we are going to destroy every Kuang-Shi on this planet and 

if I leave you here UNIT will execute you. After my last visit, Styria is 

not quite the same place you remember. You will be hunted down, no 

doubt, but at least there you will have a fighting chance.’  

Bradley joined the Doctor by the console. ‘Why would you do this? I 

have shown you no kindness.’  

The Doctor nodded his head. ‘Very true. Indeed you are the cause of 

a dear friend’s death.’ He looked away from Bradley and focused on 

the steady movement of the central column. ‘But I value all life, 

Bradley, even yours. If there is a chance I can preserve it then it is my 

duty to do so.’  

‘I am what you fight against, though, Doctor. I am the evil that you 

defeat.’  

The Doctor listened to the calm tone of Bradley’s voice. There was 

no remorse, or even guilt. He was simply stating what he knew to be 

fact. ‘No, Bradley, you are mistaken.’ The Doctor turned his head and 

looked directly into Bradley’s eyes. ‘You are amoral, but not evil. You 
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are a creature of liquid time, yet you are shackled by a residue of the 

host, the man that Bradley was before Lord Cheng converted him.’ His 

eyes narrowed. ‘Ashgotoroth is evil, pure liquid time, wearing a 

human body like a loose suit. There is no residue of the host left.’  

Bradley considered this. ‘And if Ashgotoroth succeeds all Kuang-Shi 

will hence forth be like him.’  

‘Yes, and that cannot be allowed.’  

‘I do not see how I can help you, Doctor.’  

The Doctor walked around the console, and began to check the 

instruments. ‘You are the only one who has the physical strength that 

can even compare with Ashgotoroth. You must keep him distracted 

while I rescue Alf.’  

‘And what of the Kuang-Shi? I am their prince, but he is their God. 

They will not stand by and allow me to attack Ashgotoroth.’  

‘Of course not.’ The Doctor smiled. ‘Which is why I shall extend the 

TARDIS force field outwards, to keep the Kuang-Shi at bay.’  

‘Say you rescue Alf, what then? We leave in this machine of yours, 

but Ashgotoroth will still live. Even if you return me to Styria it will 

not stop Ashgotoroth from tracking you down. It is your body that he 

needs.’  

‘Alistair has organised an air strike. At the pre-arranged signal a 

missile will be dropped on the church, destroying everything inside. 

As soon as the TARDIS dematerialises the Kuang-Shi will be 

destroyed.’  

‘And what of your duty to protect life?’  

The Doctor let out a sigh. ‘I cannot save everybody, Bradley. I can 

only do what I can do. Your life will have to be enough.’  

  

Alf looked out at the empty worship hall, empty but for her and 

Ashgotoroth. The Kuang-Shi God sat in a pew before her, his eyes 

closed as he contacted his followers. Alf was no longer bothered by the 
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fact that he looked like Nick, because she knew without doubt that 

Nick was gone. Facing the truth with the new Doctor had driven that 

home. She could not bring her husband back; all she could do was 

carry on with her life.  

Alf flexed his fingers. Whatever Ashgotoroth had given her was 

wearing off, her paralysis was coming to an end. Which, as far as she 

was concerned, meant bad news for the so-called God of the Kuang-

Shi.  

‘Any chance of a drink?’ she asked. ‘I would say wine, but I’d never 

be able to trust any bottle of Shiraz you gave me.’  

Ashgotoroth ignored her. Either that or his telepathic contact was 

shutting her out.  

‘Fine.’ Alf looked up at the ceiling. ‘I spy with my little eye 

something beginning with “W”. Wooden beams? Yep, your go.’  

Ashgotoroth opened his eyes. ‘The Doctor cometh.’  

‘Going all biblical now, are we?’  

Ashgotoroth closed his eyes again. ‘Come to me, my children.’  

Within five minutes the doors opened and Kuang-Shi surged into 

the worship hall. Ashgotoroth stepped up onto the platform, and 

rested his hands on the altar, inches from where Alf lay. ‘My children, 

your deliverance is at hand. No longer shall you share in the power of 

Cheng, but soon you shall share in the might of Ashgotoroth!’  

He looked down at Alf and said quietly so that the Kuang-Shi could 

not hear. ‘The Doctor uses his TARDIS to arrive. Clever of him, really, 

since my Kuang-Shi were lying in ambush. But no matter, when he 

arrives the outcome will still be the same. The Doctor will become me.’  

Alf snorted. ‘Sweet dreams are made of these, eh?’  

Ashgotoroth was about to respond, but instead he held up a hand. 

‘Silence,’ he said loudly and all the Kuang-Shi ceased their mutterings 

about the coming gift of Ashgotoroth. ‘The Doctor’s time ship arrives… 
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there!’ He pointed to the far end of the platform just as, accompanied 

by the usual wheezing and groaning sound, the TARDIS materialised.  

For a few moments nothing happened, and then the TARDIS door 

opened. The Doctor emerged and stopped just outside the blue box. He 

rested one arm on his cane and leaned to one side. ‘Ashgotoroth, I see 

you have a new suit. The only host body capable of sustaining your 

essence long enough for this moment?’  

Ashgotoroth nodded. ‘Quite right, Doctor. Nick’s godly essence 

prepared this body quite nicely.’  

‘You do realise that this is the end for you?’ the Doctor asked, 

eyebrow raised.  

Ashgotoroth threw back his head and laughed. It was the distraction 

that the Doctor needed. Without further ado he lifted his cane and 

threw it at Ashgotoroth. The black rod hurtled at great speed, 

slamming into the God’s mid-drift. Energy crackled around 

Ashgotoroth’s body, and he flew backwards landing several feet from 

the platform. The Doctor turned to the TARDIS and called inside.  

‘Now Bradley!’  

Bradley ran out of the TARDIS and jumped off the platform, landing 

on top of Ashgotoroth. The other Kuang-Shi let out a yell of anger and 

surged forward as one. They did not get far before finding themselves 

repelled by the invisible wall that was the TARDIS force field. They 

scratched and bit but to no avail.  

The Doctor rushed over to the altar and undid the ropes that bound 

Alf. She looked up at him and smiled. ‘I knew you’d come for me.’  

The Doctor frowned. ‘No doubts?’  

‘Nah, had enough doubts to last me a life time.’  

The Doctor grinned. His grin turn into a look of puzzlement as a 

crackling sound came from one of his coat pockets. He patted the 

pockets and pulled out a UNIT radio. He held it up for Alf to see and 
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chuckled. ‘Alistair’s on the phone.’ The Doctor pressed a button. 

‘Hello?’  

‘Doctor, are you receiving, over?’  

‘Yes, loud and clear… erm, over.’ The Doctor shrugged at Alf, and 

glanced down at the struggling forms of Bradley and Ashgotoroth. 

Bradley was fighting with every ounce of his strength, but it was 

barely enough to hold Ashgotoroth down.  

‘We’re launching the missile now, over.’  

The Doctor’s face creased in concern. ‘But, Alistair, we’re not ready!’  

‘Sorry, Doctor, but no Kuang-Shi are leaving that place. Out.’  

The radio went dead. The Doctor looked at it blankly, and then 

turned to Alf. ‘Quick, get into the TARDIS!’ Not needing any further 

encouragement Alf climbed down off the altar and set off. ‘Oh, Alf!’ 

She stopped and turned, in time to catch the cane that the Doctor had 

thrown to here. ‘Now go!’ he yelled.  

The Doctor rushed over to the edge of the platform. ‘Bradley, we 

have to go now.’  

Ashgotoroth held Bradley by the throat and slowly got to his feet. 

‘Oh no, Doctor, you’re not going anywhere.’ He moved to climb onto 

the platform but Bradley threw up his hands and scratched at 

Ashgotoroth’s eyes.  

‘Go, Doctor…’ Bradley swung his fist into Ashgotoroth’s face and 

smiled at the Doctor. ‘Residue, remember?’  

‘Thank you,’ the Doctor said, turned, and hared into the TARDIS. 

Seconds later the blue box faded from view.  

No sooner had it gone than the Kuang-Shi were free to claim 

Bradley. With barely a thought Ashgotoroth batted his assailant aside, 

knocking him into the arms of the waiting Kuang-Shi. He stepped onto 

the platform and looked at the spot where the TARDIS once stood. He 

shook his head and opened his mouth. Liquid time poured out, 
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making a pool at his feet. He looked back to the Kuang-Shi who were 

literally ripping Bradley apart.  

‘Farewell, my children,’ Ashgotoroth said softly and jumped into the 

pool of liquid time.  

  

A little while later, Ashgotoroth watched as the church burned.  

He glanced around to locate the TARDIS. He could feel it moving 

through liquid time, about to enter Earth’s dimension once again. The 

jumping off point the Doctor had chosen for his TARDIS was the street 

by the church. Ashgotoroth would be ready.  

He went to move, to conceal himself and prepare for the Doctor’s 

return, when the TARDIS came into being. It did not materialise 

nearby as Ashgotoroth has expected, rather the blue box came into 

being around the god’s host body.  

Seconds later the TARDIS dematerialised. Of Ashgotoroth there was 

no sign.  

The church continued to burn down.  

  

The Doctor looked up from the console and across at the dishevelled 

figure standing by the external doors. Alf stood behind the Doctor, 

brushing the dust off her wedding dress. Ashgotoroth stared at the 

Doctor.  

‘Perfect,’ he said and started to move across the console room. ‘Nice 

of you to bring me here, Doctor.’  

The Doctor smiled grimly. ‘Not really. You will not be staying.’ He 

glanced back at Alf. ‘Hold tight,’ he said and pressed the soft red 

button.  

The external doors were flung open by the raw energy of the liquid 

time outside the TARDIS. Ashgotoroth turned around in horror. ‘No! 

This body will be destroyed!’ As he said this his host body was being 

dragged towards the open doors.  
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The Doctor braced himself against the console. ‘Yes, I am rather 

afraid it will be. Still, it is no longer alive anyway.’  

‘No!’  

Ashgotoroth was lifted off the floor, as a tendril of liquid time shot 

into the console room and whipped him outside. The Doctor 

immediately pressed the red button again and the doors closed.  

Alf let go of the handle on the internal door and took a deep breath. 

‘Interesting. Is he gone now?’  

The Doctor glanced at her and raced around the console. ‘For now. 

Not for long, though, I expect. Now, excuse me while I initiate the new 

emergency protocols.’  

Alf walked over to the console. ‘What new emergency protocols?’  

The Doctor sighed and looked over at Alf. ‘Something that the 

TARDIS and I constructed on the way to rescue you. Now,’ he pointed 

at the panel before him, ‘do you mind?’  

Alf just shook her head.  

‘Thank you,’ the Doctor said, his voice laced with sarcasm.  

  

The outer plasmic shell of the TARDIS continued to wade through the 

liquid time. Nearby the remains of a human body floated. A face, 

bigger than the TARDIS, began to form. A black shadow with a mouth 

full of sharp teeth. In the depths of the mouth a pale blue light glowed. 

Hair seemed to blow on top of the head, and two fiery eyes opened.  

YOU CANNOT ESCAPE ME, TIME LORD!  

The voice shook the blue box and the face of Ashgotoroth drew 

closer to the TARDIS. The god opened his mouth wide and engulfed 

the time machine within its depths.  

  

‘Doctor!’  

‘What now?’ the Doctor snapped, looking up from his work on the 

console.  
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Alf pointed. ‘Look!’  

The Doctor looked. He frowned at what he saw. ‘Oh dear, that is not 

good.’ With renewed energy he returned his attention to the control 

console. ‘Come on, old girl, work with me on this!’  

Alf continued to watch as liquid time seeped through the 

infinitesimal gap between the external doors and the walls. There was 

nothing she could do, just watch, switching her glances between the 

liquid time and the Doctor.  

The silvery substance slid across the floor, edging towards the 

console.  

‘Doctor!’  

The Doctor spun round, just in time to witness the liquid time come 

into contact with the base of the console. ‘Alf,’ he said. ‘Whatever you 

do, keep hold of that cane!’  

IT IS TOO LATE NOW, DOCTOR. YOUR BODY WILL BE MINE!  

The liquid time seemed to leap from the door and encased the 

Doctor. Alf moved forward in a vain attempt to help, but a small 

tendril of liquid time lashed out and sent her flying across the control 

room.  

Liquid time oozed throughout the room, running up the base of the 

console, covering the six panels, and enveloping the time rotor. In a 

matter of minutes nothing of the new console room could be seen, 

except for the indistinct mushroom of the central console, the 

unconscious Alf, and the erect but frozen form of the Doctor.  

All of them imprisoned in the inescapable deluge of Liquid time...  
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Chapter Four 

 

It felt as though a Sumo wrestler had tried, unsuccessfully, to tiptoe 

past the Doctor’s mental defences and into his brain. The alien 

presence in his mind was swamping him: more powerful than even the 

combined presences of the Collector and the Figure had been.  

The first image appeared. It was like those he had seen in the little 

pool of liquid time back in his curio shop. An image of a tall and 

powerfully built individual. The Doctor recognised the dark skinned 

man immediately. It was the single greatest figure in Time Lord 

history.  

Rassilon.  

 

The large, bearded Time Lord was at the controls of a ship that struck the 

Doctor as being both incredibly sophisticated and undeniably primitive at the 

same time. It was sophisticated compared to the standards of most races in the 

universe and yet primitive when weighed against the superiority of the 

TARDIS.  

Rassilon was staring at a scanner screen intently, occasionally toying with 

his beard and moustache in unconscious excitement. ‘It’s working,’ he 

whispered, barely audible. Realising what he was doing, he straightened up 

and spoke confidently into a communicator. ‘This is Rassilon calling Gallifrey 

Central Command. I’m pleased to advise that, as I had calculated, the Time 

Scaphe has penetrated the barrier to the fourth dimension. Those who have 

described it as a “time stream” have been proven correct. At the moment, 

turbulence is negligible, although that may not continue to be the case.’  

‘This was my first encounter with one of your kind.’ The voice of 

Ashgotoroth spoke directly into the Doctor’s consciousness. ‘An 

unwelcome and reckless intruder in my very being.’  
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‘It must have been just after Omega’s sacrifice and the harnessing of 

the Eye of Harmony.’ The Doctor’s voice was calm, speculative. ‘What 

do you mean, your “very being”?’  

‘It appears that truth is not highly regarded by your scholars,’ came 

the reply. ‘Are you familiar with the concepts of microcosm and 

macrocosm, and their interconnectedness, or did they conceal that 

from you as well?’  

‘“As above, so below.” Always seemed like mystical twaddle to me,’ 

said the Doctor.  

‘Then watch.’  

Inside the time craft, Rassilon was being buffeted about.  

‘Turbulence,’ he announced. ‘Unsurprising, really - laminar flow relies on 

there being nothing to disrupt it. Introducing this Scaphe into the time stream 

has disturbed its equilibrium. Experiments to determine what form the 

exterior of the ship should take to minimise turbulence will be required.’  

The craft juddered suddenly, as if struck by something.  

Rassilon returned his attention to the scanner. The seemingly underwater 

scene he had previously noted was still visible, but there was something 

oozing across the scanner’s external sensor. It was a like giant amoeba.  

‘I appear to have encountered the first proof of life forms in the fourth 

dimension. The Scaphe has struck or been struck by something, and it is 

clinging to the ship’s exterior.’ He looked up, startled, as the craft’s 

superstructure began to groan. ‘Something’s happening. I’m concerned for the 

Scaphe’s integrity. Uncertain what is causing the stress on the supports, but 

it happened immediately after encountering the chronal life form. Dropping 

back into the standard three dimensions...’ He adjusted the control panel 

before him. ‘Now!’  

‘I do not see anything about microcosms and macrocosms in this,’ 

the Doctor remarked.  

‘That is because you are too impetuous to watch the whole thing 

without interruption,’ Ashgotoroth said. ‘Patience.’  
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The scene had changed. It was now focussed on the outer wilderness of 

Gallifrey; the orange sky being quite distinctive to anyone who had spent any 

time under it. A large, rotund shape suddenly appeared, accompanied by a 

thunderous roaring, which the Doctor recognised as similar to the TARDIS 

materialisation sound, but jumbled in an unfamiliar cacophony.  

From a short distance away, a group of men was approaching. Two men 

dressed in black robes were accompanied by six others dressed in Ruritanian 

garb. The Doctor recognised them as early Chancellery Guard uniforms. As 

they approached the newly arrived craft, the guards came to a halt in two 

rows, flanking the men in black, who moved forward slightly before stopping a 

discrete distance from the ship, waiting.  

The exterior hatch of the Scaphe swung open, and Rassilon climbed out, a 

little ungainly. The black-robed men gave a polite round of applause.  

Rassilon smiled broadly and walked towards them.  

Behind him, two semi-transparent shapes peeled themselves from the 

exterior of the Time Scaphe and leapt at the leader of the soon-to-be Time 

Lords. The guards rushed forward, stasers at the ready. Rassilon turned to 

face the amoeboids, backing away towards the guards.  

‘Beings from the fourth dimension...’ he began, just before the two creatures 

leapt at him.  

The Chancellery Guards opened fire. The blobs absorbed the blasts and 

began to glow from within. Immediately, two of the guards grabbed Rassilon 

and pushed him behind them, before turning to fire once more at their 

iridescent enemies. Again, no readily apparent harm was done.  

In response, the blob-shaped beings extruded tentacles towards the two 

guards. As the tendrils touched the Gallifreyan soldiers, they fell to the 

ground, apparently dead. The remaining guards hurriedly shepherded 

Rassilon and the two high-ranking Gallifreyans away from the bodies. When 

the group had retreated a safe distance, the two amoebas began to wrap 

themselves around their fallen foes, seeming to wither away as they did so. 

Finally, just the guards’ bodies were left on the ground.  
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As the last traces of the amoeboids vanished, the two stricken guards slowly 

rose to their feet, their weapons ignored on the ground. Overjoyed at this turn 

of events, their comrades raced forward to greet them. Their happiness was 

short lived for when the first guard reached his former friends, he was 

attacked. The supposedly recovered pair fell on him with ferocious strength; 

biting at his neck. Before they could react, the remaining Chancellery guards 

suffered a similar fate.  

‘Vampires?’ cried the Doctor. ‘How...?’  

‘They came from the time stream. Their natural form is not easily 

adaptable to the lower planes of reality, so they took over the bodies of 

those who originate from those dimensions.’  

‘I understand that vampires are creatures that possess the dead 

bodies of their victims, but how… I do not understand how they came 

from this so-called “time stream”.’  

‘And the history of your people doesn’t tell you?’  

‘It speaks of our war with the vampires, but is rather vague on how 

they came to be. Some claim it was Rassilon’s fault, but I never 

believed...’  

‘Your people could never face up to the truth,’ Ashgotoroth’s voice 

said, echoing tauntingly around the Doctor’s mind. ‘Even now, calling 

them “vampires”, you avoid the simple truth of their being. The 

microcosm and the macrocosm.’  

‘So you keep saying. Your meaning eludes me still.’  

‘The things you call “vampires” live in the time stream. In your own 

body, you have similar creatures. They hunt through your blood 

stream looking for foreign matter and eliminating it.’  

‘Are you saying that vampires are some kind of antibodies in the 

time stream?’  

‘You may call it a time stream, little man, but to me it is a blood 

stream.’  

‘Meaning?’  
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‘You and your kind are parasites that have evolved inside my body. 

What you call “time” is the substance that nourishes all parts of me. 

With your experiments and tampering, you place me at risk. My 

antibodies, my “vampires”, will wipe you out and save me!’  

‘Liquid time is... your blood?’  

‘As above, Doctor, so below. And as you live on my blood, so to do 

my antibodies live on yours.’  

‘This does not make sense. How is it that vampires, your so-called 

antibodies, are so rare if they are meant to be removing infection from 

your liquid time stream?’  

‘Watch, Doctor. Watch.’  

The scene in the Doctor’s mind changed. Rassilon was still in it, looking 

haggard and with the beginnings of grey hair creeping into his appearance. He 

was not on Gallifrey anymore. The scene showed him amongst a series of 

adobe brick structures, each little bigger than the external dimensions of the 

TARDIS. In many of them sat elegantly dressed individuals, chanting as they 

poured over paper scrolls.  

‘My thanks, Monitor, for the agreement of Logopolis to this task,’ said 

Rassilon to the younger man he was standing with. ‘What we have discovered 

in the time stream terrifies me, and may well signal the end of us all if we do 

not find some way to block these creatures - these vampires - from coming to 

our worlds.’  

‘Your solution, Lord President, is so complex that no one but the 

mathematicians of Logopolis could possibly attempt it.’  

Rassilon appeared a little uncomfortable with his new title, but the Monitor 

continued by uttering a complex mathematical formula. Briefly, in the air 

between the two men, a circular shape shimmered into being, within its disc 

circular arcs swirling.  

‘The Seal of Rassilon…’ breathed the Doctor.  

‘As you know, the solution can only be used to shape something; it would 

be impossible for even our minds to undertake such a task of block transfer 

computation on an ongoing basis.’ The Monitor looked at Rassilon, 
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enquiringly. ‘Have you found a substance that can be shaped into this vortex 

you will shield us from the time stream with?’  

‘The answer, my dear Monitor, was so simple that I almost overlooked it. 

The only substance that could block time is time itself. The computations your 

people undertake will reshape time, changing it from a liquid to a solid form, 

and within the walls of the solid time vortex liquid time will still circulate, 

sealed off from the time stream and its vampires. The Eye of Harmony will 

power the motion of the vortex, and will allow our vessels to sail in it.’  

‘An elegant solution, Lord President. It will, however, take considerable 

time to include these factors in the computations. Will you be able to hold off 

these vampires for that long?’  

‘War is not in my nature, but it is required for the survival of us all,’ 

replied Rassilon, his face hardening. ‘We are building weapons that will allow 

us to penetrate the bodies that vampires possess, and disperse them. And once 

the vortex is constructed, we will hunt down those that remain and 

exterminate every last one!’  

‘So, the vortex keeps you out, does it? And its shape became known 

as “the Seal of Rassilon”. A temporal seal rather an symbolic one, 

though.’ The Doctor chuckled. ‘What a wily old fox Rassilon was.’ His 

voice took on a steely edge as he addressed Ashgotoroth once more. 

‘Nothing else to talk about, then. Once we have mopped up you and 

your vampires here on Earth, everyone will be safe again.’  

‘You really have no idea, do you? You think that the universe 

consists of a number of constants that don’t change. Where is Gallifrey 

now? Where are the Time Lords?’  

‘There are a number of them at Outpost Gallifrey...’ began the 

Doctor.  

‘When the paradoxes were resolved and the new version of history 

came into being, the obstructions of Rassilon and Gallifrey were swept 

away by a cleansing rush of liquid time. The vortex he burnt into my 

time stream broke apart and was dispersed. Only a few pieces of 

flotsam - you, Outpost Gallifrey, the Matrix chamber on “Voga” - 
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remain in the universe. The people of this timeline are once more in the 

stream of liquid time that flows through my body, or what you would 

perceive as a body given your limited imagination.’  

‘That does not make sense! How can I be travelling in a device 

developed by Rassilon, if Rassilon never existed in the first place?’  

‘You expect the resolution of universal paradoxes to make sense to 

someone as limited as you?’ A peal of laughter echoed around the 

Doctor’s mental faculties.  

‘I am glad someone is enjoying this,’ said the Doctor sarcastically. 

‘So, the barriers Rassilon built around history are gone. That explains 

something, in any case.’ His mind focussed briefly on a number of 

threats he had opposed - vampires, the Eternal in Paris, the so-called 

Hitchhiker at the Collector’s zoo, the Tiger’s Eyes, the Protii - and on 

how these creatures from the early ages of the universe now seemed 

far more common than they should be.  

‘And yet, despite the millennia that have passed, your antibodies 

still have not eliminated the many forms of sapient life, and neither 

have you died. Surely that means that the vampires will never succeed, 

but that it does not matter as life on my scale is not deadly to you?’  

‘Not deadly when confined, Doctor, but wandering freely in the 

time stream? Expanding the infection sites and potentially damaging 

my ability to continue to exist? That I cannot allow. With Rassilon and 

Gallifrey, the infection of you and your kind was confined. Now…’  

‘Now you have decided that even the smallest chance of harm to 

you must be eliminated. But if what you say is true, if you were to die 

then so would we. Even without your vampires, we would have to 

restrain ourselves for our own survival. You must see that, surely?’  

‘Creatures who live such short life spans cannot see existence on the 

scale that I do, Time Lord. Even that title, the one your people chose for 

themselves, shows how small your thinking is. In infinity, even if 

something has a small chance of ever occurring, at some time it must 
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occur. By living at all, you parasites must kill me one day – unless I 

wipe you out altogether.’  

‘While you are correct mathematically, Ashgotoroth, there is one 

thing that not even the mathematics of Logopolis can predict: what life 

will do. If everyone thought in the mathematical way you do, the 

“threat” you perceive life making to you would never have occurred. 

Everything must end, so why would anyone try to achieve anything at 

all?’  

Ashgotoroth let out a sound that reminded the Doctor of a yawn. ‘I 

don’t even know why I am communicating with you at all.’  

‘But there is a reason, is there not Ashgotoroth?’  

‘Why else would I be bothering with you, Doctor? Yes, I have a 

reason. A very good one.’  

‘This is part of your plan to take over my body.’  

This time Ashgotoroth did not even bother to laugh. ‘I have 

stimulated some of your earliest memories, Time Lord. Your body is 

already mine; you are trapped in those memories alone. But I have a 

use for your mind as well as your body…’  

  

In the TARDIS control room; all was still beneath the reflective shell of 

liquid time. Mirror images of mirrored surfaces reflected off into 

infinity, the lack of differentiation rendering everything practically 

invisible.  

At one end of the console room, looking like a statue carved in 

silver, stood Alf. In one hand the outline of a long stick could be made 

out. At the tip of the stick shape, liquid time was slipping, losing its 

hold like water on oil, revealing the engraved Seal of Rassilon.  

The Seal glowed blue with a rhythmic pulse. The blue light, too, was 

reflected in the eternity of mirrors that the TARDIS interior had 

become.  
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Pulsing in time with the Seal, two small circles appeared in the air. 

They, too, glowed an unearthly azure. Weakly at first, and then 

stronger, a wheezing and groaning sound filled the control room. A 

figure of a woman materialised where the two blue circles floated 

above the floor, circles that now revealed themselves to be the irises of 

a pair of eyes.  

When she had achieved solid form, Tardis tossed her head to whirl 

the blonde hair away from her face. She smiled a grim and determined 

smile. She could feel what was happening in the Doctor’s mind: 

Ashgotoroth preparing to bring his plans to fruition.  

She walked confidently to where the console was submerged 

beneath a laminate of liquid time. Behind her, she left a trail of 

footprints where the floor of the control room lay exposed, the liquid 

time rippling at the edges and slowly closing over her tracks.  

She reached out for the controls she wanted, and paused, frowning. 

Bending down, she picked up a small silvery object from below the 

console. She swept a hand over it quickly but gently, freeing a small 

black shape from its case. Missy opened her eyes and mewed 

plaintively.  

Tardis began to scratch under the cat’s chin, smiling. A loud purring 

quickly rewarded her. ‘Don’t you worry, Missy,’ she said kindly. ‘Just 

wait here until I’m done.’ With her right hand, Tardis swept the liquid 

time off the top of the time rotor and lifted the cat there.  

Eyes still on Missy, Tardis’ hands quickly sought the controls she 

needed. She knew this console as if it were a part of her, which, of 

course, it was.  

‘Contact.’  

  

‘But I have a use for your mind as well as your body,’ Ashgotoroth 

advised the Doctor with great aplomb.  
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‘And what might that be? Some kind of encyclopaedia of the parts 

of space and time from which you have been cut off?’  

‘You will learn that in due course. As a Time Lord you must 

understand that things are only revealed when the time is right.’  

A husky, musical voice suddenly interrupted the conversation. 

‘Contact.’  

It was like someone had let the dawn of a blue sun into the Doctor’s 

mind, as the sapphire glow of artron energy shone from the eyes of 

Tardis. The light illuminated the manifestation of Ashgotoroth, a 

snarling shadow with ragged, uneven teeth.  

‘I was wondering when you would spring our trap,’ the Doctor said 

to the female form that floated in his mindscape. ‘I was afraid 

something might have gone wrong.’  

‘Wrong?’ Tardis laughed cheerfully. ‘I come from a long line of 

sentiences who bend time to our wills.’ She smiled at the Doctor but 

her eyes still held Ashgotoroth in their gaze.  

‘Hah! The tamed time of Rassilon’s vortex. It is nothing compared to 

the true rushing force of my being!’ Ashgotoroth laughed again.  

‘We shall see.’ With that, the glow in Tardis’ eyes grew brighter and 

stronger, burning its way to a blue so bright that it was almost white. 

The face of the dark god screwed up at the onslaught, dark eyes 

closing.  

Within his consciousness, Ashgotoroth could see the face of the 

Doctor, the face of the woman, and the circular form that Rassilon had 

burnt into the god’s essence, each flashing alternatively in the very seat 

of his being. The memory of the pain Rassilon had inflicted on him was 

like a new thing, blue and bright and burning.  

Blue.  

Bright.  

Burning.  
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The first thing that Alf remembered was a small noise, like the lid of a 

box closing. She thought she saw the head of the cane swing shut, but 

maybe it was just a trick of the light.  

Alf blinked rapidly, trying to clear her mind. She had to find some 

way to stop the liquid time…  

‘Where’s it gone?’ she asked out loud. ‘It was starting to get in.’  

‘You need to keep up with events, Alf.’ The Doctor’s voice came 

from behind her right shoulder, and she turned to face him.  

‘All right, then. But to do that, I need a reliable source of 

information. Not really your bag, is it? You’re all secrets and “I’ll 

explain later”, which you never bleedin’ well do!’  

‘Is that how you see me, Alf? Very well. What has happened is this: 

knowing that Ashgotoroth would try to inhabit my body, Tardis and I 

set in place new emergency protocols. We mapped the contents of my 

mind into the telepathic circuits and, when the time was right, the 

emergency protocols extracted everything that did not match the map. 

Simple really.’  

‘Simple? It sounds impossible! And where did it suck that 

murderous bastard away to? And where’s the liquid time gone?’  

‘The liquid time is in the hidden compartment of my cane. Without 

Ashgotoroth’s mind driving it, it is quite safe to handle. As to where 

his mind is now, come with me and I will show you.’ The Doctor 

strode towards the door leading deeper into the TARDIS, and Alf 

followed.  

When the door closed, the only living creature left in the control 

room was Missy. She had not noticed them go, for she was far too busy 

sleeping on top of the time rotor.  

  

It was a room in the TARDIS that Alf had never seen before. Large and 

airy, full of old machinery like something taken straight from the 19th 
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Century. Alf listened to the sound of pistons and gears shifting, mixing 

in with the usual steady background hum of the TARDIS.  

There was, however, something that seemed out of place. Floating in 

the centre of the room was a large circular disc. It spun slowly and 

gave off a faint blue glow. Alf recognised the design: she held one in 

her hand, on the head of the Doctor’s cane, but she had first seen it on 

Voga, not long before she had met the new Doctor for the first time.  

He had called it the Seal of Rassilon.  

‘And he’s in there?’ she asked the Doctor.  

‘Indubitably. The design was first used by my people to seal off 

space and time from Ashgotoroth and his minions. Except that it also 

never was. It can be confusing, having memories of two versions of 

history.’  

‘I bet. One set of memories is all I need.’ She paused, her mind going 

back to her wedding, to Nick. She felt her eyes growing hot with 

remorse and wiped away the tears before they could form. ‘I told that 

creep you never lose, Doctor. But it isn’t true. We’ve both lost Nick.’  

The Doctor frowned, and reached out to squeeze her shoulder. 

‘There are no words I can say that will ease that pain for myself, let 

alone you. But never forget: you do not grieve alone.’  

‘I know, Doctor.’ Her voice fell to a whisper. ‘Thank you for being 

Nick’s friend, and mine as well.’  

The two stood in silence for a while, both remembering.  

It was Alf who broke the silence. ‘Time to tie up loose ends, Doctor. 

You get rid of this thing,’ she pointed at the disc, ‘and I’d better get 

back to Earth to arrange the funeral.’  

‘Earth?’ the Doctor asked. ‘Not home to Alpha Centauri?’  

‘I couldn’t face all our friends now, not so soon after… Besides, Nick 

told me Earth is where he became human, so that makes it his 

birthplace more or less. He was born there, so he should be buried 

there.’  
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‘As you wish.’ The Doctor turned and placed a paternal arm around 

Alf’s shoulder. ‘I knew that is what you would have wanted, so I had a 

word with Alistair about including Nick in the upcoming UNIT 

memorial.’ Alf looked up at him blankly. ‘We are not the only ones 

who have lost a good man during this crisis, Alf.’  

‘You’re right.’ She glanced back at the disc one last time, before the 

Doctor led her out of the TARDIS power room.  

‘We had best return to the control room. After I drop you off, I will 

need to drop Ashgotoroth over the event horizon of a black hole. The 

relativistic time dilation should be enough to keep a being made 

entirely of liquid time from escaping.’  

  

Alf sniffed. What had happened at the memorial left only the lightest 

trace of memories. The details would be forever vague.  

It was not just Nick who was remembered that day; others had been 

buried, too. Something that Alf knew would never happen with Nick’s 

body, as it had been lost to the winds of the time vortex. Many 

members of UNIT had also been lost in what was now being called ‘the 

Highgate Event’. Lt Surgeon Harry Sullivan was mentioned often. Alf 

remembered him only vaguely, but it was plain he had been very 

popular with his colleagues.  

When she tried to remember more, something large and heavy 

reared up in her memory. Nick’s commemorative inscription hung 

beside those belonging to dead soldiers.  

Nick McShane, 2101-1991. 

Taken too soon. 

 

Little details remained. Ruby bustling around, a sad but friendly smile 

for everyone and, back at UNIT HQ after the ceremony, food and 

drinks. A soldier named Ashton, who had broken down when the 
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name of one of the deceased was announced. Harrington trying to 

reassure everyone.  

Mostly she remembered Simon. He stayed right by her side, a pillar 

of strength when she needed it the most.  

One other thing: the eyes of the Doctor when he had arrived just 

before the ceremony. He looked like he had seen a ghost, which it 

turned out he almost had – the Doctor had dropped by Peladon in 

order to ensure no paradox could occur. While the Doctor never saw 

Nick, proximity to his dead yet living companion had really shaken 

him. Alf remembered the haunted look in the Doctor’s eyes back in the 

caves of Peladon, and now she understood what it had meant.  

Time travel. That sort of thing could happen any time. What would 

she do if she saw Nick alive again? It did not bear thinking about.  

She needed to do something, though.  

  

Ruby bounced her way over to the Doctor but slowed down when she 

saw the sombre look on his elegant face. She offered the plate in her 

hand. ‘Care for a sarnie, Doctor?’  

The Doctor glanced down at her, and smiled wistfully. ‘No, thank 

you, Ruby. My appetite is not what it used to be.’ He glanced over at 

Alf who was talking animatedly to Simon. He looked back at Ruby and 

held out a hand. ‘I had better say goodbye now. Goodbyes have never 

been my strong point, so Alf and I will slip away quietly in a moment.’  

Ruby peered over at Alf. ‘You sure about that, pet? Something tells 

me that Alf isn’t going with you.’  

‘What makes you say that?’  

‘You’d better ask her yourself, dear.’  

The Doctor stood there for a second then made his way across the 

canteen towards his companion. Ruby watched him, and then she 

smiled. She glanced around the hall quickly, and then darted into her 

own private quarters adjacent to the kitchens.  
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‘Alf?’ the Doctor said by way of an interruption.  

Alf looked up at him and then back at Simon. ‘This shouldn’t take 

too long.’ Simon nodded and walked off to mingle with the high brass 

of UNIT.  

For a few moments the two of them stood there, to one side of the 

room, neither quite sure what to say to the other. The Doctor finally 

spoke. ‘It was a nice memorial service.’  

Alf nodded. ‘Shame Vlaash couldn’t be here, really. He’d have liked 

to say goodbye to Nick.’  

Now it was the Doctor’s turn to nod. ‘True. Alas, too many 

explanations would have been needed had we had Martians on Earth 

at this point in its history.’  

‘Pity, cause Vlaash and Xzalnyr could have stuck around for ten 

years, helped UNIT against the Cybermen invasion. As it is they’ll 

have to settle with my help.’  

The Doctor’s mouth fell open. ‘Hold on a minute!’ He consciously 

had to lower his voice. ‘You have not told the whole of UNIT about the 

Cybermen invasion of 2001 have you?’  

‘Course not.’  

The Doctor let out a sigh of relief.  

‘Just General Lethbridge-Stewart and Brigadier Harrington.’  

‘What?’  

Alf’s face hardened. ‘Hey, Doctor, get off your soapbox for a minute. 

You’re the one who told me that the future I know is all wrong, that 

Earth was never meant to become Nova Mondas.’  

‘I know that! The future is wrong, but only for the universe that you 

belong to. This reality is now the way things are meant to be.’  

Alf pointed at herself. ‘Not for me. And not for Nick, either!’  
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Heads began to turn as the heat of their conversation started to 

cause ripples in the canteen. The Doctor grabbed Alf’s arm and pulled 

her towards the TARDIS. ‘You think you can change the future?’  

‘I can have a good stab at it,’ Alf said as she wrenched her arm from 

the Doctor’s grip.  

‘Alf, the web of time is a delicate thing, not something to be messed 

about with by a rank amateur!’  

‘Deal with it, Doctor!’ 

‘Alf, Alf, Alf, haven’t you learned anything from recent events?’ 

Alf shrugged.  ‘Yeah, too many good people have died.  Enough 

already.  Anyhow, you’re too late to do anything about it now. 

Lethbridge-Stewart has gone to Geneva to brief the UNIT chiefs.’  

The Doctor looked to the floor and shook his head. ‘Oh, Alf...’  

Alf pointed forcefully at the Doctor   ‘Don’t you even go there.  

Life’s a bitch, Doctor, people die.  I’ve learned that, too.  Want to know 

about my other lessons? The future can be altered. Our actions today 

affect tomorrow. Take your pick, Doctor.’  

The Doctor just stared at Alf.  

She took a deep breath. ‘Sorry, Doctor, for me that’s the way it is.’ 

Alf looked over at Simon and Ashton, who were both looking her way. 

‘I gotta go, Doctor. Let’s leave on something like good terms, shall we?’  

The Doctor shook his head. ‘I am afraid not, Alf.’ He stepped closer 

and pointed a finger at her. ‘See you in ten years time,’ he said slowly 

and turned away.  

The Doctor walked over to the TARDIS and put the key in the door. 

Without looking back he pushed his way in. A voice called out to him.  

‘Doctor! Wait for me!’  

The Doctor turned in the threshold to see Ruby walking towards 

him. Carrying several bags and a suitcase. The Doctor frowned.  

‘Ah, Ruby…’  
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Ruby dropped the suitcase by the step of the TARDIS and shoved a 

few bags into the Doctor’s arms. Except for being rude he had no other 

choice but to accept them.  

‘You need someone to keep you company, Doctor. Who better than 

me? I’ve dreamed of travelling with you.’  

‘I am flattered, but I think it is time I travelled alone for a while.’  

‘Nonsense, pet. You need the company.’ Ruby winked. ‘Anyway, 

I’m not letting Missy go without me.’  

The Doctor let out a long sigh. ‘Oh, very well.’ He stepped aside to 

let Ruby in.  

‘Hold on,’ said another voice.  

‘What now?’ the Doctor asked. ‘No more, thank you.’  

The voice belonged to Harrington. ‘Fear not, Doctor, I’m stuck here 

with UNIT. Just wanted to give Ruby a kiss goodbye.’  

Ruby stepped back out of the TARDIS, now free of bags, with a big 

smile on her face. ‘Bobby, you didn’t think I would leave without 

saying goodbye to you, did you?’  

‘Seemed like it.’  

Ruby leaned forward and kissed Harrington on the cheek. ‘Take 

care of things while I’m away now, Bobby. Oh, and give that Simon a 

job. He’s a very good driver.’  

Harrington smiled. ‘I’ll look into it.’ He turned to the Doctor, who 

was waiting patiently with the suitcase in his hand. ‘Take care of her, 

Doctor, she’s more fragile than she looks.’  

The Doctor opened his mouth to answer, but Ruby got in there first. 

‘Oh, hush now, Bobby. Me and the Doctor are going to have the times 

of our lives, aren’t we, Doctor?’  

In response the Doctor held out his hand. ‘Goodbye, Robert,’ he said 

and ushered Ruby into the TARDIS. As the doors closed Harrington 

was sure he saw a hint of a smile on the Doctor’s face.  
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Wheezing and groaning, the police box dematerialised, sending the 

Doctor and Ruby off to adventures new.  

  

Alf looked down at the new jacket she had been given, at the UNIT 

symbol on the shoulder. It reminded her of something.  

UNIT. Unite. That was it: Karl Marx. The tomb in Highgate 

cemetery. “Workers of all lands unite!” Workers of all lands did indeed 

need to unite. In a few years time the Cybermen would invade. 

According to Nick and the Doctor, that was the end of human life on 

Earth and the beginning of Nova Mondas.  

Even now she could hear the Doctor speaking about preserving the 

web of time. Well, that was his philosophy. He could keep it.  

Marx again: “The philosophers have only interpreted the world in 

various ways - the point however is to change it.” Change it she would, 

or die trying. After all, no Nova Mondas meant that Nick would never 

have started travelling with the Doctor, and so would never be killed 

by Bradley.  

Maybe she should read more Marx? She snorted. Not likely! Nice 

ideas but look what had been done with them.  

While she stood in thought, she noticed what looked like a man 

standing just off in her peripheral vision – almost behind her. She 

turned and approached him, smiling. ‘Oh my god, it can’t be…’  

Alf stepped even closer to the man as her eyes began to mist over. ‘It 

is you!’  

  

‘Down here we have...’ The Doctor’s voice trailed off as he rounded the 

corner.  

In front of him were the living quarters of the TARDIS guests, a 

corridor with doors leading off into bedrooms. Aside from his own, the 

doors closest to him led to Nick’s, Alf’s and Brad’s rooms. He 
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swallowed, not really wanting to think about these three when he was 

showing Ruby around the TARDIS.  

Tardis herself must have sensed his concerns for, in the twinkling of 

an eye, the internal dimensions warped and twisted and suddenly the 

three doors were a long way further down the corridor, where he 

could avoid seeing them if he wanted to.  

Other doors were now closer. He recognised the door to what had 

been Jamie’s room before Brad had adopted it, and there was Barbara’s 

and that one was...  

He swallowed. Susan’s room.  

‘And down here we have what?’ Ruby’s voice broke into his reverie. 

‘The way you’ve been carrying on, anyone would think you didn’t 

know your own ship!’  

‘My apologies, Ruby,’ the Doctor said, returning his attention to 

where it belonged: the present, not the past. ‘These are the living 

quarters. This door here leads to my room, and the one opposite will 

be yours.’  

‘The first door in the corridor? That’s very convenient!’ Ruby smiled 

at the Doctor. ‘Now, if you’ll be a love and show me where the 

bathroom is, I can freshen up and then we can have a nice cuppa. Oh, 

and there’s one other thing we need to get settled straight away. Where 

do I put Missy’s kitty litter tray?’  

The expression on the Doctor’s face was unreadable.  
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Winter Light 

Julio Angel Ortiz 
 

Chapter One 

 

The wind rolled over the Doctor’s hands as he gripped the axe, lifting 

it over his head and again bringing it down onto the log. The log split 

apart complacently, falling in two pieces on either side of the old tree 

stump. The Doctor looked down at the newly split wood for a moment, 

feeling the wind stinging his cheeks. He turned aside, gazing in to the 

darkness painted between the trees. For a moment, his foot twitched, 

as if to begin taking uneasy steps through the thick snow. He blinked 

rapidly as dryness overtook his eyes, and then turned his attention 

back to the wood on the ground. He knelt down, picking up the wood 

and placing it on a cart beside him. The Doctor pulled on the handles, 

grunting as he struggled to move it. Slowly, he rolled it over to rest 

beside the cottage and began to offload the wood on to an existing pile.  

‘Doctor,’ came a voice from within the cottage. It sounded weak and 

tired.  

The Doctor turned his head quickly. ‘Yes, Ruby?’  

There was no immediate response. The Doctor’s eyes narrowed  

‘Ruby? Are you all right?’  

A sputtering of coughs replied. The Doctor sighed and nodded his 

head knowingly, dropping the piece of wood he held in his hand as he 

made his way rapidly around the cottage to the entrance. He opened 

the door and entered, taking in a sharp breath as the warmth engulfed 

his body. The Doctor glanced over at the fire, watching the embers 

dance and crackle for a brief moment before turning his attention to 

Ruby. He strolled into her room, sitting on the rustic chair beside her 

bed. He brought his hand to he face to check for a fever and then slid it 

down her rugged face in a gentle caress.  
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‘Ruby,’ began the Doctor, before she engaged in another round of 

coughing. The Doctor helped Ruby sit up in her bed, and then reached 

over for a glass of water on the bedside table. He brought the tumbler 

up to her cracked lips, helping Ruby as she opened her mouth and 

began to swallow. Some of the water began to trickle down the side of 

her chin, and the Doctor quickly removed a polka dot handkerchief 

from his pocket and began to dab her face. He then helped Ruby lie 

down again on to the bed, and she looked at him calmly, slowly giving 

him a smile.  

‘Always taking care of me, Doctor,’ she said, her voice withered and 

weak.  

‘Of course, Ruby,’ he said quietly. ‘Always a pleasure.’  

 

Ruby shifted uncomfortably in bed, looking aside towards the 

window. The wind was blowing slow, gentle, rolling over Ruby’s arms 

and down her body as it swept past.  

‘I have almost finished chopping the firewood,’ the Doctor said. ‘We 

should have enough to get us through this winter.’  

Ruby chuckled. ‘Doctor, you’ve cut enough over the years to last us 

for decades.’ Another procession of coughs escaped from Ruby’s 

mouth. When finished, she cleared her throat. ‘Would you mind 

making me a cuppa, Doctor? I think it’d do my throat a world of good.’  

The Doctor flashed Ruby a smile. ‘I think that is a splendid idea, 

Ruby.’ He paused a moment. ‘I will be right back.’  

The Doctor stepped out of Ruby’s room and into the kitchen. He 

filled a kettle with water and placed it over the wood-burning stove. 

Looking through the pantry, the Doctor found several tea bags, and 

frowned.  

‘We are almost out,’ he said to himself, his voice tinted with 

disappointment.  

‘What, Doctor?’ came Ruby’s voice. ‘Did you call me?’  
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The Doctor closed the pantry door and turned back towards the 

kettle, which was now whistling with steam. ‘No, Ruby. Just talking to 

myself.’  

He removed the kettle from the stove and placed it on to the 

countertop. The Doctor reached into a cupboard, took out a cup and 

saucer, and placed them next to the kettle.  

His thoughts drifted back to Ruby. How much time? the Doctor 

thought to himself. How much longer can Ruby last here? A twinge of 

guilt warped across his body. She’s here because of me.  

The Doctor sighed, and removed the teabag from its wrapping and 

put it in to the cup. He followed that by pouring the water from the 

kettle into the cup, taking a spoon from a drawer and mixing the 

teabag and water. He focused on the tea bag as he dipped it in and out 

of the water, watching the water grow murky as the grains inside the 

bag were gradually drained.  

Much like Ruby, the Doctor thought.  

He rubbed his temple with a free hand, and then placed the tea cup 

on to a tray and proceeded to return to Ruby’s room. He sat down 

beside her again, placing the cup on to the nightstand.  

‘Wait for it to cool down a bit,’ the Doctor said, smiling weakly at 

Ruby. He turned his head back towards the door. ‘I will be back. I need 

to finish a couple of things outside.’  

‘No!’ Ruby cried, a little louder then she would have liked. The 

Doctor jumped at the unexpected urgency in her tone.  

‘What is it, Ruby?’  

Ruby relaxed on to the bed, still for a moment. Then her head 

swayed from side to side. ‘I’m sorry. I don’t know what came over me. 

It’s just that… it’s just that outside… it’s getting so dark.’ She paused 

for a moment, taking in a deep breath. ‘Doctor, I don’t want to be alone 

right now. Could you stay, only for a little while? Please?’  
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The Doctor nodded his head and smiled. ‘Very well. How about I 

read you something? Would that relax you?’  

‘Yes, Doctor,’ Ruby said, rolling on her side. ‘I would like that very 

much.’  

The Doctor turned towards the bookshelf and reached out. 

Randomly, he pulled out a book. Glancing at the cover, he noticed that 

it was The Wasteland by T.S. Eliot. He sat down beside Ruby, and 

opened the book. His eyes fluttered between the pages and the 

window.  

‘Doctor?’  

He sat motionless, staring out in to the darkness of the woods.  

‘Doctor? Are you okay?’  

The Doctor shook his head quickly, and turned his attention back to 

Ruby. ‘I am sorry, my dear. What was that?’  

‘You were staring out the window, Doctor. You seemed… troubled. 

Is everything all right?’  

The Doctor turned his attention back towards the window, towards 

the wind blowing outside, towards the darkness that seemed to creep 

ever closer.  

‘I do not know, Ruby.’ The Doctor’s voice was hollow, disjointed, 

faded. ‘I just do not know.’  

  

A lifetime ago…  

‘I really don’t see the point, Doctor.’  

‘How could you, Ruby?’ the Doctor said, raising the golf club over 

his head in an arch. ‘You do not even play the game.’  

‘Unless I’m getting old and senile, I don’t remember you ever 

playing this game either.’  

The Doctor snapped his body quickly, bringing down his raised 

arms and club into a swing, hitting the golf ball on the tee. It sailed up 

in to the air, hovering for what seemed like forever, and then landing 
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across the small pond that, Ruby guessed, was about two hundred 

yards away. The Doctor held his glance on where the ball had landed, 

and then turned towards Ruby.  

‘Another one, please.’  

Ruby rolled her eyes and reached into the bag that lay slumped by 

her feet. Her hand swam around in a sea of golf balls for a moment, 

before picking one out and handing it to the Doctor.  

‘Thank you,’ the Doctor replied, as he knelt down and placed the 

ball on to the tee.  

‘Oh, you’re ever welcome, Doctor,’ Ruby said, her voice dripping 

with sarcasm.  

The Doctor paused and turned back towards Ruby. ‘Ruby, what is 

it?’  

‘Doctor, we’ve been here for two hours. Aren’t you tired yet?’  

‘Tired?’ The Doctor’s voice was incredulous, eyes widening as he 

raised his arms and swept them towards the surrounding golf course. 

‘You do not like the new Golf Room?’  

Ruby lowered her head, staring at her feet as she shuffled them. ‘Of 

course I like it, Doctor. You did a marvellous job with it.’ She looked 

back up at the Doctor and smiled. ‘The seventeenth hole with a house 

built-in for Missy was a nice touch.’  

The Doctor allowed himself a smile. ‘I am glad that you liked it.’  

Ruby’s face soured again. ‘But… don’t you think that you’re taking 

this all too seriously? It’s not as if we were facing some galactic threat.’  

‘Too seriously? My dear Ruby, I am starting to believe that I am not 

taking this seriously enough.’ He turned back towards the where he 

had shot his previous ball. ‘After all, I do need some work on my short 

game.’  

‘But why are you so worked up about this challenge from a… a 

what did you call him?’  
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‘A Vregorian, Ruby. He is a Vregorian, and an excellent golf player 

at that. He made the challenge, and I accepted. Where is the harm in 

that?’  

Ruby sighed. ‘But you’ve been obsessing about it for the past few 

weeks. You haven’t been acting like yourself. It just seems…’  

The Doctor turned back towards Ruby. ‘It seems what?’  

Ruby blushed. ‘It just seems beneath you to worry about something 

like this.’  

The Doctor smiled, and patted Ruby’s shoulder. ‘Oh, I would not 

say that. I am just having a little fun, that is all.’ The Doctor turned his 

back to Ruby again, eyeing up his next shot. ‘Besides, Vregorians have 

rather long lifespan. Our challenge is not for another eight-hundred 

and sixty-five years.’  

Ruby’s head shook in surprise. ‘Then why are you practicing now?’  

The Doctor turned his upper-body around slightly to face Ruby, one 

eyebrow raised. ‘Because, even for someone of my considerable talents, 

it never hurts to practice.’  

A smile stretched across Ruby’s face. ‘Oh, Doctor…’  

The Doctor smiled as he returned to his golf swing. He raised his 

arms and club, arching his body back to swing again, when the ground 

beneath them shook for a moment.  

Unexpectedly, a disruption could be felt throughout the Golf Room. 

The water splashed up onto the ground, and a very light ripple effect 

could be seen passing through the room, as if in a pond. The golf club 

disappeared from the Doctor’s grasp.  

‘Doctor,’ Ruby began.  

‘Yes, Ruby, I see. Rather odd.’ He looked around, his mouth slightly 

twisted in thought. ‘Let us go back to the console room. Maybe we will 

find some answers there.’  

Ruby followed the Doctor as he exited the Golf Room, and together 

they strode down the corridor towards the console room. The Doctor’s 
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pace was quick, eager, and not at all unfamiliar to Ruby. Though it 

took extra effort, she was able to keep up with him, until they entered 

the console room. The Doctor walked over to the console and began 

checking some of the readings. After a few moments, he spoke again.  

‘We have arrived,’ the Doctor said.  

‘Do you know where?’ Ruby asked, her hands sliding back and forth 

across the TARDIS console’s edge.  

‘Certainly no place I have ever been to before, it seems.’ The Doctor 

moved his hands across the console, flipping several levers and 

pressing, what appeared to Ruby, random buttons.  

‘Are we staying?’ she ventured.  

The Doctor looked at Ruby, and smiled. ‘Of course.’ He swung his 

hand down, hitting a red button that caused the TARDIS doors to 

open. ‘A brief stroll outside, and off we go. How does that sound?’  

  

The first thing that Ruby noticed was the broken sky.  

Her mouth slid open, her eyes squarely set on the rift in the sky. At 

first, Ruby believed that she was seeing an illusion, a trick of the eye. 

She kept looking, staring, searching for the stars beyond the parting of 

clouds. But as Ruby kept gazing, the realisation crept in of what she 

was seeing.  

Above her, where the pale-blue and lavender of the sky seemed to 

suddenly and awkwardly stop, there was a sharp contrast of scarlet 

and orange, hazed with dark yellow. This extended to the horizon, as if 

a knife had been drawn across the sky. Within the amalgam of scarlet, 

orange, and yellow, were what appeared to be lightning streaks 

occasionally racing across the rift.  

‘Doctor,’ Ruby managed, ‘what is that?’  

She turned her head at last, and found the Doctor staring up at the 

same phenomenon. ‘I am not sure,’ the Doctor said at last, rubbing his 

chin. ‘It certainly does not seem… normal.’  
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‘I would say that’s a grand understatement, Doctor.’ Ruby 

nervously shuffled the book that she was holding from her right hand 

to her left. She looked around at the landscape, and found her usually 

cheery spirit being dragged down. The landscape was bleak. There 

seemed to be a general greyness attached to the land, as if it poured 

from the dirt and every rock. Very few trees spotted the area, and the 

handful that did were withered, gnarled things. There seemed to be no 

life visible as Ruby panned her eyes across the landscape. But then she 

saw the city.  

‘Doctor,’ she began, her voice faltering.  

‘I see it,’ he responded quickly, taking a few instinctive steps 

forward. ‘But do you see what is unusual about it?’  

Ruby looked at the city for a moment longer, and then gasped when 

she realised what the Doctor was referring to. In the centre of the city, 

there stood a large building, appearing almost like a stepped-pyramid. 

The structure towered over the city, climbing towards the sky almost 

as if in defiance of something.  

‘What is it?’  

‘I cannot say for sure,’ the Doctor said. ‘But it certainly reminds me 

of something.’  

Ruby looked at him. ‘What?’  

The Doctor looked at Ruby. ‘Before we jump to any conclusions, we 

should investigate.’  

Ruby slowly nodded, her eyes still caught by the sight of the tower 

in the distance. She walked in silence most of the way with the Doctor, 

looking over at him as he took in the surroundings. Ruby did look 

around occasionally herself, but felt under-whelmed by the barren 

surroundings. This place was uninviting, defiant of her very presence. 

How could anyone live here? Ruby thought to herself. She turned her 

head back again towards the TARDIS, seeing how it stood juxtaposed 
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against the gloomy backdrop. Shaking her head, Ruby glanced down 

at the cover of her book, and then back at the awe of the tower.  

Within an hour they arrived at the city. They ventured through 

several of the cobblestone streets, lined with tall, rusted gaslight lamps. 

Ruby noticed the grime painting the streets, and the decaying state of 

some of the structures. Peering in to the city’s alleyways as she walked, 

Ruby could see creatures scampering about, nibbling on the waste and 

scraps left about. Occasionally she caught the smell of carrion, and 

Ruby was not too keen on finding the source. She hurried on with the 

Doctor.  

Eventually, they found their way to a park. Several benches lined up 

in parallel with a row of trees that were more satisfying to Ruby’s eyes. 

They were a pale russet, and extended straight up for approximately 

twenty yards. The leaves were a shade of copper, and as a gust of wind 

blew over Ruby several leaves detached from their branches and fell 

around her. One leaf came to rest on her shoulder, and as Ruby turned 

her head to look at it a smell not unlike honey filled her nostrils.  

Ruby opened her mouth to speak when she caught sight of some 

passers-by.  

The first thing that caught Ruby’s attention was that they were dirty. 

Their clothes were tattered and covered in grime. Their heads were 

shaved close to the scalp, and to Ruby’s surprise some of them were 

women. Ruby caught sight of their demeanour, which was sour, tired. 

Her attention was so focused on the dirty and sour faces that Ruby 

almost missed some of others who were interlaced with them. These 

other people were clean, well-groomed in their appearance, displaying 

none of the characteristics of being workers. They were directing the 

flow of people through the streets, sometimes hurrying along 

stragglers or ones who were weak. Ruby’s eyes widened.  

‘Those people,’ she began.  

‘I see, Ruby,’ the Doctor said, rubbing his chin. ‘I see.’  



 

96 

‘Slave labour?’  

‘Certainly looks like it,’ the Doctor said, as he quickened his pace in 

the direction from which the workers were coming. After several 

minutes, they reached what appeared to be the base of the tower.  

Ruby could barely comprehend its height. From a distance, one 

could be deceived and believe that the tower was not of a terribly large 

stature, but up close, the mind wobbled at its sheer scale. The base was 

a dull bronze, easily seven floors in height. On top of that base began 

an escalating work of metal, gradually angling towards the centre as it 

cut deeper in to the sky. A large walkway adorned the side of the 

tower, spiralling upwards and containing vast movement as people 

moved items back and forth. A great crowd of people were at the base 

of the tower, in turns milling about, heading back up the tower, or 

heading to other parts of the city.  

‘That’s unbelievable,’ Ruby said, but as she turned to the Doctor, she 

noticed he was already walking up to someone.  

She rushed up behind the Doctor, and saw who he was 

approaching. It was a man, dressed in fine clothes – presumably one of 

the well healed on this planet. He was clean, obviously having nothing 

to do with the construction of the tower. An aristocrat? Ruby thought to 

herself. Though the man wore a hat, his hair jutted out from the 

bottom, and was a brown-grey. They framed his round face and red 

cheeks. As the Doctor approached, the man smiled and nodded at 

them.  

‘Good day,’ he said.  

The Doctor nodded in return. ‘Good day, Mister-?’  

‘Aberine.’  

‘Aberine, right.’ The Doctor cleared his throat, and looked up at the 

tower. Before he could utter a word, Aberine beat him to it.  

‘You want to ask about the tower, don’t you?’ His voice was whiny 

and grating.  
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The Doctor tried not to wince visibly. ‘Why, yes,’ he managed at 

last.  

Aberine rolled his eyes. ‘And you probably want to know if the 

people working on the tower are slaves?’  

Ruby’s eyes darted back and forth between Aberine and the Doctor. 

She saw a look of casual annoyance crawl across Aberine’s face, and 

one of slight confusion on the Doctor’s.  

‘That question had indeed crossed my mind.’  

Aberine tutted loudly, and turned. ‘You visitor-types, you’re all the 

same.’ He paced back and forth for a small distance. ‘You see one large 

construct,’ and Aberine wildly raised his arms in an arc, facing the 

tower. ‘And you assume slave labour. I bet that you were planning on 

how to liberate the populous, weren’t you?’ Aberine leaned in towards 

the Doctor, training an eye on him.  

The Doctor furrowed his eyebrows. ‘Well, I suppose that was a 

possibility.’  

‘Well, I’ll have you know that tower construction is the top industry 

here in Counterpane! These people are the hardest working in the 

galaxy. They’re quite happy doing what they’re doing.’  

The Doctor tapped on his chin, looking downwards for a moment, 

deep in thought. At last he said; ‘And just what is this thing?’  

Aberine looked up, and then back at the Doctor. ‘This thing? The 

tower?’ he asked as if it were the most preposterous question he had 

ever heard.  

‘Yes,’ the Doctor replied patiently.  

‘I’d rather like to know, as well,’ Ruby chimed in.  

Aberine shook his head. ‘This is to be our greatest creation!’ He 

paused for effect.  

The Doctor and Ruby just looked at Aberine blankly.  

‘We,’ he continued, ‘are rebuilding the Tower of Babel.’  

‘What?’ the Doctor asked incredulously.  
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‘Oh, dear,’ Ruby muttered, looking back up at the tower.  

‘And why,’ the Doctor said at last, ‘would you want to do that?’  

Aberine gave the Doctor a quizzical look. ‘Why? Why rebuild the 

tower?’  

The Doctor nodded.  

Aberine shook his head, as if the answer were obvious. ‘The people 

are mad, my good fellow.’  

‘Quite true,’ Ruby said. The Doctor elbowed her in the side, and 

Ruby grimaced as she rubbed her ribs.  

‘The people are mad at God!’ Aberine’s voice rose a few decibels. 

The Doctor and Ruby flashed each other glances of concern. ‘The 

people are angry, because God has been watching from Heaven, silent 

and uninvolved with the people of Counterpane.’  

Aberine rubbed the back of his neck, and then folded his arms. 

Several workers noticed him, smiled knowingly, and continued along 

their way.  

‘The people demand answers, my good sir! They deserve to know 

what is on God’s mind and why he has forsaken his children here on 

the ground. So, if the good Lord will not come to us, we’ll go to him.’  

‘By… building a tower?’ the Doctor ventured.  

‘Yes.’  

‘To Heaven?’  

‘Why, of course, sir!’  

‘You know, of course, that there is just empty space beyond the 

stratosphere? Assuming you even get that far.’  

‘Then we’ll just keep building. We’re a patient people, you know.’  

‘What makes you think this plan will even work?’ Ruby asked.  

‘We’ve heard all of this before,’ Aberine said coolly. ‘People think 

we’re either loonies or bored. It will work. Our engineers and clerics 

assure us that success is inevitable.’  

‘I find that hard to believe,’ the Doctor said.  
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‘The King has ordered it to be done.’ After a beat, Aberine said, 

‘And it shall be.’  

‘Well, then,’ the Doctor said, scratching his temple.  

‘You’re not going to do something as tedious as ask to be taken to 

our leader, are you? We get that a lot, too.’  

‘As a matter of fact, yes, I would like to speak to him.’  

Aberine shook his head, and after turning away began to walk past 

the tower, muttering something about originality. Ruby glanced at the 

Doctor.  

‘I take it that’s our cue to follow him?’  

‘I would suppose so, Ruby,’ the Doctor said, uneasy eyes following 

Aberine. ‘I suppose so.’  

  

A violent cough snapped the Doctor back to the present.  

He gazed at Ruby as she sat up in her bed, coughing. It was a deep, 

weighted, uncontrollable. The Doctor quickly put his hand behind her 

back and held her upright, helping Ruby through the spasm. At last, it 

settled down, and the Doctor took the glass of water and held it up to 

her cracked lips. Ruby drank slowly, and after finishing she lay back 

down onto the bed. Her breathing was less ragged now, and she gave 

the Doctor a small, sweet smile.  

‘You’ve always been so good to me, Doctor,’ she said.  

The Doctor returned the smile. ‘Ruby,’ he said, patting her hands, 

‘you have always been good to me.’  

Ruby managed a half-hearted grin. She turned her head on the 

pillow, and within moments she was asleep.  

The Doctor waited a few more minutes, making sure that Ruby had 

slipped off into a deep, peaceful slumber, before getting up again and 

leaving the room. He walked into the kitchen and cleaned up, washing 

the dishes. Afterwards, as he leisurely dried them, he gazed out of the 

window, into the darkness and snow, seemingly lost in the haze. 
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Presently, the Doctor put down the plate that he was drying, and 

walked out of the door. He went around to the side of the cabin, and 

knelt down by the pile of wood, gathering logs for the fire inside.  

From the corner of his eye, he saw something move.  

The Doctor stood bolt upright, and looked to his right. He stared 

into the obscurity of the forest, the snow dancing gently between the 

trees. He took a few steps towards the edge of the clearing, and froze. 

His eyes darted back forth, gazing into the abyss bleeding through the 

trees.  

‘Hello?’ came the Doctor’s voice.  

No movement.  

‘Hello?’ He paused for a moment, his voice echoing back. ‘Is anyone 

there? I am rather friendly, you know.’  

Nothing.  

‘Must be my imagination,’ he said at last, and after picking up a few 

more logs, stepped back into the house.  

After feeding the logs to the fire, the Doctor sat down in the wicker 

chair beside the fireplace, picking up the journal and the pen lying on 

the table next to him. The Doctor began to write.  

Years. It has been years since we have been stuck in this infernal 

place, this pleasant hell of snow and wood. It has been too long - I fear 

Ruby will not last much longer. Age has taken its toll on her, and I am 

afraid that, without the TARDIS, I will be unable to save her life.  

The TARDIS.  

She still will not let me back inside. Though I continue to be uncertain of 

the exact events that led us here, the TARDIS offers no clue or signs of life. 

Perhaps she is dead; perhaps whatever brought us here has killed her, taken the 

spark of life that once fuelled the gentle hum within her.  

I am thinking negatively again. I must not do that.  

But I am terribly anxious about Ruby. She has very little time left. It could 

be days or hours. I need to get back into the TARDIS. I need to save Ruby.  
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But how did all of this happen in the first place?  

  

‘Greetings, your majesties,’ the Doctor said, bowing his head.  

Ruby followed suit by curtsying.  

The King of Counterpane raised his pale hand, his palm facing the 

Doctor and Ruby. ‘Welcome to our home.’  

Ruby looked around, and took in the scenery. The throne room was 

large: much larger than she would have imagined. The walls were 

grey, reminding her of the sky on Earth just before the rain. Along the 

walls hung odd tapestries, with intricate designs that Ruby found 

herself admiring. Her gaze moved along the wall and down into the 

small band of people in the throne room.  

It was an odd group, at that. Several mimes were performing, two of 

them out of view of the King and Queen. One seemed to be simulating 

some sort of strange dance, sliding in place, but backwards. Another 

one was painting. One mime was imitating the standard ‘I am trapped 

in a box’ routine, but took it to the next level, where the person had 

died of starvation. Ruby was impressed with the fact that the mime 

was keeping himself at an unusual angle for so long, and doing it so 

well.  

Then there were the robot jesters. Ruby’s first problem with the 

jesters was that they were not even trying to maintain an illusion that 

they were real beings. The jesters were most obviously robots - the type 

that Ruby remembered watching in the old black-and-white serials 

from the ‘60s. They were clunky things, with boxy chests and hands 

that did not include fingers, only two metallic pincers. On their oblong 

heads were the typical jester hats, coloured purple and red, sitting 

flaccid. Creepy painted eyes and square mouths that contained murky 

plastic, completed the retro look. When they spoke, their mouths 

would flash an orange colour, and their voices were flat.  
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‘A priest, a rabbi, and a monk walk into a bar,’ one of the jesters 

began, before Ruby made an effort to tune it out. She returned her 

attention back to the King and Queen.  

‘Have you found your stay thus far in Counterpane enjoyable?’ the 

Queen asked, her voice raspy yet low.  

The Doctor smiled and placed his arms behind his back, glancing at 

the floor quickly and then back towards the elevated thrones. ‘We have 

found our trip to be interesting, thus far.’ He cleared his throat. 

‘Though, I am curious about one thing.’  

The King chuckled. ‘And I can imagine what that is.’  

The Doctor continued. ‘Yes, well, I would imagine so. It is about this 

Tower of yours.’  

The King and Queen looked at each other. The King turned his 

attention back towards the Doctor. ‘Really, is that what you’ve come to 

speak to us about, Mister-‘  

‘Doctor. You can call me “Doctor”.’  

‘Very well, then, Doctor. Everything that you’re about to say, we’ve 

heard before.’  

‘But I am curious as to the why. You have a great amount of 

technology. It is obvious from everything that you have accomplished 

with the Tower. But why build it? Why not redirect those resources 

towards goals that will give you tangible results? If you continue on 

your present course, your people will become disillusioned and you 

may find yourself facing a rebellion.’  

The King smiled. ‘And why is that? Because we will never attain our 

goal?’ The King paused for a moment. ‘Do you not have faith, Doctor?’  

‘I have faith that your Tower will fail.’  

The King chuckled. He opened his mouth to respond when an 

advisor stepped up to his side and leaned in, whispering something. 

The King’s face lost its previous animation, his eyes sinking to the 

floor, and moving faraway in thought. Soon, the advisor stepped away.  
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‘You’ll have to excuse me,’ the King said. ‘I am afraid that there are 

other matters that I must tend to.’  

Suddenly, there was a great commotion in the throne room.  

A man stormed through the doors, wildly pushing past the guards. 

His tunic was torn in various places, and his forehead was bleeding. 

Madly, he was tearing at his hair, and Ruby winced as she noticed that 

he was holding a clump with some flesh attached to it. Instinctively, 

the Doctor moved between Ruby and the man.  

‘Argh!’ the newcomer cried, his body convulsing so violently that he 

fell bluntly to the floor, and then got back up again.  

All around the man, people pushed back, forming a circle around 

him as he continued to convulse. His arms flapped out in arcs, 

narrowly missing some of the court officials. As he thrashed about, he 

bumped into one of the jesters, who began to recount a joke involving 

an anthropomorphic egg when the man’s fist slammed into the robot’s 

square mouth. Plastic cracked and fell to the floor, exposing a lone, 

orange tinted bulb. The robot voiced some incomprehensible 

complaint before moving away.  

The Doctor took slow steps towards the man. ‘Everything is okay, 

friend. Relax, you will be all right in a moment. I am going to help 

you.’  

‘Circles!’ the man cried.  

The Doctor got a good look at the man’s eyes. They were wide and 

strained red, pupils dilated. The man was also sweating profusely.  

‘Circles?’ the Doctor asked.  

‘What… are… circles?’  

The Doctor’s forehead crinkled as he considered the question.  

‘What are circles? Circles!’ The man’s cries grew louder and more 

incomprehensible, until at last he fell to the floor, shaking violently. 

Within moments, the shaking slowed to a stop. A low groan escaped 

from the man’s throat.  
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The Doctor rushed over to the man and knelt down beside him. 

Ruby stood frozen in her spot for a few seconds, and then moved over 

beside the Doctor.  

‘Is he…’ she began.  

‘Do you really need to ask?’ the Doctor said, as he stood up.  

Ruby took a look at the man. She saw the horrible look etched on to 

his face - the eyes rolled up into his head, blood oozing out of his nose, 

his mouth hanging open. It took a moment for Ruby to realize that the 

man’s tongue had been bitten off, and a quick glance around revealed 

that it was nowhere on the floor.  

Ruby found herself fighting a strong sensation in her stomach. ‘I 

think I’m going to be sick,’ Ruby mustered.  

‘Be strong, Ruby,’ he said.  

‘A horrible way to die,’ Ruby said under her breath.  

From the side, they saw Aberine run up. He looked down at the 

body, and then turned his attention back towards the Doctor and 

Ruby.  

‘Gruesome,’ he said. ‘This is unbelievable. This is the fifth such 

death in the past two weeks.’  

The Doctor fixed Aberine with a stony stare. ‘This has happened 

before?’  

Aberine coughed. ‘Well, not exactly the same way. But something 

similar, yes. There have been cases where the victims run around, 

blathering on about something inane, and then they expire, much as he 

did.’  

‘What sort of things did they say?’ Ruby asked.  

Aberine bit his lower lip has he considered Ruby’s question. ‘Oh, 

I’m not sure,’ he said. After another moment, his eyes broadened. 

‘They were rather strange, I can remember that. Things like, “What are 

squares?” “I don’t understand the sky”, and “I don’t understand what 

I am saying”.’  
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‘That is three,’ the Doctor said. ‘You inferred that there were four 

others besides this man. What did he say?’  

Aberine’s eyes darkened. ‘I don’t know,’ he said. ‘He was a mime.’  

The Doctor and Ruby nodded knowingly.  

‘Were there any other witnesses at the scene? Anyone who could 

provide any clues as to why these people started to act the way they 

did?’  

‘Well, there was one person who claimed to have seen an attacker. 

But she has been discredited.’  

The Doctor tilted his head. ‘Discredited? Why?’  

Aberine shuffled his feet. ‘Well, she claims that the attacker was 

pure white, almost as if they weren’t really there.’  

‘Pure white?’ Ruby interjected. ‘You mean, like the opposite of a 

shadow person?’  

‘You could say that, yes,’ Aberine said.  

The Doctor tapped his chin. ‘Well, Ruby, it looks like we are going 

to have to investigate this matter further.’ He looked down at the 

corpse. ‘Before any more people die.’  

  

‘You cannot trust the Doctor, my liege.’  

‘Why do you say that?’ the King asked. ‘He seems to be fair and 

honest.’  

‘He will bring all of our plans to ruin. If you give him any sort of 

leeway in these matters, he will surely use it to destroy the Tower.’  

The King rubbed his chin. ‘I’m not so sure about that.’  

‘Oh, believe it. I know. I’ve seen it happen. I have seen the trail of 

dead that the Doctor leaves behind in his wake. You must not allow 

him to stop your plans, my Lord.’  

‘You have been a faithful servant, and I have no reason to mistrust 

your judgment,’ the King said. ‘But, if what you say is true, then what 

would you do?’  
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A tight laugh echoed throughout the room. ‘Don’t worry, my Lord. 

Leave the Doctor to me.’ The speaker paused for a moment, leaning in 

closely, his voice lowering. ‘I will deal with him in my own time.’  
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Chapter Two 

 

‘You’re the Doctor?’  

Ruby rolled her eyes as she turned away, then looked down at her 

feet as she tapped one foot against the ground. In front of her, the 

Doctor was facing one of the local doctors, a man by the name of 

Heinlen.  

‘Yes, I already told you that,’ the Doctor said.  

‘I understand that, but doctor of what? Of whom?’  

The Doctor looked back down at the paper that Heinlen was 

holding. ‘I do not quite understand what the problem is. That 

paperwork gives me authority to inspect the body and assist in or 

perform any autopsies on the bodies of the victims.’  

‘I can see that.’  

‘So,’ the Doctor raised his voice, ‘why are you standing here 

harassing me?’  

Heinlen kept his eyes levelled with the Doctor. ‘I simply want to 

understand what credentials you bring to this investigation.’  

The Doctor smiled. ‘On one lovely world that I visit frequently, 

there is an old expression. “Ours is not to reason why.” Or something 

like that.’ The Doctor paused. ‘So stop reasoning and kindly move 

aside so that I can start my investigation.’  

Heinlen stared at the Doctor for a moment longer, and then, with a 

grunt, stepped out of the way.  

‘Thank you, sir,’ the Doctor said, nodding slightly before proceeding 

into the morgue. Ruby hurried in after him, glancing briefly towards 

Heinlen before tutting. Heinlen let out an audible sigh, and followed 

them in.  

  

Upon entering the room, Ruby shuddered visibly, her grip tightening 

on her book. She was surprised to find that the cause was not the 
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cooler air in the morgue. It was the mood of the room. The walls were 

a stale white and overhead, long strips of light filled the mortuary with 

a hazy glow, contrasting cruelly with the black and charcoal-grey of 

the refrigeration chambers.  

Ruby’s eyebrows flexed upwards involuntarily for a moment as she 

scrutinised the chambers. They were oblong, with clear plastic formed 

into rounded covers over them. On the side of the case, where it met 

the black and grey bottom-half, was a handle. As Ruby stepped 

forward, she realised that, despite the covers being transparent, she 

could not see through them. Within the caskets, the air was cool and 

swirling, like compact fog trapped in a bottle. Looking up again, she 

saw Heinlen leading the Doctor to the back of the room. Ruby 

quickened her pace, now realising that there must have been over 

thirty refrigeration chambers in the room. The thought of thirty bodies 

in such close proximity gave Ruby another shudder, although she tried 

not to make this obvious as she moved closer to the Doctor.  

‘Here,’ Heinlen began, ‘is who you’re looking for.’ His hand moved 

in an arcing motion, pointing out a trio of chambers. ‘Here are three of 

the victims.’  

The Doctor nodded slowly. ‘Thank you, I appreciate your help.’  

Heinlen nodded, and with a final glance at Ruby, departed.  

Ruby looked back at Heinlen as he left the room, before returning 

her attention to the Doctor. ‘He’s an odd one, isn’t he?’  

The Doctor was busy lifting up the handle of a refrigeration 

chamber, sliding the plastic cover back. A blast of cool air rushed up at 

the Doctor, and Ruby felt a chill as it permeated the atmosphere 

around her. ‘Hmm?’ he asked.  

‘Oh, nothing,’ Ruby said, unable to keep the annoyance she felt out 

of her voice.  



 

   109 

‘Right, right,’ the Doctor said, looking down into the chamber as the 

frigid air in the casket gave way to the corpse lying therein. ‘Shall we 

get to work?’  

  

Ruby sat off to the side, as the Doctor finished his work.  

She was reading through her copy of The Wasteland, flipping back 

and forth as she read the annotations at the end of the book and the 

verses they matched. She had been doing this for a few hours, when 

the Doctor called out to her.  

‘I am just about done here. I know that you must be terribly bored.’  

‘No, Doctor,’ she lied. ‘Not in the least.’  

The Doctor smiled. ‘Well, be that as it may, I am feeling a bit 

peckish. How about you?’  

Ruby shot a glance back at the Doctor. ‘Peckish? How can you be 

hungry after opening those people up?’  

The Doctor removed his bloodstained gloves and threw into a near-

by receptacle. ‘Ruby, they are dead.’  

‘And how does that make a difference? You’re still opening them up 

and playing around with their innards. It’s certainly not something 

you can do while having some tea.’  

The Doctor let out a small chuckle. ‘I suppose with my years of 

experience, one can develop a certain sense, oh, detachment, I 

suppose.’  

Ruby stared blankly at the Doctor for a moment. ‘I still say it’s 

disgusting,’ she said at last.  

The Doctor feigned a hurt look. ‘Really, Ruby.’  

‘Don’t give me that look, pet. You’re the one who is carving up the 

bodies! I honestly don’t see how anyone can do that.’  

‘Science would never have been advanced had not a few people 

gotten their hands dirty.’ He pointed at the corpse on which he had 
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just been working. ‘Unfortunately, to find answers, you cannot be 

squeamish. It is an sad truth of life, Ruby.’  

Ruby looked down at her feet as she stretched out her legs, then 

shook her head. ‘What did you find?’  

‘A few interesting things,’ the Doctor said, walking up to Ruby and 

placing his hand on her back, motioning to the door. Ruby leaned 

forward and began their slow walk to the exit.  

‘They died of extreme synaptic shock,’ the Doctor continued.  

Ruby nodded, walking through the doorway and into the long 

corridor ahead. ‘Okay…’  

‘But there were some unusual complications,’ the Doctor continued.  

A smile drew itself on Ruby’s face. ‘I was waiting for that.’  

The Doctor seemingly ignored her. ‘It appears that the cause of 

death was somehow psychosomatic.’  

Ruby’s eyebrows crinkled. ‘Psycho-what?’  

‘Psychosomatic. It is almost as if they willed themselves to die. 

There was nothing wrong with them. No drugs in their system, no 

diseases. At a synaptic level of the brain, I found some strange 

readings. Something began to break down the old grey matter, setting 

off the shock that killed them. Except there appears to be no external 

reason for this happening.’  

‘So… any ideas?’  

‘Only one,’ the Doctor said. ‘Where can we get a bite to eat around 

here?’  

  

Some of the universal constants never failed to amaze Ruby. Mad men, 

evildoers, dictators, corridors, and finally, restaurants.  

More to the point, bad service in restaurants.  

Ruby looked around. The restaurant was not particularly large. 

Along one side were windows, forming the south side of the building. 

The booths were up tight next to them. There was a small void 
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between the booths and the next area of tables and chairs. In this space 

was where people would shuffle back and forth to either get to their 

tables, leave, or head for the restrooms. This narrow space was also 

where the waiters would move back and forth, carting their food and 

drinks to the clientele. Ruby looked on at this terrible dance between 

patron and waiter, and then returned her attention to her menu.  

‘What will you have?’ the Doctor asked.  

Ruby’s lip curled and made an mm sound. ‘Not quite sure. You?’  

The Doctor made the same mm sound, and looked up at Ruby with 

a smile. She glanced up, vague annoyance mingling with a crooked 

grin.  

‘Oh, you!’ she said, as she folded the menu and swung it over 

towards the Doctor, hitting him in the shoulder. The Doctor recoiled 

instinctively, laughing as she moved.  

‘In all seriousness,’ the Doctor said, clearing his throat, “I think I am 

in the mood for eggs benedict. I have not had those in a while.’  

Ruby nodded, looking at the back page of the menu. ‘I wasn’t sure if 

I felt like breakfast at all.’  

The Doctor took a sip of coffee. ‘There is always room for breakfast, 

Ruby.’  

Ruby nodded reluctantly, half-listening to the Doctor as her gaze 

quickly darted around the menu. Suddenly, she was aware of a 

presence next to her. Looking up, she saw their waiter.  

‘Are you ready to order?’ he asked.  

The Doctor looked at Ruby with his eyebrows raised. ‘Well?’  

Ruby looked from the Doctor to the waiter and then back. ‘If you go 

first, I’ll be ready.’  

The Doctor nodded and looked up at the waiter, handing him the 

menu. ‘I will have eggs benedict. Could I also get some sourdough 

toast as well, please.’  
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Ruby looked up at the Doctor, her eyes slightly narrowed. The 

Doctor shrugged. ‘I just happen to like sourdough toast,’ he said, 

reaching for his cup of coffee.  

‘And what about you, ma’am?’ the waiter said.  

Ruby looked down at the menu. She let out a chuckle. ‘I’m afraid I 

still haven’t decided.’ She glanced up at the waiter. ‘Do you have any 

suggestions?’  

The waiter smiled, his left eye closing in thought as he looked up. 

‘Hmm… the Carvellian Kama Eggs are absolutely delicious. We have a 

spicy Danuvian sauce that goes wonderfully with it.’ The waiter 

paused, and when Ruby did not respond, he quickly added ‘It’s quite 

good, honest.’  

Ruby looked back down at the menu again. ‘Anything else?’  

‘There is Tremerian Hact’a Pudding. It’s the “breakfast that tastes 

like a dessert.”’  

Ruby began to nod furiously. ‘All right, then. I’ll have scrambled 

eggs and a side of wheat toast.’  

The waiter tilted his head to the side, and then wrote down Ruby’s 

order. The waiter then took the menus and left.  

The Doctor winced. ‘All that time, just for eggs and toast?’  

‘Well, I couldn’t decide, so I stuck with the basics,’ Ruby said, 

giggling as she reached for her orange juice. After taking a sip, she 

continued. ‘Any ideas, Doctor? I mean, really. About these murders?’  

The Doctor shook his head, putting his coffee cup down. ‘I am 

baffled. What could possibly make people have such a fatal mental 

reaction?’  

‘Maybe they were scared to death.’  

‘Even something like that would leave a clue in their body - there 

would be a greater amount of adrenaline in their bloodstream. There 

was nothing like that in these cases.’  
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Ruby nodded, taking another sip of her orange juice. Something 

caught her eye at the back of the restaurant. To the side of the bar 

counter, where people were sitting and eating alone, a waitress was 

moving away from a customer through the swinging door that 

separated the kitchen from the dining area. In front of the door, 

something was dripping from the ceiling.  

Ruby opened her mouth to comment on the apparent water leak, 

when she realised that it was not water. It was pale. No, she thought to 

herself. Not pale - white.  

‘Doctor,’ Ruby began, ‘look at that. Looks like paint dripping from 

the ceiling.’  

The Doctor turned around in his chair, looking back at the whiteness 

dripping from the ceiling.  

‘Maybe somebody was working on the roof and accidentally 

knocked over a paint can,’ Ruby opined.  

‘No,’ the Doctor said, still facing away from Ruby.  

The tone in the Doctor’s voice made Ruby’s hair on her arms stand 

up. ‘What is it?’ she asked.  

The Doctor slowly stood from his chair. ‘That is not paint, Ruby.’  

Ruby shot up in her seat, and took another look. At last, she realised 

what the Doctor meant. The white dripping from the ceiling was 

pooling onto the ground. The pool, however, was unnaturally building 

upwards, not thinning out across the floor. Restaurant patrons began 

to murmur amongst themselves, several moving away quickly from 

the strange white substance.  

‘What is that?’ Ruby repeated; her voice filled with both fear and 

awe.  

The Doctor held his gaze on the strange accumulation. ‘I am not 

sure, Ruby, but I do not like the looks of it.’  

The white finished dripping from the ceiling, and the pile grew, 

forming slowly into what appeared to be a humanoid figure.  
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‘That’s amazing!’ Ruby heard herself say.  

‘Indeed,’ the Doctor said, standing and positioning himself in front 

of Ruby. ‘And also very curious. I wonder what its intentions are.’  

‘The white,’ Ruby said. ‘Its colour- something is wrong about the 

way it looks.’  

The Doctor nodded. ‘Yes, I see it.’ He let a beat pass. ‘I am not sure it 

is so much that the being is white, so much as he seems like a figure 

drawn against a scene, and then somebody decided to completely 

erase him.’  

Ruby stared for a moment, and then her jaw fell. ‘Oh my giddy aunt, 

Doctor. That’s it!’  

‘But what is it exactly?’ the Doctor wondered aloud.  

The white figure stood motionless for a moment. The restaurant 

became a cacophony of sound. Some diners were bolting for the door, 

leaving screaming hostesses in their wake. Others were trembling and 

mumbling in fear, unable to move. Yet others pointed and gawked, 

daring to take one or two steps closer. The white figure moved with 

lightning speed.  

In a moment, the being was near the Doctor and Ruby, right arm 

raised and then sweeping down in an arc. The Doctor moved back, 

pulling Ruby by her collar. They stumbled back, as the white being 

barely paused. It used its forward momentum to hurry forward, head 

down like a bull, and bringing its left arm upwards, into an uppercut 

punch. The Doctor moved his head back just in time, the white fist 

missing his jaw by a mere inch. The Doctor gripped Ruby by the arm 

and pushed her to the side. He then dropped back just as the white 

being swung his fist laterally. The Doctor crashed onto a table, flipping 

over and landing on the floor with a hard thump.  

The white being moved its head to the side, and seemed to be 

looking at Ruby. It took slow, careful steps towards her. Ruby was still 

sprawled on the floor, and trying to get a hold of her senses. She began 
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to creep backwards, maintaining her gaze on the white creature 

approaching her.  

The Doctor slowly got up from the floor, his right hand finding a 

discarded serving tray on the floor and looked over towards the white 

being. ‘Ruby, stay down!’ he cried, as he threw the platter like a 

Frisbee.  

It sailed through the air and right through the white being. It landed 

with a loud crash by the bar counter.  

The white being did not even flinch. It stood over Ruby, looking 

down at her. She sat motionless, fear gripping her arms, cramping 

them and nailing them to the floor. The white being began to kneel 

down, one hand outstretched.  

‘Leave her alone!’ came a voice, and when Ruby looked up, it was 

her waiter. He ran over, reaching out and grabbing the white being’s 

arm. In response, the white being placed its hand on the waiter’s face, 

smothering him.  

A muffled scream came from the waiter.  

Ruby grimaced at the sound. It was unlike anything she had ever 

heard before. It was primal, horrid, as if some deep part of the man 

had snapped; some part of him had rejected his existence, and this was 

the result. This scream. The world seemed to shatter into a series of 

disconnected images and emotions.  

Ruby thought that her ears would begin to bleed.  

The man fell to the floor, trembling violently. Foam escaped from 

his mouth.  

In the background, the Doctor screamed something, and began to 

move towards Ruby. For some strange reason, it appeared to Ruby that 

he was moving in slow motion.  

The white being looked down at Ruby, holding her gaze for a 

moment, and then started to melt again, bleeding into the floor.  
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Ruby wanted to scream, but could not. She wondered, for a brief 

moment, if her mouth had ceased to exist.  

In that instance, Ruby thought of home.  

The world reconnected as she heard the Doctor’s voice.  

‘Ruby?’ he said. ‘Ruby? Can you hear me? Ruby?’  

Ruby looked at the Doctor, and then slowly turned her gaze to the 

waiter. Vaguely, she could understand that the waiter was saying 

something. The words seemed very distant, but were gradually 

coming to the fore. Ruby turned back to the Doctor, now unable to 

hear him. She could only focus on what the waiter was screaming, on 

the voice of the man who had most likely saved her life.  

‘What is food?’ he cried, in this horrible voice that Ruby knew 

would haunt her for the rest of her life.  

  

The cabin door gave way to a strong gust of wind, suddenly bursting 

open and giving entrance to snow and ice.  

The Doctor stood and rushed over to the door. He quickly shut it 

and hooked the latch into place, double-checking to make sure that it 

was secure. After he was satisfied, he walked away, down the small 

hallway towards Ruby’s room. He entered, looking over at her and 

seeing that she was still asleep. Her breathing was shallow. The Doctor 

shook his head and rubbed his temple. He placed his hand on her arm, 

and felt the cool of Ruby’s skin. He moved over to the chair beside the 

door, and removed an additional blanket that lay there. Unfolding it, 

he placed the rug over Ruby, before leaving the room.  

The cabin door opened again, this time slowly, and the Doctor 

stepped out. He closed the door behind him, and with arms folded 

around himself he moved around the side of the cabin to the back.  

To the TARDIS.  

The Doctor stood before his Ship as it sat dark and silent. Snow had 

accumulated on the roof, and had drifted up in to the edges of the 
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wood panelling on its sides. He reached out a hand, gripping the door 

handle, and pushed inwards.  

Nothing. The door did not move.  

The Doctor gritted his teeth and tried opening the door with more 

force. Again, nothing happened. The Doctor moved his hand away 

from the door and back to the relative warmth of his body, resuming to 

wrap his arms around himself.  

‘She is dying, you know,’ he said quietly, after a long silence.  

Nothing.  

‘I do not have any means of saving her here,’ he pleaded. ‘I can only 

do it if you let me back inside.’  

Nothing.  

‘Ruby will die,’ he said again, his voice barely audible.  

Then, suddenly, he slapped his hand against the faux-wood of the 

TARDIS. ‘How can you just sit there? How can you just let her die like 

this? How can you refuse to help me?’ He paused. ‘We have been here 

for years… decades. A blink of an eye for a Time Lord, but not for 

Ruby. Surely you understand that? She is human!’ His voice choked, 

and the Doctor cleared his throat. ‘She is going to die,’ he said again.  

The TARDIS sat like a tomb.  

The Doctor slowly nodded, and made a sluggish return to the cabin.  

  

‘Your majesty, I believe that I may have an answer to these murders,’ 

the Doctor said.  

Ruby stood off to the side, observing the Doctor as he approached 

the throne of the King and Queen of Counterpane. She peeked around 

the room, eyes darting about as she looked for it.  

The pure, white being. The monster that almost killed her.  

Her mind raced back to the restaurant, to the horrible being 

standing over her, silently threatening to destroy her. Like it destroyed 

the waiter.  
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I was supposed to die, not him, she thought to herself. He tried to defend 

me, and look where it got him. Ruby turned her head and faced the 

Doctor again. And what if it was the Doctor who had tried to defend me? For 

a moment, Ruby felt relief. Then guilt swept over her. She realised that 

she was grateful that it was not the Doctor who had died after all. 

What then did that make the waiter? Was he so insignificant in the 

universe? Was it any more right for the waiter to have died than the 

Doctor? Of course, the waiter could not do the things the Doctor could 

- right the wrongs, defeat the evildoers, save lives. After all, the waiter 

had tried to save a life – her own.  

He had been successful. Did that not put him on a par with the 

Doctor?  

What if it had been the Doctor who had died?  

More uncertain emotions ran through Ruby. She would have felt 

horribly guilty had the Doctor died attempting to save her, but she felt 

less guilty having the waiter sacrifice in attempting to save her. Normal 

people don’t feel that way, do they? she asked herself.  

Then again, normal people don’t travel through time with a gentleman 

whose name is a profession, and inside a machine that is larger inside-than-

out and in the shape of an old police box, Ruby thought.  

Again she thought of home.  

She pushed all of those thoughts to the back of her mind. Ruby 

concentrated on the Doctor as he spoke.  

She could not help but admire how the Doctor handled himself in 

the presence of royalty. He was so comfortable, so at ease in dealing 

with the pomp and circumstance that these situations promoted. It was 

as if he fitted right in. As if he belonged.  

Ruby tuned in again to the Doctor’s words. Her senses were 

assaulted by sudden murmurs moving through room like waves. 

Behind her, Ruby heard a robotic jester blow a fuse.  
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The King stomped his food hard on the throne floor. The sound 

resonated throughout the chamber. ‘Silence!’ he cried out. The 

murmuring died away. Pfft! Another fuse blew out. The King turned 

back to the Doctor. ‘Did I hear you correctly? Surely, what you speak 

of is nonsense!’  

Ruby inwardly chided herself. Now I have to catch up.  

The Doctor cleared his throat. ‘I can assure you, it is most certainly 

not “nonsense.” There is, indeed, a strange creature- a being of some 

sort- that is loose in Counterpane and has been committing these 

murders.’  

The King turned his attention back to the Doctor. ‘What sort of 

being? How has he been killing his victims?’  

The Doctor continued. ‘I believe that this being feeds purely on 

concepts. You could even call it a “concept addict.”’  

Another murmur arose in the court. Another foot was stomped on 

the throne floor. Another fuse met its maker.  

The Doctor cleared his throat. ‘This “Concept Addict” drains the 

conceptual knowledge of an item, idea, or belief from the victim by 

touch. This sudden shock at losing and not being able to comprehend 

said object causes a severe neural shock within the victim, thus killing 

them.’  

Murmur. Stomp. Pfft!  

‘But why do you call him – it - an addict?’ the Queen asked.  

‘Well, your majesty, part of my working theory is that the being 

needs to feed on these concepts to sustain itself.’  

‘Doctor, I must say this is a difficult story to believe.’  

The Doctor furrowed his eyebrows, and looked around at the mimes 

and robotic jesters in the courtroom. He looked back at the King. ‘Yes, I 

can see how. But I can assure you, it is the closest I have come to a 

fully-fledged answer.’  

‘Impressive nonetheless, Doctor,’ the Queen said.  



 

120 

The King glanced over the Queen, then back at the Doctor. ‘Yes, I 

must agree. You have done more than our most capable investigators. 

We honestly appreciate your work, Doctor.’  

‘No need to thank me. But I do have a request.’  

‘And what would that be, Doctor?’ the King asked.  

‘More time. I need more time to get to the bottom of this.’  

‘And you shall have it, Doctor.’ The King stood, as did the Queen. 

‘Now, we shall take our leave from you.’  

The King and Queen, surrounded by the Royal Guards, made their 

way to the heavy, golden double-doors in the back. The Doctor turned 

his attention back to Ruby as the golden doors closed with a loud thud.  

‘You did magnificently,’ Ruby said, clapping lightly.  

The Doctor smiled. ‘There is no need for praise. I am just doing my 

job.’ He paused for a moment. ‘But it is appreciated.’  

‘What now, Doctor?’  

‘That is the problem, Ruby,’ the Doctor said. ‘I just do not know.’  

  

Gentle moonlight fell through the window, tracing shadows onto the 

floor. Across the room, the King and Queen lay in bed, asleep. Their 

breathing was slow, tender, filling the room with a calming hum. Over 

them, the green and gold of the bed’s canopy hung loose and grand, 

casting further darkness onto the regal couple. On the other side of the 

room, a pinch of light crept in from under the door.  

Within the room, there was movement. A dripping white, coalescing 

on the floor from the ceiling. The white drowned out everything 

around it and within, defying the world and its senses as it grew, 

taking form, like a newborn from clay.  

It was now complete.  

Silently it moved over to stand beside the Royal bed; to stand over 

the prone form of the King himself.  
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The white being reached out its hand and placed it over the King’s 

mouth, stifling an horrific scream.  

  

‘Get a doctor, now!’ the Queen cried out, pacing back and forth, as she 

wrung her hands.  

The guards and aides looked at each other. There was a long pause, 

and finally, one of them gathered enough boldness to speak up.  

‘Your majesty, I am afraid the King is dead,’ he said, voice 

trembling. ‘No doctor can help him now.’  

The Queen’s eyes became daggers as she gazed at the aide. ‘How 

can you be so sure? Are you so quick to give up on the King?’  

‘N-no, my lady. But, it is obvious-‘  

‘Obvious?’ came the Queen’s voice.  

‘The King has been dead for a while,’ the aide finished quickly. ‘He 

must have died during the night.’  

The Queen’s mouth fell open, and then closed again. She turned 

around, facing the large window that looked down onto the gardens of 

the castle. After a few moments, she let out a scream, and collapsed to 

the floor.  

The Queen’s aides rushed to her side, but just as quickly a voice 

boomed throughout the chamber.  

‘Leave us for now,’ it said. Turning, the aides saw the figure of 

Koras, draped in his familiar dark cloak. They stared at him for a 

moment, held by his invisible gaze beneath the darkness of the hood. 

At last, he spoke. ‘Leave us. The Queen and I have important matters 

of state to discuss.’  

Baylen, one of the King’s oldest and must-trusted aides, spoke up. 

‘Koras, the Queen needs us right now. The King is dead, and now is 

not the time-‘  

‘Now,’ boomed Koras’s voice again, visibly startling everyone, ‘is 

not the time to argue with me, Baylen. We are in a grave crisis. The 
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Queen requires my wisdom in these matters.’ There was a pause, and 

then; ‘The King deemed it so.’  

Baylen muttered something underneath his breath, and then took 

his leave. The other aides soon followed. Koras manoeuvred over to 

the door, shutting it behind the last aide to leave the room. He then 

turned towards the Queen, and as he did Koras reached up his sleeve 

and removed a small, round metal object. He stepped towards the 

Queen.  

‘Your majesty, I am at your service.’  

‘Koras,’ came the Queen’s voice, weak, distraught. Her face was low 

to the floor, prostrated in grief and agony. As she heard Koras’s steps 

moving towards her, she lifted herself up slowly. ‘My husband is gone 

from me.’ She tried to hold back a rush of tears.  

‘Madam,’ Koras said, his voice like velvet. ‘We all grieve the loss of 

the King.’  

‘Is it true?’ she asked.  

Koras paused. ‘Is what true?’  

‘That the King died… that he died at the hands of that horrible 

creature? When I awoke… I couldn’t bear to look at him. One 

moment… I just had to look at his eyes, look at the horrible contortion 

of his face.’ The Queen’s throat rattled, and she let out a short, 

desperate cry. She stifled it down just as quick, and then repeated in a 

low voice, ‘Is it true?’  

Koras coughed. ‘I am afraid it is, ma’am.’  

The Queen lifted her head up, looking at the view through the 

lavish windows, onto the sun-soaked hills beyond. She noticed Koras 

beside her, almost in an instant, and when she fully turned her head, 

she was gazing into what appeared to be a small mirror in Koras’s 

hand. It was circular in shape, rounded with a gold frame that 

contained several minute carvings. The Queen squinted her eyes to get 

a good look into the mirror, when she noticed that she could only see a 
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vague impression of her reflection. The mirror began to glow with a 

subtle blue hue.  

‘Koras,’ she said, ‘what is this?’  

‘Peace, my lady,’ he said. ‘Sweet, gentle peace.’  

The Queen opened her mouth to speak, but found no words 

available. Her eyes were fixed on the subtle glow of the mirror, her 

breathing altering.  

‘You,’ Koras began, ‘will now obey your new master…’  

  

‘Back so early, though?’ Ruby said quietly, whispering from behind the 

Doctor as they stood before the throne. It was early in the morning, 

and Ruby was a little annoyed that she had not had the opportunity to 

get a proper breakfast before being rushed to the throne room. 

Apparently, the Queen wanted to see the Doctor about something.  

Which did not sit well with Ruby.  

‘So, you’re not even the least bit concerned?’ she asked.  

The Doctor did not turn around. ‘No, not at all. Why should I be?’  

Ruby began to worry even more.  

The Queen entered the throne room, accompanied by her usual 

entourage. Her face was pale, tired. Ruby stepped forward to stand 

beside the Doctor, and when she looked at the Doctor’s face she could 

see he shared the same concerns. The Queen walked up the steps to her 

throne, and quickly sat down. Her icy stare fell upon the Doctor.  

‘Oh, this cannot be good,’ the Doctor whispered. Ruby instinctively 

stepped back.  

‘Doctor,’ the Queen said. Her voice was drained of any colour or 

passion.  

‘Yes, my lady?’  

‘The King is dead.’  
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An uproar arose in the chamber. Several mimes began to openly 

weep, and a robot jester immediately headed for a second-story 

window.  

‘And you!’ the Queen cried, standing and pointing at the Doctor. 

‘You killed him!’  

Ruby tried her best not to wince at the melodrama.  

A look of shock painted itself on to the Doctor’s face. ‘Me?’ he 

gasped. ‘I beg your majesty’s indulgence, but with respect you are 

mistaken.’  

‘Since you appeared, our beloved Counterpane has been under 

assault from this Concept Addict of yours. Lives have been lost, and 

you have been attempting to thwart the construction of our Tower, 

which symbolises everything we believe in!’  

‘But, Ma’am, I can assure you-‘  

‘You can assure me of nothing! We know of your lies and deceit. If 

only we had seen through your web, my beloved husband could still 

be here!’  

The Doctor stepped forward. ‘I can assure you, Madam, I did not 

kill the King! Let me help you-‘  

‘No! You’ve “helped” us enough, Doctor.’  

Ruby stepped forward, nudging the Doctor on the elbow. ‘Doctor, 

now might be the right time to get out of here!’ she whispered.  

The Doctor turned around and was about to respond, when the 

guards assailed him. Five men jumped on the Doctor, pulling him to 

the ground, grabbing his arms and twisting them around his back.  

‘Is this really necessary?’ the Doctor said through gritted teeth.  

Ruby stepped forward, and as she did a guard turned and 

backhanded her. Ruby flew across the throne room, losing her grip on 

her book. She hit the ground hard, slamming the back of her head on 

the floor.  
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‘Take them away!’ the Queen cried. ‘They are to be executed 

without delay!’  
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Chapter Three 

 

‘This is rather lovely, isn’t it, Doctor?’  

The Doctor looked up at Ruby. He was seated on the floor, back to 

the wall and knees tight to his chest. His hands were flat against the 

cold, grimy stone floor. The Doctor shifted slightly where he sat, and 

brushed his hands together as he tried to get some of the dirt off. He 

looked around their cell, and sighed.  

‘It never is quite what I expect, you know.’  

Ruby’s face became quizzical. ‘What do you mean?’  

The Doctor waved a hand in the air. ‘This. These prisons I keep 

getting thrown into. It happens enough, you know. I half-expect it the 

moment I land somewhere.’ He took in a deep breath. ‘You know, I 

actually wonder what their prisons will look like, on these worlds that 

I keep landing on.’  

A brief pause passed. ‘And?’ Ruby asked at last.  

‘They are always all the same. Dark. Wet. And dirty.’ The Doctor 

rubbed his earlobe. ‘It is as if there is just one architect for prisons, and 

he is going all over the universe designing them for different cultures.’  

‘I can’t believe that you’re waxing philosophical about prisons.’  

‘And I cannot believe you still have your book.’  

Ruby looked down at her lap. She had almost forgotten that she 

had. ‘Oh yes. I was amazed they actually let me pick it up before we 

left.’  

The Doctor smiled. ‘They were too busy beating me down to notice. 

But I am glad to see you managed to hang onto it.’  

‘Well, I’m even more surprised that we haven’t escaped yet, Doctor.’  

The Doctor nodded. ‘All in due time, Ruby. There are a few things 

that we need to figure out.’  

Ruby tilted her head to the side, curious. ‘Such as?’  
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‘Well, if there is one constant that I have found in my incarcerations, 

it is that prison time is great for doing a lot of thinking.’  

Ruby tutted. ‘But how is that going to help us escape?’  

The Doctor rolled his eyes. ‘Ruby, really. You should know by now! 

We need to know what we are up against before just running off and 

confronting it.’ He looked down at his shoes, tapping them against the 

floor, and biting his lip. ‘We need a plan.’  

  

Inwardly, Ruby sighed. She took a look around at her bleak 

surroundings, and then let her gaze wander over to the cell window. 

Beyond the charcoal bars, she could see the Tower being built in the 

town, the shattered sky all around it.  

All around it.  

‘Doctor, could you come here by the window?’ she said.  

The Doctor stood and walked over to Ruby. He bent down slightly 

and gazed out the window, towards the Tower. Ruby lifted her index 

finger and pointed it towards the edifice.  

‘Is there… well, do you think there’s anything unusual about it?’  

The Doctor paused, his eyes darting about the scenery. He stood 

silent for a very long time. ‘The fractured sky,’ he said at last. Ruby 

nodded.  

The Doctor tapped his chin, deep in thought. ‘The fractures seem to 

centre around the Tower. That is disconcerting.’ The Doctor turned 

from the window and began to pace around the room. ‘The Tower is 

supposedly being built by these people as an act of defiance against 

their God. Since we have not been inside the Tower, there is no way for 

us to say for certain something inside is causing the sky to fracture. 

That would, nonetheless, be my intuition. And somehow, these people 

have not noticed, or do not care.’  

The Doctor spun around and faced Ruby. Ruby jumped at this 

sudden movement, letting out a small, mousy cry of surprise. ‘Now,’ 
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he continued, ‘this Concept Addict comes into play. It does not seem to 

be an entirely intelligent being. It has only one function. To rob people 

of their core perceptions of concepts.’  

The Doctor turned back to the window, slowly running his fingers 

up and down the bars. ‘But why?’ he said, moving his hand and 

tapping his finger against his chin. ‘Why steal something like concepts? 

And if this being does so to understand the concepts it steals, then how 

would it understand to attack these people?’  

Ruby curled her lip and thought for a moment. ‘You tell me,’ she 

said at last.  

‘I believe there is someone is behind all this. Some external force 

pulling strings and yanking this murdering abomination about like a 

puppet. Somehow he or she has tricked the queen and murdered the 

king.’ The Doctor stepped back towards the window again, staring at 

the Tower. ‘But the question remains: who?’  

Ruby stood alongside the Doctor. ‘We won’t find out in here.’  

The Doctor looked down at Ruby and smiled. ‘You are quite correct, 

my dear Ruby.’ He turned back towards the cell door. ‘I think the time 

has come for a spot of escapology.’  

‘And just how – exactly - do you propose we do that?’ Ruby asked.  

The Doctor looked at the cell door. ‘I think that I have an idea.’  

  

Prison Guard Toben had been on duty for thirty minutes when he 

heard the screams coming from cell number nine. Toben decided to 

ignore the screams. He had heard of various escape attempts, some of 

them involving screaming prisoners, faking exotic and dubious deaths, 

or complaining of food poisoning, broken limbs, radiation sickness, or 

some other bizarre ailment. Once, a man had screamed for help 

claiming to have been decapitated. A few of the newer guards would 

occasionally fall for such a charade, and would suffer severe discipline 

- and ridicule – as a result. At times, the latter was worse.  



 

   129 

Toben began to think differently when the smoke began to permeate 

the air around him, gliding past his nose and down the hallway. As 

this piqued his curiosity, the screams began to die out, and Toben 

heard a horrible death rattle. Slightly concerned, but still wary, Toben 

decided to investigate.  

He headed down the hall and was promptly at cell block nine. When 

he came within view of the small cell door window, all he saw was 

flames.  

‘Dear God!’ he cried, quickly jamming his hand into his pocket, 

looking for the keys to the cell. In his frenzy, he dropped his weapon. 

At last, he pulled out the key ring and began fumbling to find the right 

key. When he did, he attempted to slide the key in, only to jam it 

against the door in his haste. He went to try again quickly, when 

another scream - this time female - could be heard from the cell, and 

the smoke began to billow from the little opening with greater force. 

Toben focused, thrust the key back in to the hole, and opened the door 

and rushed inside.  

In the smoke and heat, he failed to see the foot jutting across the 

doorframe and lurched over it, sprawling across the cell. With a 

sickening crunch, his head connected with the far wall and Toben 

crumpled to the floor, his world turning black, his last horrified 

thoughts being of his fellow guards pointing and laughing at him.  

  

The Doctor stood over the prone form of the unconscious guard, 

checking the man’s injuries.  

‘Hmm. A nasty abrasion to the cranium, but nothing too serious,’ 

the Doctor muttered. ‘But he will be fine in the long run.’  

Ruby was standing behind him, holding his jacket in her hands, on 

which sat the smouldering remains of The Wasteland. She looked 

crestfallen as she gazed at the charred tome. ‘It was a good book.’  
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The Doctor looked back at her. ‘I shall get you an original first 

edition as soon as we get out of here. I promise.’ He gently took the 

jacket from her arms and slid the book off, allowing it to fall to the 

floor. He quickly stamped out the flames, and then studied his jacket, 

shaking his head when he saw the burnt mark.  

‘I suppose I shall also have to make another trip to the tailor,’ he 

said.  

‘I’m sure that you’ll have no problems finding a replacement.’ Ruby 

laughed, which died out as she looked down at the floor. Then, 

beneath her breath, she said, ‘I really did like that book.’  

‘I am sorry, Ruby, but it was not as if the prison offered a library 

service. Then I could have burned another book to fool the guard.’  

Ruby perked up. ‘Well, it doesn’t matter. You did a great job. I 

expected nothing less, of course.’  

‘Thank you, Ruby.’ The Doctor looked outside of the cell. ‘But right 

now, we have to make a little trip to the Tower…’ His voice tailed off 

as his eyes came to light on something sticking out of the guard’s 

pockets. He reached down and pulled out the papers and held them 

aloft. ‘Old High Gallifreyan.’  

‘From your destroyed planet? Why would they be here?’  

‘I have no idea.’ The Doctor stuffed the pages in his pocket. ‘When 

we get back to the TARDIS I shall check their authenticity. For now we 

shall continue on to the Tower.’  

  

I am old. Somehow, somewhere, in a different life, my name was Ruby. 

And I was young. I wasn’t perhaps the most beautiful, or most well 

figured, but I was certainly me. I was certainly someone with whom 

people got along. Whom some people loved. Some may even still 

remember me. Oh, wait. Don’t be silly - they’re all probably dead.  

Just like I will be, soon.  
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Poor Doctor. What a burden I must have been for him, for all of 

these years since we were stuck in this strange forest, this dark place of 

winter and dead trees. At first, it was almost exciting, like a vacation. 

We found the wooden cabin, which was rather large, thank God. I had 

never seen a cabin quite like It - almost as if it were tailor-made for us. 

But it didn’t matter. In those first few days or weeks, we made the best 

out of it, just waiting to leave. After all, the TARDIS was there with us, 

sitting behind the cabin. With it, we could travel anywhere, to any 

time. It was our gateway to all of creation.  

And yet, it was different somehow. As it sat there, it seemed… well, 

dead. As dead as the trees all around us. As dark and foreboding as the 

veil that lay beyond the trees. And it wouldn’t let the Doctor back in. 

At first, he showed little concern, though I think he was just putting on 

a brave face for me. It did bother him, I could tell. And as the weeks 

turned into months, he had a certain desperation that he quelled by 

chopping firewood. Oddly enough, we never had too much, and we 

never had too little; there always seemed to be wood to chop. Perhaps 

it’s just my old age; after all, I am dying.  

I can feel it; I can feel it in every breath, in every fibre of my brittle 

bones, and in every time I am about to open my eyes, fearing that I, at 

last, would be unable to do so.  

Death approaches; fierce, predatory, without caution.  

We never ventured beyond the darkness of the forest. Once, the 

Doctor tried wandering off. I didn’t see him for five days. They were 

the scariest five days of my life. I could never sleep. I would stay by the 

window, waiting for him to return. And if he didn’t return, I would 

think to myself, then what happened to him? What got him? And a 

deep, intestine-gnawing fear would grip me, forcing me to be sick… 

almost. What chance did I have against something that could kill the 

Doctor? It was horrible; the most alone I had ever felt in my life.  
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And all I could think of during those five days was how I wish that I 

could be home. Back, safe and sound in my own bed. Maybe I would 

still be dying alone, in some strange bed somewhere, but it had to be 

better than this. Better than waiting for the Doctor to return, feeling as 

though I was the only thing left in the universe. It was horrifying. I 

wanted to be home, secure, where there were no creatures or Towers 

or evils; only quarters and canteen at UNIT HQ, my menus, my 

mundane, unexciting way of life. Somewhere I would at least be safe.  

He did return, at last. He was different, somehow. I don’t want to 

say terrified, but he was changed. He said that, no matter how far he 

had walked, it was the same. Forest, winter, dark. He had walked for 

two-and-a-half days. It was madness; we were stuck on a dark world 

of trees and snow and dead leaves.  

The days passed strangely after that. Tea, card games, stories. Sleep. 

Enough time to sleep.  

Like I am about to now.  

To sleep, to be buried out there with the snow and leaves and other 

dead things.  

Somehow, it’s fitting. To die here, in this place of solace and 

damnation. We chose this, didn’t we? We wanted to muck around with 

the universe and Time and people’s lives. Was there a cruel God out 

there, laughing. Maybe this place was hell. Maybe this is what hell is. 

Not fire, not brimstone, not other people.  

Maybe hell is dying alone.  

  

‘I wonder how long before anyone notices we’re gone,’ Ruby said, 

looking around as the Doctor fiddled with the computer panel.  

‘It could be hours. Or minutes. Or maybe it is too late,’ the Doctor 

said, deftly moving his fingers across the interface.  

It’s almost like playing a piano, Ruby thought. It’s just easy for him.  
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They were huddled within a tiny alcove beside one of the Tower 

entrances. The Doctor fiddled for a few more moments, and then the 

panel beeped.  

Nothing happened.  

‘Doctor, I thought that you were a computer whiz.’  

The Doctor feigned a hurt expression. ‘Ruby, really. It is not as if 

every system across the universe conforms to one standard.’ He patted 

his chest lightly. ‘It takes an adaptive and intuitive mind such as mine 

to figure out these systems. It just takes time and patience.’  

‘Right.’  

The Doctor turned back to the panel. He manoeuvred his fingers 

over the controls again; pressing several keys in the process, and was 

greeted with the same beeping as before.  

‘What was that you were just saying?’ Ruby said slyly.  

The Doctor stood there silent for a moment, tapping his foot on the 

ground as he gazed at the control panel.  

‘Doctor?’  

‘Hmm?’ he said absent-mindedly.  

‘We have a visitor.’  

The Doctor lifted his head up and saw there was a man standing 

there. He was dressed in simple slacks and buttoned shirt; he did not 

appear to represent law enforcement, Ruby noticed.  

‘Excuse me,’ he said. ‘May I help you?’  

‘And you are…?’ the Doctor said, his voice deepening with an air of 

authority.  

‘Dorian. What can I help you with?’  

The Doctor smiled and clasped his hands together. ‘Ah, a fellow 

technophile! Wonderful news, wonderful news.’ He stepped over to 

Dorian, who moved back a little.  

‘What,’ Dorian stammered, ‘are you two doing here? Are you two 

part of the Tower Project?’  
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‘Are you?’ the Doctor asked.  

‘Of course.’  

The grin widened on the Doctor’s face. ‘Really?’ He stepped up to 

stand near Dorian, sliding his arm around Dorian’s shoulders. ‘I am 

terribly fascinated to know why you have such advanced computer 

systems in this tower in the first place.’  

Dorian was on the ground before the Doctor completed his sentence.  

‘Doctor?’ Ruby asked, concern seeping in to her voice.  

‘Just an old trick,’ the Doctor said. ‘Venusian Aikido - the merest 

pressure in the right place on the back of the neck, they are out for an 

hour or so.’ He began to root through Dorian’s wallet. ‘Ah,’ he said at 

last, removing a card. The Doctor moved back over to the control panel 

and slid the card through the access reader. There was a different beep, 

this time, and the doors opened.  

‘See?’ the Doctor said. ‘An intuitive mind, and what not.’  

‘Of course, Doctor,’ Ruby said, smiling. ‘Of course.’  

They hurried down the hallway, stopping when finding another 

computer panel. The Doctor began to fiddle with the controls, and the 

display lit up with a map of the building. ‘I was serious about one 

thing, though,’ the Doctor said. ‘Back there, with Dorian.’  

‘What is that?’ Ruby asked.  

‘Computer systems,’ the Doctor said. ‘Why does a Tower, which is 

supposedly being built in defiance to God, need advanced computer 

systems such as this? Rather like using a nuclear reactor to power a 

single lightbulb!’  

Ruby thought for a moment. ‘To analyse something?’  

‘Maybe,’ the Doctor said. ‘It makes no sense.’ Then, his face 

exploded into a smile. ‘Ah-ha!’ he cried, jamming his index finger onto 

the display. ‘Here: this is where we want to go.’ The Doctor took off at 

a fevered pace down the hallway.  
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Ruby followed, struggling to keep up. ‘What is it you’ve found?’ she 

asked between ragged breaths.  

‘There is a large, round chamber at the centre of the Tower,’ the 

Doctor said. ‘It spans several stories. It must be for something, maybe 

some sort of energy core. Whatever it is, it must be what is fracturing 

the sky. And hopefully it will provide us with a clue as to what has 

been going on here.’  

They reached what appeared to be large lift. The Doctor pressed on 

the computer panel, and within moments the door opened. The Doctor 

entered at a frantic pace, and Ruby soon followed suit.  

‘Up we go,’ the Doctor said, setting the coordinates on the computer 

panel.  

Ruby felt nothing for a few moments. The lift appeared to be dead. 

‘Doctor,’ she began, ‘we aren’t moving.’  

‘Yes we are.’  

‘But I don’t feel a thing!’  

‘This Tower is huge. The elevators need to move very quickly to 

make it feasible to get around in this place. I would assume that there 

are inertial dampeners in place to make it feel like we are not moving, 

when in fact we are moving very, very quickly. Be thankful, 

considering the alternative would require for them to scrape our 

bodies off of the walls.’  

Ruby gulped loudly.  

A moment passed, and suddenly the doors opened. The Doctor and 

Ruby stepped out on to the walkway in front of them, leading out to 

the enormous chamber before them.  

The cathedral-like structure contained a subtle red-orange glow, 

emanating from the core some way down the walkway. As they 

stepped forward, Ruby could see that the chamber stretched a fair way 

upwards, with catwalks criss-crossing each other, and giant crane-like 

arms moving blocks and other debris. Looking ahead, she saw what 
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appeared to be a huge, cylinder-shaped computer, which appeared to 

be as high as the chamber itself.  

They found no one around, until they approached the 

supercomputer. There, they found two technicians sitting at a console, 

working the controls. There was another man, in dark robes, standing 

behind them. None had noticed the Doctor and Ruby. Above the 

technicians, built in to the computer, was a large monitor screen.  

‘You’re the queen’s “advisor,” are you not?’ the Doctor said, a hint 

of acidity in his voice.  

The robed man turned around. ‘Yes,’ he said, his face betraying a 

restrained calm. ‘To her, I am known as Koras.’  

The Doctor looked at Koras for a moment, his eyes narrowed. ‘You 

are also her liaison to the Tower construction?’  

Koras smiled, holding back a laugh. ‘No, not really, Doctor. But, 

then again, I am not really what I appear to be.’  

Cue pipe organ, thunder, and lightning, Ruby thought to herself.  

The Doctor looked around. ‘This is quite an accomplishment. But it 

does not explain the computer systems. Why would this Tower need 

such advanced technology?’ The Doctor looked over Koras’s shoulder. 

‘And one that is not even of human design?’  

The smile disappeared from Koras’s face.  

‘You tried to have the queen execute us, did you not? And you 

probably had the king killed, and created this monstrosity that has 

been killing people.’  

Koras said nothing.  

‘So who are you… really?’ the Doctor said.  

Koras’s smiled. ‘Very well, Doctor.’ He reached up, and grabbed his 

face. To Ruby’s horror, he began to rip it off.  

As the face came off, so did the rest of the body. Ruby’s eyes 

followed the newly discarded flesh as it was thrown to the floor, like a 
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snake’s moulted skin. Ruby fought back the urge to vomit when she 

looked back up, and saw Koras again. Saw who he really was.  

Koras’s new form was entirely alien. He was somehow taller, 

standing perhaps seven feet. Koras’s head was angular, shaped like a 

rectangle with large, black eyes. He had slits for nostrils, and a thin, 

wide mouth. His skin was pale, like an off-white. Koras’s arms were 

long and lanky, hanging awkwardly from the rest of him. His hands 

had three thick fingers, one of them obviously a thumb. This 

contrasted with his wide torso. Ruby, at first glance, mistook his new 

shape as bulky. In fact, from the side, she saw he was quite thin. His 

legs jutted out like an afterthought from the rest of his body. Koras 

waved his hands from up to down, indicating his new body.  

‘This,’ Koras said, ‘is my true self. My real name is Rodenza.’  

The Doctor nodded. ‘Rodenza. An impressive trick, I must say. 

However, I am afraid that I am not familiar with your species.’  

‘But we know of you, Doctor.’ Rodenza’s voice was light, ethereal. 

‘We are a species who like to keep to ourselves. We do not like making 

ourselves known to others.’  

‘Hence the mask and games?’ the Doctor said.  

‘You could call it that.’  

‘But you are entirely willing to manipulate a culture for your own 

ends?’ The fury was rising in the Doctor’s voice.  

Rodenza tutted. ‘Please, Doctor. Your weak morality is typical of the 

races we encounter. We put aside such things long ago. We do only 

what we must in order to ensure our continued survival.’ Rodenza 

interlocked his thick fingers. ‘As well as keep an eye on other time 

actives such as yourself.’  

The Doctor’s head recoiled as if Rodenza had punched him. ‘What 

are you saying?’  

Rodenza smiled. ‘You have been watched, Doctor. And much closer 

and longer than you realise.’  
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The Doctor took an angry step forward. ‘Enough games, Rodenza! 

Just what are you doing here? Why have you manipulated these 

people into building this… this Tower?’  

Rodenza smiled. A hard chill went down Ruby’s spine upon seeing 

it. It was so… unnatural. ‘This,’ he said, sweeping his broad arms 

upwards towards the computer core, ‘is a temporal-metaphysical 

engine.’  

Ruby’s head tilted in curiosity. ‘A what?’  

‘Nonsense,’ the Doctor said. ‘Temporal metaphysics is just a theory. 

Nothing more.’  

Rodenza shook his head. ‘Ah, but that is where you are mistaken, 

Doctor. It is not a theory. I can make it possible.’  

‘Impossible!’ the Doctor cried. ‘It is just a dream. If this is the best 

you have, then I am not worried.’  

Rodenza nodded his head slowly, and turned back towards the 

towering computer. He began to press several of the keys. ‘Doctor,’ he 

continued, ’could we at least agree that no object in this universe has 

the ability to manipulate reality and time.’  

‘Agreed,’ the Doctor said. ‘No object, no.’ Just an event liked the 

forced regeneration of a prolific time traveller, he added to himself.  

Rodenza spun around, a finger on his hand raised. ‘But,’ he said, 

‘what about an object from a previous universe?’  

Ruby shook her head. ‘You’re not making any sense. Doctor, do you 

know what he’s talking about?’ She turned to look at the Doctor, but 

the look on his face stopped her cold.  

The Doctor’s face was as hard as stone. ‘I think I have an idea, Ruby. 

And I do not like the sound of it.’  

Rodenza smiled. ‘Oh, yes, you do know what I am talking about, 

Doctor. This universe is just one in a series. When one dies, a new one 

is created to take its place. The ultimate cycle of renewal, spanning 

countless billions of years. But it is possible for a few objects to survive 
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between universes.’ Rodenza paused. ‘And what happens, Doctor, if 

an object survives from one universe into the next?’  

The Doctor looked down at his feet, then around the room, thinking 

of his old companion, Alf. ‘Then that object is not subjected to the same 

laws of physics as the current universe.’  

‘Correct. And that is what I have done.’ Rodenza pointed at the 

computer core again. ‘At the centre of this giant computer is small 

fragment left over from the previous universe. Quite simply, it is a 

small gem, with exquisite colour. I do not believe the colour even exists 

in this universe. And when I found it on a dead world at the edge of 

the universe, I knew of what it was capable.’ Rodenza began to pace 

before the computer. ‘So I came here, disguised myself as a human, 

and slowly gained their trust, until I could influence the royalty to 

begin building this Tower.’ Rodenza allowed a beat to pass. ‘Humans 

can be so easily influenced.’  

‘And what will you do, Rodenza? What will you do with your new 

creation?’ the Doctor asked sardonically.  

Rodenza turned and face the Doctor and Ruby. His eyes narrowed 

into a disturbing glare. ‘I will reshape all of creation in my image! I will 

set the universe ablaze and burn the old order of things, to make way 

for my new rule!’  

The Doctor said nothing for a moment, and then at last in a whisper; 

‘How typical.’  

Rodenza waved off the Doctor and turned back to the computer. 

‘There is nothing that you can do, Doctor.’  

‘And this Concept Addict? You created it? Will it be a part of this 

new rule?’  

Rodenza shook his head. ‘Don’t be so inane, Doctor. The Concept 

creature was merely a test, a means to an end. I wanted to see if the 

engine worked. And it did.’  
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‘I cannot allow you to continue with this, Rodenza,’ the Doctor said, 

taking a step forward.  

‘You’re too late, Doctor,’ Rodenza said. ‘I would not reveal my plans 

to you so easily otherwise. I have already activated the engine.’  

The monitor screen lit up, and Ruby felt dizzy at what she saw.  

On the screen, she saw a view of Counterpane, as if seen from a 

distance. The fracture in the planet’s atmosphere erupted, turning the 

sky into a black and red monstrosity. The buildings seemed to decay 

and twist. The earth turned a dull brown, the grass withering and 

dying. In a moment, the view from the screen closed in quickly on the 

city streets. People were running in fear. As Ruby shifted her eyes to 

see what they were running from, her hand involuntarily clasped over 

her mouth.  

There was an army of Concept Addicts running through the streets, 

attacking people, draining their minds. Bodies were everywhere. Men, 

women… children.  

Ruby turned away from the screen.  

‘Unable to stomach the new order?’ Rodenza asked mockingly.  

Ruby turned to face Rodenza, her eyes full of tears and hate. ‘You 

call that a new order? It’s slaughter, plain and simple!’  

‘Rodenza, you must stop this madness!’ the Doctor cried, taking 

another step forward.  

Without warning, a bolt struck the Doctor in the chest. He flew back, 

his feet swinging out from under him, and landing on his back. Ruby 

cried out and ran to the Doctor’s side.  

‘Doctor!’  

The Doctor was rubbing his chest, brushing away some of the 

smoke that was coming off. ‘I am all right, Ruby,’ he said weakly, ‘but 

where did that energy discharge come from?’  
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Ruby looked back, and saw Rodenza standing there, one hand 

raised, palm out, facing towards the Doctor. ‘I believe from our friend 

over there,’ she said.  

Ruby helped the Doctor to his feet, though he almost crumpled back 

to the floor. Ruby tried again, and this time the Doctor was able to 

stand, though still weak.  

‘There is nothing you can do to stop the new order, Doctor,’ 

Rodenza said, lowering his hand. ‘It begins here on Counterpane. 

Soon, the universe will follow in its wake.’  

The Doctor opened his mouth to respond, but was cut short by a 

familiar groaning and wheezing sound. The Doctor shot a glance 

backwards, and saw the TARDIS materialising. Ruby’s eyes widened.  

‘The TARDIS?’ Ruby cried. ‘But how is that…‘  

‘No time, now, Ruby!’ the Doctor cried. ‘Get inside, now!’  

The Doctor grabbed Ruby by the shoulder and began to move her 

towards the TARDIS. Over his shoulder, the Doctor could see Rodenza 

raising his hand again, and then lowering it.  

‘Where do you think you can hide, Doctor? Inside that box?’  

The Doctor removed the TARDIS key from his pocket and unlocked 

the door. He ushered Ruby inside, and glanced back at Rodenza.  

‘I will not let you get away with this, Rodenza.’  

Rodenza smiled. ‘You already have, Doctor.’  

The Doctor entered the TARDIS and slammed the door shut.  

  

‘Doctor!’ Ruby cried, as the Doctor stumbled into the console room, 

and then slumped over the controls. She ran to his side and helped him 

up again.  

‘Apologies,’ he said. ‘I am still very weak from Rodenza’s blast.’  

‘How badly hurt are you?’ Ruby asked. ‘Do you need me to get you 

anything?’  

‘No,’ the Doctor replied. ‘We need to stop Rodenza.’  
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With great effort, the Doctor stood up straight, and patted Ruby on 

the shoulder.  

Ruby smiled weakly, and then looked around the console room. 

‘Doctor,’ Ruby said suddenly, ‘why did the TARDIS materialise in the 

Tower?’  

The Doctor checked the controls on the console, and after a few 

moments spoke. ‘Ah, that is interesting.’  

Ruby rolled her eyes. ‘Do I really need to ask “what”?’  

The Doctor looked up at Ruby. ‘When Rodenza reformed 

Counterpane to his twisted liking, he actually made it slightly smaller. 

The TARDIS attempted to compensate for the change of coordinates.’ 

He paused. ‘And materialised in the computer core.’ He tapped his 

chin. ‘That would really have been a problem if we had not been in the 

computer core when this happened. We would never have known.’  

‘But what now? How do we stop Rodenza?’  

The Doctor let out a loud sigh. ‘I do not know! His temporal-

metaphysical engine has the ability to alter time and space. He can use 

reality as his block of clay.’ The Doctor pointed at the view screen. 

‘Look at what he did on Counterpane.’  

Then the Doctor stopped dead.  

‘Yes,’ he said slowly. ‘Look at what he did on Counterpane!’ The 

Doctor began furiously to work the controls. ‘I have an idea, but I have 

no way of knowing if it will work.’  

Then, the Doctor grabbed his chest in pain, and punched in a few 

final keys on the TARDIS console, before slumping to the ground.  

Ruby ran to his side. ‘Doctor! Doctor, what’s happening? Doctor, 

can you hear me?’  

The Doctor’s face was pale, his hand curled into a fist as he grabbed 

at his chest. The TARDIS began to shake violently, the lights flickering. 

Ruby was thrown to the floor, and she tried to crawl over to the 

Doctor.  
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She saw that he had passed out. Or was dead.  

Ruby’s heart sank. She was going to die. She just knew it.  

All around her, the sound of the TARDIS dematerialising engulfed 

the room, loud and full of fury. The TARDIS shook more violently as 

the sound increased, threatening to explode Ruby’s ears. Ruby placed 

her hands over her ears, praying for the end to come.  

Suddenly, everything exploded in to a void.  

  

The Doctor was sitting in the living room when he heard the sound of 

the TARDIS materialising. Within seconds, he was out the door and 

around the back. Time seemed to slow down as he attempted to round 

the building, for the TARDIS to come into view.  

At last he saw it. The light on top of the TARDIS was glowing, and 

the Ship was making its familiar sounds. He rushed up to the TARDIS 

and removed the key from his pocket. He slid it into the hole and 

turned the key.  

The door unlocked. It opened.  

Without missing a beat, the Doctor turned and ran into the cabin. He 

crashed past the table and furniture, storming into Ruby’s room. Her 

body was still. For a moment, the Doctor paused, looking down at her 

body, his face plastered with a frown.  

Breathe in. Breathe out.  

Ruby was still alive.  

The Doctor gently placed his arms under her, raced her out the door, 

and around the back of the cabin. He saw the light still lit atop the 

TARDIS, and he breathed a sigh of relief. He moved to the TARDIS 

entrance, and stopped to look back. He scanned the cabin, the chopped 

wood, and the darkness in the forest. Then, turning for the last time, he 

leapt into the darkness of his ship’s interior.  
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Ruby slowly awoke, her head a swirl of pain and light-headedness. She 

looked around the room.  

She was lying on the floor of the TARDIS console room.  

She sat up quickly, and saw the Doctor lying across from her. Ruby 

crawled over to be beside him. She shook him on the shoulder. 

‘Doctor,’ she said.  

He moved slightly, and then groaned. Ruby smiled a little, and it 

grew the more the Doctor regained consciousness. ‘Ruby,’ he said, 

relief in his voice.  

‘Doctor, what just happened?’ Ruby said, concerned. ‘I remember 

being here, in the TARDIS with you when you passed out, and then 

also being old…’  

The Doctor shook his head, rubbing his temples. ‘Yes, let me think.’ 

He paused. Then, after a moment, he whispered ‘Rodenza.’  

Ruby’s jaw fell. ‘Yes, Rodenza! He had transformed Counterpane, 

and you did something at the controls… and then we were in that 

forest.’  

The Doctor slowly nodded. ‘Yes, I remember now.’ He turned to 

Ruby. ‘We were inside the TARDIS the whole time.’  

‘What?’ Ruby cried.  

The Doctor stood and began to work on some of the TARDIS 

controls. ‘Before I passed out, I realised something.’ He looked over at 

Ruby, who got off the floor and stood by the Doctor. ‘I realised 

something when Rodenza reshaped Counterpane and the TARDIS re-

appeared in the Tower core. Rodenza had unlimited power through 

the temporal-metaphysical engine, but it was limited by the size of the 

universe that he was in. It almost sounds academic, until I realised that 

I could use this against him, thanks to the TARDIS.’  

‘How so?’  

‘Since the TARDIS is its own separate dimension, I took a chance 

and materialised the TARDIS around Counterpane, in effect giving the 
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planet its own room. This way, Rodenza’s powers would, for the 

meantime, be limited to only Counterpane.’  

‘But something went wrong?’  

‘Not necessarily,’ the Doctor said, glancing down at some readings. 

‘But the changes Rodenza made were taking its toll on the TARDIS. To 

protect us, the Ship ejected us in to a “quiet” room inside of it.’  

‘The forest?’ Ruby yelled in disbelief. ’That’s quite a room!’  

‘Yes Indeed.’ The Doctor smiled indulgently, patting the console. 

‘This old girl can do amazing things!’  

‘But we aged there, Doctor. We… I… grew old. Did that really 

happen?’  

The Doctor rubbed his forehead. ‘Well, it would appear some of the 

residual energy from the temporal-metaphysical engine seeped into 

the room. The thing with temporal metaphysics, is that you can 

customise reality to exhibit its own unique properties, both in time and 

space. The TARDIS used this to her advantage in the forest, knowing 

that it would take a long time for her to heal. But once you are 

removed from that environment, you revert back to your original state. 

Almost as if your temporal clock resets itself. That is why you are 

young again.’  

Ruby looked down at the console. ‘And what of Rodenza? And the 

Tower?’  

‘We cannot leave it in his hands. That is why we are taking a little 

trip.’ ‘To where?’  

The Doctor smiled. ‘Oh, just back in time. To the Big Bang. Well, just 

before it, really.’  

Ruby’s eyes narrowed. ‘And what are we going to do there?’  

‘You will see.’  

Ruby heard the TARDIS materialising. The Doctor worked the 

controls again, and then she suddenly felt a small jarring motion. The 

TARDIS then dematerialised. ‘What did you do?’  
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The Doctor turned to Ruby. ‘I just ejected the Tower into space, or 

rather, into the void, just before the Big Bang. That should destroy it 

and that fragment from the previous universe. I do not think that it 

would survive two Big Bangs.’ The Doctor chuckled.  

‘And now?’  

‘Now,’ the Doctor said, ‘we return Counterpane to its rightful place.’  

  

‘Please, accept our apologies, Doctor,’ the Queen said. ‘We have been 

most foolish.’  

The Doctor smiled. ‘No need to apologise, your majesty.’  

Ruby looked around the throne room. ‘What will you do with 

Rodenza?’  

The Queen’s face twisted in to a look of anger. ‘We will deal with 

him, my dear. He must answer for his crimes.’ Her voice lowered a 

little. ‘For those that we have lost.’  

Ruby gave her a sympathetic smile, but said nothing.  

The Doctor clapped his hands together. ‘Well, we must be off, 

Ruby.’ He turned to the rest of the court. ‘Take care of yourselves. 

Perhaps I will drop by and visit you again.’  

‘Please do,’ the Queen said.  

The Doctor nodded, and headed for the TARDIS, parked by the 

entrance to the throne room. He opened the door, and then reached out 

his arm, bowing slightly before Ruby. ‘After you, madam.’  

Ruby laughed. ‘And who says chivalry is dead?’  

They both laughed as they entered the TARDIS and closed the door. 

Soon, the room was filled with the healthy wheezing and groaning 

sounds of the TARDIS dematerialising.  

Unbeknownst to anyone in the throne room, in the back behind the 

crowd, a man-like shape watched on as the TARDIS vanished.  

‘Almost there, Doctor. Just a few more pages, old friend.’  
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