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Furies from the Deep 

Richard Dinnick 
 

The sound of ominous thunder shook the scorched landscape and 

unnatural lightning arced across the ochre sky revealing in its flashes 

the ruins of a temple. Fog and filthy air swirled around the building 

and from the dark recesses between the shrine’s limestone columns 

emerged three figures. They wore robes of corvine black and 

voluminous hoods of the same shade, which obscured their faces.  

As they entered the circular inner sanctum, a swarm of hazy, two-

dimensional images appeared and began thronging around them. The 

pictures were varied, each depicting a different scene. Some were of 

people, some of landscapes – all pertained to one being. Here the face 

of a young man with golden hair and beard, there a more elegant man 

standing before a portrait. A woman in a white dress, reptilian 

warriors and silver-clad cyborgs all danced in the air. Other places 

buzzed around the temple, verdant jungles and barren deserts, alien 

cities and cathedral-like caverns.  

The tallest figure lifted a diminutive hand and one of the images 

came to a halt before them. It showed a man dressed in black, 

surrounded by humans and robots that appeared to be juggling. He 

seemed to be addressing a woman sitting on an ornate throne  

‘Advance,’ said the tallest figure.  

The image jolted as the scene began to play out.  

The man dressed in black nodded in agreement to some unheard 

statement or question and then, having bowed to the queen backed 

away a little to where a plump, dark-haired woman was standing. He 

took her arm and led her towards a tall blue box sitting in an alcove 

beside a large arch. As the odd pair reached the box, the man opened 

the right hand door and performed a low bow.  

‘After you, madam,’ he said to the brunette.  
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The woman laughed. ‘And who says chivalry is dead?’ she said.  

They both laughed as they entered the box.  

‘He should be alone,’ hissed one of the figures watching the image.  

‘No matter,’ said the tallest.  

On the image, the door of the blue box closed and a wheezing, 

groaning sound filled the foul air as the blue box slowly faded from 

view.  

‘He comes,’ said the tallest figure.  

*  

Episode One:  

Ruby liked it when the Doctor pottered about. It meant he was in a 

good mood and that it was unlikely he was about to rush off on 

another crusade against the notorious Kuang-Shi or any other of the 

myriad races and beings about which the UNIT cook had heard so 

much. She suspected that half of it was exaggerated nonsense, but she 

had been in UNIT long enough to know that alien races did exist and 

that – from time to time – they did threaten the earth.  

Gently humming to himself, the Doctor was standing over a large 

wooden globe, its upper hemisphere hinged backwards to reveal its 

true nature – that of a drinks cabinet. Instead of the more obvious 

decanters and crystal glasses, a disparate collection of crockery, an 

empty cake stand and a white coffee maker were housed within. Two 

things Ruby had in common with the Doctor were a fondness for 

coffee and a good book – both of which the TARDIS seemed to have in 

abundance.  

That morning, Ruby had spent hours browsing along the spines of 

the books in the library as her travelling companion leant against the 

oak panelling or zoomed along the shelves on a moving ladder, 

pointing out items of interest and telling some of the tallest stories she 

had ever heard.  
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The Doctor had promised Ruby that she could borrow a few tomes 

for when she got home and his collection of books was incredible. But 

it was the cornucopia of names that amazed her the most. Some were 

famous, some were infamous and some were just plain 

unpronounceable. Finally she had settled on a very short but 

wonderfully written book by Elizabeth Smart.  

‘Jamaican Blue Mountain,’ said the Doctor, lifting the coffee pot 

away from the machine.  

‘Eh?’ Ruby looked up from the book.  

‘Finest coffee on earth. And not bad when compared to the rest of 

the universe, either!’ The Doctor passed Ruby a chipped mug of the 

exclusive brown liquid and lowered himself into one of the worn 

chairs that dotted the room. He crossed his legs and took a first 

tentative sip of his beloved Jamaican Blue Mountain. They sat in 

silence for a while, as if they were a happily married couple, just 

content to share each other’s company.  

‘One day I must get round to dusting,’ announced the Doctor over 

the rim of his “Greatest Granddad in the Universe” mug. ‘ Funny how 

things like that just… slip away from one in all the hustle and bustle of 

life.’  

Without warning, he stood up and cocked his head, as if listening 

for something.  

‘Doctor, I don’t mean any offence, but are you all right? Should we 

put something a bit stronger in that coffee?’ asked Ruby.  

‘Stronger?’ replied the Doctor absently. Then he looked down at her 

with a most uncharacteristic stern expression ‘Are you implying that I 

am weak in some way?’  

‘Perhaps in the head,’ said Ruby, bristling at his sudden venom. 

‘Have you gone mad?’  

‘Possibly,’ muttered the Doctor regaining his composure. Then, 

placing his mug on a convenient reading table, he ran from the library, 
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scaring Missy half to death as she sauntered in to see if there was any 

chance of food.  

Ruby quickly put her cup on the floor and followed the Doctor. She 

emerged into a console room she had not seen for a while. She gazed 

round the wooden chamber. The Doctor was already tapping furiously 

at the controls, a little shaving mirror spinning away in front of him.  

‘Some sort of explanation would be nice,’ said Ruby breathlessly. 

‘And what is this?’  

The Doctor looked up. Ruby spread her arms to indicate her 

surroundings.  

He muttered returning his attention to the controls, ‘Nearer to the 

library then the main one.’  

‘Right,’ said Ruby. ‘And the explanation, please?’  

‘Something is wrong,’ replied the Doctor, fiddling with the lapel of 

his black jacket as if his fingers were searching for something. They 

found the Gallifreyan flower of Remembrance and settled there. Calm 

once more, the Doctor moved round the wooden console and pressed 

yet another of its multi-coloured buttons. The twin lids of the scanner 

drew apart to reveal a 1970s-style test card. A little girl of mixed race 

and a creepy jack-in-the-box were frozen in a tableau, playing noughts 

and crosses.  

‘Well,’ he exclaimed. ‘That has never happened before.’ Not even 

looking at his new companion, the Doctor operated the door control 

and said: ‘Stay here.’  

‘I will not!’ Ruby grabbed her fawn mackintosh from the hat stand 

and started to wrestle herself into it.  

‘Ruby, please,’ the Doctor spoke without turning. ‘We have not 

materialised, we have not stalled and yet we are… somewhere.’ Finally 

he faced her. ‘I know you think half my stories are bombast, but there 

lurk in this universe very real dangers. I just want to see what is 

outside and I do not want to put you at risk. I would like you to keep 
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an eye on the scanner and give me a shout if the image, ah, changes at 

all.’  

‘All right then,’ said Ruby. ‘But you just take a peep, mind. Don’t be 

wandering off for ages.’  

The Doctor gave a brief, watery smile, then strode up the stairs and 

disappeared through the darkened doorway…  

*  

The TARDIS appeared to be standing in a graveyard. It was a 

glorious summer’s day with the sound of birdsong blending with the 

gentle whispering of the wind in the trees and the laconic droning of 

several bees as they moved among a posy of yellow flowers on a 

nearby grave. The Doctor called out but no one answered. Leaving the 

safety of the TARDIS doorstep, he started to explore his new 

surroundings.  

The churchyard was immaculately kept. Between the various grey 

headstones and taller, granite crosses, recently mown lawns stretched 

away to the graveyard’s boundaries. Evergreen trees dotted the 

landscape and an immaculate gravel path ran beside the mediaeval 

church. In one direction it led to a gate beyond which was a tree-lined 

avenue. In the other it led to a heavy wooden door set in high wall of 

mottled grey stone.  

Puzzled by the apparent ordinariness of the environment, the 

Doctor stooped to clear the lichen away from the nearest gravestone, 

but either no name had been engraved or else time and nature had 

worn it away. That was the inherent nature of the universe, he mused. 

Everything gives in to entropy sooner or later.  

He rose and started to move around the graves, looking at their 

inscriptions. Some were illegible, like the first, but others had clearer 

engravings. The names where unfamiliar to the Doctor and he was on 

verge of returning to the TARDIS and Ruby when a strange tombstone 



 

8 

caught his eye. It was gravestone-shaped all right, but the decoration 

was oddly unnerving, to say the least.  

Among the curlicues around the edge of the headstone were what 

would have been bizarre carvings. Would have been, if the Doctor had 

not recognised them. Here was a horsebox; there a grandfather clock. 

A sedan chair adorned one corner and an ionic column another. There 

was even a Concorde hidden among fleur-de-lys. The inscription read 

simply “Magister”. Frowning at this little revelation, the Doctor moved 

on. Despite a growing sense of unease, he had to admit it was all most 

intriguing.  

On the far side of the church he discovered the entrance to a small 

crypt. Its iron gates were chained together and secured with a padlock, 

but there was something about the keyhole that seemed strangely 

familiar. The Doctor thrust his right hand into his jacket pocket and 

produced the TARDIS key. Hesitating for just a moment, he inserted it, 

crossed his fingers and turned it in the lock. The padlock sprang open 

and the chain fell noisily to the stone floor.  

As the Doctor pushed the gates open they groaned as if they had 

been left unattended for some time. A flight of stone steps ran from the 

gate down into the gloom.  

‘Hello?’ called the Doctor, immediately feeling a little foolish. Who 

could possibly answer him?  

Once more fishing in his pockets, the Doctor produced a succession 

of bric-a-brac objects; the mouthpiece of a child’s recorder, a small bar 

of fruit and nut, a yo-yo, a phial of salt (then one of sugar), before 

finally unearthing a box of everlasting matches. He struck one of them 

alight and holding it aloft proceeded down the stairs.  

In the sphere of light cast by the match the Doctor soon found 

himself in the crypt itself. It was rectangular with a marble floor on 

which sat five sarcophagi in a neat row. The Doctor could just about 

make out that the nearest one to him – the second from the left – bore a 
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roman numeral on the end facing him. He moved closer and could see 

that it was a “V”. With a pout of his lips as if to say, “I wonder what 

that means”, the Doctor moved round to examine the clammy white 

marble relief of whoever was interred within.  

Working his way up the sculpture from its feet, there were no clues 

to the person’s identity – just loose fitting fatigues of some kind – and 

the butt of some ominous looking gun was clasped in his hands in the 

same way a mediaeval knight would have been depicted lying with his 

sword. When he reached the face, though, the Doctor gasped and 

almost dropped the match. It was the face of the Doctor he had met a 

long time ago. The one who had become violent. He recognised the 

scar running down his face over his right eye.  

‘Me,’ said the Doctor quietly, remembering this alternate version of 

himself.  

Returning the foot of the sarcophagus, the Doctor moved along all 

the other in turn. Sure enough they read “IV” to “VIII.” Checking the 

faces, he also recognised numbers “VII” and “VIII”. “IV” and “VI” 

were unknown to him, but it did not take a genius to realise who they 

were. So, his alternate selves appeared to be entombed here. The 

question was, by whom? He was about to leave them to their eternal 

rest, when he noticed a little alcove in the wall to his left. In the recess 

sat a small urn. It looked like plain earthenware pottery rather then 

anything more elaborate and bore the Roman numeral “III”. This gave 

the Doctor pause for thought, but he stored the questions he had for 

later. He assumed there would be answers.  

Outside once more, the Doctor started patrolling the graves, looking 

for any clue as to where exactly he was. Instead, he simply found more 

disturbing memories stirred by the headstones. He was now back on 

the side of the church nearest the TARDIS and was contemplating 

returning to Ruby to explain what he had found. But then he saw a 
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plinth with a bust atop it. The plinth itself was nothing out of the 

ordinary, but the bust was unmistakeably a representation of Brad.  

When the Doctor edged round the statuette, he found that, to his 

surprise, there were two inscriptions on the headstone in front of the 

plinth. The first read:  

“Bradley Nathaniel DeMars 

Sept 27th 1975 - April 12th 2001 

Ignit Natura Renovatur Integra” 

The second was identical apart from the second date, which read, 

“December 23rd 2101”. The Doctor’s eyes misted for a moment as he 

remembered Bradley and the way he had abandoned him – all so he 

could have a cup of tea! He shook his head. What was this place? It 

was beginning to take on the semblance of a very personal nightmare.  

Yet there was more to come. Not far from the grave purporting to be 

Brad’s, the Doctor found a freshly dug grave overlooked by a plain 

gravestone. On it, recently carved and highlighted in crimson, were the 

words:  

“Nick McShane, 2101-1991. 

Taken too soon.” 

A shadow passed over the Doctor’s face and he raised his head to 

see a nasty black cloud passing across the sun. It was even more 

incongruous than the Police Box nestled nearby; for the sky had been 

completely clear a moment before. As the dark interloper drifted away 

to the horizon, there came a sound of creaking hinges. The Doctor 

looked round at the door in the far wall. As it opened, a girl of no more 

than about ten stepped through and started stepping carefully between 

the graves.  

The lace-trimmed dress she wore was identical in hue to the bunch 

of yellow Daffodils she clasped in her arms – the same flowers that 

adorned a number of the graves, the Doctor realised. Her flame red 
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hair was kept in place by a starched white Alice-band and, despite her 

obvious familiarity with the graveyard, she seemed nervous.  

Somehow it felt intrusive to call to her, so the Doctor just watched as 

she bent down beside one of the graves and placed the bunch of 

flowers in a metal urn. Without ceremony, she stood once more and 

made her way back the way she had come - towards the door in the 

wall. As she did so, the Doctor realised she seemed somehow unreal, 

as if he were watching a film in which the colours had been enhanced 

by computer.  

‘Curiouser and curiouser,’ he muttered. Intrigued, the Doctor 

strolled over to the grave she had visited. From the rear, he could see 

that the headstone was another new one, but this one was highly 

polished black granite. In moments he was standing at the foot of the 

grave. He squinted against the fierce sunshine and lifted a hand to 

shade his eyes, allowing him to read the clearly chiselled inscription. 

Its words chilled him to the core of his being.  

“Here lies The Doctor 

Dear friend, and trusted hero 

He died saving the Universe”  

*  

Ruby was becoming increasingly bored. She had been staring at the 

stupid test card for so long she had started to work out the various 

moves that were left in the game of noughts and crosses. On balance, it 

seemed to her that the creepy jack-in-the-box was destined to lose, but 

the expression on the little girl’s face showed no pleasure in her 

potential victory. Somehow she seemed sad. Or maybe annoyed. Or 

both.  

Just then Missy sidled into the console room, mewing as she saw her 

mistress. Ruby smiled and bent to pick up the cat as she approached.  

‘Hello Missy Moo,’ she said, stroking the ebony cat with her free 

hand. ‘You hungry, pet?’ The cat looked at her. ‘Awww. Well, I think 
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you’ll have to make do with that crunchy stuff I put down earlier. You 

see, the Doctor’s gone missing – again - and I think it’s up to little old 

me to find out what trouble he’s got himself into.’ She gave one final 

stroke of the sleek fur and placed Missy back on the floor. The cat stuck 

her tail in the air and left the console room in evident high dudgeon.  

Ruby watched her go and shook her head. ‘Just a peek!’ she said and 

blew her cheeks out in annoyance. ‘Well I want a peek, too!’ She thrust 

her jaw out in a determined expression and tied the belt of her Mac 

loosely about her ample frame before clumping up the stairs and out 

into the world beyond.  

As she did so, the image on the scanner flickered and a handsome 

blonde woman with piercing blue eyes replaced the jack-in-a-box.  

‘Noughts and crosses?’ she asked indignantly, regarding the little 

girl with a scowl. ‘Please don’t insult my intelligence!’ With that she 

made the rather simple move that Ruby had missed, blocking any 

possibility of the little girl winning. It would have to be a stalemate - 

for the time being...  

*  

Ruby had the breath knocked out of her as she left the TARDIS. 

Searing heat caused beads of sweat to form on her forehead and the 

sulphurous atmosphere made her cough violently. She clutched at the 

side of the time machine for support, but she had to snatch her hand 

away from the smouldering exterior of the Police Box. Cradling her 

burnt palm, Ruby looked up to examine the fierce landscape around 

her.  

Ugly, charred rock formations jutted into the starless, tawny sky at 

lurid angles. Molten lava oozed sluggishly along ravines that scarred 

the hard baked surface and, in the distance, Ruby could see blowholes 

sending jets of steam – and sometimes more lava - high into the 

stultifying air. A wall of sound akin to a thousand steam engines 

battered the lone human figure and Ruby collapsed to the ground.  
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Nausea racked her body, but she managed to stand again. She had 

to get back inside the TARDIS. She turned to do so, but found the blue 

paint on the TARDIS was blistering and a wisp of smoke was rising 

from the keyhole in the door. Ruby knew she would not be able to 

touch the surface. She was trapped in the open vista of what was 

surely hell.  

*  

The Doctor had not lingered at the grave that bore his name. 

Instead, he had followed the little girl through the wooden door and 

had found himself in a pleasant orchard. Beside the door, like arboreal 

guards, stood a pair of weeping willows and through the bowed 

branches of the right hand tree, he could see the form of a marble 

statue. Puzzled why anyone would place a statue under a tree, out of 

sight, he lifted aside a handful of tendrils and stepped through the 

curtain of green to examine it.  

At first glance, the statue appeared to be that of an angel, petrified in 

a never-ending vigil over the garden beyond, its face frozen in a 

permanent grimace. Olive brown tracks of grubby rainwater lined its 

face as if the statue had been weeping for an eternity and ivy had crept 

up over its body, all the way to its head, as if the plant were the angel’s 

long flowing hair.  

‘An angel with a dirty face, eh?’ the Doctor mused. He started to 

clear the creepers away from the stony visage and found that the angel 

was, in fact, bald. Nonplussed, he decided to press on with his 

renovation of the statue. Producing a polka dot handkerchief from his 

breast pocket he stood eyeball to eyeball with the angel and started to 

wipe away the years of grime that had accumulated on the marble. 

Finally, he stood back to admire his handiwork and once more felt a 

shiver run down his spine. It was not an angel at all. It was a perfect 

representation of a Dommervoy.  
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Before the Doctor could even begin to form the myriad extra 

questions this threw up, the sound of laughter made him jump. Not 

the evil guffawing he might have expected; instead the light tinkle of 

children’s giggling was coming from beyond the willow, somewhere in 

the orchard. Replacing the now grubby handkerchief in his pocket, the 

Doctor straightened up, dusted himself down and turned to peer out 

between the drooping fronds, searching for the source of the laughter.  

The scent of apple blossom wafted over him on the light breeze and 

he caught a flash of blue as a little black girl darted behind a tree trunk 

and out of sight. Almost immediately a second girl, dressed in bright 

pink, appeared in the gap between two neat privet hedges on the far 

side of the orchard. She paused, framed in green, as she surveyed her 

surroundings. Away to his right, the Doctor could see the first girl he 

had encountered – the redhead in the yellow dress. She was squatting 

beside a wooden apple cart, every now and then bobbing her head to 

look through the spokes on its wheels. Despite his recent experiences, 

the Doctor could not help but smile at their game of hide and seek.  

‘I see you,’ the girl in pink called out as she started moving about 

the garden, peering up into branches or bowing down to look under 

the hedge. Her voice had an oriental lilt to it and the Doctor could now 

see that her pink dress was actually a kimono, kept in place by a sash 

of royal blue.  

He suddenly become aware that he was holding his breath as if he, 

too, were playing the game. Then he realised that he was indeed 

hidden from view under the willow tree and he frowned at the simple 

quandary in which he found himself. Should he remain concealed or 

should he step out of his hiding place and announce his presence? The 

first felt somehow wrong, yet the second would probably curtail the 

girls’ game. He sighed. If only all his decisions were so innocent.  

Clearing his throat, the Doctor emerged from his hiding place and 

beamed at the girl in the pink dress.  
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‘Do not be afraid,’ he called.  

The girl who had hidden behind the tree stepped forward and 

approached him.  

‘Of course not,’ she said earnestly. She seemed slightly older then 

the other two and wore far more contemporary clothing – jeans and a 

denim jacket. As she came closer, the Doctor realised that she was the 

girl he had seen playing noughts and crosses on the TARDIS scanner. 

The other two girls joined her and they came to a halt a few feet from 

the Doctor, their hands behind their backs.  

‘I was just in the graveyard and, ah, curiosity led me….’ His 

explanation was cut short as the girls recited an odd nursery rhyme.  

‘We do not like thee, Doctor Shell; 

The reasons why we cannot tell, 

But this we know, we know full well, 

We do not like thee, Doctor Shell. ‘ 

*  

Having removed her mackintosh, Ruby felt a bit less hot – not cool, 

mind. Just less hot. No wonder the Doctor had not returned. He, too, 

would have been unable to open the super-heated TARDIS door. But 

where had he gone? She had been walking down the slight incline 

away from the time and space machine for some time now, and not 

only was there no apparent sign of life, the landscape had changed 

very little too.  

As she trekked down the slope, she looked from side to side, hoping 

to glimpse something – anything - between the rock outcrops that 

might be of help to her. Finally something did present itself, but it was 

not what she was expecting. Down a side path, she saw the ruins of 

what looked like a Greek temple.  

Several of its ionic columns had collapsed onto the ground and 

those that were still standing supported the remains of a rounded roof. 

As she approached the building, she was amazed to see tufts of grass – 
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albeit dried – sprouting from the bases of the pillars and what had once 

been a fountain in a raised pool of stagnant water.  

Her final steps were rushed and she collapsed at the side of the 

fountain. Without thinking to test the water, she thrust her hand into 

its murky depths and sighed with relief as the relatively cool liquid 

soothed the burn she had received from the TARDIS exterior.  

She withdrew her arm and removed the belt from her Mac. This she 

placed in the pool until it was soaked and then took it out and started 

to wrap it around her injured hand. The heat and pain made her squint 

as tears mingled with sweat and dripped from her chin to the ground 

below, each hitting the scorched earth with a violent hiss. This time 

travel malarkey definitely was not all it was cracked up to be.  

‘Ruby Mundy!’ she said to herself. ‘Pull yourself together! All we 

have to do is poke around a bit. Something’ll turn up, pet!’ Forcing 

herself to whistle the theme tune from "Clear Waters", she sat cradling 

her hand and gazing around at the barren landscape.  

She felt so helpless…  

*  

‘Doctor Shell fell down the well 

And broke his collarbone. 

Doctors should attend the sick 

And leave the well alone.’  

The three girls finished their second nursery rhyme and stared at the 

Doctor as if the verse had been a question to which he alone held the 

answer. He just smiled again and began rubbing his right earlobe.  

‘Very nice,’ he managed. ‘Look, I was wondering if you know this 

area well?’  

‘We accept the homage you pay us,’ said the Asian child, a strange 

half smile forming on her face.  
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‘It has been a long time coming,’ added the third girl timidly, 

fiddling with her Alice-band and shifting her feet as if eager to be 

elsewhere.  

The Doctor got the impression they were toying with him. Children 

could be so cliquey! He frowned. ‘I am afraid I do not know your 

game,’ he explained squatting down so he could make proper eye 

contact with the three children.  

‘You will,’ said the first girl with a smile that illuminated her face. 

‘Come and play with us.’  

*  

In the console room of the TARDIS, all was far from normal. The 

panelled roundels seemed to be melting slowly and a swirling mist of 

smoke filled the hexagonal chamber. The scanner was no longer 

functioning and the hat stand was drooping in the heat like a wilting 

Lilly.  

Slowly, the smoke around the console began to swirl in little eddies 

and gradually parted to leave a human shaped hole of clean air. 

Imperceptibly at first, but with increasing intensity, a figure began to 

form in the space.  

When she had fully materialised, the refined woman with long, 

blonde hair looked about as if she was examining herself in a mirror.  

‘This will never do,’ she said. ‘I am not just going to sit idly by and 

let you destroy me!’ she announced to the world in general. ‘You 

should be aware that I have self-defence capabilities.’ She let the threat 

hang in the air for a few seconds and then when no answer came, 

Tardis moved towards the console and made contact with the ship’s 

mechanisms. ‘HADS, for example,’ she said with a prim smile. The 

time rotor began to rise and fall. The TARDIS would be safe for the 

moment, but Tardis knew that she would have to leave the safety of 

her world soon enough and venture out into their realm.  

*  
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The Doctor was being led across the orchard by two of the girls. The 

black girl in the denim held his right hand and the oriental girl in the 

pink kimono held his left. Where the redhead had disappeared to, the 

Doctor had no idea.  

‘I am the Doctor, by the way,’ he said, hoping to initiate a more 

straightforward conversation that might lead to some explanations.  

‘Yes,’ said the older girl looking up at him.  

‘Yes?’ replied the Doctor, snatching his hands away from the little 

girls. ‘I do not know the circumstances of your upbringing, but it 

would be polite if you were to give me your names.’  

‘You haven’t given us yours,’ replied the Asian with a shrug.  

‘No matter,’ said the older girl sternly. ‘He should know our names 

if he is to play with us…’  

‘Indeed,’ nodded the Doctor.  

‘OK then,’ said the oriental girl. ‘I am Meg.’  

‘And I am Alex,’ added the black girl.  

‘Excellent!’ the Doctor beamed. ‘And your friend?’  

*  

Ruby was sitting on a collapsed stone pillar in the ruins of the 

temple. Somehow the shrine seemed to block the heat and noise of its 

surroundings. Indeed, she found it wonderfully peaceful, but that was 

really no help in her search for the Doctor. She stared at her plump 

hand, bandaged with the belt from her Mac and began to swing her 

legs back and forth, willing inspiration to come. It did not.  

Instead, a little girl appeared between two of the upright pillars and 

peered round a buttress at her. She must have been about ten or so 

with deep orange hair. She looked cheeky. Despite the oddity of this 

vision, Ruby smiled – the little girl’s expression reminded her of the 

photos of herself at that age.  
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‘Hello, little one’ she said, broadening her lop-sided smile. The little 

girl stared at her doe-eyed for a moment and then stepped into the 

temple.  

‘Hello,’ she replied. ‘Whatchoo doing here?’  

Ruby blew out her cheeks and swung her legs again. ‘I’m meant to 

be looking for a friend of mine, but I’m not having much luck.’  

‘What’s your name?’  

‘Ruby,’ said Ruby.  

‘That’s pretty,’ said the girl.  

‘Thank you.’ What a sweet little thing. ‘And what’s yours?’  

‘I’m Tisi. What’s your friend’s name?’  

‘Well, he calls himself the Doctor,’  

‘That’s not a name,’ complained Tisi, moving closer to the former 

chef.  

‘I know. Silly, isn’t it?’  

‘Yes.’  

The little redhead hopped up onto the pillar on which Ruby was 

sitting and started to fiddle with the Alice-band in her hair. Ruby had a 

thousand questions to ask the strange little girl, but she had no idea 

where to start. How did such an innocent tot come to be in such a 

hellish place? Why did she seem oblivious to the heat?  

‘Do you live here?’ Ruby blurted out.  

‘Not here,’ said Tisi reproachfully, as if this was the stupidest thing 

she had ever heard. ‘In the orchard.’  

Ruby looked at the charred landscape once more and doubted very 

much whether any trees could grow there, let alone bear fruit. 

Suddenly she felt that the little girl sitting beside her was either mad or 

a much bigger threat than she first appeared. ‘The orchard?’ Ruby 

ventured.  

‘It’s back that way.’ The girl turned and pointed at the direction 

from which she had approached. Ruby stared and felt the tingle of 
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some sixth sense down her spine as she spied what looked like a cave 

hewn into the cliff face behind the temple. Perhaps the girl’s parents 

called the cave “the orchard” to give it a more homely ring. It was 

what Ruby might have done.  

‘Do your parents live there, too?’  

‘Don’t have any parents,’ Tisi smiled.  

Ruby grimaced. ‘I’m sorry, pet,’ she cooed.  

‘They all say that,’ replied Tisi with a shrug. ‘Eventually.’  

*  

Beneath one of the largest apple trees the Doctor had ever seen was 

a Wendy House. It was not the usual plastic thing that parents erected 

in their 20th century gardens, but a wooden hut, complete with 

working door and windows. Beside the playhouse was a high-backed, 

wicker chair. The Doctor raised an eyebrow. It was of the type 

favoured by the White Guardian.  

‘You can sit there,’ said Alex.  

‘It used to belong to an old man,’ chipped in Meg.  

‘But he doesn’t need it anymore,’ finished the older girl as she 

opened the Wendy house door.  

The Doctor straightened his cravat. ‘I see,’ he said and sat down, 

crossing his legs.  

‘We’ve got lots of games here,’ said Alex.  

‘I bet,’ replied the Doctor.  

‘I wanna play snakes and ladders,’ announced Meg solemnly.  

Alex looked at her and then at the Doctor. ‘Yeah,’ she said and 

disappeared inside. A couple of moments later she emerged with a 

battered old box, sticking tape adorning its edges and a faded image on 

the lid.  

‘No tiddlywinks?’ Asked the Doctor archly.  

‘That’s a stupid game,’ said Meg, flouncing on the ground to sit with 

her legs neatly tucked under her kimono.  
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‘A great many things appear to you to be “stupid” or “silly”, do 

they not?’  

‘She’s just unwilling to do anything she doesn’t want to.’ Alex was 

setting up the board on the grass and placed two different coloured 

counters on the bottom left hand square.  

‘So I see.’ The Doctor regarded the game. ‘Only two?’  

‘One for you and one for us,’ sighed Meg, her tone belying her 

opinion of the newcomer.  

‘Before we start, I would like to clear up a few things,’ said the 

Doctor, leaning forward in the wicker chair. The girls looked at him 

with wide-eyed innocence. ‘In the graveyard I found a grave…’  

Alex laughed. ‘Of course you did! That’s what graveyards are for, 

aren’t they?’  

‘But this one was mine.’ The Doctor’s voice became steely. ‘Or 

rather, a representation of it.’  

‘That was Alex’s idea,’ smirked Meg unnervingly.  

Alex leered at the Doctor, here eyes flashing with anger. ‘Did it 

unsettle you, Time Lord?’  

The Doctor sat back in his chair and smiled wistfully. ‘No. But I 

wonder why you would go to the trouble.’  

‘To remind you that you shouldn’t even exist,’ spat Alex, evidently 

annoyed by the Doctor’s composure – the desired response.  

‘Why?’  

‘You are an anomaly.’ Meg shrugged.  

‘By rights, you should be dead,’ clarified Alex. ‘Twice over.’  

‘Yes. Who was it who said, “ You have nasty habit of surviving”?’ 

The Doctor’s face wrinkled in simulated thought. ‘Well, whoever it 

was, he could have been talking about me…’  

‘You are skilful in the art of diversion.’  

‘Well, you know,’ the Doctor waved away the statement as if it were 

a compliment.  
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‘It was not well meant,’ hissed Meg.  

‘He is aware of that,’ said Alex calmly. ‘He is merely proving my 

point.’  

‘Which is…?’ the Doctor raised both his eyebrows this time.  

‘You are in violation of the natural order of things.’  

‘Really?’ gasped the Doctor in mock horror. ‘No, no, no. You must 

have me mistaken for someone else. Last time I checked I was a fully 

paid up member of reality.’  

Meg laughed. ‘You are funny!’ she said.  

‘He won’t be for long,’ said Alex. Meg fell silent, staring intently at 

the Doctor.  

‘You know, I have been threatened before…’ he said, his eyes 

narrowing slightly.  

‘We know.’  

‘But never – to my recollection at least – by little girls.’  

‘You should have died on earth when the Master killed you.’  

‘You really are remarkably well informed.’  

‘You are the ultimate anomaly. You should not exist.’  

‘And by rights, neither should you,’ replied the Doctor. The two 

little girls looked at one other. ‘Of course I know who you are! But you 

are a myth, a legend.’  

‘So are you. Clone!’ Meg shouted, suddenly red in the face.  

‘Calm yourself, Megara. I believe you are in control here, are you 

not?’  

Alex shot her sibling a dark look before addressing the Doctor. ‘You 

are as perceptive as we knew you would be.’  

‘So you are the embodiment of the Furies.’  

‘That is our essence, yes.’  

‘A sort of offshoot from the Dommervoy, I presume? Hence the nice 

little statue? Or was that meant to “unsettle” me, too?’  
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‘You are to be punished. All perjurers of this reality are so dealt 

with,’ replied Alex, ignoring the question.  

‘I see,’ said the Doctor. ‘And that involves playing snakes and 

ladders does it, Alecto?’  

‘In your case, yes.’  

‘Horses for courses, eh? Let the punishment fit the crime? How very 

poetic. Appropriate metaphors all round. Bravo!’  

The Doctor brought his hands together in a slow clap. He knew this 

was going to be difficult. He knew he could only put off the inevitable 

for so long, but he needed thinking time. He just hoped Ruby had 

stayed in the TARDIS…  

*  

Ruby knew she was in trouble, but she had to find the Doctor and 

the strange little girl was her only hope. Their conversation had been 

stilted to say the least and Tisi had been both vague and elusive – not 

to mention downright weird – in her answers to Ruby’s questioning. 

Finally, the young redhead turned to the former cook and looked her 

straight in the eye.  

‘We have no disagreement with you, Ruby Mundy,’ she said, a 

sympathetic smile playing on her chubby lips.  

Ruby almost fell off the ionic column. ‘What?’ she asked hoarsely. 

She coughed and said again: ‘What?’  

‘You are here through no fault of your own.’  

‘How do you know my name?’ Ruby asked. The tremor in her voice 

was plainly evident.  

‘We know everything about the Doctor,’ replied Tisi absently, as if 

this should be taken as read.  

‘I see,’ said Ruby. ‘Did you bring us here?’  

Tisi nodded. ‘Yes. He is guilty of murder.’  

‘The Doctor?’ Ruby gasped. Again Tisi nodded, this time looking at 

her feet. ‘But the Doctor is a good man.’  
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The little girl looked up and her eyes seemed to have taken on the 

same colouring as her hair. ‘He is anything but, Ruby Mundy, he is 

anything but.’  

‘No, pet. You’ve got it wrong,’ whispered Ruby, her eyes searching 

the girl’s face for some sign that this was a joke.  

‘No, Ruby. It is you who have got it wrong. Like all his companions 

before you, you have been hoodwinked, fooled - deceived. The Doctor 

has spent the entire span of his existence killing. He professes to save 

lives, but he does nothing but take them. Whole species of sentient life 

have been erased because of his actions. And for that, he must be 

punished.’  

Ruby was shaking her head in disbelief. ‘No,’ she said.  

‘It is true. I can show you if you want?’  

Ruby glowered at the girl. ‘I know he walked away from UNIT 

when the Nestene invaded, but he helped us with the Kuang-Shi. He 

helped us with the Cybermen. He’s a hero!’  

‘Whether through his action or inaction, countless millions have lost 

their lives,’ Tisi explained, as if she were the adult and Ruby the 

uncomprehending child. ‘He is not a hero. He is the biggest mass 

murderer the universe has ever seen.’  

*  

In the orchard, the Doctor had come to a decision. He knew these 

“Furies” had probably been brought into existence in the same way the 

Dommervoy had been, but he did not know what powers they 

possessed. They were clearly a lot more talkative then most 

Dommervoy, but then there were Dommervoy Loci as well. Perhaps, 

he mused, these being were akin to them. Whatever, he had to test 

their strength.  

‘I do not recognise your authority either to bring me here or to 

“punish” me.’ The Doctor stood up. ‘I am leaving.’  

‘You are not!’ screeched Alex rising from the lawn.  



 

   25 

For a moment, the Doctor found himself rooted to the spot, but then, 

with the force of a wrecking ball, he was thrown across the orchard. He 

collided with a tree and cried out in pain as he felt several ribs break. 

He crumpled to the ground.  

‘You are powerless, Time Lord,’ roared Alex as a mighty wind 

buffeted the trees around her. ‘And you will answer for your crimes.’ 

‘I do not recognise your authority either to bring me here or to 

“punish” me.’ The Doctor stood up. ‘I am leaving.’  

‘You are not!’ screeched Alex rising from the lawn.  

For a moment, the Doctor found himself rooted to the spot, but then, 

with the force of a wrecking ball, he was thrown across the orchard. He 

collided with a tree and cried out in pain as he felt several ribs break. 

He crumpled to the ground.  

‘You are powerless, Time Lord,’ roared Alex as a mighty wind 

buffeted the trees around her. ‘And you will answer for your crimes.’  

The Doctor pulled himself up and winced as his broken bones 

grated against each other. ‘Very well,’ he breathed. ‘I will play your 

game.’  

Meg, a broad smile on her face, rushed forward and took the 

Doctor’s left hand, leading him gently back to the Wendy house and 

the game of snakes and ladders. The Doctor did not resist. He now 

knew that these beings were indeed powerful – too much so for him 

just to walk away. What he had to establish next was whether their 

strength was matched by their intelligence.  

He ignored the wicker chair and sat, cross-legged, on the grass 

beside the game board. He regarded the two counters that sat on the 

square marked “start”.  

‘Should I be blue?’ he asked.  

*  

Episode Two:  
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Ruby was staring at the little redhead girl, her mouth wide open, 

matching her watery blue eyes. The former cook realised that she must 

look like a Guppy fish at feeding time and brought her lips together in 

a fair stab at a smile.  

‘Well,’ she said to her young companion. ‘I’ve heard some whoppers 

in my time – some of them from the Doctor himself – but you take the 

biscuit, the packet and the tin!’  

‘We do not lie,’ replied Tisi, staring at the horizon as if the 

conversation was beginning to bore her. ‘We don’t need to. The truth is 

our preferred weapon in these matters.’  

‘Really?’ Ruby said with a little too much irony.  

‘As I have told you, Ruby Mundy, we have no disagreement with 

you. You are free to go. We can transport you back to earth or indeed 

anywhere else you may wish to go.’  

‘Anywhere?’ asked Ruby, her eyebrows coming in low over her 

narrowing eyes.  

‘Yes.’  

‘Then take me to the Doctor.’  

‘I cannot do that,’ replied Tisi, turning to stare at the woman.  

‘Then I’ll just have to find him myself, won’t I?’  

Tisi did not reply. Instead she hopped off the fallen pillar on which 

she had been sitting and started to walk away from the temple, back 

towards the cave mouth hewn in the rock face behind it.  

‘Hey! Wait!’ shouted Ruby, standing up as well.  

Tisi turned. ‘You have changed your mind?’  

‘No! But you can’t just leave me here. If you claim to care about 

what happens to me, you have to help me! My hand is burnt and may 

need medical attention. This place is so hot I might melt, for heaven’s 

sake!’ Ruby stopped to take a breath.  

Tisi just looked at her.  

‘Well?’ Ruby demanded.  



 

   27 

‘I will treat your wound,’ said Tisi quietly and returned to stand 

before Ruby. Gently, the girl took the woman’s hand in her own and 

Ruby felt a tingling sensation akin to pins and needles. When Tisi 

removed her hands, Ruby looked at her bandaged palm. Nothing 

seemed to have changed, but she could feel no pain. Intrigued, Ruby 

unwrapped her belt-bandage and sure enough, the burn was 

completely gone.  

‘How did you do that?’  

‘This is our realm,’ replied Tisi. ‘We are the mistresses of it and can 

bend it to our wills.’  

‘Handy,’ said Ruby and then realised the pun. ‘Handy!’ she 

repeated, but the little girl just turned away once more.  

‘If you stay in the temple, the temperature and noxious air will not 

affect you, I promise,’ Tisi said over her shoulder.  

‘So I’m a prisoner, is that it? Stay here or get hurt?’  

‘Or leave our realm completely.’  

‘I won’t be doing that just yet, pet,’ cooed Ruby. ‘You see the 

Doctor’s my friend and us Mundys don’t give up on our friends.’  

Tisi continued to make her way back to the cave, ignoring Ruby 

completely, before finally disappearing inside.  

‘Bugger,’ said Ruby.  

*  

‘If I may be so bold,’ said the Doctor shaking a dice in his right hand 

‘May I ask exactly what crimes I am accused of and - as you already 

think I am guilty of those crimes - how I am to be punished?’  

‘You are arrogant,’ replied Alex. ‘Even for a Time Lord.’  

‘Much more than that other one,’ agreed Meg.  

‘That is as maybe,’ said the Doctor. ‘But it does not answer my 

questions, does it?’  

‘You are guilty of many crimes, Doctor,’ announced Alex.  
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‘Many crimes,’ echoed Meg, staring intently at the Doctor, as if he 

were a rabbit and she a hawk.  

‘That is a bit vague, is it not?’ The Doctor finally released the dice 

and let it roll across the game board. The black cube came to rest 

showing five golden dots. The move placed his counter between two 

ladders.  

‘You should not exist in this universe,’ explained Alex. ‘But as you 

have existed, you are guilty of many heinous crimes that otherwise 

would have not been committed.’  

‘Must be a quandary for you,’ replied the Doctor picking up the dice 

and holding it out for Alex. ‘Your go.’ The dark skinned girl gently 

removed the dice from the Doctor’s palm and with little ceremony 

rolled it across the board. Another five. ‘Glad to see you are keeping 

up with me,’ smiled the Doctor.  

‘We have been keeping up with you since the events on earth in 

1973,’ replied Alex as Meg moved the yellow counter to join the 

Doctor’s blue one. ‘And we have witnessed many since. However, 

recent proceedings have caused us to act.’  

‘Really? And what “recent proceedings” would those be?’  

‘You joined battle with a god,’ said Meg as if this explained 

everything. ‘And you imprisoned him.’  

‘Ashgotoroth?’ asked the Doctor incredulously. ‘This is about 

Ashgotoroth?’  

‘Not just about that,’ Alex said. ‘You have killed and maimed, 

imprisoned and impaired ever since you arrived in Portland in 2001.’  

‘I have not!’ But there was a lining of doubt to the Doctor’s retort.  

The conversation came to a halt as Tisi emerged from the gap in the 

privet hedge and came to sit with her sisters. As soon as she had taken 

her place, she picked up the dice and offered it to the Doctor. ‘You are 

lying, Doctor,’ she said.  

‘Liar, liar! Pants on fire!’ chanted Meg, rocking back and forth.  
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‘I never lie. Well, not never, but… hardly ever. Look, this is 

irrelevant! Whatever you may think, I always try to do what is right!’ 

To emphasise his point, the Doctor rolled the dice and it displayed a 

single dot. ‘Ah!’ said the Doctor. ‘A ladder at last!’ He moved the blue 

counter up the rungs, missing out several rows.  

Alex leant forward. ‘Right for you, that is.’ The ladder became a 

snake and the little girl moved the piece back down. ‘Your go again!’ 

she said brightly.  

‘Not just me,’ said the Doctor darkly. ‘Right is something one feels. 

Is it right to help people in dire situations? Of course it is, if you are 

able.’ He plucked the dice once more from the board and rolled a three. 

He was still on the bottom row and now four spaces away from the 

next ladder, but only two away from the first snake.  

‘”If you are able”?’ repeated Meg.  

‘Yes.’  

‘In our experience, there are few beings in the universe more able 

than you, Doctor,’ Meg said with a smile.  

‘Very kind of you to say, but I doubt it is true.’  

‘As I told your friend, we have no use of lies,’ said Tisi. Alex shot 

her a look of daggers.  

‘My friend?’ The Doctor asked, a worried tone entering his voice for 

the first time. ‘You mean Ruby? What have you done to her?’  

‘Once more, you only consider your companion when it is too late,’ 

said Alex gleefully.  

‘What?’ The Doctor began to rise to his feet, clutching at his side.  

‘Remain seated, Time Lord,’ spat Tisi. ‘She is unharmed. We have no 

truck with her.’  

‘Good,’ said the Doctor sitting down again. ‘That is good.’ He 

sighed. ‘I did tell her to stay in the TARDIS…’  

‘Ah yes, your beloved ship,’ teased Meg.  

The Doctor’s eyes turned to slits. ‘What of her?’  
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‘I fear she is defunct. As you are an anomaly, so she is too,’ Alex told 

him.  

‘Defunct? There are millennia in the old girl yet. If I were you, I 

would not let her hear you talk about her in that way. She can get very 

touchy, you know. Your turn, by the way.’  

Alex threw the dice and moved the yellow counter onto the same 

square as the Doctor’s once more.  

‘I am beginning to think your dice might be loaded,’ smiled the 

Doctor taking the wooden cube in his hand. He shook it close to his ear 

as if listening for something. ‘No. Perhaps I was wrong.’  

‘You often are,’ said Tisi.  

‘So your friends keep telling me, but I have yet to hear a shred of 

proof.’  

‘You do not think you were wrong to leave the earth soldiers to fend 

off an alien invasion as insidious as the Nestene?’ asked Alex.  

‘They fended it off very well, as far as I know,’ replied the Doctor 

evenly. ‘I had other things to do. I cannot be on earth every time an 

alien pops up, can I? Next you will be telling me that I should defend 

every planet against every aggressor.’  

‘Many UNIT soldiers died,’ said Tisi.  

‘Naughty Doctor,’ laughed Meg.  

‘Had you been there, they would yet live,’ explained Alex.  

‘Dear oh dear,’ the Doctor sighed. ‘What if? Is that the game? What 

if those soldiers had become butchers? Or bakers?’  

‘Or candlestick makers?’ laughed Meg.  

‘He is so flippant about the lives of others.’ Tisi turned away in 

disgust.  

‘I am not. I am merely one person. I cannot be held responsible for 

everything that happens in the universe. I think Pope expressed it best 

when he said, “All nature is but art, unknown to thee; all chance 

direction, which thou canst not see; All discord, harmony, not 
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understood; all partial evil, universal good: and, spite of pride, in 

erring reason’s spite, one truth is clear, whatever IS, is RIGHT.” 

Basically, I am not God.’  

‘Yet you continue to play God,’ Alex said.  

‘Really? I thought I was playing snakes and ladders.’  

*  

Ruby examined the contents of her raincoat pockets. It was not very 

helpful. She had a button, a slip from a drycleaner, some loose change 

and old leather bookmark. She let out a long sigh. She had to get into 

the cave. That must be where they were holding the Doctor, but the 

sulphurous air would mean she might pass out before she reached it. 

And then what? Death? She did not fancy that option, but staying in 

the temple was not her preferred choice, either.  

As she weighed up the options open to her, a familiar wheezing, 

groaning sound filled the air and the TARDIS began to take shape 

beside the defunct fountain. As it solidified, Ruby could see that the 

paint was no longer peeling. Perhaps she could get back in? She tried 

the door, which was now cool to the touch, but it did not open.  

Ruby.  

Ruby spun round, looking for the owner of the voice. No one there.  

Ruby. Listen.  

‘What?’ said Ruby. ‘Who’s there? And where is there?’  

You must go to the cave.  

‘Easy for you to say!’  

You must. The Doctor will need you.  

Ruby contemplated this for a moment. If he were on trial for being a 

mass murderer, as Tisi had said he was, the poor thing would need a 

defence or at least character witness. She nodded slowly.  

‘OK,’ she said. ‘But how do I get there? The air’s as foul as a canteen 

after the boys have been playing rugby! And don’t tell me to use the 

force, neither!’ Ruby managed a half-hearted smile.  
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Then use your raincoat.  

‘Use me Mac?’ she asked. ‘It’s not raining, pet. I can hardly breath 

out there.’ Then, with the slow creeping of a repentant dog, realisation 

seeped into her mind. ‘Ah.’ Ruby said. ‘I see what you mean. Yes. 

Right-ho!’  

Ruby started tearing the Macintosh into strips about half a metre 

wide. She managed to get three of these from the coat, before bundling 

the contents of her pocket, the belt and one sleeve into the other arm; 

tying it at both ends so it resembled a bizarre looking kit bag.  

When she had done this, she started wrapping the swathes of cloth 

around her face, covering her mouth and nose several time. At last, her 

head looking like a cross between a Mummy’s and a tortoise’s, she set 

off for the cave. It was difficult to breath under the layers of material, 

but far better than breathing in poisonous gases. The only thing that 

bothered her was whose voice it had been in her head…  

*  

The Doctor slid his blue counter along the board three spaces to 

where another ladder took it up several rows.  

Meg held up a hand. ‘Hold on, Time Lord,’ she said.  

The Doctor frowned ‘Another rebuttal?’ he asked.  

‘If you claim that you cannot be everywhere and help everyone,’ 

smiled the oriental girl. ‘Shall we discuss those places you have visited 

and the people you claim to have helped?’  

‘Is that a rhetorical question?’  

‘Is yours?’ replied Alex archly.  

‘Touché,’ smiled the Doctor. ‘Very well. Where to begin?’  

‘At the beginning,’ replied Tisi. ‘When you plucked Bradley from 

certain death.’  

‘Well, I was just in the right place at…’  

‘Wrong!’ shouted Alex. ‘He should not have been saved. He should 

have died, too. You were both anomalies.’  
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‘The thing is, at that stage this universe was a bit uncertain as to 

what should and shouldn’t exist,’ the Doctor explained smoothly. 

‘Your hindsight is excellent, but I was there. I know. You do not.’  

‘He had to become a Dommervoy,’ whispered Tisi.  

The Doctor thought back to Brad’s tombstone. The real one.  

‘I’m sorry, Brad...’ he mumbled.  

Untouched by the storm, Brad walked up to the tombstone. ‘Yeah, know 

you are, Doc. Odd feeling looking at your own tombstone.’ He knelt on the 

wet grass. ‘But, you know, the body underneath the ground is just that. A 

body.’  

Brad waved his hand over the tombstone and the date changed. ‘What 

about this, then, Doc? Is this better for you?’  

The Doctor read the inscription. “December 23rd 2101.” His eyes glazed 

over. ‘Stop this, Bradley. You cannot make me feel any guiltier than I make 

myself feel. Katarina, Sara. You.’ He dropped to his knees. ‘My fault. Always 

my fault.’  

As he remembered, an image appeared in mid air, as if he was 

watching the events on some form of ethereal screen. The three Furies 

were all watching the events unfold. Although it was the Doctor who 

had called this scenario to mind, it was now they who controlled what 

he saw.  

‘All your fault,’ said Alex triumphantly. ‘By your own admission!’  

The scene blurred and was replaced by another, later one.  

‘No, Brad,’ the Doctor said in a softer tone. ‘ “It was meant to be” is no 

excuse. I paid no attention to you beyond my own showing off. I was so 

caught up in my own problems that I did not see yours. If I had, I could have 

prevented them. I could have prevented your death.’  

‘How?’  

One word, and it contained all the questions one life could ever ask. The 

Doctor’s answer was equally as simple and as complex.  

‘Because I am the Doctor.’  

‘Because you are the Doctor!’ laughed Meg.  
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‘You see?’ said Alex. ‘You do see yourself as God!’  

‘I may have been a bit conceited in those days,’ replied the Doctor, 

casting his gaze to the lush grass at his feet.  

‘ “In those days”? You have always been conceited – and 

considerably more than a bit,’ Alex continued. ‘Your confidence in 

your own abilities has given you a superiority complex!’  

‘And as a result you have come to believe that the ends justify the 

means,’ added Tisi.  

‘You said yourself, you should have saved Brad, but instead you 

decided to have a cup of tea with Nick…’  

‘No wonder you’re sorry,’ said Meg indignantly. ‘I’d be sorry, too, if 

I let a friend of mine die because I was having a cup of tea!’ She shook 

her head in disbelief.  

‘It was not because I was having a cup of tea!’ growled the Doctor, 

angrier now than he could remember being for a long time. ‘How dare 

you say that!’  

‘We dare because – no matter whether you pretend to us – that is the 

truth,’ spat Tisi.  

‘Of course, he was not “Nick” then, he was “the Bloke”,’ added 

Alex.  

‘But the fact remains that Bradley died all because the marvellous 

Doctor wanted a cuppa!’ shrieked Meg, rolling back on the grass, 

laughing.  

The Doctor regarded each of the little girls in turn.  

‘It is very easy for those who have never actually participated in the 

real universe to judge those who have,’ he said slowly.  

‘What?’ Alex whispered. ‘Those who can, become the Doctor; those 

who can’t, are Furies? Is that what you are saying?’  

‘If that is how you wish to interpret it,’ the Doctor smiled. To use a 

golfing metaphor, he thought he might just have taken the lead by a 

stroke…  
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‘So, things are more complex than we three can comprehend?’  

‘It is possible. Sometimes.’ The Doctor shrugged and then pulled a 

face as the pain in his ribs returned.  

‘You reckon you save lives, don’t you?’ asked Meg.  

‘In general I would say I did more good than harm,’ the Doctor 

smiled.  

‘Shall we look at another example?’ Alex asked. The other two 

nodded eagerly.  

‘By the way, are we still arguing the point for that ladder I climbed?’  

*  

Ruby reached the cave mouth and peered into its murky interior. 

Why is it you never have a torch handy when you need one, she 

wondered. Although she could see nothing inside, Ruby took a few 

tentative steps into the cavern and stopped. Slowly, her eyes became 

accustomed to the dark and she thought she could make out the walls 

and ahead – yes! - a door.  

Ruby moved forward and somehow lost her footing on the stony 

surface of the floor. She stumbled forward and collided with the door 

quite hard. It swung open with the barest of creaks and Ruby landed in 

an ample pile.  

The first thing she was aware of was that this side of the door was 

well lit, so she sat up to take in her surroundings. Amazingly, she was 

no longer in a cave, but a corridor of some sort. It had a wooden floor, 

walls the colour of teal and strip lights overhead. This was not what 

she had been expecting!  

Cautiously, she made her way down the corridor to the nearest 

window and looked out as she removed the swathes of raincoat from 

around her neck. Neatly gravelled paths ran around trimmed lawns 

and fluffy clouds drifted lazily in the pale blue sky above.  

This is not real.  
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‘You again?’ asked Ruby, not bothering to look around for the 

speaker. However, as she continued to gaze through the glass, she 

noticed that there was a reflection that should not be there – and 

almost was not there. It was like seeing the image of a ghost, but 

despite its otherworldly nature, the figure was unmistakably female 

and more than that – she was smiling.  

This must be a defence mechanism of sorts to repel or detain unwanted 

visitors.  

‘Really? And how do you know that?’ Ruby asked the reflection. No 

answer came. So she turned round, but as she guessed, she could not 

see the figure. Her mouth formed a lop-sided frown. ‘So how do we 

get out of here?’  

You must play out whatever scenario this is.  

‘I see,’ said Ruby. She looked down the long corridor and spied a 

door about ten metres away. With a huff, the former cook ambled 

down the hallway to face the door. It was grey and featureless, except 

for a chrome door handle. Ruby reached out a hand and turned the 

knob. With a slight click the door opened to reveal a small room 

beyond. With a quick check to see that the corridor was till empty, 

Ruby went in.  

On one side of the antechamber was a modern desk with a PC and 

clipboard on its surface. Behind the desk were various wall charts 

denoting shifts and some sort of electronic device with a large red 

button on its facia. In the middle of the far wall was a very heavy and 

solid looking metal door.  

Ruby leant over the desk and pushed the red button. It seemed 

obvious that this was the opening mechanism, and so it was proved. 

With a hydraulic hiss, Ruby could hear security bolts being drawn 

back and then the door slowly withdrew into the wall, allowing her 

access to the chamber beyond.  
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She could see what the room was as soon as the door had opened. 

An armoury. Rows of assault rifles lined the lower part of the walls 

and above them were even scarier looking armaments – grenade 

launchers, anti-tank weapons and even a flamethrower. At the far end 

of the narrow chamber was a shelf unit, with boxes of ammunition 

neatly arranged and labelled. Other shelves bore several Browning 

automatic pistols, a whole pile of bayonets and – the largest – was 

home to over a hundred rifle magazines.  

Ruby knew all this thanks to the basic military training she had to 

undergo when she joined UNIT. She may have been a civilian, but as 

her weapons instructor had told her – ‘you never know when an Auton 

or a Cyberman will come into your kitchen looking for something 

other than sarnies’.  

A little wary of what she was doing, Ruby selected a handful of the 

magazines and began to clip an array of rounds into them from the 

ammunition boxes; regular, soft-nosed, silver and gold bullets all 

found their way into her cocktail of munitions.  

Guns were not really her thing, but however this scenario played 

out, she intended to win it as quickly as possible and find the Doctor.  

*  

The Doctor looked up at the gloriously blue sky overhead and 

wondered if the Furies ever bothered to let the sun go down in their 

realm. After the Bradley incident, the Furies had moved on to another 

incident in his former life.  

‘Do you remember Oryan?’ asked Alex.  

‘Of course.’  

‘He was the last human on a planet of vampires and you simply 

abandoned him.’  

‘He wanted to stay. It was his home and he wanted to fight for it.’  

‘Yet you knew that such a course would lead to his death,’ Tisi 

complained.  
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‘I knew he did not have much of a chance, I will admit that,’ replied 

the Doctor. ‘But who am I to kidnap someone against their will, even if 

it means they survive for a few more years?’  

‘You didn’t try to persuade him very hard, did you?’ asked Meg.  

‘As it turned out he was already a vampire – working for Orlock.’  

‘But you didn’t know that at the time!’  

‘Well, I seem to recall he may already have been infected with the 

vampire virus and he said he wanted to stay! If I remember correctly, 

his exact words were: “This is my problem. The longer you and Brad 

stay the more likely you are to become infected”. If he had not been an 

emissary of Count Orlock, the sacrifice would have been very noble of 

him.’  

‘But not of you.’ Alex sneered.  

‘There was very little I could do against the vampires at that 

juncture. I may have lost the battle, but I eventually won the war.’  

‘How strange to put it in military terms,’ observed Tisi, toying with 

a loose lock of red hair. She tucked it back under the Alice band and 

asked: ‘Do you see yourself as a soldier, then?’  

‘Certainly not.’  

‘That was a course taken by one of your alternative selves,’ added 

Alex.  

‘Oh yes!’ squealed Meg. ‘I remember him – number Five!’  

Another image appeared in the blossom-scented air. It showed the 

blond man the Doctor had met a long time ago – the one whose 

sarcophagus he had discovered in the tomb. Before him was the rotund 

figure of his previous self.  

‘There’s always another way,’ said the big man quietly. He turned to the 

still unconscious Brad and hefted him over his shoulder in a fireman’s lift.  

‘You see, you said it yourself,’ said Alex quietly. ‘”There’s always 

another way”.’  
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The Doctor remained silent this time, thinking about his violent 

alternative self. Were the Furies right after all? Was he really so 

different? He regarded the snakes and ladders board.  

‘I suppose that ladder will become a snake then?’ he asked.  

Meg smiled. ‘I think you’re getting the hang of this!’ she said. Sure 

enough, the ladder shimmered, becoming a serpent, and the Asian 

child slid the Doctor’s blue counter back to its starting place.  

‘There are many things you could have changed, Doctor,’ said Tisi. 

‘Do you recall the events aboard the Mono-Cruiser?’  

The Doctor sighed. ‘These are not my greatest hits…’  

He watched as the scene blurred away from the image of him lifting 

Brad onto this shoulder. The Doctor felt a stab of pain as a face came 

into focus on the virtual screen, but it was not his ribs causing him 

discomfort; it was remorse.  

The Bloke turned to the Doctor. ‘We can get them out of here! Take them in 

the TARDIS!’  

‘Nick,’ the Doctor bowed his head.  

‘Watch, Time Lord!’ hissed Alex. The Doctor went to open his 

mouth, but his other self was already speaking…  

‘I can't!’ The Doctor shook his head. He pointed to the still open 

TARDIS door. ‘I could never make the disconnections in time, besides 

which I'll most likely blow us all to perdition!’  

Rhalena leant towards him, placed a hand on his shoulder. ‘You can 

do it. You are a good man.’  

‘Am I?’ The Doctor stared at, through and beyond her. ‘Am I a good 

man?’ He shook his head despairingly. ‘People have died here today. 

All because of my stupidity… I tried to fight back, to find a way back… 

Walked straight into their trap. There is no way back.’ He sighed 

heavily. ‘I don’t know if there’s a place for me in this universe!’  

‘Even then, you began to realise that you shouldn’t even be alive in 

this universe,’ said Alex.  
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The Doctor rubbed his eyes. They were hot with tears.  

‘No one else should have to die,’ he repeated.  

‘Indeed,’ said Tisi.  

‘Yet so many more have died, haven’t they, Doctor?’ said Alex.  

‘Yes,’ the Doctor said quietly.  

‘Yes.’ Chanted the three Furies in unison.  

‘And not random deaths, either,’ said Tisi.  

‘No,’ said Meg.  

‘Deaths that you have caused,’ Alex completed. ‘You should be 

ashamed.’  

The Doctor looked at the little black girl imploringly. ‘Please,’ he 

said. ‘I try to do what is right! In the battle between good and evil, 

there are bound to be casualties. Do you not think that I would put a 

stop to it if I could? That I would not have done so already?’  

‘ “I try to do what is right”!’ mimicked Meg.  

‘Is that your only defence?’ asked Alex.  

‘Is there any other?’ asked the Doctor.  

‘The road to hell is paved with good intentions, Doctor,’ Tisi chided. 

‘As you have found out to your cost.’ She stood up and walked away 

to the hedge. Even in his gloom, the Doctor wondered where she could 

be going.  

*  

Ruby stalked through the building, her rifle clutched firmly in her 

hands. She had neither seen nor heard anyone since she had fallen 

through the door in the cave, but she knew this was a puzzle to be 

solved. She just needed a little clue; a helping hand.  

We must shatter this illusion and break through to reality.  

‘Easier said than done, pet,’ Ruby said, as she opened another door 

and found herself in a large entrance hall. To her left, stairs ran up to 

the first floor and to the right was what appeared to be a reception 

desk, compete with telephone and security monitors. Directly ahead 
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was a pair of wooden doors, flanked by tall windows, complete with 

bombproof curtains.  

Episode Three 

‘Perhaps this is the way out?’  

She stopped dead in her tracks as one of the double doors began to 

swing open. Ruby brought the rifle smartly to her shoulder.  

‘Freeze!’ she shouted at the door. Freeze? She grimaced. All this 

stupid soldiery! It was making her sound ridiculous! The door 

continued to open.  

That is not an illusion! That is one of them!  

Ruby found that she was the one frozen to the spot.  

Standing in the doorway was a huge figure, dark and gnarled, with 

large, leathery wings worn like a cloak of the blackest black. The 

creature looked at Ruby with crimson eyes boring into her soul. It let 

out a piercing cry akin to an buzzard and started to move towards her.  

With an equally loud scream of fear and anger, Ruby squeezed the 

trigger and spat death at the creature. Whether soft-nosed or gold, 

Teflon-coated or silver, the bullets had no affect.  
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With an equally loud scream of fear and anger, Ruby squeezed the 

trigger and spat death at the creature. Whether soft-nosed or gold, 

Teflon-coated or silver, the bullets had no affect.  

Ruby suddenly found that her legs could move once more and she 

turned to flee. Running as fast as she could, she burst through the door 

she had just come through and back into the long corridor that seemed 

to run around the perimeter of the military base.  

Alas, she was not as fit as she might have been and her turn of speed 

was not sufficient to outpace the Fury pursuing her. She heard the 

door break as the horrendous creature smashed its way through. Why 

is it that monsters never seem to understand the use of door handles? 

she thought to herself.  

As she ran, puffing like an old steamroller, her face becoming redder 

and redder, a plan began to form in her head. It was a very simple 

plan, but it was her only chance. She just had to put some distance 

between herself and the Fury. The plan was simple, sure enough, but 

this was a different kettle of fish. How could she distract the creature 

long enough to put her plan into operation?  

I may be of assistance there.  

‘I wondered,’ gasped Ruby slamming through another door and 

spinning wildly before getting herself back on course, ‘when you 

would say that…’  

*  

Episode Three:  

The Doctor was sitting in the high-backed wicker chair with his 

head in his hands, eyes cast down from the images circling in mid air 

around him. Before him, sitting cross-legged, like schoolchildren 

before a teacher or favourite uncle were two of the little girls – Meg 

and Alex.  

‘If you always do what is right, you should not be ashamed of these 

pictures,’ Meg said with glee in her voice.  
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‘There are some things that are best left to sleep in one’s memory,’ 

replied the Doctor, removing his hands from his face and looking 

directly at his tormentor.  

‘So that you don’t have to face the fact that you caused so many 

deaths?’  

‘Besides what is “right” to you may not be what is intrinsically 

right,’ added Alex. ‘Just because the society you come from and those 

you mix with hold certain morals to be universal, does not mean that 

they are.’  

‘The majority seem to think differently,’ replied the Doctor, looking 

at Alex as if she were his star pupil who had just let him down.  

‘So you are saying that “right” is merely a consensus?’  

‘Surely if the majority believe something to be right, then it is.’ The 

Doctor steepled his fingers and gazed at the two girls.  

‘So, say there were more Daleks in the universe than all the other 

races put together,’ said Meg, her head tilted to one side as if she was 

trying to understand the concept. ‘What the Daleks thought of as right, 

would be right. Right?’  

‘No.’  

‘That’s what you said,’ whined Meg. ‘That’s what he said, wasn’t it, 

Alex?’  

‘In essence, yes.’  

‘The argument is flawed because by their very nature, Daleks have 

no morals. No understanding of good and evil.’  

‘Good and evil, right and wrong,’ chimed Meg and Alex together.  

‘And by their very nature, good and evil are not empirical, so your 

argument is flawed,’ Alex smiled apologetically. ‘It all depends on 

your viewpoint. And anyway, people always bend the definitions to 

their own ends – even you.’  

The Doctor did not reply. He just turned his head in an attempt to 

see past the images that still revolved around him; to see the relative 
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pleasantness of the surrounding orchard instead. But he could not. All 

he saw were people dying and things exploding. In a way, he thought, 

they were right. His chest heaved and possibly the greatest sigh he had 

ever uttered issued from his mouth.  

‘Freedom is right, justice is…’  

‘More personal perspectives?’ interrupted Alex.  

The Doctor stared at her. ‘No,’ he said. ‘If your freedom was 

impaired unjustly, would you not wish to be freed?’  

‘Freedom is relative,’ replied Alex. ‘All things are. That is what we 

want you to realise.’  

‘Yes, yes, yes. Shades of grey. Of course nothing is ever black and 

white.’ Then his eyed suddenly lit up.  

‘So, if everything is some form of grey, how can you sit in 

judgement on these “crimes” I have committed?’ he asked.  

‘We merely judge you by your own standards,’ replied Alex evenly.  

‘Besides, the biggest no-no for you is existing,’ added Meg.  

‘If you had died on earth, so many would have lived that now lie 

dead. All because of your interference.’  

‘Do you really not think I realise my actions have consequences?’ the 

Doctor demanded, more exasperated now than angry. ‘I am familiar 

with Newton’s law,’ he added almost in a whisper.  

‘Still so flippant,’ sighed Alex, tilting her head on one side as if the 

Doctor just refused to learn his lesson.  

‘Humour is a very good defence mechanism in unpleasant 

circumstances,’ the Doctor retorted sharply. ‘But you would not realise 

that, living out your life in this idyllic little illusion.’  

‘Temper, temper,’ Alex chided and laughed her irritatingly high-

pitched laugh once more. ‘Just because you’re losing.’  

The Doctor lapsed into silence and Alex plucked the dice from 

where it had been sitting on the grass and tossed it to her sister.  
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‘And it’s your go,’ Meg said, offering the dice to the Doctor. He eyed 

the wooden cube as if it were an angry wasp, but finally reached out 

and gently plucked it from Meg’s open palm.  

‘Very well,’ he said. ‘I will continue to play your game.’  

‘You have no choice, Time Lord,’ Meg said, her eyes glowing red for 

a split second.  

‘How could I forget?’ asked the Doctor sarcastically, rubbing his 

aching, broken ribs. Without further ado, he let the dice fall from his 

hand onto the chequered wooden surface beneath him. The cube hit 

the game board and bounced twice before coming to a halt displaying 

three golden dots. Alex leant over and moved the Doctor’s blue 

counter along the squares to a where the head of a snake led down two 

rows.  

‘You have just said you like to let things “sleep in your memory”,’ 

replied Meg. ‘You let so many things lie dormant in your mind.’  

‘We just want to help you remember,’ said Alex with a mirthless 

wink at Meg.  

The Doctor looked up and saw that one of the buzzing images had 

come to a halt in front of him. A battered but futuristic train was 

standing at the remains of a platform.  

Alex slid the counter down the snake.  

‘Oh no,’ whispered the Doctor.  

‘Oh yes, Doctor!’ replied Meg triumphantly.  

‘This is unfair,’ the Doctor stated as the scene began to play out. His 

former self was reaching out for a grid of wires that kept himself and 

an assorted group of aliens prisoner aboard the train.  

‘Why?’ asked Alex as – in the image - the grid fell away and the 

older, bearded Doctor stepped through, saying something about 

“having hope”.  

‘This did not happen,’ replied the Doctor. ‘It was a possible future. 

Mutable.’  
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‘Is that not the case with all your trips to the future?’ asked Meg 

with a sneer. On the screen, a Cyberman had grabbed the Time Lord 

and as the prisoners followed the Doctor through the door, they were 

massacred by other cyborgs. The image skipped as if being fast-

forwarded.  

‘Your conceit and bravado led to needless deaths,’ Meg added 

darkly. ‘And your only defence is that it didn’t really happen. Again, 

you did not know that at the time. I’d say it was you who had the case 

of what you called twenty-twenty hindsight.’  

The Doctor closed his eyes for a few seconds. This was unbearable. 

Nevertheless he knew they would force his eyes open if he did not do 

it himself. Reluctantly, he stared once more at the image. Now his 

younger yet older self was with EnalcKarnip.  

The Doctor frowned and looked down at the dirt. ‘Oh my... Falex. This is 

the future that he has to look forward to. Taureans are a long-lived race. What 

happened to him?’  

’I am sorry to say he died, Doctor. Protecting Taureas from the onslaught 

of the Cyber army. After the Martians’ failed attempt to reclaim Mars the 

Cybermen became pretty much unstoppable. The Martians on their own were 

simply no match for the Cyber race.’  

The Doctor sniffed back his tears and took a deep breath. ‘Right. You say 

you know how to get me back to 2501? Then show me. This future is wrong, 

and I must put it right. I am not having another companion dying on me.’  

EnalcKarnip knelt onto the dirt and looked up. ‘Another companion? You 

have lost many?’  

‘Have you lost many?’ asked Alex with a broad smile. The Doctor 

did not reply. This particular image faded, but others still swarmed 

around the trio sitting in the orchard.  

‘He has lost a whole handful,’ Meg interrupted, holding up her open 

right hand. ‘We can count them on our fingers.’ She lifted her left index 

finger to point to the little finger on her upheld right hand. ‘Let’s see. 
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First there was Sara…’ she bent down her little finger and moved the 

next one. ‘Then there was Katarina.’ Another finger bent down.  

‘Ooh, I know the next one!’ squealed Alex. ‘Brad. He was next 

wasn’t he?’ Across from her, Meg closed another finger. ‘Then who? 

Falex wasn’t it?’ Another finger closed, just leaving Meg’s thumb 

pointing upwards like a Roman emperor about to decide a gladiator’s 

fate.  

‘Yes. A child,’ Med goaded the Doctor, who was staring at the little 

girls with the closest thing to hatred he had felt in a long time. ‘And 

then his favourite.’  

‘The one who looked on him as a father,’ Alex added. ‘So it could 

almost be infanticide and parricide.’  

‘Very big words,’ growled the Doctor, ‘for one so small.’  

‘Very heinous acts for one so convinced he always does what is 

“right”,’ replied Alex tartly.  

‘I did not kill Falex or Nick.’  

‘But you were responsible for them,’ Meg leant forward, her eyes 

gleaming in the summer sunlight. ‘You had taken them under your 

wing.’  

‘Oh,’ said Alex suddenly, as if something had just occurred to her. 

‘Do we have room for a sixth – a nice jewel to add to the collection?’  

The Doctor exploded from his seat and grabbed Alex by the 

shoulders. ‘You said you had no truck with Ruby! You said you did 

not lie!’  

‘Release her!’ screamed Meg.  

The Doctor found himself petrified. He could not move – not even to 

breath. He felt his hearts pounding at the sudden lack of air. Just as his 

respiratory by-pass system took effect, the Doctor felt a new sensation. 

It was if he was being vacuum packed. He felt an immense pressure all 

over his body and saw Meg with one eye closed, gazing past the finger 

and thumb of her right hand, which were held up to her open eye. She 
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was slowly bringing them together; slowly wringing the life from him. 

As he felt his skull creaking under the pressure, all became black...  

*  

Tardis had allowed herself to fully materialise as Ruby had turned a 

corner in the passage. The huge Fury had actually been gaining on the 

Doctor’s companion when it had collided with the elegant, blonde-

haired figure. The almost immovable object had met a truly irresistible 

force and the Fury had careened back down the hallway, clutching at 

the walls to stop itself from falling. Tardis just stood there smiling 

sweetly.  

‘I’m so sorry,’ she said, feigning concern. ‘How clumsy of me. How 

did I not see you there?’  

The Fury regained its composure and moved forward once more to 

stand nose to nose with the slim figure before it.  

‘Would you like me to move?’ asked Tardis. The Fury side-stepped 

the blonde woman, but she had moved the same way. The Fury took 

another step the other way, but Tardis had mirrored the manoeuvre. 

Like two people trying to pass one another on a narrow pavement, the 

corporeal time machine and the Greek myth continued their dance for 

a few seconds before Tardis finally faded away. She had places to be 

and people to meet.  

*  

The Doctor opened his eyes and squinted at his new surroundings. 

He was lying on a small bed, his legs dangling over the end, his hands 

clasped on his chest. There was pain – physical and mental. He could 

feel hope slipping away from him and his body on verge of 

regeneration. He tilted his head to look around the room.  

It was obviously a little girl’s room. The walls were papered in a 

floral design of pink and green pastels; the woodwork a muted shade 

of white. Antique furniture populated the edges of the room – here a 
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walnut dressing table with an oval mirror spotted with age, there a 

mahogany wardrobe with an old iron key in its lock.  

He turned his head to view the other side of the room. Beneath the 

frilly-netted window was an upholstered nursing chair on which sat a 

collection of stuffed animals. Not the more typical teddy bears and zoo 

animals, but mythical creatures. The Doctor recognised a couple of 

harpies bizarrely dressed in little dresses, a griffon sporting a coat of 

Stewart tartan and a Cyclops wearing dungarees.  

In front of the chair, sitting on a rectangular Persian rug were Alex 

and Meg and between them, the snakes and ladders board, set up 

exactly as it had been in the orchard. Alex looked up at him.  

‘Nice nap?’ she asked.  

The Doctor swung his legs from the bed and winced as his feet 

touched the floor.  

‘You might want to stay in bed for a bit,’ advised Meg darkly. ‘We 

can throw the dice for you.’  

‘No, thank you,’ the Doctor replied, standing up. He wobbled a bit, 

but remained upright. ‘Where were we?’ he asked, staggering forward 

to stand above the two little girls.  

They eyed him suspiciously, but Alex broke the look and rolled the 

dice. When she had moved their yellow counter, it stood exactly three 

rows further up the board than the Doctor’s blue one.  

‘So you feel no remorse for your companions,’ said Meg, brushing a 

stray piece of fluff from her kimono.  

‘Of course I do,’ replied the Doctor, just managing to maintain his 

grip on the anger welling within him once more. ‘Had I been able to 

save them, I would have. They were my friends. I…’ he faltered for a 

second. ‘I loved them.’  

‘Yet you do not mourn them,’ Alex said.  
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‘I mourn them in the rare moments when the universe is still. I 

mourn them when I should be sleeping or when I have a quiet cup of 

coffee.’  

‘Flippancy again?’  

‘The earthy brown vortex of a well-stirred cup of coffee can be quite 

an abyss of remembrance if one is minded to make it so,’ the Doctor 

said, looking straight at Alex. ‘They were all fine people. They fought 

incredible evil, triumphed over personal tragedy and bestowed me 

with the greatest gift a being can give another – their love. They knew 

that if one takes up arms against such a sea of troubles, there is often a 

price to be paid. I would not sully their memory by wishing them 

alive, because they died - be it fighting Daleks, Cybermen or 

Ashgotoroth - so that others may live. So you can sit there and judge 

me for “letting” my friends die, but you have no idea how I feel about 

those matters. Whatever the punishment you have planned for me, it 

cannot possibly supersede the loss I already feel.’  

The Doctor bent down, picked up the dice and rolled a six. He 

moved the blue counter along the row and up a short ladder to rest just 

three spaces behind the Furies’ yellow one. Then he fixed his gaze on 

Alex.  

‘And I will not concede on that point,’ he said.  

*  

The Fury growled as it hurtled down the corridor in its search for 

Ruby. It worked its way through each room and side passage 

systematically until it came to the small antechamber, leading to the 

armoury. Here, the room was apparently empty. The desk with the PC 

stood to one side, the device with the big red button winking at the 

Fury, telling it the armoury was open. The huge beast surged forward, 

through the open door and into the weapons room beyond. This, too, 

was empty, so the Fury turned to leave.  

*  
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Ruby emerged from her rather cramped hiding place under the desk 

as soon as she heard the Fury enter the armoury. She saw the creature 

turn and its eyes blazed as she slapped the red button with the palm of 

her hand. The solid door drew itself neatly across the frame, sealing 

the Fury inside with the hydraulic hiss of its security bolts.  

Ruby thought she could hear a bellow of rage, but did not wait to 

confirm it. Instead, she dashed from the antechamber and started back 

towards the elegant entrance hall where she had first encountered the 

Fury.  

Now all was calm, one of the main double doors standing ajar, as 

the creature had left it. Jubilant, Ruby trotted forward and peered out.  

Bizarrely, she was looking at a graveyard. With a shrug of her 

shoulders, the former UNIT cook stepped over the threshold and the 

door closed behind her with a slight creak. Ruby turned to look at the 

door and saw that it was now an arched oak door in the side of a grey 

stone English church.  

Ruby could not see Tardis, but she felt as if she were being led 

through the granite dentistry of graves, towards a door in the far wall. 

She did not pause to look at the head stones, but made straight for the 

door. It opened easily and Ruby saw that beyond was a large grassy 

expanse with fruit trees growing randomly here and there.  

‘The orchard,’ she whispered to herself. ‘At last!’  

She passed through the doorway and strode out into the glorious 

sunshine and blossom smells. Unseen by Ruby, a thick metal door slid 

across the opening and the accompanying hiss was drowned by the 

wind rustling the branches of the twin willow trees that flanked her.  

At first glance the area seemed to be deserted, but as she ventured 

deeper into the orchard, Ruby heard a gentle wheezing sound coming 

from behind an old, wooden applecart. Ruby approached cautiously, 

but then saw the familiar black trousers and shoes she knew so well. 
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She hurried around the cart and smiled down at the figure before her, 

snoozing peacefully in the summer sun.  

‘Doctor?’ she said quietly. No response. ‘Doctor!’ Her voice rose and 

she bent down to shake his shoulder with a plump hand. He did not 

stir. Instead, her efforts were rewarded by a slight increase in the 

volume of his snoring.  

*  

While Alex threw the dice, the Doctor took the opportunity to 

examine his surroundings in more depth. Tapping the tips of his 

fingers together, he sidled up to the wardrobe and opened the door.  

‘Interesting,’ he said.  

‘What?’ asked Meg. ‘All those fur coats?’  

‘I suppose that if I went inside, I would find a lamp post and 

possibly a faun waiting for me in a snowy landscape?’  

‘Possibly,’ Alex said, moving her counter four spaces along the 

board.  

The Doctor shut the wardrobe’s door and sauntered back to the 

game. ‘I did not see a house from the orchard or the churchyard,’ he 

said.  

‘No,’ Alex replied.  

‘You can’t see the vicarage from either place,’ grinned Meg. ‘It’s 

obscured.’  

‘I see.’ He took the dice and dropped it onto the board. A one. 

‘Would you move my piece for me, Meg?’ he asked.  

Meg duly slid the counter one square along and took the wooden 

cube from the Doctor and passed it to Alex.  

‘Are you bored of the game?’ he asked, moving round the bed to 

look at the dressing table and oval mirror.  

‘Bored?’ smiled Meg. ‘Oh no. We’re just waiting.’  

The dressing table’s surface was protected by a lace doily, on which 

sat a vanity set of hairbrushes and a hand mirror, all silver inlaid with 
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mother of pearl. Off to one side, hidden by a tortoiseshell cube 

containing tissues was a squat blue box. The Doctor peered at it more 

closely and stifled a gasp as he saw what was written on it in white 

letters: “POLICE MUSICAL BOX”.  

‘Interesting mirror,’ the Doctor said quickly. ‘I wonder are we the 

right side of it?’  

‘Once more, that depends on your definition of “right”,’ giggled 

Meg.  

‘Hmmm.’ The Doctor lifted the music box and, shielded from the 

girls’ view, turned it over in his hand. On one side was an empty 

keyhole.  

‘Your go,’ called Alex.  

‘Yes. Just a mo.’ The Doctor quickly snatched the TARDIS key from 

his pocket and inserted it in the keyhole.  

‘What are you doing?’ Alex was on her feet.  

The Doctor turned the key four times and then turned to the two 

girls. Meg was now standing as well.  

‘To tell you the truth, I am not sure,’ replied the Doctor with what 

felt like the first smile he had ever smiled. He slipped the TARDIS key 

back into his pocket, just as Alex jumped across the room and grabbed 

the blue box from him.  

‘You lie!’ she spat, examining the item.  

‘Oh no,’ replied the Doctor. ‘It is not you I am winding up!’  

‘What is it?’ Meg asked, concern showing on her oriental features for 

the first time.  

‘Open it and see,’ suggested the Doctor.  

‘We have no need to,’ said Alex quietly. ‘This is our realm.’  

‘Then allow me!’ Before she could react, the Doctor had the music 

box back in his hands and had opened the lid. Inside was a tiny figure 

in a sky-blue dress, with long blonde hair. Immediately she started to 
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rotate on a small platform and from within the working of the box, a 

song began to play:  

‘Just a castaway 

An island lost at sea 

Another lonely day 

With no one here but me 

More loneliness 

Than any man could bear 

Rescue me before I fall into despair.’  

Alex slapped the box from the Doctor’s hands and it flew across the 

room, smashing against the wall above the bed and bouncing off, onto 

the pillow below upside down. The lid was still open, however, and 

the song continued.  

“I'll send an SOS to the world 

I'll send an SOS to the world 

I hope that someone gets my 

Message in a bottle.’  

‘What is it?’ implored Meg, holding her hands over her ears.  

‘I think that someone is showing you that not just Furies can play at 

being - how shall I put this – off the wall?’ The Doctor’s smile 

broadened.  

‘A year has passed since I wrote my note 

But I should have known this right from the start 

Only hope can keep me together 

Love can mend your life 

But love can break your heart.’  

‘Very well, time machine,’ sneered Alex as the chorus played once 

more. ‘Show yourself.’  

Nothing happened. Only the song continued to play out.  

‘Walked out this morning 

Don't believe what I saw 
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A hundred billion bottles 

Washed up on the shore 

Seems I'm not alone at being alone 

A hundred billion castaways 

Looking for a home.’  

*  

Feeling a bit peckish, Ruby was now sitting on the cart, rubbing one 

of the apples she had plucked from a nearby tree on her blouse. She 

had tried everything to wake the Doctor, but he remained resolutely 

asleep.  

As she took a bit from the apple and began to chew, the Doctor sat 

up and looked round.  

‘That was a nice nap,’ he said. ‘But I think it best if we were going 

now.’  

‘Doctor!’ Ruby jumped up and gave him a hug, burying her head in 

his chest. ‘I thought those Furies had done for you!’  

‘Those young whippersnappers? No, Ruby.’ He smiled and 

disentangled himself from her embrace. ‘Now then, where did I leave 

the TARDIS?’  

Ruby bit her lip. ‘It’s back at the temple,’ she said.  

‘Oh yes. Of course,’ the Doctor grinned. ‘Well, much as I like 

mythology, I think on this occasion we should be history, don’t you?’  

Ruby nodded eagerly, but something made her lop-sided grin fade. 

This was too easy. Way too easy. Even for the Doctor. Wasn’t it?  

‘I know what you’re thinking,’ said the Doctor lightly. ‘How did I 

manage to escape and why was I asleep?’  

Ruby nodded.  

‘It’s quite a long story. Shall I explain as we go?’ He took her hand 

and started back across the orchard. ‘I really think I should get you 

home.’  

*  
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‘I'll send an SOS to the world 

I'll send an SOS to the world 

I hope that someone gets my 

Message in a bottle…’  

The song faded and as it did, the box began to glow an intense blue 

– the colour of sapphire. The Doctor felt his heart leap as the light 

began to form the shape of a figure – the Figure! Tardis.  

She was sitting on the bed, her legs tucked under her, hands clasped 

behind her head, which rested against the pillow.  

‘Should really have been "Every Little Thing She Does Is Magic",’ 

Tardis said.  

The Doctor laughed and tears rolled down his cheek. ‘"Walking On 

The Moon" would have worked just as well!’ he said.  

Alex and Meg stared at the newcomer with something approaching 

disbelief.  

‘She shouldn’t be here!’ cried Meg, the panic obvious in her voice.  

Tardis rose from the bed and approached the little oriental girl. ‘No 

need to fear,’ she said gently. ‘You have been very naughty little girls, 

though.’ She placed a consoling arm around Meg’s shoulders and 

smiled down at her. ‘But I understand. I can be a bit mischievous 

myself at times.’ She winked.  

‘Enough, foul Glaukopis!’ screamed Alex. ‘You should have been 

destroyed.’  

‘Yes. I know, but I told you that I was not going to sit idly by and let 

that happen. I even warned you that I have self-defence capabilities…’  

‘You are as arrogant as the Time Lord is,’ Alex raged.  

Meg sniffled.  

‘Try to be calm,’ said Tardis soothingly. ‘You are upsetting your 

sister.’  

‘Perhaps we can now begin to sort this out like adults,’ agreed the 

Doctor, looking at Alex.  



 

   57 

‘This-is-our-realm,’ Alex hissed between clenched teeth.  

‘Of course it is. No one is denying that.’ Tardis knelt down so that 

she shared the little girls’ eye level.  

‘Because you can’t deny it,’ Alex said, suddenly regaining her 

composure. ‘You have shown that you are adept at changing form to 

avoid us.’  

‘Well, I am here now. And I want to help you.’  

‘You? Help us? Destroy us more like.’ Alex smiled. ‘Do not play me 

for a fool, time machine.’  

‘I would never do that,’ Tardis smiled innocently. ‘But you are in 

danger.’  

‘Danger?’ asked Meg, looking at the blonde haired woman 

anxiously.  

‘We are in no danger,’ laughed Alex. ‘But you are.’  

The Doctor frowned.  

‘Me?’ asked Tardis. ‘All I ask is that I help the Doctor here. He can 

be become quite befuddled at times, you know. Particularly when 

under the amount of pressure you have placed on him.’  

‘You have shown us how adept you are at changing forms to avoid 

us,’ repeated Alex. ‘You have a chameleon circuit – that’s what it’s 

called, isn’t it?’  

‘The TARDIS does, yes.’  

‘Then perhaps you should be a chameleon.’  

Alex extended her arm to Tardis, palm facing her. Before the 

embodiment of the TARDIS could move, she was caught in a vortex of 

swirling crayons and dancing felt-tips.  

‘What are you doing?’ cried the Doctor, stepping forward.  

‘Remain still, Time Lord,’ Meg screeched. ‘Unless you want a proper 

squishing again.’  
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The Doctor froze in mid step and watched helplessly as the various 

crayons and pens started to snick at Tardis’s dress, ripping it away to 

leave her naked and defenceless.  

‘You will not help the Doctor, time machine,’ shouted Alex 

gleefully. ‘You will become our plaything and then you will die!’  

The blonde woman screamed as the nibs and points dug into her 

flesh, painting a rainbow of agony on her skin.  

Episode Four 

Alex extended her arm to Tardis, palm facing her. Before the 

embodiment of the TARDIS could move, she was caught in a vortex of 

swirling crayons and dancing felt-tips.  

‘What are you doing?’ cried the Doctor, stepping forward.  

‘Remain still, Time Lord,’ Meg screeched. ‘Unless you want a proper 

squishing again.’  

The Doctor froze in mid step and watched helplessly as the various 

crayons and pens started to snick at Tardis’s dress, ripping it away to 

leave her naked and defenceless.  

‘You will not help the Doctor, time machine,’ shouted Alex 

gleefully. ‘You will become our plaything and then you will die!’  

The blonde woman screamed as the nibs and points dug into her 

flesh, painting a rainbow of agony on her skin.  

Tardis writhed in mid air, her multi-coloured body spinning ever 

faster. Finally she fell to the bed, wheezing and groaning quietly.  

The Doctor rushed forward and placed the back of his hand gently 

on Tardis’s forehead. Despite her new, gaudy appearance, she had no 

other outward sign of distress and was apparently sleeping peacefully.  

‘And now we will finish this game,’ Alex said.  

*  

Episode Four:  

The Doctor led Ruby across the orchard and back into the 

graveyard. He was explaining his miraculous escape to her.  
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‘Of course, they weren’t easy to defeat,’ he said. ‘But they had a fatal 

flaw; one that I used to my own advantage. The upshot of my using 

this weakness was a small re-alignment in the reality of this domain of 

theirs. So I had to shut down and let things settle before I could 

awaken.’  

They had now reached the door to the church and Ruby paused.  

‘I left a nasty big brute in there,’ she said. ‘Are you sure it’s OK?’  

‘It’s perfectly safe now, Ruby. Trust me.’ The Doctor grasped the 

heavy metal ring and twisted it to open the latch. Ruby frowned. There 

was something troubling her; a nagging feeling buzzing away on the 

periphery of her mind like a fly caught in a spider’s web.  

‘Chin up, Ruby!’ The Doctor smiled. ‘We’ll soon have you home. 

And I could do with some coffee.’ He ushered her over the threshold 

and followed her, closing the heavy wooden door behind him.  

Ruby found herself in a darkened cave.  

‘Hang on,’ she said. ‘There was a barracks here before.’ She looked 

up at the Doctor. This was not adding up.  

‘Really? How interesting,’ said the Doctor with his slight lisp. ‘Well, 

the reality twinge must have also affected this part of the Furies’ 

domain.’  

‘And once we get out of this cave, the air is barely breathable and 

the heat…’  

‘It’ll be fine, Ruby,’ the Doctor said, showing just a tinge of 

exasperation. ‘I think we will find that everything is now quite safe.’  

Ruby looked her friend in the darkness. This was her hero! The man 

she trusted more than any other in the universe, yet suddenly she felt 

as if she could not trust him completely. She always questioned things, 

but not usually the Doctor’s word. He was already moving off, back up 

the cave towards an orangey light.  

She shook her head. Pull yourself together, Ruby Mundy. This has 

all been very weird and it is not surprising that you feel a bit uneasy. 



 

60 

She managed a fair attempt at a self-placating smile and hurried after 

the retreating form of the Doctor. But that fly was still twisting in the 

web of her mind.  

*  

The Doctor was sitting on the side of the bed, holding Tardis’s right 

hand. His focus was on the game board now, though. The Furies’ 

counter lay ten squares ahead of his on the next row up, in the top half 

of the board. It was his turn.  

He shook the dice in his fist and gently blew on it for luck, before 

releasing the wooden cube. It bounced on the Persian rug and onto the 

chequered board before knocking the Furies’ counter off the edge and 

coming to rest showing a “six”.  

Alex tutted and replaced the yellow counted where it had been. Meg 

moved the Doctor’s piece along and up onto the same row as theirs.  

‘Perhaps we should make use of your time machine in this game,’ 

Alex said unexpectedly. ‘It said it wanted to help you.’ She looked at 

the Doctor with a coy expression.  

‘She,’ the Doctor corrected.  

‘What?’ Alex hissed  

‘She, not “it”.’ The Doctor smiled as he felt a squeeze from Tardis’s 

hand.  

‘Whatever,’ moaned Meg. ‘What we gonna do with it?’ she asked 

her sister eagerly, before sticking her tongue out at the Doctor as he 

frowned.  

‘We can travel with it,’ Alex said, rising from her seat and waking 

across the room to gaze down at the supposedly stricken Tardis. ‘Get 

up!’ she said.  

Tardis opened her eyes and meekly did as she was told.  

‘As we have entered the end game, we will now examine your 

crimes first hand,’ said Alex. ‘And your ship will not help you. It will 

merely act as conveyance.’  
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‘I am glad to help in what ever manner you see fit, Alecto,’ replied 

Tardis, with no hint of sarcasm. The Doctor frowned.  

‘Yes!’ shrieked Meg, jumping up and bouncing with excitement at 

the idea.  

‘First time outside your domain?’ asked the Doctor with a raised 

eyebrow.  

Alex and Meg ignored him.  

Tardis took the Doctor’s hand once more. Alex took Tardis’s other 

hand and Meg took the Doctor’s. He, in turn, looked at Tardis 

quizzically. She just blinked several times and the Doctor felt a shift in 

time and space. He looked round.  

They were no longer in the bedroom. Instead they were in a 

banqueting hall. A man was sitting at a large table, as if waiting for 

something. The Doctor recognised him immediately.  

‘Count Orlock,’ he said. ‘Are you repeating yourselves?’ As he 

spoke, two large doors opened behind him and the familiar figure of 

his previous incarnation entered.  

‘Doctor,’ said Count Orlock, smiling. ‘I am glad to see that you have 

not disappointed me.’  

‘Nice to be expected, I imagine.’ The previous Doctor removed 

something from one of his coat pockets - a wooden stake.  

‘I thought you never carried weapons?’ teased Alex.  

‘I presume we cannot be seen because Tardis is shielding us?’ he 

asked, ignoring the Fury’s question. The other Doctor was speaking as 

well.  

‘But I have not come here as your guest. Rather as your...’  

The avuncular Doctor was cut short by a screech of anger. The 

Doctor turned his head to see what looked like Alf rushing his former 

self. Despite his size, the fourth Doctor moved incredibly quickly, 

spinning around, and thrusting the wooden stake into Alf’s chest.  

‘Lady Dorothy! No!’ Count Orlock jumped to his feet.  
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Lady Dorothy turned to dust before the Doctor’s eyes. He looked 

down at her remains as his previous incarnation rubbed a booted foot 

in them.  

‘You always do what is right, do you?’ asked Alex again. ‘That 

seemed positively wrong to me.’  

‘And you would know,’ whispered the Doctor.  

‘Did you know that I travel with a version of her?’ boomed the 

previous Doctor.  

‘What do I care?’ The Count advanced on the old Doctor. ‘You who 

care so much about life are so willing to kill now?’  

‘He’s got a point,’ said Meg, smiling.  

The bearded Doctor stood firm. ‘You don’t qualify. Your kind are 

parasites, not life. You feed off the life of others, you have none of your 

own.’  

The Doctor felt the odd displacement once more and found himself 

back in the girls’ bedroom.  

‘Wasn’t that a bit ruthless,’ asked Alex leeringly.  

‘Even for you?’ added Meg.  

The Doctor remained silent. He had killed. But it had almost been an 

accident; an instinctive reaction. What was the point in telling the 

Furies this? They would only twist it. What was Tardis playing at? 

And where on earth – or rather in the Furies’ domain - was Ruby?  

*  

Ruby’s eyes darted across the ground, but it was not the rocks and 

stones she was scanning, it was what the Doctor had been saying. Well, 

not exactly what he had been saying, but how he had said it. It’s 

perfectly safe now, Ruby. We’ll soon have you home. “It’s”? “We’ll”? 

The Doctor didn’t use contractions, did he? She had never heard him 

do so. It was some sort of unspoken rule of his. This was what had 

been nagging at her. Could it be a side effect of this “reality twinge” he 

had mentioned?  



 

   63 

The Doctor was a few paces ahead, almost rushing towards the 

familiar shape of the Police Box, standing beside the defunct waterfall. 

Ruby reached a decision and fell to the ground.  

‘Doctor!’ she called.  

The Doctor turned round and Ruby swore she could see him 

frowning. ‘What is it now?‘ he asked. The Doctor would never speak 

like that! Gotcha, Ruby thought.  

‘I think I’ve sprained my ankle,’ she lied. Reluctantly the ersatz 

Doctor started to walk back to where Ruby lay.  

‘Come on then,’ he said. ‘Lean on me. We really should get you 

home.’  

‘We?’ Ruby blurted out before thinking.  

The fake Doctor’s eyes narrowed. ‘Just an expression,’ he said 

cautiously. Now she was rumbled.  

‘That’s what you’ve been trying to do all along, isn’t it?’ Ruby asked, 

standing up without difficulty. Best to go with this while she still had 

the element of surprise.  

‘I…what?’ asked the counterfeit.  

‘Get me home,’ clarified Ruby. ‘Away from your domain. Yes?’  

The bogus Doctor sighed. ‘Why did you have to spoil it?’ he asked. 

‘I almost had you and you would not have had to feel pain.’ His 

outline shimmered and reduced in stature to be replaced by the little 

redhead girl, Tisi.  

‘P… pain?’ stammered Ruby, not liking the sound of this at all.  

‘I said you had to return,’ whined Tisi. ‘But oh no, you wouldn’t 

listen. Instead you tried to penetrate our defences.’ She shook her head 

and her Alice band slipped down over her eyes. Irritated, the little girl 

removed he hair band and held it in her hands. ‘When you thought 

you had trapped me, I had actually trapped you.’  

‘Eh?’ asked Ruby. ‘You’ve got me all confused, pet.’  
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‘In the armoury,’ explained Tisi. ‘I knew I had to make you think 

you had escaped; make you think you had found your friend. Then 

you would return to the TARDIS.’ She hung her head low. ‘I told you 

we have no argument with you. You should not even be here. I told 

Alex we should have taken the Doctor when he was on Peladon. He 

was alone then. She wanted more evidence…’ she trailed off.  

‘And I’ve told you, sweetheart, I won’t give up on the Doctor,’ Ruby 

said gently, smiling at the little girl.  

‘Well, it’s too late now,’ replied Tisi. ‘We need to control the 

TARDIS and you need to go home.’  

‘Control the TARDIS? Why?’  

‘It does not concern you.’  

‘It bloody well does,’ said Ruby indignantly. Then, ‘Sorry, pet, I 

didn’t mean to swear.’  

Tisi looked up and Ruby saw there was actually a tear in her eye. 

‘I’m sorry, Ruby Mundy, but I must hurt you now.’  

Ruby took an involuntary step backwards.  

‘And I actually quite like you,’ Tisi said and with that she tossed the 

Alice band to the former cook.  

Instinctively, Ruby caught the curved, white strap and immediately 

wished she had not. It began to glow; first yellow then orange. Ruby 

tried to drop it, but the hair band seemed to be glued to her hands.  

‘I know you won’t come into the TARDIS of your own accord now,’ 

said Tisi. ‘Sorry.’ Again she bowed her head.  

Suddenly, Ruby’s hands began to tingle. The Alice band was now 

glowing red – ruby red – and her fingers were turning the same colour. 

Now she felt that she could not move her hands at all. The tingling 

became more intense, turning to cramp.  

At first the pain was bearable, but as the red glow spread up her 

arms, it became excruciating. She squeezed her eyes shut, trying to 

control the muscle spasms, but they were too much. Finally, she 
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opened her eyes again and saw with horror that her arms now looked 

as if they had been crafted from red glass, their facets catching the light 

from the molten lava around her.  

Dim realisation slithered down her spine, as if someone had 

dropped an ice cube down the back of her blouse.  

She was being turned into a ruby.  

*  

Tisi watched as the final part of the human – her head – turned to 

precious stone. As the transmogrification ended, the glittering statue of 

what had once been Ruby Mundy began to fold in on itself, until a gem 

the size of a small apple sat amidst the less precious rocks on the 

ground.  

The Fury skipped over to where her Alice band lay on the earth and 

picked it up. Putting it back on her fiery red hair, Tisi then hopped 

over the where the red stone was lying.  

‘Ruby,’ she said. ‘That’s pretty.’  

Tisi then placed the ruby in the pocket of her yellow dress and 

turned to face the TARDIS.  

‘Not like you,’ Tisi hissed and jumped at the time ship as if it were a 

cow she was trying to frighten away. She landed before the TARDIS 

doors and cocked her head on one side. She had not been expecting 

this! The right hand door was slightly ajar. Tisi had been expecting the 

time ship to put up one last fight, but obviously Alex and Meg had 

such control over the craft’s corporeal form that they had subdued the 

machine itself.  

Tisi smiled her funny little smile and stepped lightly into the 

TARDIS.  

*  

The game of snakes and ladders was now almost complete. The 

Furies had thrown a “four” and had climbed a ladder to stand within 

two rows of victory. The Doctor had managed a five, but this had led 
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him to the head of a snake. Fortunately, it only took him one row 

down. But things were really looking hopeless now, he mused.  

‘Before we make our final move, let’s go somewhere else!’ squealed 

Meg.  

‘Yes,’ said Alex. ‘What a good idea!’ She stood up once more and 

pointed at Tardis. ‘Come here,’ she ordered.  

The Doctor watched as Tardis submissively crossed the room to 

stand before Alex. For some reason, little beads of sweat were 

beginning to form on her forehead. Perhaps the Furies had induced 

greater strain than he or his ship realised.  

‘Alecto.’ Tardis extended her arms and the little girls took a hand 

each. Meg held her free hand out for the Doctor.  

‘Come on Doctor Shell!’ she smiled.  

The Doctor clasped the little girl’s hand and once more time and 

space seemed to fizzle around them.  

They were standing in a room decorated in Fin de Siecle style, and 

furnished with a large table, chairs and a chaise longue. Almost in the 

middle of the room was a tableau of three people.  

The Doctor’s previous incarnation was flanked by Alf and Nick, all 

staring at the ground where moments before an Eternal had dissipated.  

Off to one side, stood a tall and elegant figure. He did not stand for 

long, however, and even as the foursome watched, he fell to the floor, 

unconscious.  

‘Help me,’ the former Doctor was saying to Nick, laying a hand on 

his companion’s shoulder. Nick stared up at him, then turned to where 

the Doctor was nodding.  

‘Oscar! What the hell -?’ Nick yelled and ran over to the prone 

figure, grabbing ineffectually at his shoulders. Alf and the rotund 

Doctor quickly joined him; all three manoeuvred the writer onto the 

chaise longue. Alf tossed a book out of the way.  

‘Oscar?’ asked Meg innocently.  
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‘Wilde,’ replied the Doctor, frowning. ‘One of earth’s greatest wits 

and raconteurs.’  

As they spoke, Alf and Nick collapsed onto the floor by the couch. 

The fourth Doctor seated himself in the easychair and after a few 

moments, reached out to take Wilde’s pulse.  

‘Right then, Doctor,’ Nick said. ‘Care to explain what exactly you 

think just happened?’  

The fourth Doctor gave a brief explanation about the Eternal that 

had possessed Wilde’s dreams.  

‘Oscar was a real prize, his imagination would have done most of 

the work for the Eternal. He would have been too strong for them 

earlier in his life, but his stint in prison left him a broken man and an 

easy target,’ the former Doctor concluded.  

‘And will he be all right now?’ Nick asked, looking down at Wilde.  

‘The Eternal is gone, if that’s what you mean,’ said the Doctor’s 

previous incarnation. ‘Back to its own dimension, where it belongs.’  

‘Even then you had a knack for dodging questions…’ whispered 

Alex as if the other occupants of the room could hear her.  

‘No, that’s not what I mean,’ Nick was saying. ‘When will Oscar 

recover?’  

The Doctor and Alf exchanged a look.  

‘Doctor?’ Nick’s voice took on a pleading tone.  

The room in the Paris of 1895 faded and the Doctor found himself 

back in the bedroom.  

‘What was it Nick said to you later?’ asked Alex, mockingly.  

‘He asked me to save him – Oscar, that is – by taking the writer to 

Alpha Centauri,’ the Doctor replied evenly. He looked round the 

group and caught Tardis’s eye. She was still sweating, but she 

managed a subtle wink.  

‘And did you?’ asked Meg.  

‘I suspect you know the answer to that,’ the Doctor muttered darkly.  
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‘He was a friend of yours?’ Meg persisted.  

‘He was a great man. I am not sure I could call him a friend, but he 

became a friend to Nick.’  

‘And still you did not save him,’ Meg sneered, turning away from 

the Doctor in disgust.  

‘You – more than any other being – should know the reason I could 

not,’ the Doctor said. He brought a hand to his mouth in realisation. Of 

course! ‘I can’t change history,’ he said simply. ‘The consequences are 

as great as they are unpredictable. No matter what the circumstances, 

no matter who loses their lives, I cannot alter time in that manner.’  

‘Because to do so would create more anomalies,’ added Tardis 

quietly.  

‘Who gave you leave to speak, time machine?’ Alex scowled.  

‘Myself, chiefly,’ replied Tardis. ‘You see, as an impartial mode of 

conveyance, I just thought I should point out that if you want to 

torment the Doctor for his actions, you have to take into account that 

had he changed them after the event, he would have been breaking the 

laws of time and indeed your own laws about creating anomalies.’  

Meg looked at Alex.  

‘Enough of this,’ hissed Alex. ‘You have served your function. We 

have toyed with you. Now be gone!’ Alex stretched her hands at the 

naked, yet multi-coloured woman. Nothing happened. Alex tried 

again, straining and gritting her teeth. Nothing.  

‘I, too, think it is time to end this,’ said Tardis. ‘What did you call it? 

“The end game”?’  

‘What have you done?’ shrieked Alex. Meg began to cry.  

‘All in due course,’ smiled Tardis. ‘Doctor, do you have anything to 

say?’  

‘I have a great deal to say,’ the Doctor said gently.  

‘Good,’ said Tardis. ‘But I think we should wait for Ruby.’  
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The Doctor gave her a questioning look, but before he could phrase 

the right question, the bedroom door opened behind him. He spun 

round to see who could possibly turn up now. It was Tisi.  

The moment she entered, she froze. The look on her face belied the 

fact that she was not where she was expecting to be. Her eyes darted 

from Alex to Meg to Tardis.  

‘I believe you are carrying a very precious stone,’ said Tardis, 

stepping forward with her hand outstretched.  

For a few seconds nothing happened. Then, with a banshee wail of 

anguish and frustration, Alex threw herself on the bed and started 

balling. The noise was almost unbearable. Meg rushed over and began 

to hug her sister.  

Tisi remained motionless, just her eyes moving as if in REM sleep. 

Then she removed her Alice band and threw it at Tardis.  

‘You shan’t have her!’ she shouted and turned to run. But where a 

door had existed a moment before was now wall.  

Tardis caught the hair band and examined it. ‘My locks don’t really 

suit this,’ she said. ‘However, it may be more decorous if I were to robe 

myself once more. Her rainbow coloured form faded, to be replaced by 

her pale, ivory white skin and a dress of fine midnight blue velvet; its 

hem trailing elegantly on the ground.  

Tisi turned back to Tardis, put her hand in the pocket of her 

narcissus-hued garb and produced a large ruby from within. With a 

decidedly sheepish look, she held it out.  

‘Now I want everyone to calm down,’ said Tardis, taking the gem 

from the redhead.  

Slowly the noise abated and Alex sat up on the bed, cradling her 

knees and clasping the hand of her younger sister very tightly. Tisi 

slowly edged towards the bed and then sat on the edge, taking Alex’s 

other hand in hers.  
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‘Thank you,’ said the Doctor to Tardis. She smiled sweetly and stood 

back so that the Doctor could take up position at the foot of the bed to 

address the three little Furies.  

‘Tardis is right. We must end this, but I do not wish you ill.’ He 

fished the polka-dot handkerchief from his breast pocket and offered it 

to Alex. She eyed him suspiciously, but took it just the same, wiping 

the hot tears of frustration away.  

‘We will play by your rules,’ said Tardis from behind him. ‘But let 

me show you a few items in the Doctor’s defence. The elegant blonde 

now moved forward and sat on the end of the bed. She patted the 

remaining space beside her and the Doctor, too, sat down.  

‘Up, up and away,’ Tardis laughed.  

Suddenly, the bed was no longer in the room, but hovering in a 

gleaming metal corridor. Ahead and below them was a Draconian 

running towards an intersection – running for his life. Behind him, 

struggling to keep up was the familiar figure of the Doctor’s previous 

incarnation – no, not the previous incarnation; the master from which 

the present version was modelled.  

‘Nova Mondas…’ breathed the Doctor from his bed top perch. 

‘Cyber Control.’  

Before anyone could reply, an explosion ripped through the corridor 

and the ceiling above the junction collapsed. The blast sent the real 

Doctor flying, but he did no appear to be seriously injured. He got to 

his feet and looked at the debris blocking his retreat.  

“Save yourself, Kostaash!” shouted the bearded Doctor. There was 

no reply.  

The Doctor brushed himself down and looked around. He seemed 

to be immensely calm. He had fished out his gold pocket watch, 

flipping the lid open with his thumb.  

‘No time…’ whispered the Doctor in horror.  
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Everything started to move in slow motion. The real Doctor looked 

up from his watch; the corridor filled with an intense light – the light of 

fusion bombs.  

The blinding flash obscured the Doctor’s face slowly as everyone on 

the bed watched in silence.  

Then Tardis spoke.  

‘In the moment the Doctor died, he saw his past flash before him. 

Memories of his homeworld; his days at the Prydon Academy; 

escaping from the insufferable rigours of life amongst the Capitol; his 

granddaughter Susan; and those who travelled with him after her all 

flooded through his mind. Ian, Barbara, Vicky, Steven, Katarina, Sara, 

Dodo, Ben, Polly, Jamie, Victoria, Zoe, Brad, Nick, and poor young 

Falex.  

‘He saw himself on trial on his home world, banished into exile on 

Earth; the rabid creature that had created this alternative, fourth 

incarnation and distorted the Universe in so many ways. He saw his 

confusing journeys with Brad, facing the Dommervoy. Learning that 

he had never known the real Brad after all.  

‘He saw himself addressing the Federation council, his mind laid 

open by the Qux on board the space station, meeting the Figure – me - 

after stealing the package from the mind-walkers, departing Alpha 

Centauri and seeing the destruction of everything he’d worked for. 

Hundreds of years of experiences all compressed into a microsecond.  

‘In the moment that the Doctor died he thought of the future. Was 

everything worth all this? Had his actions secured the future of the 

new Universe, or damned it to more death and destruction? He would 

never know for sure - but the one who would follow would know.  

‘In the moment that the Doctor died, he felt nothing but darkness 

ascending all around him, consuming him. It was time to let go. No 

change would follow, despite the Doctor sensing it inside him... but the 

moment had been prepared for.’  
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‘Me,’ the Doctor said.  

‘Yes,’ said Tardis.  

‘So?’ asked Alex quietly.  

‘So the Doctor sacrificed himself to ensure the future of the entire 

universe. A by-product of this sacrifice ensured that you could 

continue to exist,’ Tardis turned and smiled at the three rather 

frightened little girls. ‘His legacy – his gift to the universe – was 

twofold: first his life and then a new version of himself, a new Doctor.  

‘You say he is an anomaly. Yet in this – new – universe he is the 

glue. Without him, there would have been more chaos. Perhaps even 

complete and immediate entropy.’  

The whiteness faded and the bed rested in a vast landscape of sand. 

The Doctor looked round. Meg had left the bed and was sitting on a 

nearby dune, patting sand into a plastic bucket.  

‘Where are we?’ he asked.  

‘Yahanis,’ replied Tardis, sweeping her blonde hair from her face as 

the desert wind toyed with it.  

‘Hmm.’  

‘Would you say that you helped the people in distress here?’ asked 

Meg, up-ending the bucket.  

‘Sometimes it is not possible to help everyone,’ explained the 

Doctor, bowing his head.  

‘You mean “no”.’ Meg lifted away the bucket and the dry sand 

within simply collapsed onto the dune – a pile of grains on the 

unforgiving dune. She looked up and smiled. ‘Oh well.’  

‘The Doctor is right,’ said Tardis. ‘He could not intervene here, as he 

could not in the life and death of Oscar Wilde. These events are 

written.’  

‘If I was such a powerful being,’ said Alex broodily, ‘I’d have found 

a way.’  

‘That the Sontarans exist is a fact,’ replied the Doctor.  
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‘Indeed,’ agreed Tardis. ‘But what he prevented here was the 

unleashing of another race – the Tiger’s Eyes. Had they escaped 

Yahanis…’  

‘Chaos,’ said Alex, nodding. ‘Perhaps even complete and immediate 

entropy?’  

‘You learn quickly, little one,’ Tardis stroked the mixed race child’s 

hair.  

‘Have we seen enough?’ asked the Doctor uncomfortably.  

Tardis held up a hand to the Doctor’s face. ‘Brave heart,’ she said 

with a gentle smile. ‘Come, Megara.’  

The Asian child hopped back onto the bed, abandoning her bucket 

and failed sandcastle.  

Time and space fizzled once more and they were in the ruins of the 

TARDIS’s secondary console room.  

‘Thank you,’ said the Doctor.  

Tardis stood up and moved to the irreparable console. ‘Can you 

now see that travelling the universe – outside a domain over which 

you have total control – is fraught with decisions and choices,’ she said. 

‘These decisions and choices change the universe and every single 

sentient being makes such judgements – except you! I am not speaking 

of the judgements with which you are familiar. I speak of picking paths 

and deciding actions. The Doctor has to live with these decisions and 

as he has repeatedly said – he tried to do what he feels is right. Not 

good or evil, but right.’  

‘I have now realised what the danger Tardis mentioned to you 

earlier is,’ said the Doctor, also stepping from the bed. He bent to pick 

up a charred console panel from the TARDIS floor.  

Alex looked up at her former prisoner. ‘Danger?’  

‘Yes. You must see it,’ the Doctor said. ‘All those graves – all those 

representations of the anomalies you have dealt with sent to you by the 

Dommervoy…’  
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‘What of them?’  

‘You said yourself. I am the “ultimate anomaly”. Ultimate as in last, 

final… the end.’  

The three Furies looked at the Doctor, their jaws slowly dropping as 

realisation sank in.  

‘Our work would be complete,’ said Alex.  

‘No more games?’ asked Meg.  

‘W… w… what would happen to us?’ stammered Tisi, fear now 

beginning to grip her. The alarm spread to her sisters.  

‘I suspect you would cease to exist,’ said the Doctor solemnly.  

‘You mean die?’ asked Alex, incomprehension etched on her face.  

‘Yes,’ said Tardis. ‘But we can offer you an alternative.’  

‘We must complete our labours,’ Alex said uncertainly.  

‘All through this trial, I have been listening to you rebut every word 

I have uttered. You have twisted things to suit your purpose in a 

manner only children could do. But,’ the Doctor gazed at each child in 

turn, ‘you have made me realise that I must mend my ways. I have 

done things in the past of which I am not proud. However, I am a 

living being with feelings and emotions. Sometimes they may appear 

different from those of many races, but they are there nonetheless. I 

feel anger, I even feel hatred on occasions – dark occasions when 

things seem hopeless – and contrary to commonly held belief I feel 

scared. Not for me - for others. I know now the journey I have set out 

upon. Ever since I left Gallifrey with Susan all those years ago, I have 

battled those things that queer the universal pitch. I know in my hearts 

that the universe can be a good place if there is knowledge and 

understanding. I undertake to learn the lessons you have shown me.’  

‘There is no need to destroy the Doctor,’ said Tardis. ‘You know this 

to be true, now. It is the fact that this situation has not arisen before 

that holds you back, but you should not fear change. Indeed, I feel that 

you crave it.’  
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‘Yes,’ said the Doctor earnestly. ‘Your joy at being able to use Tardis 

to travel outside your domain was obvious.’  

‘You can come with us,’ said Tardis. ‘Or more accurately, me.’  

Alex shook her head. ‘You are right,’ she said, gazing at the Doctor 

with – what was it - admiration? ‘But we cannot come with you in our 

current form.’  

The Doctor sighed. ‘You must. I can save you. You need not sacrifice 

yourselves!’  

‘We know what we must do now, don’t we sisters?’ Alex rose from 

the bed and beckoned Meg and Tisi to her. As the two other little girls 

joined their leader, the bed faded away.  

‘You see, Doctor, what you do not realise is that we know what 

would happen to you if we decide to free you,’ explained Alex.  

‘The future is mutable,’ said Tardis.  

‘It is,’ replied Meg, smiling. ‘But we know what decisions the Doctor 

will make now. His undertaking has cemented his future.’  

‘We can tell you if you like,’ teased Tisi.  

‘No, no, no,’ said the Doctor.  

‘A return home, old friends, old enemies…’ Tisi laughed.  

‘Please stop!’ insisted the Doctor, sticking his fingers in his ears.  

‘Daleks, familiar faces worn by new bodies, Cybermen…’ chimed in 

Meg.  

‘Change - so many changes,’ added Alex. ‘And a fate worse than 

death.’  

‘Enough,’ said Tardis, approaching the girls.  

‘We know,’ said Alex. ‘But we still have two things to do to fulfil our 

role in all this.’  

Tisi stepped forward. ‘Give me the pretty gem,’ she said.  

‘You cannot use your powers,’ said Tardis, passing the Ruby ruby to 

the Doctor.  
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‘Yes,’ added the Doctor, examining the glowing gem in his hand. ‘I 

presume that when the Furies – sorry, I suppose I should call you 

Kindly Ones now…’ he smiled. ‘When the Kindly Ones attacked you, 

you used it as a diversion?’  

Tardis nodded and a drop of sweat fell to the floor.  

‘You materialised around the Kindly Ones’ domain?’ the Doctor 

gasped. ‘The strain must be enormous!’  

‘I can handle it,’ Tardis smiled.  

‘I doubt you can for much longer.’ The concern in the Doctor’s voice 

was evident.  

‘I must maintain temporal grace.’  

‘You need not fear us now,’ said Alex. ‘Materialise in our domain 

once more. Believe me, we will not harm you or the Doctor and you 

need Tisi to restore your companion.’  

The Doctor nodded. ‘Very well. A show of good faith.’ He nodded 

to Tardis. She slowly dematerialised from the control room and the 

Doctor moved to the console. One button remained intact - the door 

mechanism. He depressed it and ushered the three girls up the twisted 

stairs.  

The TARDIS stood in the serene environs of the apple orchard. Tisi 

stepped out first followed by Meg and Alex. Finally, the Doctor 

emerged, patting the side of his ship.  

‘The ruby?’ Tisi held out her hand once more. The Doctor passed her 

the stone. ‘I can reinstate her, but it will be a little while before she 

awakens.’  

‘She will be all right?’ the Doctor asked.  

‘Oh yes,’ smiled Tisi. She clasped the ruby in both her hands and 

bowed her head as if in prayer. A concentrated red light began to form 

around the Kindly One. Gradually, the light turned orange, then 

yellow and the precious stone began to unfold, until Tisi was clasping 

the waist of a ruby statue. Finally, the light became white and for a 
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split second, Ruby stood in the exact pose she had been holding when 

Tisi had thrown her the Alice band. Then she swooned. The Doctor 

stepped forward and caught her as she fell, easing her to the soft grass.  

‘Thank you,’ he said, stroking Ruby’s dark hair. Then he looked up 

at the three Kindly Ones ranged before him. ‘Are you sure I cannot 

persuade you to come with us?’  

‘No, Doctor,’ Alex said.  

‘Not as we are,’ added Meg.  

The Doctor frowned. ‘You said that before. What do you mean.’  

‘We’ll merely be a page in your history,’ giggled Tisi.  

‘Or rather three pages,’ said Alex.  

The Doctor watched in fascination as the Kindly Ones stood to 

attention, bolt upright.  

‘Goodbye, Doctor,’ said Alex.  

‘Beware the snakes,’ said Meg.  

‘And always seek out the ladders,’ said Tisi.  

‘I will,’ said the Doctor.  

Then, like someone closing a pop-up book, the three little girls 

began to fold in on themselves, first in half; then quarters, then eighths, 

sixteenths, thirty-seconds. At last all that remained were three foolscap 

pages, moving slightly on the grass as the breeze toyed with them.  

Behind the apple trees, the Doctor could see the sun beginning to 

set.  

As he stood to examine the pages, he heard the church clock 

striking. He counted the bells. Eight. Soon darkness would fall on the 

Furies’ domain once and for all. Their work was done. The Doctor 

collected the first two pages from the ground, but had to dash after the 

third as a gust of wind blew it across the orchard. Did that mean that 

the Dommervoy no longer existed? Before he could think of a suitable 

answer, he caught the last page and looked at it.  
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Like the other two, it was a shade of off-white and the writing was 

familiar – ancient High Gallifreyan – just like those he had found on 

Counterpane. He placed them in his jacket pocket and returned to 

Ruby.  

The Doctor bent down to pick her up, but as he did so an indignant 

voice rang in his ears.  

‘Oi!’ said Ruby. ‘Do you mind?’ She wriggled from his grip and rose 

unsteadily to her feet. Then she looked at him with suspicion. ‘Is that 

you?’  

‘Yes, Ruby, it is I.’  

Ruby smiled. ‘What happened?’ she asked.  

‘Come on – into the TARDIS – I will explain later.’ He afforded her a 

broad grin. Ruby looked like she was thinking about arguing, but then 

she shivered – possibly feeling that the warmth had gone from the 

breeze. She nodded as the Doctor held the TARDIS door open for her.  

‘”I will explain later”,’ she complained. ‘You always say that.’ And 

she disappeared inside.  

The Doctor took one last look around the now deserted orchard. 

‘Hell hath no Fury like a woman scorned, Ruby. I know that full well.’ 

He patted the TARDIS doorframe and whispered: ‘Well done, old girl.’ 

Then he stepped inside and the door shut behind him.  

*  

As the TARDIS faded from view, a strange form emerged from the 

Wendy House. It was human shaped, but could not be discerned 

properly.  

‘Well done, Doctor,’ it said. ‘The end’s in sight now.’  

As the sky bruised overhead in the semblance of twilight, the form, 

too, took one last look at the bizarre domain. ‘Good job, girls,’ it said 

and faded slowly away, leaving the empty world to its fate.  

 


