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The Dommervoy Masterplan 

Andy Frankham-Allen 
 

Episode One  

‘Died?’ Ruby shook her head, sure she had misheard that, and 

continued after the Doctor. ‘A year since you died?’  

The Doctor glanced back, his eyes cloaked in shadow. ‘Yes, Ruby.’ 

He turned back to the hill up which they were now walking. 

‘Remember what I said about my body being cloned? Well, this is 

where my original body is buried.’  

‘So, you’re not really dead, then.’  

‘No. Everything that was the Doctor is in here.’ He tapped his head. 

‘But the body that originally housed all that is buried here, on the Eye 

of Orion.’ The Doctor pointed to a nearby hill, smaller than the one 

they were walking up. ‘Over there Jeret Seth lies in peace.’  

‘Jeret Seth?’  

‘Yes, a Time Lord I encountered some time ago. His real name I do 

not know, all I know is that he was killed by one of the Millennium 

People – a being called the Jester. Hence, the name I knew him by.’  

Ruby had to think about that for a moment or two, and then it 

clicked. ‘Of course, Jeret Seth is an anagram of The Jester.’  

The Doctor nodded. ‘Yes. The Eye of Orion seems to be turning in to 

the final resting place of Time Lords.’  

The rest of the walk up the grassy hill was carried out in silence.  

Since Ruby had first learned about the Doctor and the clone she had 

come to accept it. It was a form of reproduction, after all, more pure in 

some ways than sexual reproduction. Now that she was forced to face 

the issue of the clone straight on, Ruby was not entirely sure how she 

felt about it.  
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They reached the top of the hill and the Doctor came to a stop. In the 

near distance was a gravestone, sticking up out of the grass. Even from 

this distance they could read the clearly chiselled inscription.  

Here lies The Doctor 

Dear friend, and trusted hero 

He died saving the Universe 

Breathing heavily, Ruby came up behind the Doctor and placed a 

hand on his shoulder. ‘You okay?’  

‘No,’ he replied gravely. ‘I am very much not okay.’  

The Doctor pointed and Ruby looked. The sinking feeling that 

things were about to get a great deal worse hit Ruby in the stomach as 

her eyes came to rest on what the Doctor was pointing at.  

Earth lay scattered around the area before the tombstone, and as 

they slowly approached, it became more than evident that the grave 

was empty.  

*  

‘Slow down,’ Ruby called out between breaths. The Doctor was 

racing up the next hill like a man possessed. Not for the first time since 

joining the Doctor Ruby realised that she was really not suited to his 

adventures. She was as lively as the next person, more so in fact, but 

she was not fit enough to keep up with the boundless energy that the 

Doctor contained within himself.  

After some effort, she reached the Doctor. He was standing before 

another tombstone, belonging to that Jeret Seth he had mentioned 

before. Ruby was relieved to see that this grave had not been 

disturbed.  

The Doctor glanced back at Ruby. ‘So, it is just me that has been 

stolen.’  

‘But why would anyone want to steal your body? What use could it 

be?’  
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‘I have no idea, Ruby. None at all.’ The Doctor turned back to the 

grave. ‘At least you have been left alone…’ He tailed off and 

approached the tombstone slowly. Ruby watched him as he leaned 

down and picked something up off the grass. The Doctor looked at the 

object in his hand, opened it, and began flicking through pages.  

‘A book?’ Ruby came over to him. ‘Who left a book here?’  

The Doctor did not look up; he continued to leaf through the pages. 

‘This is no ordinary book.’ He closed the book and gave it to Ruby to 

look at. She peered at the circular symbol engraved on the red cover. 

‘Recognise it?’  

‘Yes, it’s the same symbol on top of your cane.’  

‘Yes, the Seal of Rassilon.’  

‘This book is from your planet?’  

The Doctor nodded and took the book back off Ruby. He opened it. 

‘Look here, there are quite a few pages missing. And do you recognise 

that writing?’  

Ruby looked closely. ‘It’s the same as…’ Her eyes widened in 

realisation. ‘Those pages you’ve been finding all over the place 

recently. In Counterpane and… those poor girls.’  

The Doctor thought back to the Furies domain, and how, as 

recompense the three Furies had transformed themselves into three 

pages. ‘Yes, Ruby, they belonged to this book.’ The Doctor turned and 

started to make his way back down the hill. ‘This book is "The 

Worshipful and Ancient Law of Gallifrey", one of the Great Artefacts. 

We are going to need the TARDIS to translate it.’  

Ruby set off after him. ‘Can’t you read your own language? And 

what about the grave robbers?’  

The Doctor glanced back but did not stop. ‘It is Old High 

Gallifreyan, Ruby, but it is not the writing itself I need translating. The 

writing is in code. I would be very surprised if the book and the empty 

grave are not connected.’  
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*  

Ruby stood by the console waiting for the Doctor, who had walked 

further into the TARDIS to retrieve the pages from the library. She 

looked around at the walls of the console chamber, wondering why he 

had not simply bothered putting the pages in one of the myriad books 

lined on the three bookcases. She held "The Worshipful and Ancient 

Law of Gallifrey" in her hand, feeling it vibrate softly. The Doctor had 

attributed that to the book’s proximity to another Gallifreyan product – 

namely the TARDIS.  

Call me old fashioned, Ruby thought, but I like my books to be 

vibrationless. With that thought in mind she placed the old book on the 

console and turned to greet Missy, who has just sauntered into the 

chamber.  

Her back now to the console, Ruby did not notice the lights inside 

the glass time rotor begin to flash and wink softly; seconds after the 

book had touched the control panel.  

Ruby was still fussing with her cat when the Doctor returned to the 

console chamber, the loose pages held in his hand. He looked down at 

his friend, who was sitting on the floor dangling a piece of string in the 

air just within reach of Missy’s paws, and smiled. Ruby looked up.  

‘Changed clothes, I see?’  

The Doctor glanced down at his long frock coat, stripy shirt, 

waistcoat and black trousers. ‘Yes, obviously today is not a day of 

mourning after all. Rather a day of mysteries!’ He turned his attention 

to the console. ‘Ruby, have you been playing with the controls?’ he 

asked when he noticed the dim lights flashing.  

‘Don’t be silly, pet, you know I wouldn’t have a clue where to start.’  

‘Well, the TARDIS is responding to something.’  

Ruby looked up and over at the time rotor. ‘It must that book of 

yours. Didn’t you say it responds to the TARDIS? Must work both 

ways, then.’  
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The Doctor walked over to the console and picked up the book with 

his free hand. ‘It must do,’ he said and indicated the now inactive time 

rotor. He looked at the book intently. ‘You know, those lights only 

activate when the TARDIS is in flight. I have a feeling that the code in 

this old tome could be a set of instructions for a TARDIS flight plan.’  

Ruby got to her feet and joined the Doctor. ‘Beats reading them out 

then, if the TARDIS can read them simply by putting the book on the 

console.’  

The Doctor lifted the papers. ‘Yes, but the book is incomplete. Which 

means that the instructions are incomplete.’ He opened the book and 

began replacing the pages in the correct order. He glanced at Ruby and 

held the final page before her. ‘Would you like to do the honours?’  

She took the page with a smile. ‘I wonder where these instructions 

will take us?’  

‘To wherever my body is, I hope.’  

‘Finger’s crossed, darling,’ Ruby said and carefully replaced the final 

page into the book. As soon as she did so the lights in the time rotor 

began to flash again and the steady background hum of the chamber 

increased in intensity. ‘Well, here we go.’  

The Doctor held up a finger. ‘Not quite, Ruby, not quite. One last 

thing, I think.’ He closed the book and gently laid it on the console. He 

placed his arm over Ruby’s shoulders and together they watched as 

the time rotor began to move.  

While they played with the book, Missy was rolling on the floor, 

playing with the string. As soon at the TARDIS engines set into 

motion, the little cat looked up, then leapt onto the console. She 

glanced as Ruby, shivered her tail, and pounced onto the top of the 

rotor. There Missy curled up into a ball, tilting her head upside down 

and watching the Doctor and Ruby as they watched both the time rotor 

and the cat rise and fall softly.  

*  
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‘Zelante!’  

The voice echoed around the cavernous room, causing the young 

man to blink. He sat on a seat made from a soft comfortable material, 

hovering several inches from the floor. Before him an image hung in 

the air, displaying the scene of a man with shoulder length hair 

dressed in a velvet frock coat entering a small Russian café. Zelante let 

out a sigh and sent a thought impulse to the image, causing the scene 

to freeze. He turned and looked at the even younger woman who had 

entered the room.  

Like him the woman was dressed in an outfit comprised of two sets 

of robes. A white robe underneath an open black sleeveless one. The 

woman had fiery red hair, worn in a tight bun. In contrast Zelante’s 

hair was wild, a mess of mixed colours.  

‘Yes, Shinjiru?’ Zelante said with long-suffering tones. Shinjiru 

remained by the door, looking at the frozen image, fiddling absently 

with the hem of her outer gown. ‘Please tell me this is important.’  

‘Why, what are you doing?’ Shinjiru walked across the room, the 

door closing silently behind her, and came to a stop near Zelante’s 

chair. She continued to look at the frozen image. ‘That’s his eighth 

body, isn’t it?’  

Zelante glanced up at the paused scene. ‘It would have been, yes.’ 

He turned back to Shinjiru and raised his eyebrows. ‘You interrupted 

me for why?’  

‘Just wondering what you’re wearing at the Investiture.’  

He looked down at his own robes. ‘These, obviously.’  

‘Oh.’ Shinjiru looked around the room, unsure of what else to say.  

For a few moments she stood there, continuing to look around, 

playing with her gown, while Zelante just stared at her. His eyes 

slowly narrowed and he got off his chair and took her face in his 

hands. He held her there, so that she could not look anywhere other 

than at him.  
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‘Is that it?’ he asked, his patience rapidly draining away. She 

nodded the best she could. Zelante shook his head. Out of the entire 

world, why do I choose to be friends with the most awkward and 

socially inept people? ‘Do you want to watch?’  

Shinjiru averted her eyes to the still immobile image. ‘What one is it? 

The one with the clock?’  

Zelante released her head and span around. ‘I’ve called it 

“Christmas on an Irrational Planet”. It’s actually quite a long one, and 

not the best, but interesting still.’ He jumped into his chair that 

continued to hover by the image.  

Shinjiru smiled. ‘How come I haven’t seen it?’ She pressed a small 

tab on her wrist pad and another floating chair materialised next to 

Zelante’s. She sat down, her face now smiling in anticipation.  

‘Only managed to access this one yesterday. A period of the 

potential reality that the Elders didn’t want me to find.’ He twiddled 

his fingers in the air. ‘But you know how it is, there’s not much that can 

stop me from finding more adventures of our favourite Time Lord.’  

Shinjiru glanced around the room furtively. ‘You’re quite sure this 

place is secure?’ she whispered.  

‘Very. No Elder can get in without asking me, so we can use 

whatever words we like.’ Zelante nodded at the image. ‘And watch 

whatever we like. Where’s Rewunderer?’ he asked abruptly.  

‘He’s been assigned as Personal Assistant to the Candidate.’  

‘Don’t know why he would want to do that,’ Zelante said in no 

uncertain tones. ‘Still, a member of the old order leading us again 

could be just what we ’Freya need.’  

*  

Rewunderer stood in the antechamber, waiting. The door between 

him and the Candidate for Investiture was closed, which was good for 

Rewunderer since it offered him a last chance to check over his 
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appearance. The closed door was made of a reflective material, and as 

such acted as the perfect mirror.  

Rewunderer liked to think of his body as average, not as short as 

Shinjiru and not as tall as Zelante. His straw coloured hair was long 

and flowing, but for the sake of his new position he had it tied back in 

a ponytail. The usual double-robed suit was accented by gold piping 

on the hem of the outer gown. This indicated to all the ’Freya that he 

was the Personal Assistant to the Candidate. It was a role that he was 

looking forward to.  

Rewunderer had heard many whispers about the Candidate, about 

how he had managed to breach the barriers around their home. As far 

as Rewunderer could work out the newcomer was a renegade from the 

old order; away from the home planet when the catastrophe had 

struck. It was unexpected for the Elders to accept such a person as a 

possible leader for the ’Freya, since everyone on the planet was against 

the old order, and were now on the path to enlightenment.  

The reflective door slid open and Moulivia stepped through. She 

was quite short and plump; her body always tense as if expecting 

trouble. Her hair was short and auburn, and like all the Elders, she 

wore a face that was lined with age. In truth Rewunderer knew that the 

oldest Elder was no more than 200 years older than Zelante, and for 

their race 400 years was a relatively young age. Rewunderer had once 

suggested that they call the Elders the Relatively Youngers, but that 

idea did not have a long life.  

‘The Candidate is now ready to see you,’ she said. ‘Although why 

he chose you I have no idea.’  

Rewunderer smiled and went to move forward, but was stopped by 

a firm hand on the shoulder. He looked at Moulivia curiously.  

‘This must be a rare treat for you, Rewundereriranunderloois, to 

meet up with your hero.’  
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Rewunderer totally ignored the incongruous use of his full name, a 

tradition left with the old way of things, so caught up was he in the 

sudden hint about the identity of the Candidate. ‘You mean he’s…’ He 

could barely bring himself to utter the name.  

Moulivia nodded. ‘By your reckoning the most important figure in 

our history.’ The Elder chuckled. ‘And for once I agree with you, let’s 

just hope we’re not both mistaken. Well, in you go. It will not do to 

keep the Candidate waiting.’  

*  

The time rotor slowed its oscillation and came to rest half way. The 

background hum of the TARDIS engines continued as if the time 

machine were still in flight. Ruby and the Doctor looked at each other, 

smiling in silent excitement.  

‘This is it, pet.’  

‘Yes, time to get to the bottom of this mystery.’ The Doctor reached 

down and pressed the button that activated the scanner.  

Shutters silently slid open and an image appeared on the scanner. 

Nebulous clouds swirled, shades of orange and purple merging. In the 

centre of the nebula was a small shape, little more than a blip on the 

screen.  

‘What’s that?’ Ruby asked.  

The Doctor checked the instrumentation on the console, rubbing his 

earlobe all the while. ‘An asteroid of some sort, though these readings 

are a bit off.’  

‘Off?’  

‘Yes. There are some remarkable qualities to that asteroid. The 

TARDIS reads it as solid, but it seems to be out of phase with 

everything around it.’ The Doctor walked around the console, flicking 

switches in what appeared to be a haphazard way. Finally he reached 

the panel opposite Ruby, and looked across at her through the glass 
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rotor. ‘Something is shielding it from a complete scan.’ He looked 

down at the console, his brow furrowed, deep in thought.  

Ruby turned from the Doctor and looked up at the nebula, and her 

eyes widened in surprise. The blip was becoming clearer, bigger. ‘Erm, 

Doctor, I think we’re moving towards it.’  

The Doctor spun round. ‘So we are.’ He indicated the book resting 

on the panel beside Ruby. ‘It is guiding us in.’  

Together they watched as the asteroid became clearer. Something 

had been grafted into the lump of space rock, a circular shape. As the 

TARDIS drew nearer a pattern could be observed on the surface of the 

shape. Ruby was the first to notice.  

‘Doctor, that’s that seal thingy. The one on top of your cane. The 

Seal of Russell, right?’  

The Doctor glanced at Ruby, his lips twitching into a brief smile. 

‘The Seal of Rassilon. Yes, it would seem to be so.’ He turned back to 

the scanner. ‘So a Gallifreyan artefact guides a Gallifreyan time 

machine to an asteroid that has the Gallifreyan seal built into it. Hmm.’  

‘What could it mean?’  

‘I do not know, Ruby, but I do have my suspicions.’ With that the 

Doctor rushed around the console and threw the materialisation 

switch. The time rotor resumed its movement and the scanner 

deactivated. ‘I think it is time we dropped in for some coffee.’  

*  

With its customary wheezing and groaning the TARDIS 

materialised in a long, ornately furnished corridor. Seconds passed 

before the door opened and the Doctor stepped out, followed by Ruby 

who was putting on her favourite hat – a rather large beige affair with 

a red rose at the front. The Doctor looked around the corridor, taking 

in the fine furnishings.  

‘A corridor. What is it with you and corridors, Doctor?’  
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The Doctor shrugged. ‘I am not to blame, Ruby. I always leave the 

actual materialisation to the TARDIS, so if you want to blame 

anyone…’ His voice tailed off as he caught site of a small vase sitting 

on a wooden table. He picked the vase up and examined it.  

‘Very nice,’ Ruby said as she came up behind the Doctor and peered 

over his shoulder. ‘Someone has taken a lot of pride in that.’  

The Doctor nodded his head. ‘Yes, quite so. As for the painting 

itself…’ He ran his finger over the surface of the vase. ‘It is Gallifreyan 

in origin.’  

‘Didn’t you say that your people were wiped out some time ago?’  

‘I did.’  

‘Not as wiped out as you thought, then, pet.’  

‘Just as I thought, actually, Ruby.’ The Doctor smiled at the 

surprised look on Ruby’s face. ‘I have been aware for some time that 

some of my people escaped the destruction of Gallifrey. They set up 

a… well, a colony if you like. A place they have named Outpost 

Gallifrey. I have been trying to locate it for quite a while.’  

‘And you think this is it?’  

‘I am certain of it.’ The Doctor replaced the vase on the table and set 

off. ‘This way, I think.’  

Ruby followed him. ‘Why this way?’  

‘No reason in particular.’  

*  

The materialisation of the TARDIS and consequent exchange 

between the Doctor and Ruby was displayed on a large hologram. A 

man, dressed in long golden robes, watched with interest and a touch 

of irritation.  

‘Damn, this isn’t very good news,’ the deep voice said.  

He pointed at the hologram and clicked his chunky fingers. Nothing 

happened, but the man was nonetheless happy with his action. ‘That 

should do it.’ With a wave of his hand the hologram fizzled away.  
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He turned his bulky form to face his assistant. ‘Rewunderer you say 

your name is?’  

Rewunderer was beaming. ‘Yes,’ was all he could manage in 

response.  

‘Are you aware of the one called Ooblitan?’  

Rewunderer nodded.  

‘Good. Find him, and inform him that I wish to see him the second 

after I’ve been invested with all authority.’  

Rewunderer bowed and turned to leave. Before he reached the door 

he stopped and looked back at the Candidate. ‘That hologram,’ he 

began.  

The future leader nodded slowly. ‘Yes, what of it?’  

‘The TARDIS that materialised was…’  

‘Yes, it was!’ the Candidate snapped, interrupting Rewunderer’s 

observation. He waved his assistant away. ‘Go now, and I promise 

everything will become clear once I’ve taken my rightful place.’  

*  

The man-like shape shimmered into being in the TARDIS console 

chamber. He stood waiting, until the tall, slim figure of Tardis walked 

through the wall.  

‘Finally the Doctor has made it here,’ she said.  

‘Getting him here was the easy part, but he needed to be ready, 

didn’t he? Now comes the hard bit.’ The man-form nodded, and faded 

from sight.  

As soon as he disappeared, Tardis let out a loud scream and 

doubled over in pain. She looked up, horrified as the walls of the 

chamber started to fluctuate. ‘No! Not again!’ Her eyes began to glow 

with a pale blue light. ‘I’ve got some tricks up my sleeve, too…’  

The man-form flew into the console room, as if he had been thrown, 

with the fluctuating wall acting as a catapult. He got to his feet and 
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noticed the pain-wracked form of Tardis. The horror and surprise in 

her eyes matched his own. ‘I’m trapped. I can’t leave here,’ he said.  

‘What?’ The blue light drained from Tardis’ eyes.  

‘The Doctor’s on his own.’  

*  

Unaware that they were being watched, the Doctor and Ruby 

reached the end of the corridor and came to a large dull looking door. 

Just as the Doctor reached out to push at the door, Ruby let out an 

almighty sneeze. The Doctor looked at her, and she smiled sheepishly.  

‘Sorry, dear, I’ve no idea where that came from.’ She reached into 

her cardigan pocket and pulled out a rolled up tissue.  

The Doctor watched her with a smile, as she wiped at her nose. 

‘Could be the air. I do not think a human has ever stepped foot in this 

place. Probably never intended to, either.’  

‘Well, too late, I’m here now.’ Ruby sniffed. ‘I’ll handle it.’ The 

Doctor turned and pushed at the door, while Ruby continued on. ‘Had 

a bout of hay fever when I was a girl. It was awful. The summer of ’51 

was the worst. The war was long over, but I tell you, pet, that summer 

I wished it were still on. There I was, six years old, and I spent the 

whole summer in…’  

Her ramblings ceased at the sight that greeted them when the door 

was finally open.  

Beyond was a vast hexagonal hall. Stone pillars reached up to a 

vaulted ceiling. In the centre of the ceiling was the Seal of Rassilon, two 

dots of light chasing each other through the swirling symbol. In the 

middle of the hall was a raised dais, upon which stood an ebony block. 

The hall was empty of people, which somehow emphasised the size to 

Ruby’s mind.  

‘Bloody nora,’ she said, unable to believe what she was seeing. ‘You 

could fit St. Paul’s in here.’  
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‘Yes, at the very least.’ The Doctor stepped through the doorway 

and proceeded into the hall. His eyes gazed across the walls and up to 

the ceiling, finally coming to rest on the dais. ‘They have recreated the 

Panoptican, and expanded on it.’  

‘Panoptican?’  

‘It is the hall where the Time Lords hold their most important 

meetings. On a busy day you could not move for all the Cardinals.’ The 

Doctor eyes narrowed. ‘One of the reasons I left Gallifrey.’  

‘If most of your people were killed, then why do the survivors needs 

such a big meeting hall? There’s got to be less of them, now.’  

‘Indeed, Ruby. But Time Lords are well known for their pomp and 

circumstance.’  

Ruby sidled up to the Doctor and placed a hand on his arm. ‘Listen, 

pet, you can tell me to butt out if you like, since this is really none of 

my business. But you sound ambivalent whenever you mention your 

people. Sounds to me like you are well rid.’  

The Doctor patted her hand. ‘In many ways I am. However, at the 

end of the day, they are my people and I need to find out how they 

survived.’ He grinned and laughed. ‘To be honest I am quite impressed 

that they did. Time Lords are not known for their creativity and 

inventiveness, so it is a wonder that they were able to survive such a 

universal change.’  

‘It is not an answer that you need to concern yourself with,’ said a 

voice behind them.  

The Doctor turned around slowly and eyed the young man standing 

in the doorway. Ruby turned, too, and took hold of the Doctor’s hand, 

grasping it tightly.  

The robed man did not smile. ‘You are not welcome on Outpost 

Gallifrey, impostor. And by order of the Candidate of Investiture you 

are to be placed in confinement for the duration of the ceremony.’  

‘By order of whom? Surely you mean the President Elect?’  
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‘The old way of things has passed. Relics such as you are not 

wanted here.’  

‘Do you have any idea who I am?’  

The man nodded. ‘Yes. But you ask as if I should be impressed.’ He 

raised an eyebrow. ‘I am not.’  

Ruby let go of the Doctor’s hand and stepped forward. ‘Don’t they 

teach you manners on this asteroid?’  

The young man looked at Ruby as if she was nothing. ‘Guards,’ he 

said.  

All around them men materialised, each dressed in pure black robes 

with high collars and holding guns. Ruby looked back at the Doctor. 

She opened her mouth to say something, but nothing came out. One of 

the guards pressed the trigger on his gun and Ruby dropped to the 

floor like a dead weight. The Doctor was at her side in an instant. He 

checked her pulse and let out a sigh of relief. He looked up at the 

guard.  

‘Was that really necessary?’ he hissed.  

The young man by the doors answered. ‘Very.’ He smiled at the 

Doctor then turned to leave.  

Once the man’s back was facing the Doctor the same guard pressed 

his trigger again. The Doctor hit the floor beside Ruby with an 

unceremonious bump.  

*  

‘Hey, watch where you’re going!’ Zelante shouted, but the young 

man who barged passed him showed no sign of hearing.  

‘Keehaan is such a slug-toad.’  

Zelante had to agree with Shinjiru. ‘Likes to think he owns the 

Outpost. Never understood it. There are a lot better Gallifreya here 

than him.’ He held the door open for his friend.  

‘I never understood why the Elders allowed him to be Head Guard.’  
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Zelante entered the corridor behind her. ‘Nor have I. Still, let’s hope 

things will change when the new Candidate takes over.’  

Speaking about the Candidate again filled him with hope. When 

Gallifrey had been destroyed and the Gallifreya had fled to the 

Outpost, the Elders had promised so much. Since that time nothing 

much had changed. The Elders soon became as pompous as the old 

High Council, and all that altered were the names of things. Although 

some names were no longer allowed to be spoken.  

He was tugged out of his thoughts by Shinjiru, who was speaking 

his name, pulling at this sleeve excitedly.  

‘What?’ he asked, impatient with her as usual.  

‘Look!’  

Zelante let out a sigh and followed her pointing finger. His eyes 

widened in surprise. Standing halfway down the corridor was a blue 

box. It was something he never thought he would see other than on his 

holographic images. ‘The Doctor’s TARDIS!’  

Shinjiru looked at him, her eyes conveying the elation he felt. ‘The 

Doctor’s on Outpost Gallifrey.’  

*  

Ruby rubbed her sore head and opened her eyes slowly.  

She was lying on a comfortable bed, in a very spartan room. The 

walls, door and ceiling were made of the same dull metal as the big 

door she had seen earlier. She looked around for the Doctor, and found 

him leaning over something that sat on a bland looking table.  

‘Oh, Doctor, what happened?’  

Her friend looked over from the work he was doing. ‘We were 

stunned by stasers, Ruby. Alas the human body is not used to it, so you 

may have a slight headache for a while.’  

Ruby sat up, and came to the realisation that the Doctor was right 

again. She looked around the room. ‘I thought we were being put in 

confinement. Funny looking cell.’  
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‘Yes, well, no cells on Outpost Gallifrey I expect. Which is a little 

odd, since this place was once a prison.’  

‘It was?’  

‘Yes.’ The Doctor indicated the monitor. ‘Been doing a little bit of 

reading. Once the Time Lords, or Gallifreya as they now like to call 

themselves, retreated to this place they set about some major changes. 

They let all the prisoners go, since the universe was about to change 

the Gallifreya reasoned that the prisoners could cause little trouble. 

Then they remodelled the interior of Shada into a replica of the best of 

Gallifrey, and renamed it Outpost Gallifrey. Just as well.’  

She walked over to join him at the table. ‘It is?’  

‘Yes. If we were in a cell I would not be able to do this. We should 

be able to watch the investiture ceremony through this thing.’ A spark 

shot out of the board on the side on the monitor and the Doctor let out 

a satisfied cry. ‘Super! Now then…’  

He flicked a switch and stood back. An image appeared on the 

monitor. Ruby noticed the massive hall as the new Panoptican. This 

time it was full of people. She smiled. Saying it was full was an 

understatement, since she had a feeling that the people in the hall 

represented most of the population of Outpost Gallifrey. There was not 

many of them; a couple of hundred, no more. They made the 

Panoptican look bigger than ever; so many people yet so much empty 

space left. Two people stood on the central dais, both in the same black 

robes. One of them, an older looking woman was speaking. The young 

man beside her was beaming, his body barely able to contain his 

excitement. The woman ceased talking and the people in the hall began 

to clap. As they did so a rather large, bulky figure stepped onto the 

dais.  

Ruby could not believe her eyes. She glanced at the Doctor. The 

same incredulous look was on his face, too. She looked back at the 
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monitor. The large man in the golden robes spread his arms wide and 

opened his bearded mouth to speak.  

‘It’s you, Doctor,’ Ruby said in shock.  

 

‘We should be able to watch the investiture ceremony through this 

thing, if I can get it working.’ A spark shot out of the board on the side 

of the monitor and the Doctor let out a satisfied cry. ‘Super! Now 

then…’  

He flicked a switch and stood back. An image appeared on the 

monitor. Ruby noticed the massive hall as the new Panoptican. This 

time it was full of people. She smiled. Saying it was full was an 

understatement, since she had a feeling that the people in the hall 

represented most of the population of Outpost Gallifrey. There was not 

many of them; a couple of hundred, no more. They made the 

Panoptican look bigger than ever. Two people stood on the central 

dais, both in the same black robes. One of them, an older looking 

woman was speaking. The young man beside her was beaming, his 

body barely able to contain his excitement. The woman ceased talking 

and the people in the hall began to clap. As they did so a rather large, 

bulky figure stepped onto the dais.  

Ruby could not believe her eyes. She glanced at the Doctor. The 

same incredulous look was on his face, too. She looked back at the 

monitor. The large man in the golden robes spread his arms wide and 

opened his bearded mouth to speak.  

‘It’s you, Doctor,’ Ruby said in shock.  

The Doctor arched his body down and peered intently at the screen. 

‘Yes, Ruby, I rather believe it is.’ He placed the tips of his fingers on the 

monitor screen. ‘Could it be that we buried him when he was not fully 

dead?’  
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Episode Two  

Ruby looked at the Doctor blankly, but her friend did not remove 

his eyes from the screen, yet he responded as if he could see her 

reaction. ‘If the Doctor is back then I am not needed. I was, after all, 

only created to carry on his legacy.’  

‘But he died, saving Earth you said. You buried him yourself.’  

The Doctor nodded slowly. ‘Yes, after recovering his body from 

Nova Mondas. But maybe he was not fully dead.’  

‘You’re talking rubbish. How can someone not be fully dead? You’re 

either dead or you’re not. Fact of life.’  

The Doctor looked up from the monitor, and for the first time Ruby 

noticed the absence of hope in his eyes. ‘A fact of life for humans, 

perhaps. But I am a Time Lord… or, at least, the Doctor is. There are 

many mysteries about Time Lords, Ruby, mysteries that no one quite 

understands, not even the Time Lords themselves.’ He rubbed his 

earlobe. ‘Plus, of course, the Doctor was the catalyst for the alteration 

of the universe. It could have changed him somehow, made him 

immortal maybe.’  

‘Surely you would know.’  

‘Not necessarily, no. All of the memories of the Doctor are stored in 

the TARDIS, and thanks to the symbiotic link I share with her I have 

access to those memories. But the memories stored there are merely the 

memories transferred by the Doctor when I discovered his dying body 

on Nova Mondas. What if he did not transfer all of them?’  

Ruby rubbed her head. ‘Why wouldn’t he?’  

‘Of that I am not sure. Maybe he wanted me to carry on while his 

body recovered? And now he has come to Outpost Gallifrey to…’ The 
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Doctor let out a sigh. ‘To become President? It makes no sense. Why 

would I, or he, want to do that? I just do not know.’  

Ruby looked around the room that they were in. It was a nice 

enough room, if a bit too functional for her liking, but at the end of the 

day there was a guard outside and they were prisoners. ‘And that 

doesn’t make sense, either.’  

During Ruby’s musings, the Doctor had walked over to the bed and 

sat down. He looked up from his own thoughts. ‘What?’  

‘Say you are correct, that doesn’t explain why we are being kept 

prisoner here.’  

‘You can be sure the Doctor has a reason, he always does.’  

‘You are the Doctor!’ Ruby said forcefully.  

‘No,’ he said with a shake of his head, ‘I am but a clone. It is so easy 

to forget.’  

Ruby looked away from him and stared at the image on the 

monitor. The Gallifreya were dispersing, and of the large Doctor there 

was no sign. ‘Something is very wrong here.’ She spun around and 

faced the Doctor, anger bursting forth. ‘And you’re just going to sit 

there and wallow in self-pity? I would have thought that after the 

Furies, self-pity would be the farthest thing from your mind.’  

The Doctor looked up, surprised.  

Ruby took a deep breath and straightened out her cardigan. ‘Sorry, 

Doctor, not sure where that little outburst came from, but it needed 

saying.’  

Now it was Ruby’s turn to be surprised, as the Doctor grinned at 

her. ‘Yes, I suppose it did. But, you know, Ruby, I was not wallowing 

in self-pity, I was merely stating the facts.’ He chuckled softly. ‘I am 

sure there is an irony here. After all that happened with the Furies I 

had come to accept that I really am the Doctor now, which is partly 

why I went to Orion. To say goodbye to the past.’ He shrugged. ‘So, 
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here we are again. I am a clone, and the new President of the Gallifreya 

is the Doctor.’  

Ruby went and sat on the bed next to her companion and placed a 

reassuring hand on his leg. ‘Fine, but it still doesn’t give him or your 

people the right to treat you like this.’ She glared pointedly at the 

closed door. ‘I’ll give them “impostor”!’  

The Doctor took Ruby’s hand and gave it a gentle squeeze. ‘You are 

quite right.’  

Ruby could not help but smile as the determination returned to the 

Doctor’s composure. She watched with joy as he stood up and 

marched over to the door, then banged his fist on it and said loudly:  

‘Open this door immediately! I am your Lord President and you will 

do as I say!’ He looked back at Ruby and winked.  

*  

Rewunderer followed his new leader into the presidential chamber. 

Throughout the investiture the young Gallifreya could barely contain 

his excitement. Standing next to his biggest hero was the high point of 

his life so far. Being one of the survivors from Gallifrey was nothing 

when compared to standing beside the Doctor. The living legend 

himself! Rewunderer smiled. Zelante and Shinjiru were so jealous. He 

could still see the look on their faces as they stood among the crowd 

watching his moment of glory.  

He closed the door behind him and waited for the Doctor to address 

him. Since first entering the chamber, and his first meeting with the 

Doctor, Rewunderer had wanted to say so many things to him, but the 

words would not come. Instead he just did as he was told.  

The President undid his golden robes and let them drop to the floor. 

He stepped over them, clad only in his undergarments, and 

Rewunderer scurried after him to pick up the robes.  

‘Did you find Ooblitan?’ the President Doctor asked.  
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Rewunderer looked up from his scurrying. ‘Erm… yes, my Lord, I 

did. He should be…’  

A door chime interrupted him. The President turned to look at the 

door, and smiled broadly. ‘That’ll be him, then. Open the door, 

Rewunderer.’  

A look of horror swept across Rewunderer’s face. ‘But, you are 

undressed!’  

The President Doctor looked down at his garments. ‘Yes. So? Open 

the door.’  

‘Yes, my Lord.’ Rewunderer held the robes in his arms and walked 

over to the door. With some difficulty he juggled the robes and opened 

the door without creasing the golden presidential wear. Rewunderer 

looked at Ooblitan in the corridor and noticed the look of amusement 

on his face.  

‘Ooblitan!’ the voice of the President boomed. ‘Come on in.’  

Ooblitan did as he was bid. He was a tall, slim man, with brown 

skin and dark hair. He eyed the state of undress of his host, but said 

nothing.  

Rewunderer went to close the door, but was interrupted again, this 

time by the President Doctor himself. ‘Run along now, Rewunderer, 

there’s a good boy. Ooblitan and I have things to talk about.’  

‘But, my Lord, there…’  

The President gave Ooblitan a long suffering look, and in return 

received a knowing smile, then pushed his way passed Ooblitan and 

took the robes off Rewunderer. The young Gallifreya could not believe 

what was happening. Without another word the President Doctor 

shoved him out of the door. ‘Bye,’ he said with a wave, ‘pass on my 

regards to your little friends.’  

Once the door was closed the President looked down at the robes in 

his hands and tossed them aside. ‘Sometimes pomp and circumstance 
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serve their purpose, but at other times they just get in the way, don’t 

you agree, Ooblitan?’  

The other man eyed the new leader of the Gallifreya with 

uncertainty. After a few moments of silence, Ooblitan smiled. ‘Indeed I 

do, Doctor.’  

The President smiled, his eyes shining. ‘Great. Away with all the 

formalities. Just as I like it.’ He walked over to Ooblitan and placed a 

large arm over the thinner man. ‘You were a member of the Tribunal 

back on Gallifrey, weren’t you?’  

‘Yes.’  

‘One of three who exiled me to Earth. As I thought.’ The President 

Doctor nodded, removed his arm and took a seat. ‘I have a mission for 

you. A very important one it is too. I’ve discovered a rupture in reality, 

a central vortex that is threatening to bring the old reality back into this 

one. It is on the planet Yahanis…’  

*  

Ruby was bemused. The door had been opened after several more 

minutes of incessant hammering from the Doctor, and since then her 

friend had been twisting the guard up in an amazing display of 

linguistic gymnastics. Ruby was getting dizzy just listening to him. She 

felt sorry for the guard. He looked so young, and so confused.  

‘So, since I am your President you have to let me go. You can not, 

after all, keep the President of Outpost Gallifrey a prisoner.’  

The guard shook his head, his brow furrowed. ‘But you’re not the 

President. The Doctor has just been sworn in at the Great Hall.’  

The Doctor nodded, and said, with slow emphasis, ‘I am the 

Doctor.’  

‘It’s true, you know,’ Ruby chirped in.  

The Doctor smiled. ‘Indeed. The Doctor that has just been sworn in 

is my previous incarnation, so therefore that also makes me Lord 

President.’  
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The guard looked him up and down. ‘You’re not the Doctor. The 

Doctor personally asked me to place you under guard. Why would 

you do that to yourself?’  

‘Why indeed? Perhaps it is a test. If so, you have passed with flying 

colours.’ The Doctor beamed, but the guard still looked uncertain. The 

Doctor let out a sigh. ‘Listen, I have an idea. Shall we link minds? That 

way you can know for sure that I am not lying.’ Before the guard could 

say anything the Doctor had taken the gun from him and handed it to 

Ruby. She looked down at the gun, then at the Doctor. He winked at 

her. ‘This is what we shall do,’ he said looking back at the guard. ‘Ruby 

will point the gun at me. If I try anything during the linking she will 

shoot me.’  

The guard did not look convinced.  

‘Doctor, what are you –‘  

The Doctor looked at Ruby, interrupting her, and nodded his head 

pointedly. ‘You will shoot me, will you not?’  

Ruby had no idea what he was playing at, but she decided to play 

along, and pointed the gun at the Doctor. ‘Yes, I will.’ She offered the 

guard a reassuring smile.  

The Doctor reached out a hand and placed his index finger on the 

guard’s forehead. He raised his eyebrows. ‘Well?’  

The guard drew a deep breath and copied the Doctor’s example.  

‘Contact,’ they both said in unison and closed their eyes.  

*  

The President Doctor stepped from the antechamber into his main 

area of residence. He was now dressed in a brown pair of trousers and 

a pale blue shirt, over which he wore a large afghan coat.  

‘Active,’ he said and a hologram appeared before him.  

The hologram took up the entire length between the floor and the 

ceiling. It showed an idyllic looking garden, in which sat three people. 

One woman, with long flowing dark hair, was sitting on a cloud. The 
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other two were a man dressed in a multi-coloured outfit and a woman 

dressed in a soft, almost transparent dress. Her red hair was cut short, 

only serving to accent her green eyes.  

The President looked directly at the colourfully attired man. ‘Jester, 

it has been done. Ooblitan has been given the cover story and is own 

his way to Yahanis. Intercept him. We must secure the Tiger’s Eyes.’  

The Jester nodded, and in a puff of smoke he vanished.  

‘Goddesses,’ the President Doctor said, ‘is all prepared on Forum 

World?’  

The woman with the short hair smiled. ‘It is indeed. Are you sure 

this will work?’  

‘Oh yes, no doubt about it. The Gallifreya have no idea.’ The 

President looked down at himself. ‘Look at me. I’m the Doctor, and 

I’ve come home to take my rightful place as leader. The great rebel, 

ready to bring a sense of right and wrong to my people.’ His smile 

faded. ‘But we do seem to have a problem.’  

‘I knew it!’ The Goddess of Dreamers looked down at her fellow 

Goddess. ‘Didn’t I say so? This plan was bound to fail.’  

The Supreme Goddess raised her hand to placate her junior. ‘Be at 

peace with yourself.’ She looked at the President Doctor. ‘And what is 

the problem?’  

‘The clone has found his way to Outpost Gallifrey.’  

The Supreme Goddess’ green eyes turned dark. ‘How? You said that 

no one could get to Outpost Gallifrey without the Book.’  

‘Yes, I know…’ The President looked around his chamber 

sheepishly. ‘But the Book seems to have vanished.’  

‘Then someone is working against us.’ The Supreme Goddess 

clapped her hands once. ‘Very well. Proceed with the plan. Once I am 

with you we can find out how the clone got the Book.’  

The hologram dissipated, leaving the Doctor President standing in 

the middle of the empty chamber. He remained where he was, for a 
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few moments, then walked over to the far wall. He pressed the button 

on the communication panel that was a part of the wall.  

‘Yes, my Lord,’ came a female voice.  

‘Moulivia, see to it that my clone is brought here. I want to…’  

‘I’m sorry, Lord President, but the clone has escaped.’  

The Doctor President closed his eyes. ‘Then find him,’ he said 

slowly, the anger barely suppressed. ‘He can’t have got far.’  

‘Yes, my Lord.’  

‘And Moulivia?’  

‘Yes, my Lord?’  

‘Send Rewunderer to me. I have need of his services.’ He depressed 

the button and narrowed his eyes. Arranging for an ambassadorial 

visit from the Millennium People would be child’s play, but dealing 

with the clone… that was another matter entirely. He did not care one 

iota how the clone had got hold of the Book, all the President Doctor 

cared was that the copy was a threat to their big plans for Outpost 

Gallifrey. Which meant that the clone Doctor had to be removed as 

soon as possible.  

*  

The tall, thin man was dressed in the dark suit probably favoured by 

a Victorian eccentric. He pushed through the woods, but suddenly 

stopped. He turned to face the young black woman behind him. She 

smiled and raised her eyebrows. ‘What is it this time, Doctor?’  

‘I’ve just had a very disturbing thought, Alison.’  

‘Oh great. Now what is it?’  

The door chimes echoed around the room. Zelante tutted and 

paused the holo-recording.  

Shinjiru turned her chair around in time to notice the person enter 

the room. ‘It’s Rewunderer!’  
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Zelante was out of his chair in a second. He ushered his friend 

further into the room, barely able to contain his excitement. ‘What was 

he like?’  

Rewunderer nodded towards the frozen image. ‘I don’t want to 

interrupt your programme.’  

Zelante waved it away. ‘That’s just a what-could-have-been. Why 

waste time with that when we’ve got the real thing?’  

‘But you said…’ Shinjiru trailed off after receiving a chastising look 

from Zelante. She let out a sigh and sat back in her seat. ‘Oh, don’t 

mind me,’ she mumbled to herself.  

Rewunderer smiled, still glowing from being in the Doctor’s 

presence. ‘He’s just like we expected. He’s only been here a short while 

and all ready he’s plotting something.’  

‘Preventing an invasion?’ Zelante asked.  

Rewunderer shrugged. ‘Might be, don’t know. He’s playing 

everything very close to his hearts.’  

‘The Doctor can’t be preventing an invasion,’ Shinjiru pointed out. 

Zelante looked at her, but she ignored him. ‘No one can get on Outpost 

Gallifrey, remember?’  

‘The Doctor did,’ Zelante reminded her.  

‘Yes, true. But he’s the Doctor.’  

Both Rewunderer and Zelante had to agree with that simple 

statement. There was little that the Doctor could not do. Shinjiru 

smiled in triumph, glad to have scored a point in front of Zelante.  

‘So, when do we get to meet him?’ she asked, hoping to demonstrate 

her cleverness further. The question was a simple enough one, but not 

one Zelante would have came up with.  

Rewunderer looked from one to the other. He did not want to admit 

the next part, but he could hardly escape it now. ‘Doesn’t seem likely. 

The Doctor is very specific about what he wants, and he made it quite 

clear to me that he doesn’t want to be bothered by… well, us.’  
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Zelante just smiled smugly. ‘He hasn’t met us yet, that’s why.’  

Rewunderer was tempted to repeat what the Doctor President had 

said about his “little friends”, just to wipe that smile off Zelante’s face, 

but he could not bring himself to do so. Instead an uncomfortable 

silence settled in the room. Rewunderer was saved by the buzz of the 

communications relay. He quickly moved over to the unit on the wall 

beside the door, and pressed the button.  

‘Hello. Rewunderer?’  

A commanding female voice spoke. ‘This is Moulivia, the President 

wants to see you immediately.’  

‘I’m already on my way.’ Rewunderer depressed the button and 

glanced over at his two friends. ‘Sorry, got to rush off. Until later, 

then.’ With a smile he opened the door and ran out of the room.  

Zelante remained where he was standing, just looking at the closed 

door. He narrowed his eyes. ‘We should follow him.’  

Shinjiru gave him an incredulous look. ‘What?’  

‘Well, you do want to meet the Doctor, don’t you?’  

‘Um… yeah. But…’  

‘But nothing. Think about it, we’ve been keeping the Doctor’s name 

alive on Outpost Gallifrey since the upheaval. We’re responsible for 

any fame he has. He owes us.’ Zelante could see that Shinjiru was on 

the verge of breaking. To egg her on further he walked towards the 

door. ‘Come on, before it’s too late.’  

*  

‘Are you sure this is such a good idea, Doctor?’  

They came to an abrupt halt before turning the corner. The Doctor 

pressed himself against the wall and glanced around the corner. ‘Oh 

yes, Ruby, I am quite sure. That many old looking Gallifreya going in 

one direction? There can be only one reason for that.’  

Since leaving the poor guard protecting an empty room Ruby had 

followed the Doctor through many long corridors on Outpost 
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Gallifrey, and they had almost came into contact with several young 

people. Almost none of them looked older than their mid-twenties, 

although the Doctor insisted that they were much older than that. It 

was not until they had stumbled into a room, after almost colliding 

with two more young people, that they saw anyone older than twenty-

five.  

The Doctor and Ruby had hid in the shadows of the low-lit room, 

watching as a woman, who seemed to be in her late fifties, received a 

message. Neither Ruby nor the Doctor could hear what the message 

had been, but the reaction of the old woman was instant. She rushed 

into an adjoining room, and seconds later came back out dressed in a 

long black gown lined with silver piping. The Doctor and Ruby waited 

a few seconds after the woman had left her room, before taking a peek 

outside the door. What they had seen peaked the Doctor’s curiosity 

instantaneously. The old woman had joined a small procession of old 

people, all dressed in replicas of her robe, and they had set off down 

the corridor.  

‘Shall we follow them?’ It was a rhetorical question from the Doctor, 

as Ruby quickly learned when he began to follow the procession, 

keeping a safe distance so as not to be spotted. Ruby, with little other 

option, had followed the Doctor up to the corner, but had to ask:  

‘Are you sure this is such a good idea, Doctor?’  

They had come to an abrupt halt before turning the corner. The 

Doctor pressed himself against the wall and glanced around the corner. 

‘Oh yes, Ruby, I am quite sure,’ he had answered in a low voice, almost 

a whisper. ‘That many old looking Gallifreya going in one direction? 

There can be only one reason for that.’  

‘Which is?’ Ruby enquired, equally low.  

‘They have been called to an important meeting by their President.’  

‘Which is you.’  
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The Doctor nodded in satisfaction, his head still poking around the 

corner. ‘Exactly.’  

Ruby let out a quiet exclamation as she began to see where he was 

going with his thought. ‘The quickest way to find out where the 

President’s room…’  

‘Other than asking someone…’  

‘… Is to follow the people who are going there…’  

‘… Which saves us getting caught again.’ The Doctor looked back at 

Ruby, a wide grin of satisfaction on his face. ‘Well, I thought that was a 

sound plan.’  

‘Sound as a pound, pet.’  

The Doctor frowned and reached into his trouser pocket. He pulled 

out a small coin and held it to his ear. ‘Oh yes, you are quite correct.’ 

He handed the coin to Ruby. ‘Shall we?’  

He turned the corner, leaving Ruby looking at the coin in her hand. 

It was a pound piece, minted in 1992.  

*  

Rewunderer looked around the hall, feeling quite cowed by the 

company in which he suddenly found himself. Being around the 

Doctor was one thing, after all, after watching each of his adventures in 

the Space/Time Holo-visualiser, Rewunderer felt like he knew the 

Doctor of old, but to be in the same place as all the Elders…  

They were the people who had made Outpost Gallifrey a reality. 

Rewunderer still remembered the day that Zelante and he had created 

the Holo-visualiser. Their first “show” had been watching the Doctor 

prevent an invasion of Earth by a race called Ice Warriors. It was not 

long before Shinjiru joined Rewunderer and Zelante, and the three of 

them spent their free time watching all the adventures of the Doctor, 

through nine incarnations. Then came the fateful day when they had 

witnessed another rogue Time Lord, calling himself the Master, 
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travelling into the Doctor’s past. The events that had followed were 

unbelievable.  

A door slammed shut and Rewunderer was snapped out of his 

reverie. The lights in the hall dimmed until they were all shrouded in 

pitch-blackness. One by one six narrow beams of light shot out of the 

ceiling, illuminating each of the four Elders, Rewunderer himself and 

finally the Doctor President.  

Moulivia opened her mouth to speak, to call the meeting to order, 

but the President interrupted her. ‘Right then, let’s get down to 

business.’  

The Elders cast dark looks at the Doctor President for his breach of 

decorum. All ready since they had entered, Rewunderer had noticed 

several sideways looks at the President and the attire he wore. Even 

now, away from Gallifrey, the Elders were finding it difficult to give 

up their instinctive rules of conduct. Part of the reason the Gallifreya 

had abandoned Gallifrey before the upheaval, and why they had so 

welcomed the Doctor as their new leader.  

‘We have very little time,’ the President continued. ‘Since shutting 

yourselves off from the rest of the new universe a lot has happened.’ 

He looked at each Elder in turn. ‘You’ve missed quite a bit, I can tell 

you.’  

Rewunderer knew this was true. He and his friends had been 

watching things on the Holo-visualiser, and he could confirm that 

things were indeed very different out there. Not that he was allowed to 

speak in this meeting, of course.  

‘Most importantly, however, new Lords of Time have arisen. They 

call themselves the Millennium People, and through chaos they keep 

the timelines in check. As you probably know chaos brings about 

change, and change is at the heart of what the universe is.’  

‘Then we should help them,’ Moulivia said. ‘This is what we have 

been waiting for, why we left Gallifrey.’  
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‘It is?’ The Doctor President could not hide his surprise.  

‘Yes. The High Council of Gallifrey did nothing, as you well know, 

Lord President.’  

‘Oh yes, I know that all right. Quite content to sit there observing 

when they could’ve been out there getting involved. Helping.’ The 

Doctor President nodded, stroking his great beard. For a moment he 

continued, thinking things through. Finally he smiled. ‘Then we are 

agreed, Elders. I intend to invite an ambassador from the Millennium 

People to come to Outpost Gallifrey, and then we’ll have some talks. 

Bring our two peoples together.’  

Moulivia bowed her head. ‘As you wish, Lord President. Would you 

like me to…’  

The unexpected opening of the door interrupted the meeting. Light 

shone from the hallway beyond, illuminating the silhouettes of two 

people. One tall, the other shorter and plump. A voice echoed around 

the hall.  

‘There I am. What is going on here?’  

The Doctor President narrowed his eyes, but the light behind the 

two newcomers prevented him from making out who had spoken. He 

looked up at the ceiling and sent out a thought impulse. The beams of 

light faded, one by one, and for a few moments the room was in 

darkness once again, but for the light in the corridor. Slowly the hall 

was bathed in light and everything became clear.  

Rewunderer recognised the man in the doorway, and the woman 

beside him. He could not recall her name, but he knew the name of the 

man. It was the Doctor… or rather, the clone of the Doctor. 

Rewunderer looked across at the Doctor President to see how he took 

the intrusion.  

The large man walked across the hall until he was only a few feet 

from the clone. The two Doctors stood looking at each other. The 

thinner Doctor narrowed his eyes, and glanced at his female 
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companion. For a second Rewunderer was sure he had seen confusion 

in the Doctor’s eyes. When he looked back at his larger self, the 

confusion was gone, replaced by something else, something that 

Rewunderer did not recognise.  

‘What is going on here?’ the thin Doctor asked.  

The President Doctor stroked his beard, with a smile. ‘You really 

shouldn’t have come here. While you were out there roaming the 

universe you were safe. But not now, not on Outpost Gallifrey.’  

The Doctor stepped closer. ‘Are you threatening me?’  

Now it was the turn of the plump woman to look confused.  

The President Doctor let out a short laugh. ‘Ha!’ He looked over at 

Moulivia. ‘Take this… thing… into custody.’ He looked back at the 

Doctor. ‘It has to be destroyed.’  

Moulivia walked over to them, not understanding at all. ‘But, my 

Lord, we are not barbarians. We do not…’  

‘You will do as I say! This thing is a clone, a copy I made from my 

own DNA. It’s served its purpose.’  

Moulivia looked at the Doctor as if he were an exhibit in a freak 

show. She nodded at the Doctor President. ‘Yes, Lord President.’ She 

clicked her fingers and two Elders stepped forward. ‘Take him!’  

‘Wait just a minute,’ the Doctor said, holding his arms up. ‘You 

cannot do this to me. I am a sentient being. I am not the impostor 

here… he is!’ He pointed at the Doctor President. ‘Something must 

have happened to him on the Eye of Orion. The Doctor would never 

order the death of a sentient being.’  

‘The only sentience you have is what I’ve given you,’ the Doctor 

President said. ‘Get rid of him.’  

The two Elders grabbed the Doctor by the arms. The plump woman 

reached out to him. ‘Doctor, they can’t do this to you.’  

‘Ruby, I…’ The Doctor did not know what to say.  
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Ruby made to pull one of the Elders off the Doctor, but Moulivia 

had stepped forward and pulled Ruby away. ‘What are you doing?’  

Moulivia held on tight. ‘Holding you here,’ she said.  

‘Holding me? I’m twice the woman you are, darling, now let me go!’  

Moulivia eyed Ruby up and down. ‘Yes, you certainly are.’ She 

looked back at the Doctor President. ‘What shall we do with her, my 

Lord?’  

‘Return her to Earth. I’m sure she’ll tell you when and where.’  

Moulivia nodded and pulled the struggling Ruby down the 

corridor, in the opposite direction to which the two Elders were pulling 

the clone Doctor. Once they were gone, the Doctor President turned to 

Rewunderer.  

‘Come, we have things to do,’ he said and left the hall.  

Rewunderer stood where he was, hardly able to believe what he had 

witnessed. In all the adventures he had seen, Rewunderer had never 

seen the Doctor knowingly condemn someone to death. It was true that 

many had died during the Doctor’s adventures, some by the Doctor’s 

hands, but always by accident.  

Rewunderer rubbed his hand down his face. He had to find Zelante 

and Shinjiru. Something was very wrong here. He walked to the 

doorway, looked down the corridor to see the Doctor President turn 

the corner, then went the other way.  

*  

‘Strip!’  

‘I beg your pardon?’  

‘I said, strip!’  

The Doctor looked at the man before him. They were standing in a 

small chamber, empty but for the transmat cubicle behind the Doctor. 

The man was dressed in grey overalls, short and rotund. He had a scar 

down one side of his face. He stepped forward and grabbed the Doctor 

by the arm.  
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‘Strip now, or I shall do it for you.’  

The Doctor pulled his arm away. ‘I will not strip.’ He pointed at the 

transmat. ‘I thought I was supposed to be killed. Transmatting me to 

another location while I am naked will hardly kill me.’  

The man snarled. ‘You’re eager for death?’  

‘Well, I have heard it is a rather unique experience, but I have no 

overwhelming desire to die. I am merely trying to point out the 

problem with your method.’  

The man licked his finger and ran it down his scar. ‘Thereby buying 

yourself some time?’  

The Doctor smiled, and rubbed his earlobe. ‘Whoops, caught out. 

You look rather out of place.’  

The man was caught off guard by the abrupt change of subject, as 

the Doctor had hoped. Taking the moment of confusion as his chance 

to escape, the Doctor darted forward and jabbed his elbow into the 

man’s ribs. The Doctor did not get far. As soon as his elbow hit the 

man in the ribs, the man grabbed the elbow and twisted. The Doctor’s 

legs buckled under him and he was forced to the floor.  

The man twisted the Doctor’s arm further, causing him to gasp in 

pain. ‘Out of place, you say?’ The man laughed. ‘Funny, that’s what the 

other Gallifreya tell me. Regeneration crisis I keep on telling them, but 

they don’t believe me.’  

‘I believe…’ Another twist ‘Argh… You!’  

‘Thing is, they’re all scared of me.’ The man released the Doctor, and 

waited for him to get to his feet. The man held out his hand. ‘Regance 

is the name.’  

The Doctor rubbed his formerly twisted arm, and tenderly shook 

Regance’s hand. ‘Charmed, no doubt.’  

Regance laughed. ‘I like you.’  

‘Oh, good.’  
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‘But,’ Regance continued, reaching into his overall pocket. ‘I still 

have orders from the President, so I’m afraid you’re going to have to 

die.’  

‘Can we at least talk about it?’ the Doctor asked, giving his best 

smile.  

Regance pulled out a small pen-like device. ‘Would love to, but it 

comes down to this, you either strip yourself, or I do it for you.’ He 

pointed the device at the Doctor. ‘The transmat has been calibrated to 

break down your cloned DNA, but it won’t work if you have those 

clothes on.’  

The Doctor glanced around the room, looking for something, 

anything, to help him get out of the room. In the corner of the room he 

espied a glowing light. He watched as the light floated across the 

room. ‘Look!’ The Doctor pointed.  

Regance smiled. ‘Sorry, but I’m not naive you know.’  

The light hovered above Regance’s head, then suddenly expanded, 

enveloping the portly man. For a moment Regance stood there, the 

look of surprise barely discernable through the light. A second later the 

light was gone and Regance stood there. He smiled.  

‘Finally. Took me bloody ages to get out of the TARDIS. By the way, 

gotta admit, love the new look to Tardis. Mace Windu she wasn’t.’ He 

laughed. ‘Reminds me of a female you, you know.’  

The Doctor’s brow furrowed. ‘What? How do you know about 

Tardis?’  

Regance looked down at his own body, then back at the Doctor, 

smiling. ‘Sorry, forgot about this body. Hang on a mo, I’ll sort it out.’  

Regance’s body shook, and the skin began to bubble as if there was 

something underneath trying to get out. The hair changed colour, and 

the body grew taller, thinning out. Finally, now wearing clothes too 

short and too big, was a thin man with long blond hair. He looked at 

the Doctor and winked. ‘Better?’  
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The Doctor opened his mouth to speak, but no words would come.  

The young man stepped towards the Doctor and hugged him. ‘Nice 

to see you’re choked up about my return, Doctor, but no need. I’m 

back now.’  

The Doctor closed his eyes, and one word shot through his mind. A 

word that removed so much weight from his shoulders.  

Nick!  
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The two men broke from the embrace. Nick held his hands out and 

span around. ‘What d’you think? Good as new.’  

There was no response from the Doctor, who just stood there, 

looking at his old companion, his face trembling with emotion. He took 

a deep breath. ‘You cannot be Nick, he was killed by Ashgotoroth.’ The 

Doctor backed away, until he was up against the closed door.  

‘I’m sorry, mate, I wish I could have told you earlier. But, you know 

what it’s like, we all have our reasons for doing what we do.’  

The Doctor narrowed his eyes, while his hands ran across the door 

looking for the control that would enable him to escape the room. 

‘What is this?’ he asked, his voice betraying how shook up he was 

feeling.  

Nick stepped forward and reached out a hand. The Doctor 

attempted to pull back further. ‘Doctor, please, you’ve gotta trust me. 

We needed you to be here now, not sooner.’  

‘We?’  

‘Yes, Tardis has been helping me. We could have helped you to 

Outpost Gallifrey earlier, but you’d have been too early. Besides, you 

needed to face the Furies, deal with any inner demons you had left 

over from your regeneration.’  

The Doctor thought back to the Furies domain, and further, to his 

findings outside the cell on Counterpane. Then there was the 

remainder of the book by the grave. ‘You left the pages for me to 

find…’  

‘Yep, that was me. Neat, eh? It delayed you long enough.’ The 

flippancy faded from Nick’s voice as his tones changed to emphasise 

the warning of his next statement. ‘Things are not as they seem on 

Outpost Gallifrey.’  
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Episode Three:  

Rewunderer rushed down the corridor, his mind still reeling from 

the callous treatment of the clone by the Doctor. No matter how much 

he thought about it, no matter what angle he tackled it from, he could 

not understand how the Doctor – his hero! – could act in such a way.  

So caught up in thoughts was he that Rewunderer failed to notice 

the two people turning the corner at the exact same time as he. They 

collided with such force that Rewunderer was on the floor before he 

had a chance to register the pain.  

‘You stupid…’ he began as he looked up. Seeing the two people 

brought him to a stop, and a smile plagued his lips. ‘Am I glad to see 

you two.’  

Zelante rubbed his chest, and raised an eyebrow. ‘Ow. What’s the 

hurry?’  

Shinjiru reached down and helped Rewunderer to his feet. ‘Are you 

okay?’ she asked.  

Rewunderer straightened his robes. ‘Yes,’ he replied with a smile, 

then turned to Zelante, the good humour leaving his countenance in a 

second. ‘I think we’ve got a big problem here on the Outpost.’  

*  

The Doctor sat on the edge of the transmat platform, the flaps of his 

frock coat covering his legs. Nick leant against the door, and the two 

men regarded each other. The Doctor could not deny that it was good 

to see Nick again; for now he was certain that it was Nick, although a 

few things still puzzled him.  

‘I have a lot of questions, Nick.’  

‘Just as well that I’ve got all the answers, then, eh?’ Nick smiled. ‘I’m 

kind of guessing that you’ve worked out what has happened to me.’  

‘I can only assume that somehow you have recovered your 

Millennium People powers.’  
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‘Got it in one!’ Nick laughed. ‘You’ve no idea what it’s been like 

these past few years. Rediscovering my godhood.’  

‘Years?’  

‘For me it has been, yeah.’  

‘How did you get them back?’  

‘Remember our trip to Earth in 1986?’ The Doctor nodded and Nick 

continued. ‘We were both different people back then. As I have since 

discovered, the only reason Bradley was not able to turn me into a 

Kuang-Shi was because the Millennium People restored my powers.’  

‘You had the powers since then?’  

‘Nah. Well, yeah, too.’ Nick smiled at the confusion on the Doctor’s 

face. He held his hands up. ‘It’s simple, really, Doctor. For reasons I 

can’t explain yet, the Dommervoy interceded. Turns out I accepted the 

Millennium People’s offer and returned to them, spent quite some time 

there, too, by all accounts. But the Dommervoy had other plans, so 

they took me from Forum World and blocked me powers. I had them 

from that day on, until after the wedding, but I just couldn’t access 

them. Of course, things happened on Earth in 1991 that I couldn’t 

control, and I had to accept it that that was when the Dommervoy 

chose to unblock the block. From then on being mortal was no longer 

an option. Don’t get me wrong, it was great being mortal, and I had the 

best teacher.’  

The Doctor acknowledged the compliment with a nod of his head. 

‘But?’  

‘But being a god is really what I’m about. Always was.’ Nick looked 

up at the ceiling, although the Doctor could tell that Nick was not 

seeing the ceiling at all. ‘And I can’t deny that falling in love was the 

most potent feeling in the universe. That I’ll never forget.’  

‘What about Alf, Nick?’ Nick looked back at the Doctor, almost as if 

he had been caught off guard. The Doctor continued. ‘Alf was as in 
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love with you as you were with her, and thinking you had been killed 

devastated her. Why did you not tell her, Nick?’  

Nick smiled and walked across the room. He sat down beside the 

Doctor and looked sideways at his old mentor. ‘I did tell her. I visited 

her a couple of months after you left. I had to give her time to find 

herself, you know? And besides, I needed some time, to…’ Nick 

reached out a hand towards the Doctor’s head. ‘I’ll show you.’  

‘How?’  

Nick laughed softly. ‘Makes a change to hear you asking all the 

questions.’ He extended a finger and pressed gently against the 

Doctor’s right temple. ‘Like this. Just relax and go with it.’  

The Doctor was  

 

 

elsewhere. He looks down only to find that his clothes have turned 

white. He reaches out a hand and examines his now transparent skin. 

There is something beautiful yet disturbing about being able to see the 

blood flow through the veins in his hand. All around he can see clouds 

of light pass by, and within those clouds smaller and brighter lights 

dancing.  

‘This is where I exist,’ he hears Nick say.  

The Doctor looks around for his companion, but there is no sign of 

another person. All he can see are the clouds of light. One such cloud 

drifts closer to him. ‘Nick?’  

‘Yep. This is my natural form now. My corporeal body was 

destroyed when you ejected Ashgotoroth into the Liquid Time outside 

your TARDIS. The only way I can physically interact on the linear 

plane is by possessing others.’  

‘Like Regance?’  



 

44 

‘Uh huh.’ The cloud that is Nick expands and begins to envelope the 

Doctor. ‘Don’t worry, this won’t hurt. I’m just gonna take you back 

into my memories, show you how I left Alf.’  

The Doctor relaxes his mind, because he realises that his body is still 

on Outpost Gallifrey. Nick has frozen time around both bodies – an 

advantage of being a Time Lord is that the Doctor is able to detect such 

subtle alterations to time. As he relaxes, a room forms around him. He 

tries to look down, but he has nothing to look down with. No body, no 

eyes. It is as if he is the author looking in on a scene.  

Alf is in the small room, standing in front of a mirror, straightening 

out the uniform she wears. The Doctor recognises it as a UNIT 

uniform. As Alf had told him before he had left her, she has joined 

UNIT. The Doctor’s heart feels heavy at the realisation that she has 

done just that. A glow of light appears behind her and Alf turns just in 

time to witness the man shape that has gathered there.  

‘Oh my god, it can’t be…’ Her voice trails off as the form takes on 

the more distinct features of Nick. ‘It is you,’ she says, her eyes misting 

over.  

‘Hiya, Alf,’ Nick says. He holds his hands up. ‘Please don’t try and 

touch me.’  

Alf was walking towards him, but at that she stops. ‘You what? 

Why not?’  

‘I don’t want to disappoint you. You try and touch me and your 

hands will only go through me, since I don’t have a real body no 

more.’  

‘What’s happened to you, Nick? I thought you were dead.’ Alf 

sniffs, holding back the emotions building up inside.  

‘I know. I would’ve come back earlier to tell you, but I’ve been 

preoccupied. I had to leave my body when the Kuang-Shi entered it, if 

I didn’t then I would have been consumed. It was the only way I could 

have survived.’  
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Alf shakes her head. ‘This is bollocks,’ she says sharply. ‘You could 

have come back… You left me on my own.’  

Nick reaches out to hold her, but his hands pass right through her 

body. Alf steps back quickly, as if stung by the non-contact. Nick 

glances down at his hands. When he looks back up the sadness in his 

eyes is palpable. ‘I so want to hold you, one last time.’  

‘You’re going again?’  

‘I have to. The Doctor needs me.’  

A single tear falls from Alf’s eye. ‘I need you,’ she says imploringly. 

‘I never really got to say goodbye to you, Nick, how could I? I’ve tried, 

for two months I’ve tried! But I’ve seen too much to just give up hope 

like that. I still need you.’  

Nick shakes his head softly. ‘No you don’t, not any more. Before I 

came back here I visited you mum. Her finding religion helped me. 

Poor dear thought I was an angel. So I told her that we’d given you 

back to her, for a second chance. Go back to her, Alf. Leave UNIT and 

the violence behind. Your mum needs you. You need each other.’  

‘But, Nick…’ Alf steps forward again and reaches out a hand. Nick 

holds his hand out too and rests the incorporeal shape lightly on top of 

her skin.  

‘Do you remember what you did on Alpha Centauri, after we 

returned from Peladon? Remember how you burnt your combat suit, 

got rid of your weapons?’  

Alf nods her head, still looking down at the cloudy hand on top of 

hers.  

‘You promised me you’d give up the violence, turn away from it. 

Can’t you see what’s happened? You’ve traded one combat suit for 

another. I don’t want you to fight anymore, Alf. I want you to live!’  

Alf looks up and blinks rapidly, and tears slowly work their way out 

of the ducts in her skin. She sniffs, and clasps the hand that is not there. 

‘Thank you,’ she says.  
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The human features begin to coalesce, and Nick slowly returns to 

his light-cloud form. ‘Goodbye, Alf. Always remember that I love 

you… I’ve never stopped.’  

Alf looks up at the cloud, her eyes full of wonder. ‘Will I ever see 

you again?’  

The cloud disperses, but the voice of Nick echoes around the small 

room. ‘Count on it.’  

Alf is left standing in the room alone. Slowly she turns round and 

faces the mirror. For a moment she stands there, looking at her 

reflection, at the green uniform she wears. Her eyes drift to the UNIT 

emblem on her sleeve. She reaches for it and pulls.  

‘She is smiling,’ the Doctor says as the  

 

 

transmat room came back into being. He sniffed back his own tears as 

an overwhelming sense of peace saturated his body. He looked at 

Nick. ‘Thank you.’  

Nick stood up. ‘No need to thank me, it’s what we do, right? What 

you taught me. We’ve got to do what we can to make life better.’  

The Doctor nodded. ‘Very true, Nick.’  

Nick waved a hand in the air and the door opened. ‘Go on, Doctor, 

you need to get to Ruby before they send her back to Earth. You’re 

gonna need her to stop the Millennium People.’  

The Doctor jumped to his feet. ‘The Millennium People?’  

‘Uh huh. Remember Yahanis and Jeret Seth?’  

A look of horror swept across the Doctor’s face. ‘By Rassilon’s 

beard! He told me that I sent him to…’ He slapped himself on the 

forehead. ‘The other me, he sent Jeret to Yahanis, didn’t he? You mean 

I… he… is in league with the Millennium People?’  

Nick clicked his fingers. ‘Bingo!’  
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‘But why would I do that? It still does not make sense. Oh well, that 

is a question that will have to wait.’ The Doctor dashed passed Nick 

and skidded to a stop by the door. He turned to face his old protégé. 

‘What about you?’  

‘I’ve got things to do, but I’ll be back when the time is right.’  

‘Right.’ The Doctor nodded, and rushed out of the room.  

Once the Doctor had gone, a golden glow emanated from the body 

that Nick possessed, and slowly it changed until once again Regance 

was standing there. He ran a hand down his scar. ‘What is going on 

here?’ he asked the empty room, just before he collapsed onto the floor, 

unconscious.  

*  

Ruby was being escorted down a corridor by the woman with the 

short red hair and one guard. Secretly she felt a bit of pride at the 

treatment. The people of Outpost Gallifrey must have considered her 

quite a threat if they were giving her a guard as an escort, and a 

member of the Elders. They reached a door and the guard opened it. 

Ruby peered inside but did not move.  

She looked at the other woman. ‘I thought I was being sent back 

home?’ Ruby enquired, acidly, and indicated the room beyond the 

door. ‘That’s not my home, dear.’  

The woman looked her up and down. ‘Listen to me, primitive; this 

place will be your home for quite a while. We’re not going to lower the 

defences of Outpost Gallifrey just to send you to a back water little 

planet like Earth.’  

Secretly Ruby was glad. After all, she did not want to leave Outpost 

Gallifrey just yet. There had to be something she could do to save the 

Doctor from death, she just had not thought of what yet. She needed 

time. Still, Ruby had no intention of letting the woman off so easily.  

‘I was under the impression that your President told you to send me 

back to Earth.’  
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‘There’s a lot of things that presidents say. He’s not the first one to 

think he has absolute power. Back on Gallifrey the President would 

have ultimate power, but not here. Things are different for the 

Gallifreya.’  

Dissent in the ranks. Ruby smiled. Excellent. ‘Well, in that case, pet, 

why not let me go and prevent the Doctor from being killed?’  

The woman snorted. ‘I’m not your pet. I am Moulivia, an Elder of 

the Gallifreya. And I certainly don’t listen to orders from you, if 

anyone at all.’ With those words, Moulivia shoved Ruby into the room. 

‘Make yourself comfortable, now, you’ll be here for quite some time.’  

The door closed, shutting Ruby off from the rest of Outpost 

Gallifrey.  

She looked around the room. It was either the same room that she 

and the Doctor had been in earlier, or an exact replica. She let out a 

sigh. Not that the familiarity of the room would be of any help to her.  

Ruby walked across the room and sat on the chair in front of the 

monitor, and let out a long and heavy sigh. ‘Oh, Doctor, what can I 

possibly do now, pet?’  

*  

Zelante looked at Rewunderer aghast. ‘You’re mad. Why would the 

Doctor act like that? You’re making it up cause you don’t want us to 

meet him.’  

‘Why would I do that?’ Rewunderer turned to Shinjiru. ‘You believe 

me, right?’  

She looked to the floor, answer enough for Zelante.  

‘See! Look, Rewunderer, you’re not the only one who’s been waiting 

to meet the Doctor. I seem to recall that we agreed that if he ever got to 

the Outpost, we’d all go and meet him together. I don’t remember 

anything about agreeing that one of us would become his personal 

assistant.’  
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‘Believe me, if I knew what he was really like I would never have 

accepted that role!’ Rewunderer snapped. He stepped up to Zelante 

and pointed a finger at him. ‘Don’t believe me, then. I’m going to find 

his clone, save him before he’s put to death.’  

Zelante folded his arms. ‘Go for it, see if I care. I’m gonna go and 

meet the Doctor. The real Doctor!’ He looked at Shinjiru. ‘Coming with 

me?’  

She shook her head. ‘I’m going to help Rewun. I don’t like what he’s 

been saying.’  

Zelante harrumphed and pushed his way passed Rewunderer. 

‘Fine!’  

Once Zelante was gone, Rewunderer turned to Shinjiru. ‘Thanks.’  

She looked over at him and smiled sheepishly. ‘Did the Doctor 

really do that?’  

‘Sign the clone’s execution orders? You bet he did.’ Rewunderer 

placed a finger on his bottom lip. ‘But I don’t know how he wants the 

clone killed.’  

‘Maybe there’s a way we can find out,’ Shinjiru ventured 

uncertainly.  

‘Oh?’  

‘Follow me.’ Shinjiru set off, a broad smile on her face, and 

Rewunderer followed.  

*  

Typical Gallifreyan design, the Doctor thought, as he made his way 

down another seemingly identical corridor. It did not much matter 

what his people now called themselves, at the end of the day 

Gallifreyans would never be able to make an habitation without 

placing in it endless and identical corridors. Best way to confuse 

people, he mused.  

‘Still,’ he said to the empty corridor, ‘it is a good job I have a better 

sense of direction than a homing pigeon.’  
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‘You’d think so, eh, Doc?’  

The Doctor brought himself to an abrupt stop. He recognised the 

voice that spoke behind him. Slowly, with something approaching 

anxiety, the Doctor turned around to confront the owner of the voice.  

It was as he thought. Standing before him, dressed in trainers, jeans, 

t-shirt and leather jacket, was a young man with an angular face, on 

top of which sat black hair with nuclear red tips. It was a man that the 

Doctor had last seen being set upon by several Kuang-Shi.  

‘Bradley,’ the Doctor breathed.  

*  

A door slid open and the Doctor President turned around, in time to 

see Moulivia enter. They were in a silver walled room, the far wall 

covered in screens and computer interfaces. A man in white robes 

stood before that wall, looking at the two large people.  

‘I trust that the human has been returned to Earth,’ the Doctor 

President said.  

‘Yes, Lord President,’ Moulivia replied. She looked over at the 

image on the main screen. Figures that represented quantum formula 

danced on the screen, and in an instant she knew what she was looking 

at. ‘The codes for the temporal shields.’  

‘Yes, quite right, Mou.’ The Doctor President strolled over to the far 

wall and placed a large hand on the shoulder of the man in the white 

robes. ‘I need the shields to be taken down, so that the ambassador 

from the Millennium People can come to Outpost Gallifrey. But this 

chap here doesn’t seem to believe that I’ve got the authority to get him 

to take them down.’ He beamed at the small man.  

‘That’s because you don’t,’ Moulivia said and she joined them.  

The Doctor President could not disguise his surprise. ‘I beg your 

pardon, but am I not Lord President of the Gallifreya?’  

‘Of course you are.’  

‘Then my power is absolute!’  
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Moulivia shook her head. ‘Sorry to tell you this, but that simply is 

not so. Not on Outpost Gallifrey.’  

For a moment the room was in silence, until the Doctor President 

opened his mouth and let out a booming laugh. He slapped both the 

man and Moulivia on their backs. ‘Capital! Simply capital! Power 

corrupts, eh? Don’t want the Outpost falling into the wrong hands.’  

‘Exactly our point, Lord President.’  

The Doctor President rubbed his hands together. ‘So, what must I do 

to get the barriers down?’  

Moulivia walked passed the two men and placed her palm on a 

small panel in the wall. An image of an old man appeared on a screen. 

‘Inform the Elders that we need authorisation for a brief removal of the 

temporal barrier.’ She removed her palm and the image faded. ‘You 

see, Lord President,’ she said, turning back to him, ‘you must have the 

agreement of all the Elders for the barriers to be taken down.’  

‘And, erm, how long will all this take?’  

‘That all depends on how long you want the barriers down for.’  

The Doctor President chewed his bottom lip and stroked his beard. 

‘Ooh, about a minute should be long enough, I think.’  

‘In that case, the complete process should take no more than half an 

hour.’  

‘Smashing!’ The Doctor President clapped his hands and turned to 

leave. ‘Then I shall contact the Millennium People. Half an hour it is.’  

*  

Through the window she could see snow falling. It was not a storm, 

just a few flakes. How close was Christmas? She had to wonder. Years 

they had spent here, where it was always winter and never Christmas.  

Ruby gagged and coughed. Her throat was dry, rougher than 

sandpaper. She reached out for the glass of water sitting on the small 

table beside her bed. As she reached out she could feel her arm 

shaking. The fire needed stoking.  
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‘Doctor!’ she called out, and glanced around. As she did so her old 

fingers brushed the edge of the glass, forcing it to topple over.  

‘Oh…’ She started coughing again, wishing with all her might that 

the Doctor were with her.  

‘Ruby?’  

‘Doctor?’ Ruby called out once more, attempting to lift her head as 

she did so. ‘Doctor, is that you?’ It sounded like him, but she could not 

see him. Again he called out her name. ‘Oh, Doctor,’ she said with a 

sigh. Maybe she was going senile? She closed her eyes.  

‘Ruby?’  

Ruby opened her eyes, brought to by the gentle shaking of her 

shoulders. She was not in the cottage, trapped from the TARDIS and 

dying, but sitting on the chair before the console. She had fallen asleep.  

‘There you go, Ruby, time we got a move on.’  

Ruby tilted her head up and looked into the smiling face of the 

Doctor. Still feeling a little disorientated, she asked, ‘what, how?’  

‘How did I find you? Easily. This may not be Gallifrey, and they 

may not even call themselves Time Lords any more, but they are still 

my people. Boring and unimaginative as ever. Remember what I said 

about there being no prisons on the Outpost? So, where else would 

they put you? Back in the same room.’  

Ruby looked around the room. ‘I thought it was the same room.’ She 

smiled. ‘These people of yours really are dull, aren’t they?’  

‘Yes, they are indeed, pet.’ The Doctor reached out a hand and 

helped Ruby to her feet. He indicated the door that was standing open. 

‘Come on, we need to get to out of here before they realise I am still 

alive.’  

Ruby allowed herself to be led out of the room, and as she was she 

noticed the unkempt state of the Doctor’s clothes. He was in his 

shirtsleeves, and his trousers looked like they had seen better days. 

With this in mind, she asked, ‘how come you’re alive anyway?’  
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‘Had the help of an old friend. You did not meet Nick, did you?’  

‘No. That was Alf’s husband, right?’  

‘Yes.’ As they walked out of the room, the Doctor smiled at Ruby, 

his whole face alight with joy. ‘He is still alive, and he is here to help 

us.’  

Although Ruby had never met Nick, she knew how much his death 

had hit the Doctor, so her heart leapt at the news. ‘That’s great, Doctor,’ 

she said as she put her arm in his, ‘I’m so happy for you.’  

The Doctor glanced down the corridor, first one way then the other, 

before they carried on out of the room. The Doctor strode down the 

corridor with a purpose, so much so that Ruby had to trot to keep up 

with him.  

‘Where’re we going?’  

The Doctor glanced at Ruby, and she was surprised by the darkness 

in his eyes. ‘To find the impostor.’  

‘Who?’ Ruby asked of the Doctor.  

He narrowed his eyes. ‘A question to be answered soon. And, I 

daresay, it will be an answer that…’  

*  

‘… will surprise everyone,’ finished the Doctor’s hologram as he and 

Ruby continued down the corridor, arm in arm.  

Rewunderer watched the hologram, his mind racing. Everything he 

had just witnessed confirmed his worst fears.  

Shinjiru had come up with a simple but very effective idea. Moulivia 

was a predictable woman, and they knew she would never lower the 

defences of the Outpost to simply return a human to Earth. It therefore 

seemed obvious that the human woman would still be on Outpost 

Gallifrey. Shinjiru had lead Rewunderer to his and Zelante’s room, and 

once there she used the hologram recorder to track down the only non-

Gallifreyan DNA. It had taken seconds for the hologram to generate an 
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image of the sleeping woman. Since then they had watched, entranced 

as the Doctor performed his rescue.  

Shinjiru was sitting in the chair in front of Rewunderer. She flicked a 

switch on her hand unit and turned to look up at Rewunderer as the 

hologram slowly frizzled out.  

‘That explains why the President sentenced the clone to death. He 

isn’t the Doctor at all.’  

‘No. He isn’t.’ Rewunderer let out a deep breath. ‘We have to help 

the clone… I mean the Doctor.’ His eyes lit up as he remembered how 

the DNA readings had changed when the Doctor had entered the room 

to wake Ruby. The readings revealed that the clone possessed the most 

perfect Gallifreyan DNA ever. There was little doubt in Rewunderer’s 

mind now, the clone was the Doctor. ‘Imagine, we could be the 

Doctor’s companions when he puts an end to the plan of the fake 

Doctor!’  

Shinjiru’s eyes shone in the same manner as Rewunderer’s. ‘Just like 

we’d always dreamed. You, me and…’ The light in her eyes died. ‘Oh 

no! Zelante. He’s gone to meet the President.’  

‘We have to get there before him.’  

Shinjiru jumped to her feet. ‘Where?’  

‘The Great Hall, it’s where President Fake is going to meet the 

ambassador from the Millennium People.’  

*  

The Doctor President nodded his head, in response to the question 

asked by the Supreme Goddess. ‘Exactly, the Gallifreya do not suspect 

a thing.’ He walked around the hologram that displayed the scene on 

Forum World. The Supreme Goddess stood there, draped in white 

cloth, while around her the Millennium People prepared for their mass 

exodus. ‘Once you are here, you simply need to play your role as 

ambassador, convince the Elders that we shall unite our two races, and 
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then, once the temporal barriers are truly down, we shall attack. The 

Gallifreya won’t know what hit them!’  

The Doctor President’s ranting was interrupted by a cough from 

behind him. He spun round. Standing in the shadows was a figure he 

knew only too well. He forced a smile.  

‘Nick, you’re alive!’  

Nick stepped out of the shadows and slowly walked across the 

room. ‘Yeah, like you didn’t know.’ He waved at the woman on the 

hologram. ‘Hi, Goddess, long time and all that.’  

‘Bloke!’ she hissed. ‘You were supposed to be dead.’  

‘Sorry to disappoint you. The Dommervoy have other plans for me, 

and for you.’ He looked back at the Doctor President. ‘I can’t believe 

your nerve. I have to possess bodies to interact on the linear plane, but 

you… what’s wrong with your own corporeal body?’  

The Doctor President looked down at his large bulk. ‘This one suits 

my purpose better. Consider it my own Trojan horse.’  

Nick laughed. ‘Oh, very good. You do realise that me and the 

Doctor will stop you?’  

The Doctor President clicked his fingers. ‘It was you! You stole the 

Book.’  

‘That’s right. Had to get the Doctor to Outpost Gallifrey somehow. 

Suppose I should thank you for the idea, eh?’ Nick bowed. ‘So, thanks.’  

The Doctor President narrowed his eyes and great cloud of anger 

passed over his face. ‘You always were impudent. Well, not any 

more…’ He raised his hands.  

Nick smiled. ‘Come one then, have a go. If you think you’re hard 

enough!’ He clenched his fists and a golden aura appeared around 

them. ‘I’ve got a few tricks up my sleeves,’ he said as he swung his fists 

towards the Doctor President.  

*  
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Rewunderer was so caught up in his own thoughts that he failed to 

recognise the man and woman walking towards him and Shinjiru. 

Shinjiru, on the other hand, did notice. She pulled at Rewunderer’s 

sleeve, but he seemed oblivious.  

‘Rewun!’ she hissed, tugging even harder. ‘It’s him, it’s…’ She 

stopped, pulling Rewunderer to a halt. The man and woman continued 

talking as they drew nearer, so caught up in whatever they were 

saying that they failed to register Shinjiru and Rewunderer. Shinjiru 

could not contain herself anymore. ‘Doctor!’ she exclaimed, somewhat 

louder than she had meant.  

The Doctor abruptly stopped talking and looked up. ‘Erm…’ He 

glanced down the hallway up which he had just walked, then to Ruby, 

and finally at Shinjiru. ‘Nope, never heard of him. If someone is sick I 

am sure there are medical facilities close by.’  

Shinjiru looked confused, unsure of what to say in response. It was 

then that Rewunderer came out of his little world and noticed the 

Doctor. His face broke into a smile.  

‘Doctor, its is so good to meet you!’ he said and he stepped forward 

and took the Doctor’s hand.  

‘As I have just told this woman, I have no idea who…’ It was no 

good, he could not help but smile as Rewunderer pumped his hand 

excitedly. ‘Oh, yes, yes I am he.’ He released the Gallifreya’s hand. 

‘Must say, this is quite a surprise,’ said the Doctor, rubbing his earlobe. 

‘You are the first people to be welcoming since we arrived on Outpost 

Gallifrey.’ The Doctor looked at Ruby, who was waiting patiently. ‘Oh, 

this is my friend Ruby.’  

Rewunderer nodded. ‘Yes, we know. We know all about you.’  

The Doctor eyed him with suspicion. ‘You do?’  

‘Yes.’  

The Doctor continued looking at the two young people, rubbing his 

earlobe all the while. Suddenly he smiled. ‘Well, this pleasant but I am 



 

   57 

afraid Ruby and I have to get going now. We have some urgent 

business to attend to.’  

Shinjiru stepped forward. ‘We know that, too. You’ve got to stop the 

fake Doctor from carrying out his diabolical scheme.’  

‘Only you’re going the wrong way,’ Rewunderer said. ‘He’ll be in 

the Great Hall, expecting the ambassador from the Millennium People.’  

The Doctor’s brow furrowed, but he did not show any sign of 

surprise at this. ‘Quicker than I would have expected.’ He looked from 

the young Gallifreya to Ruby and back again. ‘Well, come on then! We 

have got to stop them!’ So saying, the Doctor darted off back the way 

he had come.  

Rewunderer and Shinjiru looked at each other, and then turned to 

Ruby. She shrugged. ‘Well, are you coming, dears?’  

*  

The four Elders bustled in to the Great Hall, led by Moulivia. They 

walked up to the platform that sat in the centre of the Hall and the 

Doctor President who stood on the platform. He looked down at 

Moulivia.  

‘How long now?’  

‘Just a matter of moments, my Lord,’ she said and bowed her head.  

‘Capital!’ The Doctor President beamed at the Elders, his white teeth 

shinning through the darkness of his beard. He raised his hands high. 

‘We stand at the precipice. After this day nothing on Outpost Gallifrey 

will be the same again. The universe will know the true meaning of 

power and order, together the Gallifreya and the…’  

‘ENOUGH!’  

The voice echoed throughout the hall and all heads turned to look. 

Walking across the hall, finger pointing out directly at the President 

Doctor was the Doctor. Following in his wake were Ruby, Shinjiru and 

Rewunderer.  

‘You cannot do this.’  
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The President Doctor scowled. ‘Moulivia, call the guards. Arrest this 

man.’  

‘Arrest yourself you mean!’ the Doctor snapped back. He stopped 

once he had reached the Elders and smiled up at the Doctor President. 

‘After all, we are the same person, are we not?’  

The big man narrowed his eyes. ‘Something tells me you don’t 

believe that.’  

‘No, you are quite right. I know we are not the same person.’  

The Elders started murmuring amongst themselves, but those 

murmurs were soon cut to the quick when the Doctor President 

stepped off the platform and pushed his way through them.  

‘He’s right. I tire of this charade.’  

Before he could speak any further, the Doctor pulled the president 

back from the Elders. ‘As have I.’ The Doctor glanced over at a spot in 

the Hall where the air was shimmering and a humanoid form began to 

appear.  

‘The Supreme Goddess comes,’ the Doctor President said. ‘Once she 

is here nothing can stop me,’ he whispered softly at the Doctor.  

The Doctor shrugged. ‘Oh, I know.’ He turned to the Elders. 

‘Gallifreya, allow me to introduce you to the leader of the Millennium 

People – the Forum Boss!’ He pointed at the large body that was once 

his, and could not help but smile smugly at the look of surprise on his 

old bearded face.  

‘How did you…’ the Boss began.  

‘What does it matter?’  

Ruby went to move forward. ‘Doctor, what’s going on here?’  

The Doctor held up an arm to ward her off. ‘Stay there, Ruby.’ He 

looked at the Boss, and with much flair, he sank to one knee. ‘I offer up 

my services to the Millennium People.’  
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Ruby let out a gasp. She did not know a great deal about the 

Millennium People, but there was something telling her that they did 

not mean well. ‘Doctor, you can’t!’  

‘I can, Ruby. What you said earlier was true. What do I owe my 

people?’ He looked up at the Boss. ‘When I last saw my people they 

put me on trial, and now it is time I got my own back.’ He turned his 

eyes down. ‘I wish to assist you and the Millennium People in the 

destruction of Outpost Gallifrey.’  
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‘Gallifreya, allow me to introduce you to the leader of the 

Millennium People – the Forum Boss!’ The Doctor pointed at the large 

body that was once his, and could not help but smile smugly at the 

look of surprise on his old bearded face.  

‘How did you…’ the Boss began.  

‘What does it matter?’  

Ruby went to move forward. ‘Doctor, what’s going on here?’  

The Doctor held up an arm to ward her off. ‘Stay there, Ruby.’ He 

looked at the Boss, and with much flair, he sank to one knee. ‘I offer up 

my services to the Millennium People.’  

Ruby let out a gasp. She did not know a great deal about the 

Millennium People, but there was something telling her that they did 

not mean well. ‘Doctor, you can’t!’  

‘I can, Ruby. What you said earlier was true. What do I owe my 

people?’ He looked up at the Boss. ‘When I last saw my people they 

put me on trial, and now it is time I got my own back.’ He turned his 

eyes down. ‘I wish to assist you and the Millennium People in the 

destruction of Outpost Gallifrey.’  

Gasps bounced around the Hall. The Elders turned to face their 

president. Ruby looked to the floor, ashamed and confused. 



 

60 

Rewunderer and Shinjiru looked at each other in shock. No one could 

believe their ears.  

The man formerly known as the Doctor, looked down at the man 

now known as the Doctor. Softly he started to chuckle. Within seconds 

that chuckle erupted into a full-on bellow of mirth. ‘What are you 

doing? Are you insane?’  

The Doctor looked up at the Boss. ‘Some may say,’ he muttered.  

The Boss, despite everything, was still the lawfully invested 

president of the Gallifreya, and as such he turned his attention to his 

subjects. ‘Elders, you have checked my credentials. You know I’m who 

I say I am. I am the Doctor and, lest I need to remind you, your 

president.’ He pointed a large finger down at the Doctor. ‘This clone 

has degenerative DNA. It is starting to affect his reasoning.’  

The Elders began to mutter to each other. Moulivia looked at them, 

then stepped forward to address the Boss. Before she could speak 

someone said;  

‘Yuk! Not the best way to travel.’  

All heads turned to look at the woman who had materialised in the 

Hall. She was clothed in a piece of silk that was draped over her body, 

long luxurious black hair ran down her back, and a crown of daisies sat 

on her head.  

‘Poor me,’ she continued. ‘Could have got all frazzled.’  

‘You!’ gasped the Boss, who could not hide the surprise on his 

stolen features. The Doctor stood behind him, and offered a slight 

wave at the woman, smiling smugly all the while.  

Ruby watched the exchange, and noticed that the woman with the 

daisy crown also smiled, although it soon became apparent that no one 

but Ruby had noticed the exchange between the Doctor and the 

newcomer. Something was going on, and Ruby made a promise to 

herself to find out what.  
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‘Yes, me!’ The woman stepped forward and looked around the 

Great Hall. ‘So this is Outpost Gallifrey. Very nice, indeed.’ She noticed 

the look on the Boss’ face. ‘Oh, sorry, not expecting me were you?’  

‘What happened to the… erm… ambassador?’ the Boss asked.  

‘Oh, there’s been a change of plan. I’m here to represent the 

Millennium People now, Lord President.’  

Her sarcastic use of the title did not go wasted on Ruby, who 

returned her attention to the Doctor. He was still standing behind the 

Boss, all but forgotten, his arms folded.  

The Boss cleared his throat. ‘Yes… well… erm…’ He was at a loss 

for words.  

Moulivia interceded. ‘This is irregular, but there you go.’ She 

nodded to the woman. ‘On behalf of the Gallifreya, the Elders welcome 

you to Outpost Gallifrey. Do you have a name?’  

The woman smiled, her eyes twinkling. ‘Not as such. I’m the 

Goddess of Dreamers.’  

‘Hmm,’ the President said, regarding the Goddess with a curious 

eye. ‘Well, then, since you’re here instead… Would you care for a tour 

of Outpost Gallifrey?’  

The Goddess of Dreamers walked across the hall, her silk dress 

flowing around her. ‘Oh, that would be delightful, Doctor... sorry, I 

mean Mister President.’ She bowed briefly. ‘Wouldn’t miss it for 

anything.’  

‘Good.’ The President turned to his Elders. ‘Go and prepare the 

rooms for the meeting. Meanwhile I shall show the ambassador 

around.’  

The Elders bowed in acknowledgement and made to leave the Hall. 

All except Moulivia. She stood her ground, her gaze drifting from the 

Goddess to the man who was her president, and the Doctor who 

remained nearby the President, smiling softly. She narrowed her eyes 

and pursed her lips. Something was wrong.  
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‘Lord President,’ she said as she stepped forward, sarcasm dripping 

from every word. ‘Allow me to give the Goddess the tour. I do, after 

all, know Outpost Gallifrey better than you. And it will give you 

plenty of time to prepare yourself for the meeting.’ She smiled the most 

condescending smile she could manage.  

‘That will not be…’ The President stopped. As she looked at him, he 

could see the suspicion in her eyes. If he insisted the suspicion would 

grow, and he could not afford that as this time. Instead he smiled, 

doing his best to hide his frustration. ‘Yes, a capital idea!’  

‘I thought so,’ Moulivia said.  

The President took a deep breath, and looked around the Hall. His 

eyes came to rest on the Doctor, who had joined his companions. ‘See 

to it they are put under guard!’ he snapped, the frustration pouring 

out. ‘And this time don’t let any of them go anywhere.’  

That said the ersatz president stormed out of the Hall.  

*  

The door of Rewunderer’s room whooshed open and the Doctor 

entered, followed closely by Shinjiru, Ruby and Rewunderer. Once 

they were inside the door closed, and a beep issued from the corridor 

outside. The door was locked, and guards had been placed outside.  

The Doctor looked around the room, smiled once he espied the 

comfortable looking chair, and sat down. Shinjiru looked at 

Rewunderer, and they both smiled.  

‘Can we get you a drink, Doctor?’ Rewunderer asked.  

The Doctor looked up from the chair. ‘That would be wonderful.’  

Rewunderer smiled, and nodded at Shinjiru. She widened her eyes. 

‘Oh, I’ll get it then, shall I?’ She walked out to the kitchen area.  

Completely ignoring Ruby, who was staring daggers into the back 

of the Doctor’s chair, Rewunderer walked over to the Doctor and sat 

down in the other chair. ‘I’ve got all your adventures on the holo-

visualiser. Would you like to watch them?’  
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‘Have you indeed?’ The Doctor nodded. ‘Oh yes, that would be 

lovely.’ He glanced over his shoulder at Ruby, as Rewunderer set up 

the time-visualiser. ‘Pull up a chair, Ruby, this should be quite exciting. 

Had some fun old adventures in my other bodies.’  

Ruby shook her head, unable to believe how laid back the Doctor 

was being. ‘Never mind the bloody adventures you used to have, 

Doctor. What about what’s going on out there?’ She pointed at the 

door. ‘Unless I am mistaken, those Millennium People are planning 

something. Something that means bad news for your people…’ She 

walked over to him. ‘What’s going on? One minute you want to stop 

them, and next you’re pledging your allegiance!’  

‘A lot of good that did, eh?’ The Doctor smiled again, quite pleased 

with himself.  

Ruby threw her hands up in the air. ‘Oh, I don’t understand a thing 

about this.’  

‘There is a plan at work here, Ruby, a bigger plan than the Boss 

realises. Only, it is not mine.’  

‘Whose then?’  

The Doctor rubbed his earlobe and thought for a second. Finally he 

said; ‘While Rewunderer is sorting out which adventure to show us, let 

me explain a few things to you.’  

*  

Then.  

Slowly, with something approaching anxiety, the Doctor turned 

around to confront the owner of the voice.  

It was as he thought. Standing before him, dressed in trainers, jeans, 

t-shirt and leather jacket, was a young man with an angular face, on 

top of which sat black hair with nuclear red tips. It was a man that the 

Doctor had last seen being set upon by several Kuang-Shi.  

‘Bradley,’ the Doctor breathed.  
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‘Hey, you know how you used to call me that? I never did really like 

it. How about Brad? Only my mom and dad call me Bradley, Doc.’  

The Doctor regarded the young man before him. ‘Your mom and 

dad? I was not aware you had any parents.’  

The young man laughed. ‘Well, no, that’s true. But, well, while I 

took on the mantle of Brad I did. At least, I had the memories of 

parents.’ He winked. ‘But we both know that ain’t true, eh, Doc?’  

Something was off key about “Bradley” the Doctor realised. This 

was not the cold-blooded killer he had left in the church in London. 

The Doctor smiled. ‘Well, this is the day for reunions. First Nick, and 

then Alf… well, in a manner of speaking. Just need Falex to turn up 

and I will have had a complete set.’ He stepped forward and reached 

out a hand. ‘Brad, it is very good to see you again.’  

Brad grinned. ‘Same here, Doc, gooder than you can imagine!’  

‘Gooder?’ the Doctor enquired. ‘What sort of English is that?’  

‘Hey, I’m playing an American, remember? Thought I’d go for 

Sunnydale English.’ Brad laughed, and instead of taking the hand the 

Doctor was offering, he grabbed hold of the Doctor and hugged him.  

Once the hugging was done, the Doctor said; ‘I never did thank you 

for giving me those memories of a living Brad. It was a shame that they 

did no last, though. Instead I ended up with two sets of memories. One 

where Brad died on Nova Mondas, and one where he left me on good 

terms.’  

Brad shrugged. ‘Well, neither of them is strictly true.’ He looked 

down the corridor. ‘Anyway, we’ve things to do. Let’s go.’  

Suddenly they were elsewhere. Lush fields of green grass had 

replaced the silver corridor of Outpost Gallifrey. The Doctor looked up 

at the sky, but instead of the brilliant blue and perfect clouds he had 

expected, he saw a dazzling display of colour, as clouds of all shapes 

and sizes danced in a sky that acted like it could not decide what 

colour it wanted to be.  
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‘Do you recognise this place, Doc?’ Brad asked.  

The Doctor shook his head.  

‘Well, I guess it’s been a while since you first brought me here.’ Brad 

waved his hands around. ‘Welcome back to Forum World.’  

The wonder in the Doctor’s eyes faded. ‘The home of the 

Millennium People. So Nick was right, then? It is they who resurrected 

my previous incarnation.’  

Brad shook his head. ‘No. Well, yes and no. Nick is right, but that’s 

no surprise since he’s working for me. But your old incarnation has not 

been resurrected, instead the Forum Boss has taken possession of your 

dead body, so that he could get to Outpost Gallifrey.’  

The Doctor rubbed his earlobe. ‘Hmm. Well, that is one good thing, I 

suppose. Just the thought that I was somehow being used by the 

Millennium People.’ He looked at Brad sharply. ‘What is their plan for 

Outpost Gallifrey? Its destruction?’  

Brad nodded his head slowly. ‘Yes, but I wouldn’t worry yourself 

about it. It won’t happen.’ He placed a hand on the Doctor’s shoulder. 

‘You do remember what I am, don’t you?’  

‘Yes. As I said, the new memories you gave me did not hold for very 

long. You are a Dommervoy.’  

‘Not just any Dommervoy. I’m one of the Dommervoy Loci – one of 

the four. My real name is Static.’ In the blink of an eye Brad’s 

appearance had changed. No longer was he the young, angular man. 

Instead he was a tall and thin figure, dressed in a suit. The face was 

taut with a permanently fixed grin. The Doctor took a step back, 

having forgotten just how disturbing the Dommervoy could appear – 

even compared to his recent encounter with a statue.  

‘Do you remember now?’ Static asked, the voice still the same as 

when he was Brad, although the mouth did not move.  

‘Yes, I remember.’  
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‘I’m glad, saves me explaining that away. Now, I can’t really walk 

around Forum World looking like this.’ Again, as fast as the eye could 

blink, Static took on another form. This one the Doctor also 

remembered, from his original visit to Forum World. It was the 

appearance of the Faceless One, the Millennium People who had been 

but one facet of the Dommervoy Loci known as Static. ‘Come, Doctor, I 

have to take you to see a Goddess. Things are happening that you both 

need to be aware of.’  

*  

As they traversed the hills that led to the Goddess’ home, strange 

things happened. The vibrant colours faded until the sky was little 

more than a drab patch of greyness. All around them, the grass became 

weathered, the green becoming dirty and dark. The Doctor enquired 

what this could mean, but the Faceless One chose not to answer. 

Instead he simply gave the Doctor a very disturbed look, and urged 

him to walk faster.  

Finally they reached the home of the Goddess. In times past, the 

Doctor expected, the house must have looked like a mansion, 

resplendent, with fine livery. But now, due to whatever was happening 

to Forum World, the building was a crumbling mess.  

The Doctor stopped, mainly to get back his breath. ‘Are you going to 

tell me what is going on, or not?’  

The Faceless One looked back. ‘Not yet, Doctor,’ he said, and turned 

back to the old building. ‘All will become clear once we are…’  

‘Once we are what?’  

There was no answer, just a sharp intake of breath. The Doctor 

walked over to investigate, for once realising how Ruby must feel 

when he refused to tell her things straight away. As the Doctor drew 

near to the Faceless One, the reason for the sudden closure of the 

conversation became readily apparent.  
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Lying in the dark grass was a naked man. The Doctor rushed over to 

him, removing his black coat as he did so. He laid the coat over the 

man, covering his modesty, and knelt on the grass. The man opened 

his eyes.  

‘I know…’ He coughed. ‘They will destroy… argh… us.’  

‘Who will? What do you know?’ the Doctor asked, urgently.  

The Faceless One knelt beside the Doctor and reached out a hand to 

the man. ‘Be at peace,’ he said and the man closed his eyes.  

The Doctor watched, looking for signs of breathing. But the man had 

breathed his last.  

The Doctor pulled the coat over the man’s face, and turned to glare 

at the Faceless One. ‘This is enough! I want to know what is going on, 

and I want to know now.’ He pointed at the dead man. ‘He is one of 

the Millennium People – they cannot die. They are immortal. Gods, so 

they like to say.’  

The Faceless One nodded solemnly. ‘You are quite correct. He was 

the Innocent, and as the name suggests one of our must naïve and 

honest People.’ He rose to his feet. ‘Things are no longer perfect. This 

paradise is coming to an end, Doctor, and we both need to heal it.’  

The Doctor, too, stood up. ‘We?’  

‘Yes, we. Nick guided you to Outpost Gallifrey for a reason.’  

‘Yes, to stop the Millennium People.’  

‘No. To help them.’ The Faceless One smiled at the look of surprise 

on the Doctor’s face. ‘The Innocent’s death is the first of many, Doctor. 

The Millennium People are about to be torn asunder, by corruption 

from within. But there is hope, and it lies with your people.’ He waved 

toward the crumbling building. ‘Come, the Goddess awaits us.’  

*  

The Doctor was not surprised by how distraught and confused the 

Goddess of Dreamers appeared. According to her, one moment her 

home was perfect, and the next it was the crumbling mess in which 
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they stood. Her distress was lifted slightly by the sight of the Faceless 

One, one of the People that had been lost many years ago. The joy did 

not last long, once he told her about the death of the Innocent.  

‘Oh dear,’ she said, his voice expressing how horrified she felt. ‘Our 

People do not die. What is happening to Forum World?’  

‘The Innocent learned the truth of what the Boss is planning,’ the 

Faceless One explained.  

‘And that truth is?’ the Doctor asked.  

The Faceless One looked to the Goddess. ‘Tell him.’  

She seemed uncertain, but the Faceless One continued to urge her 

on. Finally, she said; ‘The Boss intends to destroy Outpost Gallifrey, for 

he believes that they pose a threat to our position in the universe. First 

he will convince the Gallifreya to lower their defences, long enough for 

the Supreme Goddess to join him. Once she is there, she will act like an 

ambassador, trying to find peace between our two Peoples. After the 

Gallifreya are convinced, then chosen Millennium People will arrive on 

Outpost Gallifrey. And from there we will destroy the Gallifreya.’ As 

she spoke there was no sign of remorse or doubt in her voice, but the 

Doctor noticed that her started to change colour. From auburn to black 

and back again. ‘It is as it should be. This universe does not need 

Gallifreyans to oversee Time. The Millennium People are all the 

universe needs. We bring about chaos and change… and evolution.’  

The Doctor shook his head, disgusted. ‘You do not have the right 

the decide who lives and dies!’  

The Goddess of Dreamers regarded him. ‘I’m afraid you are 

mistaken.’  

‘Actually, no, he isn’t,’ the Faceless One commented. The Goddess 

and the Doctor both looked at him. He smiled. ‘The Boss is corrupt, as 

is the Supreme Goddess. Their power and thirst for change has warped 

their reasoning. Yet they are still clever enough to convince you and 

many other Millennium People that they are right.’ He let this settle in, 
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glad to see that doubt was beginning to show on the Goddess’ face, 

and her hair settled on black. ‘Ready for some truth, Doctor?’  

‘Oh, now let me think about that. Do I have time for that?’ The 

Doctor pulled up his shirt sleeve and checked his watch. ‘Yes, I think I 

just about have some time for that,’ he said, with a smile.  

‘The Boss is very much mistaken. Destroying the Gallifreya is the 

worst thing that could possibly happen. The destinies of both the 

Millennium People and the Gallifreya are so connected that they may 

as well be one. And this destiny can only come about by having non-

corrupt Millennium People in the presence of the Gallifreya, and vice 

versa.’  

‘Which is why you let Nick stay with me?’  

The Faceless One raised an eyebrow. ‘He told you about that?’  

The Doctor nodded. ‘Not at the time. But when he turned up on 

Outpost Gallifrey he told that you made him human, and then all you 

have done to him since. This is all part of that big plan?’  

‘Yes. What did Nick call it when I told him?’ The Faceless One 

thought for a second, then continued with a grin. ‘Oh yes, the 

Dommervoy Masterplan. Nick was the first of the Millennium People 

to evolve, and you were to be the first Time Lord to evolve. But you 

went and died.’  

The Doctor shrugged. ‘Sorry, was not planned.’  

The Faceless One chuckled. ‘It was.’  

‘True, but it was not my plan.’  

‘No, it wasn’t. But we have made use of your death. Your DNA is 

now the perfect example of the evolved Time Lord. The first true 

Gallifreya.’  

‘It is... I am?’ The Doctor looked himself over. ‘And what does that 

mean exactly?’  

‘In the long run it means you have powers and abilities you haven’t 

even dreamed about. But for right now it means that by being here you 
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have started the evolution of this particular Millennium People.’ He 

pointed at the Goddess, whose eyes widened in surprise. ‘Don’t be too 

shocked. You’ll be glad for it in the long run.’  

She shook her head. ‘No, it’s not that. I’ve just remembered. The 

Supreme Goddess is all set to go to Outpost Gallifrey.’  

‘Right then.’ The Faceless One turned to the Doctor. ‘You must now 

return to Outpost Gallifrey. Sow some discord between the Boss and 

the Elders, give him something of a setback.’ He looked at the 

Goddess. ‘You and I shall stop the Supreme Goddess. It’s your turn to 

go the ball, not hers.’  

*  

Now.  

‘And that, my dear Ruby, is why I acted like I did in the Great Hall,’ 

the Doctor concluded.  

Ruby could not help but smile. ‘Well, it certainly worked, pet. I 

don’t think that Moulivia much trusts her president anymore.’  

‘Indeed not,’ the Doctor agreed, ruefully. ‘I daresay she is getting as 

much as she can out of the Goddess of Dreamers. Which, I hope, will 

be everything she knows.’  

‘But, there’s just one thing I’m unclear on. What is this evolution 

and destiny Brad was talking about?’  

‘We’re ready, Doctor,’ Rewunderer piped in. The Doctor glanced 

over at him and noticed a hologram come into being on the wall 

behind Rewunderer. Just then Shinjiru re-entered the room, carrying a 

tray of drinks.  

‘Thank you,’ the Doctor said, and turned back to Ruby. ‘I am not 

entirely sure, myself, although I have a few ideas. Still, shall we enjoy 

some old stories? Let things play out on their own for a little while.’ He 

patted Ruby on the leg and turned to the hologram, which showed an 

old man with flowing white hair.  
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The man on the screen, the first incarnation of the Doctor, had his 

back to three people who stood by the TARDIS. He muttered to 

himself. ‘Doctor who? What’s he talking about?’  

*  

In another room on Outpost Gallifrey, another hologram was 

activated. But this hologram was not a portal into the past, rather a 

communication device. In this case communication for the Boss to his 

own People on Forum World. He stood there, expecting to see the 

visage of the Supreme Goddess appear, instead he found himself 

looking at the wide-eyed face of the Forum Fool.  

‘Where is the Supreme Goddess?’ the Boss snapped.  

The Fool put a finger to his mouth. ‘Geographically or 

metaphorically?’  

‘I haven’t got time for this! Get me the Supreme Goddess!’ the Boss 

bellowed.  

The Fool’s smile fell. ‘But we haven’t learned where she is yet. Can’t 

we discuss her metaphorical location?’  

‘No we cannot!’  

‘Oh.’ The Fool thought for a second, then smiled as something came 

to mind. ‘What about a game? If you get three right answers I might 

tell you where the Supreme Goddess is.’  

‘Damn you!’ the Boss hissed and sent out a thought impulse that 

closed off the hologram.  

He spun round and clicked his fingers. Before him appeared a large 

ball, made up of tendrils of pure energy. Trapped inside that ball was 

Nick. The Boss narrowed his eyes.  

‘What have you done?’  

Nick looked up from his snooze. ‘Me? What could I do? I’ve been 

stuck in here for ages.’  
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The Boss snarled and snapped his fingers. The tendrils of energy 

swung in on themselves, striking Nick continuously. ‘I know you have 

something to do with it. You will suffer until you tell me.’  

The only response Nick could offer were cries of pain as the tendrils 

continued to lash him.  

*  

The little hobo with the mop of black hair came to an abrupt halt 

when he found he had come to a pair of doors. He tried the doors 

desperately, but they would not open. He turned round and looked at 

the green giants in front of him. The Martians raised their arms and 

pointed sonic guns at the little Doctor.  

‘Stop!’ he said quickly  

'You must be destroyed,' one of the Martians hissed.  

'You... you've got no orders to kill me. Your leader will want to 

speak to me...'  

'Humans are our enemies.'  

'But I can be useful to you, like Fewsham. Your leader will be angry 

if you kill me. I... I’m a genius!’  

The Doctor clapped his hands and nudged Ruby in the ribs. He 

pointed at his second incarnation on the holo-screen. ‘Brilliant! What 

wits I had back then.’ He laughed. ‘And as modest as ever.’  

Ruby regarded the Doctor with a laconic smile. As much as she was 

interested in seeing what the Doctor used to look like, and as much as 

she enjoyed watching some of his old adventures, she could not help 

but get more than a little bit annoyed. They should be out there 

helping the Goddess, not sitting here looking at some “holiday” snaps.  

The Doctor noticed Ruby’s scowl. ‘What is it?’  

Ruby sighed. ‘Why are we still sitting here?’  

‘Because we have not finished enjoying these wonderful little 

adventures that Rewunderer has been kind enough to show us.’  

‘That’s not what I meant, Doctor, and you know it.’  
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‘OK, Ruby, I know. But as I said, there is a plan in motion. Trust me, 

when it is our turn to get involved once more we will both know. But 

now it is not.’ He looked Ruby in the eye. ‘Can we just enjoy this 

moment of peace?’  

Ruby let out a sigh. ‘Oh, very well.’  

‘Excellent.’ The Doctor turned back to the holo-screen. On it was a 

young man with blond hair, dressed in the clothes of an Edwardian 

cricketer. The Doctor recognised the face. It was his fifth incarnation – 

or rather a potential fifth incarnation from another reality, since he was 

currently enjoying his fifth incarnation in this reality.  

The Fifth Doctor was standing in a dark cell, a young woman 

behind him. ‘Curiosity has always been my downfall,’ he was saying.  

The Doctor cleared his throat and looked at Rewunderer. ‘Could we 

skip to another possible me?’ He did not want to explain why he found 

watching this incarnation uncomfortable, but every time he saw that 

young face he was reminded of the version he had once encountered. 

The Fifth Doctor who had become a twisted fighter, battling in a 

universe where the Daleks were winning.  

Rewunderer nodded. ‘Anything. There are loads more.’  

The image changed, to a rather bulky man in a blue outfit, with 

curly fair hair. The man turned to his female companion, a middle-

aged woman wearing glasses and a cardigan. The woman, holding a 

letter in one hand, looked very distraught. The Sixth Doctor placed an 

arm around her. ‘OK, Evelyn, we shall go and see Sally. I’ll drop you 

off and give you a moment or two with her, ok?’  

*  

‘So, you see,’ the Boss was saying, quite certain that he still had the 

backing of the Elders, ‘an alliance with the Millennium People is the 

best thing that could happen to the Gallifreya.’  

He surveyed the people in the room. The Elders sat around the 

table, muttering to each other. To his left sat Moulivia. Since entering 
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the room she had said very little to him, instead talking only to the 

Goddess of Dreamers, who was now sitting to his right. At first the 

Boss was a little worried, wondering if the Goddess has spilled 

everything. But upon further reflection he wondered why he was 

getting so paranoid. After all, the Goddess of Dreamers was loyal to 

the Supreme Goddess, and therefore loyal to him. There had to be a 

good reason why she had been replaced, a reason he intended to learn 

when he had a moment alone with the Goddess of Dreamers. As for 

when he returned to Forum World… then the Fool would learn how 

foolish it was to delay the Forum Boss.  

‘Think about it, the children of Gallifrey, powerful once more. More 

powerful than they have been for millennia. And this time, unlike how 

it was when the Time Lords ruled, getting involved. Policing time and 

space the way we were meant to. Ensuring that nothing like the Master 

incident can occur again.’  

The Goddess clapped her hands and stood up. She looked to the 

Boss, who, playing out his role, bowed his head slightly and sat down. 

The Goddess rearranged her crown of daisies and addressed the 

Elders.  

‘The President of the Gallifreya speaks well. It is with such great 

words of hope that he approached us. He told us of his plans for this 

universe, and they make sense to us. But…’ The Goddess of Dreamers 

looked down at the Boss, and smiled. ‘He is lying. He has no intention 

of creating a peace between our People and yours.’  

The Boss’ mouth fell open. Beside him Moulivia rose to her feet.  

‘The Goddess is correct. She has told me all about it.’ She pointed 

violently at the Boss. ‘He is, as the Doctor said, the Boss. The leader of 

the Millennium People. But he does not speak for the whole of his 

People, only for a minority. A minority corrupted by power.’ She 

looked at each of the Elders in turn. ‘And they wish to destroy the 

Gallifreya!’  
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The Boss jumped to his feet and struck out at the Goddess. The 

woman staggered backwards but did not fall over. Instead she stared 

at him, a smile on her face.  

‘You see!’ Moulivia snapped.  

The Boss turned on Moulivia and raised a hand, but he did not hit 

her. Instead he held his palm out, and a surge of light shot out and 

slammed into Moulivia’s face. She fell back, knocking her chair over, 

and hit the floor with a bump. The Boss looked down at her, surprise 

all over his face.  

‘How? That should have vaporised you.’  

The Goddess tutted. ‘You really have no idea, have you?’ The Boss 

turned on the Goddess, but she continued, unfazed by his glare. 

‘Things are happening that are beyond your understanding.’  

‘We shall see!’ the Boss spat, and charged out of the room.  

Once he was gone, the Goddess walked over to Moulivia and 

helped her to her feet. Moulivia looked confused. ‘The evolution I 

spoke of,’ the Goddess said. ‘It has begun for your people, too.’  

*  

On the holo-screen, the Seventh Doctor, a small man in a brown 

jacket, and his companion walked away arm in arm. ‘Come on, Ace, 

we’ve got work to do,’ he said.  

With that the hologram faded. Rewunderer turned to the Doctor, a 

smile on his face, feeling lifted up by seeing such a great success for his 

hero. But when he looked at the Doctor he did not see a happy face, 

rather the face of a man wearing the weight of the world on his 

shoulders.  

Ruby patted a hand on the Doctor’s knee. ‘Cheer up, pet, it’s not 

everyday you see yourself save such a lovely part of London.’  

The Doctor forced a smile. ‘I am not upset, Ruby, just a little… oh, I 

do not know. Seeing those glimpses into the universe that could have 

been. An Alf… no, Ace, who never had to be tortured by vampires…’ 
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He sighed. ‘I cannot help but think that things would have been better. 

If only the universe had not been altered.’  

Unseen by either the Doctor or Ruby, an odd glance passed between 

Rewunderer and Shinjiru, as if they were having an unspoken 

conversation.  

‘Maybe so,’ Ruby said, ‘but a lot of good things have come of that 

alteration. You met me for one.’ She beamed at him, and the Doctor 

could not help but smile in return.  

He reached out and tweaked her nose. ‘Yes, and that I would never 

wish to change.’  

Their musings were interrupted by the door crashing inwards. The 

Doctor jumped to his feet in time to witness the Boss storm into the 

room. The Doctor glared at the man wearing his old body.  

‘It was you!’ the Boss snapped. ‘You have interfered in my plans!’  

‘Alas no, I wish I could take credit for that,’ the Doctor replied 

evenly. ‘But as I was saying to my friend here, it is not a plan of my 

making. Did I not say that, Ruby?’  

Ruby stood up next to the Doctor. ‘You certainly did.’  

‘You see? And Ruby never lies.’  

The Boss looked down at his borrowed body. ‘I have no use for this 

thing anymore.’ Like a coat too small, the skin and clothes of the 

previous Doctor slid off the Boss and squelched onto the floor. Ruby 

grimaced, suddenly feeling nauseous. The Doctor looked at the 

remains of his old body, then at the Boss.  

The Boss now stood, clothed in his own body. As when the Doctor 

had first met him, the Boss appeared to man in his late twenties, 

wearing a black outfit and a sharp dark brown goatee beard. The Boss 

regarded the Doctor with his green eyes.  

‘Whoever’s plan it is, Doctor, they have not won. Maybe I can’t 

destroy Outpost Gallifrey with the Millennium People, but this place 

will be destroyed.’  
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‘I do not see how,’ the Doctor stated.  

‘I have a backup plan, Doctor. Even now on the planet Yahanis, the 

Jester is using a Time Lord by the name of Ooblitan to ensnare the 

Tiger’s Eyes. And once he has…’  

The Doctor shook his head, causing the Boss to trail off. 

‘Unfortunately that will not happen. The Jester fused with, ah, 

Ooblitan, creating a man called Jeret Seth. You see I know this because 

I have all ready dealt with things on Yahanis. So, the Tiger’s Eyes will 

be of no use to you.’  

The Boss eyed the Doctor, weighing up the veracity of his words. 

‘Hmm. Well then, it looks like my victory will have to be a personal 

one, then.’ He clicked his fingers and the ball of energy appeared 

beside him. Nick was still stuck inside. ‘Remember him, do you? I 

know how much you care for him, Doctor. If I cannot destroy the 

Gallifreya, I can at least cause their greatest hero the worst pain 

possible. By killing one of his most beloved friends!’  

The Doctor’s only response to this threat was one that the Boss had 

not expected. He began to laugh. Ruby looked at him in shock.  

‘Doctor…’ she began, but stopped when Nick opened his eyes and 

joined the Doctor in laughing.  

‘Well done, Doctor,’ Nick said. ‘Fooled him, eh?’  

As if the trap were nothing, Nick stood up and walked out of it, 

showing no sign of pain whatsoever. The Boss looked at Nick with 

unbelieving eyes. Nick winked at him and stood beside the Doctor.  

‘You know what? Coming to Outpost Gallifrey was your best idea in 

millennia,’ Nick said to the Boss. ‘Shame it was for the wrong reason.’  

‘What do you mean?’  

‘I mean, this was a trap for you, not for me or the Doctor, or indeed 

the Gallifreya. What you didn’t know is that the Millennium People 

and the Gallifreya share the same destiny – to become one people. See, 

since the Doctor visited Forum World recently the change has begun 
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there, and that same change has begun here too, thanks to the presence 

of the Goddess of Dreamers. Oh, and me, of course. They shall all fuse 

together to become one race – the one species with the ultimate power 

over Time.’  

As if on cue, Static appeared in the room, with the Goddess of 

Dreamers and Moulivia beside him. Static looked at the Doctor, and as 

he did his form reverted to that of Brad. The Doctor smiled at seeing 

Brad and Nick in the same room, together for this first time in years.  

‘Nick’s spot on,’ Brad told the Boss, and everyone else in the room. 

‘Since the Dommervoy were born, with the creation of this reality, we 

have known. So we guided both the Millennium People and the Time 

Lords to this point. Mostly through Nick and the Doctor. Nick’s known 

for a while now, ever since I removed him from Forum World.’  

The Boss thought back to when Nick had been attacked by the 

vampire Bradley, and how the Millennium People had returned Nick 

to him. How Nick had became the Bloke again, and how a Dommervoy 

Loci had appeared and removed the Bloke from his People.  

‘That was you?’  

Brad nodded. ‘Yep. Nick’s human journey was not finished, nor his 

influence on the clone that the Doctor had become.’ He looked at Nick, 

who nodded. ‘But the journey is finished now, for Nick and for the 

combined Millennium People and Gallifreya.’ He turned to Moulivia 

and the Goddess. ‘It is time for the first fusion.’ He glanced at the Boss. 

‘Alas, you will not be here to witness it. Like the Dommervoy, those 

paradox eaters who were keeping things in check while Nick 

completed his journey, you have served your purpose. Time for you to 

go.’  

Brad winked at the Boss, and a moment later the Boss was gone, 

along with the discarded body of the previous Doctor.  

‘What’s happened to him?’ Ruby asked.  
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‘He does not exist,’ the Doctor said, ‘and neither do the corrupt 

Millennium People and Dommervoy. And, I assume, my body has 

been returned to its grave?’  

Brad grinned. ‘You always were the smartest Time Lord I’ve ever 

met, Doctor. You’re right. They’ve all gone, never to be seen again. Of 

course me and my kind, the Dommervoy Loci will stick around for a 

while, keeping an eye on things while the Gallifreyan and Millennium 

People become one. Which reminds me. It is time.’  

A golden aura appeared around both Moulivia and the Goddess of 

Dreamers. That aura began to dance, as the two women were pulled 

inexorably together. As their bodies touched, it was as if they were 

bleeding into each other. Within moments only one woman stood 

there. She was short and thin, with delicately defined features. She 

looked at Nick and bowed. ‘Lord President, I am Drelivia.’  

‘It is time for us to go and bring Forum World here.’ Brad looked at 

the Doctor and held out his hand. The Doctor took it in his. ‘Bye, Doc, 

nice catching up with you. Doubt we’ll meet again.’ He turned to 

Ruby. ‘Take care of him.’  

Ruby smiled. ‘Gladly.’  

With that Brad and Drelivia vanished.  

The Doctor placed his hands on Ruby’s shoulders and gave them a 

little squeeze. ‘Time we were going, too.’ Ruby nodded. The Doctor 

turned to Nick. ‘Well, Nick, you have made something of your life. I 

am sure Alf will be very proud. But not as proud as I am.’  

Nick reached forward and grabbed the Doctor in a hug. ‘Thanks, 

means a hell of a lot to me.’ He released the Doctor. ‘Guess this brave 

future is not for you.’  

‘Well, I would hate to be tied down to one planet. Still, with you 

leading the way, I am sure the new Gallifreya will do great things.’ The 

Doctor glanced over at Rewunderer and Shinjiru. ‘You two keep an 

eyes on things for me, eh?’  
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The two young Gallifreya nodded.  

‘Super!’ The Doctor clasped his hands together. ‘Time to go, then.’ 

He turned to Ruby and began to usher her out of the room. ‘Bye.’  

‘Bye!’ Ruby called, just as they disappeared into the corridor.  

Once they had gone Nick turned to face Rewunderer and Shinjiru. 

As he did the room around them started to warp, the walls began to 

grow leaves.  

‘What’s happening?’ Rewunderer wanted to know.  

‘Forum World and Outpost Gallifrey are becoming one,’ Nick said. 

‘Which means I’ve got things to do. But before I go, I’d like to ask you 

to do me a favour.’  

‘Sure.’  

‘Thank your friend for allowing me the use of his body.’  

Neither Rewunderer nor Shinjiru knew what he meant until Nick 

vanished, to be replaced by a very confused looking Zelante.  

‘What the hell’s been going on?’ he asked.  

‘Where to begin?’ Rewunderer said. ‘Tell you what, though, Shinjiru 

and I have had this amazing idea…’  

*  

Ruby glanced around her as the corridor started to change. One 

minute it was a silver corridor, the next it was a forest grove. She 

turned to the Doctor who was opening the TARDIS door.  

‘Do not ask,’ he said with a smile. ‘I will explain later. But for now, I 

do believe by your calendar it is almost New Year.’ Ruby’s face lit up. 

‘Fancy a trip home?’ the Doctor asked.  

‘Oooh,’ Ruby said, pushing the Doctor into the TARDIS. ‘Just in 

time for Bobby’s annual party.’ She stopped on the threshold of the 

police box and looked back at the changing corridor. 'Are you sure you 

don't want to stay here, Doctor? You don't have to head off with just 

one woman to accompany you.'  
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As the TARDIS door closed, the Doctor could be heard saying; ‘Why 

not, after all, that is how it all started. And besides which, I could do 

with a good old fashioned shindig!’ 
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The Soap of Fatal Death 

 Simon Hart (Storyline by Si Hunt) 
 

Episode One 

There was an unnatural silence and stillness in the late afternoon air. 

It was the kind of silence that was tangible. The only sound was the 

gentle lapping of the water in the lake, but even that seemed muted. It 

could be felt all along the street. Houses stood unlit, with no signs of 

life inside. Even the streetlights that stood dark and tall offered no 

reassuring sodium light. Through the duskiness the name of the local 

hotel sitting quietly next to the lake could just about be discerned. The 

Croxley Arms read the sign, but even its welcoming red doors were 

shut and no sounds of merriment could be heard within. The whole 

place seemed bereft of human life, just an empty village, real and yet 

somehow unreal.  

It was here that a loud cacophonous noise could be heard, as if the 

molecules of the air were being ripped apart. The sky roared with a 

wheezing and groaning sound as a blue box with a flashing light on 

top began to solidify. At first it was translucent, but gradually it took 

the somewhat incongruous form of a 1960s London Police Box. The 

light on its roof stopped flashing and its door opened.  

From within appeared a long black walking cane topped with silver, 

followed by a long arm, testing the air. A voice murmured in a slightly 

muffled manner from inside: ’Good, not raining, always a bonus when 

returning to England.’  

The rest of the body that belonged to the arm emerged from inside. 

The man was dressed in a long, black, rather stylish frock coat with a 

pair of immaculately pressed black trousers. His face was impenetrable 

and slightly lined. His eyes were alert but melancholy, darting around 

full of curiosity. A smile lit up his face. ‘Super! Mill Lane, West 
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Hampstead, London, December 30th 1991. I do believe we are right 

where we should be!’  

‘For a change, eh, Doctor?’ replied a female voice from the interior 

of the box.  

‘Do hurry up, Ruby,’ the Doctor shouted back. ‘You will be late for 

your party otherwise.’  

‘Coming, Doctor. I wouldn’t want to let Bobby down now would I? 

I’ll just pop into the house, say hello to Mother, and collect my 

Christmas pressie for him and I’ll be right out in a jiffy!’ She emerged 

from the box, dressed in a long black coat under which was a colourful, 

long dress. The ensemble was topped off with a beret that sat on her 

head at a jaunty angle.  

As she looked around her, the grin on her face slowly melted away. 

‘Doctor!’  

‘Hmmm?’ he replied distractedly. He was engrossed in his 

surroundings.  

‘This isn’t West Hampstead, you silly man. I bet this isn’t even 

London,’ Ruby said ‘Honestly, you bring me back home for a reason 

and you can’t even get that right.’  

Ruby had been hoping to go home. After recent events on Outpost 

Gallifrey, the Doctor had promised to return her home to celebrate the 

end of 1991 with her old friends. Plus she was really looking forward 

to seeing her mother, and her sister who was looking after the elderly 

woman. Now it seemed the Doctor could not even do that for her.  

‘Well there is sure to be a perfectly reasonable explanation, Ruby.’  

‘Isn’t there always?’ she muttered angrily.  

The Doctor shot her look and she frowned back at him. ‘Well, shall 

we have a look round before we leave?’  

‘As long as you do actually manage to get me to Bobby’s party, 

Doctor. I’d hate to let him down, I mean I promised to do the 

sandwiches!’  
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‘My dear Ruby, the TARDIS can… I mean should be able to get you 

there in plenty of time, but for now I am more interested in why all 

these houses are sitting here locked and dark. Considering the time of 

year there should be plenty of life around.’  

‘There are no streetlights on either. I’m not sure I like this, Doctor, I 

mean we could have landed in the middle of a nuclear crisis or 

something.’  

‘Always thinking the worst, Ruby! No - the TARDIS’s radiation 

meter would have picked up a high radiation reading. I am quite 

convinced that this is something much odder.’  

‘Well let’s try that hotel first shall we?’ She pointed across to the 

hotel a little way away from them. ‘I mean that’s usually a good place 

to begin and I think I need a G&T.’  

The Doctor nodded. The moment she had turned away from him he 

smiled to himself. His ploy was working. Ruby was in for a big 

surprise any moment now.  

 

 

They set off towards the hotel. Ruby pulled her coat closer to her 

body as they walked. It was cold and their breath hung in the air like 

phantoms. The only light was from the pen torch the Doctor had 

pulled out of his pocket. They looked around the eerily deserted street 

in silence, the Doctor shining his torch up at the houses, which still 

showed no signs of inhabitation.  

‘You know,’ Ruby’s voice punctured the quiet, ‘this all seems very 

familiar somehow.’  

‘Déjà vu?’ he asked.  

‘No, nothing like that, just it looks like somewhere I know. I can’t 

quite place it though.’  

‘It is not an uncommon feeling in a frequent traveller, Ruby. I 

remember once I was visiting the planet Mymazor and…’  
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‘Doctor!’ Ruby gasped. ‘Look! The lights!’ She pointed up at the 

streetlights that had suddenly lit. They were bathed in comforting 

orange light and even more strangely there were people starting to mill 

out from the shadowy streets around them.  

‘Well this is unexpected!’ he exclaimed. ‘We should keep heading 

for the hotel and see if anyone knows what is going on here.’  

They were soon outside the hotel and Ruby was smiling to herself 

gleefully as she looked up at the swinging sign above them.  

‘Oh, Doctor! This is the best surprise ever!’  

‘What?’ he asked looking puzzled.  

‘Oh you know you old sly boots.’ She went over and gave him a big 

bear hug. ‘My Christmas pressie, a trip to the set of my fave soap, Clear 

Waters. Doctor! It’s wonderful!’  

The Doctor smiled gracefully at her. ‘Well of course! You could not 

have been fooled by my silly sense of foreboding on landing here could 

you? Oh the very idea!’ He rolled his eyes away from her and smiled. 

It had worked. He had not seen Ruby looking so ecstatic for ages and 

this could only do her some good.  

Ruby was beaming and tugging the Doctor towards the now busy 

Croxley Arms. ‘Come on!’ she cried, excitement dripping from her 

voice, ‘let's go and get a drink. I’ve always dreamed about getting a 

G&T in here, you know, with Gloria serving behind the bar.’ She could 

not bring herself to mention that she had only had one such dream 

recently. Not something she wished to reveal at her age! ‘There was 

this time when she was left here over Christmas with no staff and she 

single-handedly ran the place by herself. It’s really an old hotel they 

bought and turned into a set too, just for extra authenticity. Wow! I 

can’t believe it.’ She was shaking her head in disbelief as she pushed 

the red doors open. ‘The Croxley Arms! Wow!’  
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The actors and extras looked around in disbelief as the Doctor and 

Ruby walked in. Ruby was still burbling excitedly to the Doctor, not 

realising that she’d walked into a scene being recorded. There was a 

furious argument going on inside.  

‘You cow, Lucky,’ shouted a tall and rather good-looking black man. 

He was well built, solid looking and dressed in a smart Armani suit. 

His big blue eyes sparkled under the overhead lights and his shaved 

head glistened with little beads of sweat as he felt her intense stare 

upon him. ‘You promised me that if you gained control of the hotel 

complex, you’d share it with your best mate.’  

‘This is all going to be mine, I don’t intend to share it with anyone 

else sweetie,’ the glamorous looking woman said.  

‘Not even with your brother?’ he asked.  

‘Oh, Ethan, Steven’s not my brother at all as well you know. If 

Auntie Rosie suspected that we’re not related, who knows what she 

might do.’ She looked him in the eye and placed a hand on his 

shoulder, spreading her fingers gently towards his neck. She caught 

sight of the two strangers who had just entered the bar. ‘Just be careful 

what you say Vin … Oh shit!’  

The two actors recoiled from each other and looked embarrassed. 

‘Oh god, I’m sorry everyone. These two put me off,‘ the woman said 

pointing at the Doctor and Ruby. ‘Can we go again?’ she simpered, 

looking into the cameras around her.  

‘We’re going to have to, Virginia, aren’t we? Honestly, Crossland…’  

‘Mr Crossland to you, Vinza,’ Virginia corrected. The Executive 

Producer, Jonathan Crossland, was notorious for demanding the due 

respect from his actors. Virginia was always ready to make herself look 

good in his eyes.  

‘Mr Crossland,’ he said with particular stress on the mister, ‘warned 

us that there could be surprises today. I mean it is almost the big New 

Year’s episode after all.’  
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‘Yeah and don’t we all know it. The script changes are coming all 

the time. If I wasn’t so good at learning my lines quickly, we’d all be in 

trouble, darling.’  

‘Yeah, and we will be if you don’t get my name right. How long you 

been here now? I’m Ethan on screen babes and Mr DeJarnette to you 

off screen! Vinza doesn’t come into it at all!’  

‘Oh, Vin, ‘ she watched him grimace at the abbreviated name, ‘at 

least you won’t have to worry after tomorrow, when your grand exit 

makes it to film. The rest of us will go on and on without you.’  

Vinza’s face crumpled into a frown. ‘Yeah thanks for the reminder, 

Virginia. Fifteen years I’ve been on this gig and all of a sudden I’m 

dispensed with.’  

‘Ooh! Can you feel the bitterness?’  

‘Well,’ he replied in an anger-tinged voice, ‘do you blame me? How 

am I supposed to feel? Things are odd round ‘ere at the mo. What with 

Ant’s telling off for the Nirvana add lib the other week, the big cast 

changes, not to mention the stress of tonight’s Annual TV Gold 

Awards, I’m sorta glad to be going.’  

A disembodied voice floated across the studio floor. ‘Right we’ll go 

again. Let’s make magic people!’  

Ruby had been watching this with interest. ‘I can’t understand why 

they’d want to sack Ethan, I mean Vinza, Doctor. He’s been in Clear 

Waters for fifteen years and he’s really popular. He was my favourite 

character and I’m stunned. Honestly…’  

The Doctor raised a finger to his lips. ‘I am sure there is a perfectly 

reasonable explanation to this. Television shows often change their 

casts, get new blood in. You are a fan, you know that.’  

‘Yes, but Vinza wouldn’t ever leave,’ she continued, sure that 

something was not quite right.  

‘I am certain it is nothing. Anyway now we are here, we should 

have a look around. I am sure there are many things you would like to 
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see, ‘ he suggested. ’How about we split up for a while? Have a look 

around and see what we can find out?’  

‘Do you need to ask?’ she burbled. ‘I’ve been waiting years to sneak 

behind the scenes on Clear Waters!’  

‘An hour, Ruby. I will meet you back at the TARDIS and we shall 

see what we manage to turn up.’  

She nodded her assent and sneaked away towards the back door she 

had spied out of the set.  

 

 

Ruby walked down the corridor, remembering the Doctor’s best 

advice. ‘Always look like you own the place’. Well, she could do that! 

For as long as she could remember she had been watching Clear 

Waters and it was a favourite of hers among all the soaps. Now she 

was on set, she could poke behind the scenes, and see the bits even 

Clear Waters Revealed missed out.  

The corridor she was strolling down was decorated with photos of 

previous cast members. She smiled as she stopped to look at her old 

favourites, the wonderful Lionel Langton who had played Uncle Pip in 

the early days; Danielle Armstrong who had been sacked for her drugs 

binges; the McAllister family who had been killed in the hotel bomb 

blast in 1981. Not to mention some of the more outlandish plots, the 

day the hotel staff had been held to ransom by international terrorists, 

the appearance of Cliff Richard and hosting the 1975 Sing-a-Song for 

the World competition. They were all commemorated here.  

There was a door at the end of the corridor with a huge gold star on 

it. Ruby instantly knew whose dressing room this was. There was only 

one woman on the soap who would and could demand something like 

that – the one and only June River. The wall of photos around the door 

confirmed it all for her. There she was - the star of Clear Waters in all 

her glory. The headlines from the Daily Star when Aunty Rosie had 
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been sent to jail for smashing her Morris Minor into the local Budgens, 

photos with cast members, at Uncle Pip’s funeral, and of course the 

soap’s most controversial moment when the headlines screamed 

“Uncle Pip Axed in BBC Plot!”.  

Well, Ruby reasoned, if there was anything going on, June River was 

bound to know about it. I have waited years to have a peek in her 

dressing room, she thought, and this was the perfect opportunity. She 

looked all around her to make sure there was no one watching her and 

stealthily tried the door. To her amazement it was unlocked and she 

tiptoed in, just in case the star was inside.  

The room was dark, and June was not there. Ruby was just about to 

start rifling through the drawers of the desk in the far corner when the 

lights flickered on and a gravelly voice croaked; ‘Who the devil are 

you?’  

 

 

The Doctor was sitting by the lake, quietly watching the ripples race 

across its surface. It was cold out, but he liked to have the time for a 

little contemplation. He was not entirely convinced that anything was 

wrong, but it was worth an hour’s peace here to keep Ruby happy. All 

around he could see interested fans looking at the sets. His gaze fell 

upon the hotel entrance as Virginia Harris strode from its doors. The 

Doctor presumed her scene was finished and decided now might be a 

good time to talk to her. He slicked his immaculate hair back a bit, 

pulled out a battered notebook from his pocket and strolled over to 

her.  

‘Miss Harris,’ he called. ‘Can I have a quick word with you?’  

She looked disdainfully at him. ‘Another fan? Oh why not,’ she 

sighed. ‘Do you want an autograph?’ This was the third fan to accost 

her today. Honestly, she thought, the recent open set policy had 
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become a bit of a menace to stars like her. There was not a moment’s 

peace to be had between scenes now.  

‘Ah no, thanks.’ He pocketed the notebook. ’I was more interested in 

all the shenanigans I witnessed while you were filming.’  

‘Oh that. Tonight’s the TV Gold Annual Soap Awards and, well, 

we’re all competing for awards. It’s made things a bit fraught on set 

this last week or so.’  

It sounded to the Doctor as if she had something else on her mind. 

Her body language was shifty and uncomfortable and she seemed a bit 

distant.  

‘Is that all?’ he asked calmly, a serene smile on his face.  

‘Kind of. There’s been a lot of upheaval here recently. Ever since we 

were taken over by Cyranaos Productions things have been really odd 

round here. Half the cast have been sacked, those of us that are left 

have been waiting on tenterhooks trying not to put a foot wrong just in 

case and, well… we haven’t seen Jonathan Crossland or any other 

members of the production executive for ages now.’ She was looking 

around her nervously all the time, and her voice was merely a whisper, 

as if she was expecting it to be heard.  

‘Anything else?’ The Doctor’s face was inscrutable but the 

gentleness in his deep blue eyes was putting Virginia at ease.  

‘Well, there’s the new production technique. We got these new 

cameras, you see. They don’t need operators. All the cameramen were 

fired and the director directs from up in the gallery. I don’t know. It 

just doesn’t feel right.’  

The Doctor fixed his eyes on her. ‘Cyranaos Productions? Hmmm, 

the name seems familiar. Maybe I should see this Mr Crossland.’ And 

he strode off towards the studio complex. ‘Goodbye, my dear,’ he 

called to Virginia, ‘I shall be back later I suspect.’  

‘Hey!’ Virginia cried after him. ‘You’re not from the press are you? 

You can’t quote me on any of that! Oi! You didn’t even tell me your 
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name!’ It was too late! All she got was a cheery wave from the 

retreating frock-coated figure.  

 

 

‘I’m waiting for an explanation dear,’ June River brandished her 

cigarette holder menacingly like a gun at Ruby, with her other arm 

planted firmly on her hip. ‘No one is welcome in here. What are you 

doing in my dressing room?’  

Ruby’s mind was racing. She was going to have to brazen this out 

somehow. She looked down and remembered she was dressed for 

Bobby’s party and she hit on an idea. ‘Ah, Miss River, I’m glad I found 

you at last. I’m a… ermm… casting agent from err… Gallifreya 

Enterprises’ she lied, picking the first name that came into her head. 

‘We’re a production company looking to offer you a role in our 

forthcoming film, The Glory Days. We want you for the lead, Miss 

River.’  

‘Oh,’ June replied, lowering her cigarette holder. ‘That puts a totally 

different complexion on things. Sit down, my darling! Would you like 

some champers? There’s a bottle in the fridge.’ She motioned for Ruby 

to sit down on the chaise lounge.  

‘Thanks,’ Ruby beamed at her. ‘It’s wonderful to find an actress of 

the old school. I mean what have these youngsters got? Not an ounce 

of your talent, Miss River! We want a more mature…’  

June shot her a filthy look.  

‘I mean,’ Ruby continued quickly, ‘an actress with as many years of 

experience on the big screen as you! Our company thinks you’ve been 

wasted for too many years in this soap, when you should be playing 

bigger and better roles, more suited to an actress of your calibre!’ Ruby 

smiled her most charming smile, hoping desperately that this ruse had 

worked. She sat down carefully, trying to look as if she was a casting 

agent.  
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June was busy rooting through the fridge under her dressing table. 

She came up clutching a bottle of Bollinger, which she opened with a 

loud pop. She looked at Ruby as she poured it into two of her crystal 

cut champagne flutes. ‘Well, my lovely, I shall of course have to read 

the script and think long and hard about leaving this dear little soap, 

but to work on the big screen once again. Oh I‘ve dreamed of this 

moment! My talent is wasted on TV, darling. Wasted!’  

Ruby could only agree and took a big swig of her champagne.  

‘I mean, the years on this show have been kind. I’m a big star and 

loved by millions, but you know one grows so weary of the tedious 

little storylines one given and just recently, well, I’m not sure I should 

tell you this…’ She looked drawn and tired all of a sudden.  

‘Please go on, you can trust me.’  

‘Yes I’m sure I can. Its not like I’d invite just anyone in for champers 

after all. It’s just that at the moment everything seems in such turmoil. 

The new brooms upstairs have swept away far too many of the old 

traditions. There’s too much sex and too many unbelievable storylines. 

Our Clear Waters fans don’t like too much change.’  

Ruby was busy nodding at it all. ‘It’s like there’s contempt for the 

fans who have supported the soap down the years.’  

‘Oh yes!’ agreed June. ‘Recent storylines have been wretched! It’s 

become like a pantomime. There’s no allowance for the characters 

we’ve built up down the years. Its all ratings, ratings, bloody ratings.’ 

She downed the remaining champagne with a flourish. She quickly 

refilled her glass and lit another cigarette. ‘After all these years, one 

just expects better treatment, doesn’t one, dear?’ The conversation was 

interrupted by a knock at the door. ‘Come in,’ June called in her 

biggest, most starry voice.  

A young man popped his head around the door. ‘Your latest script, 

Miss River.’ He threw the script in her direction. ‘Don’t forget we’ll be 
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collecting you for tonight’s awards at 7.45.’ And he darted away as 

quick as a flash.  

June hurriedly glanced through the script, and as she did so her face 

dropped. ‘Oh this is intolerable! Who thinks up this drivel?’ she cried 

as she flung the script in Ruby’s direction.  

Ruby ducked as the script flew above her head and crashed into the 

wall. She decided to keep quiet as June continued to rant at her.  

‘Gambling away the complex to Ethan bloody Fox? Over my dead 

body! Losing all my money! As if Aunty Rosie would do that! Rubbish! 

Unmitigated rubbish I tell you!’ She took a very deep drag of her 

cigarette and blew it back out theatrically.  

‘I can’t believe they’d do that to Aunty Rosie!’ Ruby was as outraged 

as the star. ‘Honestly, after the indignities you’ve suffered through the 

years, what with the time in prison, your alcoholism, losing Uncle 

Pip…’ Ruby stopped, realising all of a sudden that she was sounding 

too much like a devotee of the show.  

‘Casting Agent you said, hmmm?’ June looked her up and down. 

‘Where’s your briefcase? Your ID?’ Her voice had taken on the 

menacing tone again that Ruby had feared when June had first arrived.  

Ruby looked sheepishly at June. ‘Well I can’t lie, at least I can’t very 

well. I’m just a big fan of yours, Miss River. I had to do something to 

see you and this was the best thing I could think of. I’m just as worried 

about the falling standards as you and I want to help make things 

better.’  

‘So you came here offering me mythical film roles, getting my hopes 

up of leaving only to leave them dashed against the rocks.’ She puffed 

on her cigarette. ‘Well, what are we going to do about it?’  

Ruby looked worriedly down at her feet, deciding this was not the 

best time to look the actress right in the eye.  

‘I could have you arrested my dear, but I don’t think we need to 

involve the police do we?’  
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‘Don’t we?’ Ruby was looking very worried.  

‘Oh no, I think we can do without them. You owe me a favour now, 

dearie, and I think I know exactly what you can do for me. You know 

what’s happening tonight, don’t you?’  

‘Oh yes the TV Gold Awards,’ Ruby murmured, remembering the 

fight between Ethan and Lucky earlier in the bar.  

‘Yes indeed, the TV Gold Awards.' June’s voice was steely. It 

reminded Ruby of the time Aunty Rosie had stood up to some 

muggers. ‘I need to win best actress and you’re going to make sure that 

I do. The results will not be good for you if you don’t!’  

Ruby squirmed. ‘Okay,’ she agreed. ‘It’s a deal. I’ll just find my 

associate and we’ll do our best.’  

‘Oh you’ll do more than you best, dear. Better run along now, hadn’t 

you?’  

Ruby stood up and made for the door. ‘Thank you, Miss Rivers,’ she 

stammered and walked away.  

‘I’ll be looking out for you tonight, darling!’ June called sarcastically 

through the open door.  

Ruby wiped the sweat off her forehead. That had not quite gone to 

plan, but at least she was now certain that there was something very 

odd going on here.  

 

 

The Doctor, rather frustratingly, had not yet managed to find the 

gallery. Every time he had found himself close to somewhere 

interesting a security guard had turned up out of the blue to move him 

along.  

It is almost as if they know where to look, he thought to himself.  

He was about to give up and return to meet Ruby at the TARDIS 

when he spied a small woman in a paisley headscarf covering some 

scraggily grey hair. A cigarette hung loosely from her mouth and her 
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face was covered with deep smile lines. She was sweeping the ground 

idly in front of her with a broom that looked almost as ancient as she 

was. The Doctor decided to go over and have a word. In his experience 

the ancillary staff always had more idea of what was going on in a 

place than anyone else did and were usually the first to know 

anything.  

‘They really ought to see their way to buying you a new broom. 

That one has obviously seen better days.’ The Doctor laughed.  

The old woman almost jumped out of her skin. She turned round 

and looked the Doctor up and down quickly. ‘Oh, sorry me duck,’ she 

said not even taking the cigarette out of her mouth, ‘I didn’t see you 

there. People come ‘n’ go so offen ‘round ‘ere that I almost never 

notices them and they almost never speak to me anyway, either.’  

‘Oh, it is so often the way. No one ever thanks the people who 

actually keep the universe ticking over. Sometimes I think that the 

cleaners are the ones who keep everything running the way it should, 

oiling its operations with gossip and keeping the place clean for its 

owners.’  

She looked at him as if he was mad. ‘You barmy or wot? Nah!’ she 

decided, ‘you must be a new member of the cast. Seen it all before ‘as 

old Myrtle, the fancy get up, bamboozling us old folk with your big 

words. Well it won’t wash with me sonny Jim.’  

‘Oh no, no, no I am not an actor, just a visitor interested in 

everything that goes on. You have obviously worked here a long time, 

Myrtle.’  

She took a long puff of her cigarette, and stubbed out the dog end 

on the floor. ‘Yeah I ‘av as it ‘appens.’ She swept the smouldering 

remains of her cigarette into the pile of rubbish close to the bins. 

‘Twenty-seven years or so.’ She looked at him. He seemed like an actor 

to her in his smart clothes. Maybe he was a new cast member she 

thought, but whatever he was he seemed like a nice chap.  
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‘It must be fun working for a television company.’  

‘Don’t know about fun love, but they always keeps me busy with 

the dustin’ and sweepin’.’  

‘Has anything exciting been going on here recently?’ the Doctor 

asked.  

‘No more than usual, me duck. Except all the sackings the other 

month. ‘Arf the cast in one go. Gone, just like that.’  

She continued noticing the interested look on his face. ‘Yeah arf the 

cast gone, not that Old Myrtle minds of course, wicked lot they are. 

Always dropping rubbish, making a mess that I’ve gotta clear up. Still 

didn’t ‘arf put the cat amongst the pigeons wiv the rest of ‘em. Vinza, 

lovely boy he is too, found out only the other day he was bein’ sacked. 

Bit of a shock that. Always liked ‘im you know. Tidy boy ‘e is!’  

‘Really?’ The Doctor recognised the name of the actor who had been 

in the hotel scene earlier. ‘I think I had better have a word with him.’  

‘Well ‘e’ll be on set now. Just filming today’s last scene before the 

big awards ceremony tonight. Be lots of mess after that, no doubt. 

‘Onestly they work me to the bone.’  

‘Could you possibly show me where he might be? I would 

appreciate it if you could.’ He smiled disarmingly at her.  

‘Yeah, why not? It’s about time I went for a cuppa anyway.’ With 

that she took his arm and led him off into the studio complex.  

 

 

A constant bleep, bleep, bleep could be heard from the monitors 

around the inert body of a woman. She was lying in a bed with various 

tubes protruding from the mouth and nose. Both of her arms were 

connected to drips that silently kept the pale looking woman alive. Her 

chest moved up and down with the ventilator that rhythmically 

pumped air into her lungs.  
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Around her sat three sad looking figures. The first was a middle-

aged man, almost stereotypically suburban with his dark pin stripe suit 

and tie that was loosened around his neck. Next was a woman in 

tweeds and pearls. Tears slipped down her face, drawing lines of 

mascara on her cheeks. Her bobbed hair was immaculate, however, 

and she sat primly next to her husband. The final person was the more 

ramshackle figure of a younger boy. His messily spiked brown hair 

framed an angelic face that looked a little older than his fifteen years. 

He had bright blue eyes that glinted mischievously in the light of the 

hospital room and he wore a white T-shirt that was loudly patterned 

with Day-Glo colours above a battered pair of jeans with a hole in the 

left knee.  

He spoke with a hushed voice. ‘How long do you think Sally is 

going to be in intensive care, Mr Bristow?’  

‘Oh, Adam, it’s so difficult to say. The doctors are doing their best, 

son, but that hockey ball did a great deal of damage,’ replied the 

middle aged man.  

At the mention of the accident the woman choked up with big sobs. 

Mr Bristow patted his wife gently on the shoulder. ‘There, there, Beryl, 

we’ve got to be strong for Sally’s sake.’  

‘I know, ‘ Mrs Bristow replied sniffing back her sobs. ‘It’s just…it’s 

just… how could this happen to our daughter two days before 

Christmas, Brian? Life is so…’ she sobbed loudly again, ‘unfair!’  

‘Don’t worry, Mrs. Bristow, I just know that Sally will be up and 

around again in time for the hockey tournament in the New Year and 

we’ll all be there to cheer her on.’ Adam’s voice was wobbling as he 

desperately tried not to start crying too.  

The bleeping was suddenly replaced by a loud constant wail. The 

heartbeat monitors had changed from peaks and troughs to a flatline, 

and Mrs Bristow’s sobs grew louder and more intense. The room was 

suddenly full of white-coated doctors who were bundling the 
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threesome out. Adam looked panic-stricken, Mrs Bristow was a 

sobbing heap in her husband’s arms and Brian Bristow just looked 

towards his daughter and screamed, ‘Sally!’ anguish all over his face.  

‘Cut!’ came a loud disembodied voice. ‘Good work everyone.’  

Everyone in the hospital room visibly relaxed. From outside the 

confines of the set two attendants calmly began to extricate “Sally” 

from the hospital bed. Mr and Mrs Bristow had scuttled off set, leaving 

Ant, the actor who played Adam to receive the backslapping and 

congratulations from the few technical staff and cast members who 

had congregated at the edge of the set. As soon as she was free “Sally” 

had disappeared too, despite Ant’s shouts for her to stay a moment.  

The Doctor had been watching this scene with interest. The soap 

was obviously designed to tug at the audience's emotions in the most 

obvious ways. It was all desperately clichéd and yet somehow totally 

compelling at the same time. He saw the child from the scene sitting 

across from him and decided that he would have a quick word with 

him.  

A breathless Ruby, who had just entered the studio, interrupted 

him. ‘Yoohoo! Doctor,’ she called and everyone turned to look at him. 

She bounded over to him.  

A concerned looking Doctor listened as Ruby told him what she’d 

found out from June. ‘It seems you were right, Ruby. The set up here is 

decidedly odd to say the least.’  

Ant had been watching the strange duo for a little while straining to 

hear their conversation. At the mention of strange goings on, he 

decided that he had to say something. ‘You’ve got to be careful saying 

things like that round here,’ he whispered to them looking around all 

the time. ‘Everything is monitored by the Exec. ‘  

‘The Exec? They’re in charge right?’ asked Ruby.  

‘Yeah, only we never get to see them anymore, we just get directives 

and the new scripts. It’s well bizarre.'  
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‘Yes, ‘ agreed the Doctor. ‘Everything I have heard today has 

sounded rather weird.’  

‘Which,’ said a rich sonorous voice, ‘is ironic considering you’ve 

been the weirdest person round the place today.’  

‘Oh, hi, Vinza,’ said Ant to the actor who had just arrived.  

He nodded at Ant. ‘Who are your odd friends, Ant?’  

‘I am the Doctor. This is Ruby and we are just interested visitors.’  

Ruby was looking up at Vinza with wide eyes. Vinza DeJarnatte had 

always been her favourite actor in Clear Waters and here she was 

standing next to him. She squeezed the Doctor’s arm excitedly and he 

waved her away.  

‘We saw you earlier,’ she said excitedly.  

‘Yeah I couldn’t miss you in the hotel,’ smiled Vinza. ‘We’ve been 

told to expect the unexpected recently. I thought you in that coat was 

one of the director’s pranks!’  

The Doctor looked outraged. ‘It is so often the way that anything as 

timeless and stylish as my coat is instantly dismissed as weird.‘ He 

sighed.  

‘Yeah well we’re getting used to the surprises, Doctor. It’s not a 

good show to be on right now is Clear Waters. I’m glad I’m going.’ 

There was bitterness in his voice.  

‘Well at least you’ll go out on a high, mate. You’re odds on for the 

best actor award tonight.’  

‘Jealous, Ant?’  

‘Yeah a bit, my folks won’t let me out. ‘  

‘Tough break, kid.’  

‘Aww!’ muttered Ruby. She remembered her conversation with 

June and realised that Vinza was in direct competition with her. Her 

agreement hung heavily on her now, as she had no idea she would 

have to sabotage an award for her all time favourite soap star.  



 

100 

‘Clear the set,’ came a stern voice. ‘Ready to go on scene forty-six. 

June River and Darryl French to the Leisure Centre set please.’  

‘Come on, you two, I’ll show you round, since Ant here has to get 

home to bed. I’ve got a couple of hours free before the awards tonight.‘  

Ant playfully punched him on the arm. ‘Hope you lose tonight, Vin, 

‘ he grinned and he strode off towards his dressing room.  

‘Shall we, Ruby?’  

‘Doctor, I’d better go and see Miss River again and sort out our… err 

arrangement. I’ll catch you later. Bye, Vinza, ‘ she said coyly.  

‘I do apologise for Ruby. She is a little star struck today.’  

‘It’s okay, Doctor, I get it all the time.’ He led the Doctor across the 

studio while Ruby waited for end of the scene playing on the leisure 

centre set across from her.  

It looked like another Clear Waters’ classic moment to her. Aunty 

Rosie and Rufus Sugar were arguing away like they always did when 

they talked business when suddenly he stopped and kissed her! Ruby 

had to stop herself crying out in shock at the cliffhanger moment. June 

River had just finished admonishing anyone who was in the vicinity 

about the shockingly low quality of the present script when she caught 

sight of Ruby watching the scene. She marched over to her, pausing 

only to replace the cigarette in the ever-present holder.  

‘Come with me, Ruby dear. I’ve arranged a lift in my limo for you 

tonight. We do want to make sure you keep your appointment after all, 

don’t we?’ She laughed lightly and grabbed Ruby’s arm, dragging her 

away in the direction of the Green Room.  

 

 

The Doctor and Vinza had reached the maze of dressing rooms 

behind the studios. The Doctor was astonished that the narrow 

corridors were empty. He asked Vinza where all the people were.  
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‘There are no cameramen any more now we’ve got the new cameras, 

just a minimal wardrobe and make up staff and us few actors left on 

the show.’  

‘And you do not find that odd?’  

‘Sure I do, Doc…’ he saw the Doctor frown at the contraction and 

quickly added, ’… tor, but it’s too late for me. I leave tomorrow. 

There’s no time to find out anymore.’  

A third man barged his way between them, a blank expression on 

his face. ‘Hey, Darryl!’ shouted Vinza. ‘Wait up a minute, mate.’ Darryl 

just ignored the greeting and stumbled on towards his dressing room.  

‘Who was that?’ asked the Doctor.  

‘Darryl French. He’s always been a good mate of mine, but he’s been 

a bit… well not quite with it the last couple of weeks. ‘  

‘He looked as if he was some sort of trance to me. Where is his 

dressing room?’  

‘This way.’ Vinza pointed and he led him a bit further down the 

corridor.  

The door of Darryl’s dressing room was slightly ajar and the Doctor 

held Vinza back from entering. He nudged the door open a little more 

and they could see Darryl reading his script, the vacant look still on his 

face.  

As Darryl looked up, Vinza gasped. ‘What the hell,‘ he whispered in 

horror.  

Darryl French's eyes were shimmering, glowing with a bright 

golden light.  

 

Episode Two 

The Green Room was abuzz with actors and the few remaining 

backroom staff. They sat around with copies of their scripts gossiping 

idly, drinking coffee and smoking. There was a momentary pause, as 

always, when June entered. Ruby followed her, to nobody’s interest. 
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Fixing two extras with a filthy look, June secured her customary sofa. 

The five-pound-an-hour extras scuttled off to stand by the window and 

June sat Ruby down next to her. She smiled as someone brought her a 

large cup of frothy coffee and then pinned Ruby to her seat with a 

penetrating glare.  

‘Now then, dearie, it’s quite simple. All you have to do is chat up 

Jerry Diamond and at the right moment switch his golden envelope for 

this one.’ She handed her the fake envelope. ‘I’ve arranged a VIP pass 

for you as my personal guest, and you’ll have access to Diamond’s 

dressing room courtesy of his dresser who owed me a favour, too. So 

the scene is all set.’  

‘Simple,’ muttered Ruby, cursing June inwardly. June had always 

been a big favourite of Ruby’s until she’d realised what a bitch the soap 

star was in real life. Was no one like his or her onscreen persona?  

‘Yes indeed. The whole thing has been carefully stitched up. Just like 

you, my dear!’ June’s simpering laugh sent icy chills through Ruby’s 

body. It was true; she had been in the wrong place at the wrong time - 

as ever.  

June informed Ruby that a chauffeur would be arriving to pick her 

up in half an hour. ‘I, of course, will not be riding with the hired help,’ 

she said patronisingly, flashing an evil smile in Ruby’s direction.  

At that moment a runner came in and handed June her new script. 

She cast her eye over it and slowly her scowls of disapproval turned to 

downright rage. Her face was puce as she turned to the nervous 

looking runner.  

‘Something wrong Miss River?‘ he asked. Seeing her face he soon 

wished he had not said a word.  

‘Something wrong?’ June echoed, her face like thunder. ‘Something 

wrong? There’s something bloody well wrong all right. This is the final 

straw! I am going to the Exec to demand an explanation for this 
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claptrap they’ve issued in the name of a script. Uncle Pip returning. 

Pah! It’s time I set this to rights’  

She threw the sheaf of scripts at the wall in anger. Enraged, she 

strode out of the Green Room.  

‘Uncle Pip!’ exclaimed Ruby, ‘But he’s dead!’ It was much the same 

all around the room. Excited burbling could be heard in all the little 

huddles. Everyone knew that Lionel Langton and June River had had a 

stormy relationship on set and his return from the grave was sure to 

set off the old rivalries once more.  

Ruby was just leaving the Green Room when an untidy looking boy 

accosted her. He was tall with dark neatly combed hair and big glasses. 

He was dressed in the sort of mismatched clothes a mother who had no 

idea about fashion might choose for her son to wear. He seemed a little 

gawky and awkward, Ruby thought. She was not sure she liked the 

look of him at all.  

He began to speak slowly and precisely. ‘Hello. I saw you on the 

monitors earlier. Are you in the cast?’  

‘Oh no, I’m just visiting. Part of June River’s entourage, you know.’ 

Ruby thought it would not do any harm to do a spot of name-

dropping.  

‘Oh yes, ‘ he said coldly, ‘I overheard your conversation with her. 

Please don’t help her rig the voting. Darryl French must win.’  

Ruby looked flustered. ‘Vote rigging? Nonsense! I’m June’s 

companion for the evening!’ she lied.  

The boy grinned, but the grin was clumsy almost as if his face was 

not used to smiling. ‘Yes, if you say so. Just make sure the voting is not 

tampered with.’ The voice was icy cold and contained more than a hint 

of menace. He fixed his gaze on her and then stalked off into the 

shadowy maze of corridors.  

Ruby was perturbed. The boy had unnerved her greatly. There was 

no way that he could have heard the conversation between her and 
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June. Even the people around them had not been able to hear June’s 

menacing whispers he could not possibly have heard anything from 

the doorway. So how did he know?  

Spying Ant playing a fruit machine, she decided to have a word 

with him. ‘Hi, Ant isn’t it?’  

‘Yeah. Oh hiya, Ruby!’ he beamed at her. She smiled back.  

‘Did you see that strange guy hanging around the Green Room a 

while back?’  

‘No. I didn’t see anyone.’  

‘Oh,’ said Ruby disappointedly. ‘It’s just he seemed a little weird. 

He was watching me the whole time.’  

‘He’s probably an autograph hunter. They’re lurking round every 

corner in this place. Now you know how it feels to be a star! I mean 

you were only on screen for a few seconds at most!’  

‘Yeah it’s a bit silly really I s’pose. Ah well.’  

He smiled at her, not really sure what she was going on about. Ant 

was not totally convinced that Ruby and her friend were all they 

seemed. They had ingratiated themselves into the confidence of some 

of the top members of the cast with ease. That was quite unusual. 

Perhaps they were working undercover or something. Nothing around 

the place surprised him much anymore, not recently anyway!  

A burly looking man in a peaked cap was looking around close to 

them. Ruby asked who it was.  

‘Oh that’s Alfie, Miss River’s personal chauffeur. He seems to be 

looking for her.’  

‘Oh, she went up to the top floor to see the Exec I think.’  

There was a call from Alfie. ‘Anyone ‘ere a Ruby Mundy?’  

‘I just said goodbye to a Ruby Tuesday,’ shouted a comedian from 

inside the Green Room, which was followed by raucous guffaws.  

Not heard that one before, thought Ruby before she stuck her hand 

in the air and said: ‘Yes, I’m Ruby.’  
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‘I’m from Miss River. I’ve come to take you to the Awards 

ceremony.’  

‘Well that’s my lift sorted. See you around, Ant.’ She waved.  

 

 

Vinza was not at all sure he had seen what he just seen. Darryl 

French, his old mate, had been acting strangely, but never in his life 

had Vinza expected his eyes to be glowing. I mean, he thought, it’s not 

the kind of thing you see everyday, not even on the set of Britain's top 

rated soap. The Doctor seemed to be taking it all in his stride however, 

which scared Vinza. His first instinct was to rush in there and make 

sure his friend was okay, but the Doctor had pulled him back, told him 

to be quiet and watch what happened.  

They watched through the slightly open door as Darryl pulled a 

revolver from the top drawer of his dressing room table and pocketed 

it. They backed away down the corridor a little as he rose from his 

chair, stood up and made for the door. His eyes had stopped glowing 

now and he was back in the trance-like state he had been in when he 

had barged past them in the corridor.  

‘Interesting,’ said the Doctor, still fascinated by what they had just 

witnessed.  

‘Interesting?’ spluttered Vinza. ‘My mate in there has obviously 

been…’ He paused for a moment trying to think what could have 

happened to Darryl. He could not come up with an explanation but 

continued anyway. ‘Well something weird has happened to him and 

interesting is all you can say?’  

‘Yes. I have no idea what was possessing him, but I think we need to 

find out.’  

Vinza shook his head. ‘No can do, Doctor. I’ve got to get to the 

awards tonight. Will you do what you can for Darryl, please?’  
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‘Of course I will. I am certain your friend is possessed by some 

power inimical to human life and I am not the kind who sits back and 

allows that type of thing to go on.’  

Vinza looked relieved. The look in the Doctor’s eyes was steely and 

determined, which reassured him a great deal. Somehow he felt that 

the Doctor had dealt with this kind of situation before and that he 

could be trusted to put it right.  

‘Okay, Doctor. I’ll meet you later. Please do what you can to help 

Darryl.’  

‘Yes, yes, ‘ the Doctor muttered beginning to make his way back to 

the dressing room. Vinza was heading off in the opposite direction as 

when the Doctor called back to him. ‘One thing, Vinza. Will you look 

out for Ruby tonight? I have a feeling anyone at the awards might be in 

danger.’  

Vinza nodded his assent and strode off to his dressing room, deep in 

thought, still not quite believing what he had just seen.  

 

 

The Doctor edged quietly into Darryl’s dressing room. There did not 

seem to be anything out of the ordinary in there. It was tidy, nothing 

was out of place. All his costumes were hung neatly on the rail at the 

back of the room and the Doctor’s cursory glance around the place had 

not revealed any bugs.  

On the top of the dressing table the Doctor spied Darryl’s script. As 

Darryl had been pouring through this when his eyes had been 

glowing, the Doctor thought that maybe this could reveal something. 

He flicked through it and looked disturbed at what he found. Every 

single page was blank.  

‘How odd,’ the Doctor whispered. He pulled a magnifying glass 

from one of his capacious pockets and began to examine it more 

closely.  
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As far as he could see there was nothing untoward about it. It was 

perfectly normal paper, and yet something was clearly using it as a 

channel to poor Darryl. He was lost in his examinations and so did not 

hear the almost silent entrance of a figure from the corridor outside.  

‘Ere, you s’posed to be in ‘ere?’ It was Myrtle, the cleaning lady.  

The Doctor whirled round in surprise, dropping the script to the 

floor. ‘Oh hello, Myrtle. Please do not mind me, I was just,’ he looked 

panicky for a moment trying to explain his slightly suspicious 

behaviour, ‘just settling in, now that I am to share a dressing room 

with Mr. French.’ He smiled beguilingly at her, hoping his little lie 

would be enough to throw her off the scent for a while.  

She did not look up from her arthritic sweeping. ‘I knew you was 

one of them actor chappies. Spot you a mile off can ol’ Myrtle.’  

‘Yes you saw through me straight away, my dear.’ He fixed her with 

a penetrating look. ‘Can you tell me what Mr. French is like? If I am to 

share with him, a little insider information would not go amiss, would 

it?’  

‘Darryl? Oh ‘e’s bin acting a bit odd lately.’ She stopped sweeping to 

light one of her cigarettes, blowing the smoke idly towards the Doctor. 

‘And ‘e’s bin behavin’ funny too!’  

‘Really?’ he replied wafting the smoke out of his face.  

‘Oh yeah. If you ask me, which you did, I don’t think ‘e’s all there 

right now. Bit disturbed in the old noggin. ‘E’s bin really rude to old 

Myrtle lately - and to the other members of the cast, too. Think ‘e might 

do somethin’ real silly. E ‘ad a strange not-quite-there look in ‘is eyes 

earlier.’  

‘It does sound peculiar ,’ the Doctor agreed.  

‘Yeah. I reckons ‘e might do summat at the awards ceremony 

tonight.’  

The Doctor looked at her in horror for a moment, remembering the 

gun Darryl had pocketed earlier. ‘The awards,’ he whispered, ‘I had 
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better get over there and make sure that he does not do anything 

stupid.’  

‘Better ‘urry up then, cars are going in ten minutes. Of course, no 

one thought Ol’ Myrtle might want to go too. I means I only cleans the 

place up after ‘em all the bleedin’ time, never any thanks.’ She flicked 

ash on the floor, swept it away and sauntered out muttering to herself. 

She stopped at the lift as she had a curious impulse to enter.  

The Doctor pocketed the script he had dropped and walked out 

closing the door behind him.  

He paused outside, looking left and then right down the corridor. 

He settled on the left and headed off to try and find a ride to the 

awards ceremony.  

 

 

June was still feeling enraged as she stood in the gloomy lift. She 

tutted impatiently as it gradually ascended up the block to the top 

floor. Nothing ever went fast in this place except the script changes. 

She was about to have yet another cigarette when she spied the No 

Smoking sign beneath the floor buttons. That just increased her rage.  

How could they do this to her? Of all the indignities she had 

suffered recently, the thought of them bringing back her no good, 

cheating, ex-screen husband was just too much. It was well known that 

she had never got on with Lionel Langton and bringing him back was 

the straw that broke this particular camel’s back. It was obviously 

another ratings ploy and she was going to tell Jonathan Crossland 

exactly what she thought of that.  

There was a ping, and the doors opened onto darkness. June strode 

out militantly, but that soon changed. She looked around and was 

worried by the lack of lights in any of the offices.. The minimal 

yellowish glow from the few overhead strip lights cast deep shadows 

everywhere she looked.  
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This can’t be right, she thought.  

When she had been up here in the past it had been abuzz with life. 

Now there was nothing: not a sound to be heard  

As she walked, unsettled by these thoughts, she did not notice 

Myrtle polishing a framed print on the wall. Her eyes followed June, a 

disinterested look on her face. She turned away and headed back to the 

lift.  

 

 

The Doctor, meanwhile, had found his way back to the studios. 

Most of the cast and crew had already left and he joined the last 

stragglers hoping to cadge a lift with one of them. No one had given 

him a second look, as they were all dressed up in the hope they may 

have an award to collect on behalf of the show. Well, no one except a 

rather gawky boy whose eyes were fixed on the Doctor.  

‘Can I help you?’ the Doctor asked him. His gaze was unwavering.  

‘Oh no,’ the boy replied. ‘I was just wondering if you’re going along 

tonight.’  

‘I was hoping to, yes.’  

‘I hope Clear Waters wins. There isn’t a show to match it.’  

‘Indeed.’  

‘Yes, and Darryl French deserves an award too, doesn’t he?’  

The Doctor looked up at the boy on mention of Darryl’s name. ‘Did 

you see him a little while ago? Did he leave for the awards?’  

‘Yes, just a moment ago.’ He continued to stare at the Doctor.  

‘ “And a rock feels no pain and an island never cries,”’ quoted the 

Doctor in a sad quiet voice looking at the boy. ‘Do you, I wonder? 

Thank you for the information.’  

‘There isn’t any show to rival Clear Waters. It must win.’ He finally 

broke his stare and headed towards the fruit machine Ant had been 

playing earlier.  
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‘Yes, but at what cost I wonder?’ The boy had worried him. There 

was something odd about him that bothered the Doctor. Like so many 

things involved with this soap opera.  

 

 

‘You always look lost every time I see you honey!’ Virginia had 

arrived for the awards in a slinky low cut dress, designed for 

maximum provocation. She teetered along on a pair of stilettos.  

‘Yes. It is a constant problem for a traveller like myself.’  

She checked him over and was secretly quite taken with him. He has 

a certain sense of style and for an older man he’s not too shabby, she 

thought to herself ‘Well it could be your lucky night. I need a date 

since that rotten scumbag of a footballer let me down at the last minute 

and a good-looking guy like you could be just what I need! You’ve got 

style. Come on, ‘ she said pulling the Doctor by the arm, not giving 

him time to protest. ‘The limo is waiting for us outside!’  

The boy stood looking at the departing Doctor, the lights of the fruit 

machine flickering across his face. He caught the gaze of Myrtle who 

had just begun sweeping the floors at the studio exit. She looked at him 

contemptuously, and he merely smiled coldly back at her.  

 

 

The Alexander Theatre in Central London proudly proclaimed itself 

as the host of The Fourteenth Annual TV Gold Soap Awards. 

Spotlights shone across the banners underneath the theatre billboards, 

while outside a red carpet was ready for the soap stars as their 

limousines deposited scantily clad female stars and male stars in sharp 

suits. Crowds of spectators lined the streets surrounding the theatre, 

desperate for a look at the nation’s biggest celebrities, undaunted by a 

cold and dark December night.  
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The Doctor and Virginia had braved the cold, and the next obstacle 

was to run the gauntlet of press paparazzi and TV reporters desperate 

for an exclusive word from the guests. The Doctor winced as camera 

flashes blinked in his face. He looked decidedly uncomfortable when a 

microphone was thrust in his face by a reporter who wanted to know if 

he was Virginia's new lover.  

He gave a great sigh of relief when they finally made it into the 

foyer. It was a sea of people inside, all swapping pleasantries with each 

other. False laughter filling the air as the stars of the small screen 

schmoozed with each other trying not to give away that there were 

rivalries between opposing shows and avoid opening old wounds with 

the previous year’s award winners and losers.  

In this crowd Ruby stood by herself, bored to tears with the inane 

conversation going on around her. She had arrived long before the 

crowds and been dropped at the back entrance like one of the staff and 

so had not experienced the glitzy side. It was a pity because she had 

always dreamed of being able to come here, as she sat at home with a 

glass of rum and a box of crackerbread watching it all on television. 

She was quickly coming to the conclusion that things were never as 

glamorous in real life as TV made them out to be.  

She was shocked to see that a ripple of excitement through the 

crowd had been made by the arrival of the Doctor, of all people. She 

pushed her way through the crowds, almost spilling the champagne of 

several celebrities, including an irate actor from that show set on the 

farm the name of which escaped Ruby.  

She managed to find her way to her errant travelling companion 

and wrestled him away from a crowd of reporters who had yet to give 

up the hope of an exclusive interview. He excused himself from 

Virginia who was now happily caught up in the long round of 

socialising and enjoying the attention bringing the Doctor as her date 

had brought her.  



 

112 

‘Ruby, am I glad to see you!’ The Doctor gave her a big smile and 

gently squeezed her nose. ‘I have a feeling there is going to be 

something big happening here tonight.’  

‘What other than me being arrested for award rigging?’ The Doctor 

looked puzzled and Ruby quickly filled him in on her misadventures 

with June River. The Doctor in turn told her of his concerns about 

Darryl French.  

‘What are we going to do, pet?’  

‘A good question Ruby,’ the Doctor replied, rubbing his earlobe. ‘I 

need some more time to try and find Darryl. Maybe I will be able to 

talk some sense into him or at least delay him and hope that will be 

enough to save whoever his victim is to be. I suggest you go ahead 

with June’s plan for now.’  

‘Do you think that’s wise, Doctor? I mean it takes enormous power 

to possess someone and what can we do against that?’  

‘We can stop this. Well, once we know what this is, of course.’ He 

did not look at all hopeful which was not filling Ruby with a great deal 

of confidence.  

‘It shouldn’t be too difficult to get backstage, I do after all have this 

lovely thing!’ She held up her VIP Access All Areas pass. ‘I’ll go and 

see if I can get into Jerry Diamond’s dressing room and swap the 

envelopes.’  

‘Good girl, Ruby. I will try my best to get through to French.’  

‘Good luck, Doctor. If anyone can, you can.’  

‘Thank you. Be careful, my dear. There is at least one possessed man 

out there and we do not know if he is the only one.’  

She tweaked his nose in return and headed backstage, slipping 

through a door marked Staff Only. The Doctor meanwhile set off 

towards the quiet of the auditorium, hoping for at least a few moments 

peace to try and work out what was going on. Too many clues and not 

nearly enough answers forthcoming.  
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Pushing through the crowd was even more difficult than before. It 

was more crowded than ever and as the stars drank more, they became 

louder and ever more offensive. It was with some relief that he saw a 

familiar face standing next to the auditorium doors, Vinza DeJarnatte.  

‘Hey, Doctor, over here,’ the actor shouted above the din.  

‘Good evening once again, Vinza.’  

‘Any luck with Darryl? Have you found him?’ He looked really 

worried.  

The Doctor was looking grave. ‘I was hoping you could help. I have 

seen no sign of him. What with him and Ruby placing herself in 

danger helping Miss River rig the voting.’  

On hearing this Vinza interrupted him. ‘Oh man! June River could 

be his target!’  

‘She could?’  

‘Yeah. There’s always been hostility between them and just lately 

since his character Rufus has been romantically linked to Aunty Rosie, 

well its just got worse and worse.’  

‘Oh my goodness!’ There was a horrified tone to the Doctor’s voice. 

‘I just sent Ruby to rig the votes!’  

‘If June takes the stage, she’ll be a sitting duck for French.’  

‘Well quite.’  

‘What can we do? Do you want me to stop Ruby for you?’ asked 

Vinza suddenly feeling involved.  

‘Would you mind, Vinza? I hate to involve you in all this, but I 

cannot be in two places at once and I think it best I confront your 

friend Darryl.’  

Remembering the glowing eyes and the trance-like look on French’s 

face when he had last seen him, Vinza agreed. With the Doctor still 

heading into the auditorium, Vinza scurried off backstage.  
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The auditorium was a haven of peace compared to the foyer and the 

Doctor made his way carefully down to a seat near the stage, hoping 

that no one would interrupt him for a while yet. He had no idea what 

he was dealing with.  

It was unlucky, then, that he was rudely tapped on the shoulder a 

few moments after he had sat down by a young man with an irate look 

on his face.  

‘This is my seat, sir,’ he said brushing his floppy blond hair from out 

of his eyes.  

‘There is no escape for me tonight it seems,’ said the Doctor 

exasperatedly, burying his face in his hands.  

‘The party too much for you, man?’ asked the young newcomer, 

who was polishing his glasses with his tie.  

‘Yes. I never feel at home in a crowd. Wherever I am it seems I am 

destined to be the outsider.’  

‘Know the feeling, mate. I’m Rob Stevens. Head script writer on 

Clear Waters.’ He held out his hand and smiled.  

The Doctor shook it. Pretending to be a new member of the cast, he 

asked Rob if he had noticed anything out of the ordinary going on 

around the soap recently. The Doctor listened with interest as Rob 

explained the increasingly illogical sets of storylines he was receiving 

from the top floor.  

‘So you do not actually see the head storyliner any longer?’  

‘Nah! Everything is sent down from the Top Floor. Ever since 

Cyranaos Productions took over about six months ago. You know the 

Beeb these days, everything is being farmed out to the independents to 

save them money.’  

The Doctor just nodded as Rob continued.  

‘Meanwhile I try and fit the new storylines in, which can be a pain, 

but the new director produces some magical work you know. Talented 

guy.’  
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‘But have you ever met him?’  

Rob scratched his head thinking about it. ‘You know, I haven’t now 

you come to mention it. Just hear his instructions from the gallery. 

We’re not allowed up there anymore.’  

‘And does that not strike you as just a little odd?’ the Doctor asked.  

‘Yeah well it’s a steady job, good salary and I just take the money 

and run like any old hack.’  

The Doctor smiled. ’You may well be best just running.’  

‘My boyfriend would kill me if I did that!’ Rob laughed.  

‘Better him than something else.’ The gravitas in the Doctor’s voice 

convinced Rob that he was not joking.  

‘Well whatever, I’d be around for tomorrow’s recording. The New 

Year is going to be seen in with a right roller coaster of an episode. Best 

one for ages. Everyone will be watching.’  

‘Yes of course!’ the Doctor cried happily. ‘Everyone will be 

watching,’ he repeated. ‘That could be the key to this! Thank you, Mr 

Stevens. You have been a great help and here is your seat!’ With that 

he got up, grabbed Rob’s hand and shook it thoroughly.  

Rob Stevens just looked bewilderedly at him as he walked away. 

Maybe he was right after all. It seemed that everyone connected with 

Clear Waters was getting weirder by the day.  

 

 

The Auditorium was beginning to fill up. An excited burble of 

voices could be heard as the Doctor once again found himself pushing 

through the crowds in the opposite direction to the way everyone else 

was heading. The little talk with Rob had clarified things a little for the 

Doctor, but he still had to find Darryl. In this congregation of soap 

actors, minor celebrities, backroom staff, writers and fans he could be 

anywhere. Desperately, he looked all around him in the hope that he 

might be lucky and spot Daryl.  
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It was to no avail, however. So far all he had managed to do was 

spill some drinks and hinder the progress of everyone trying to find 

their seats. He was drawing too much attention to himself up here like 

this. He made his apologies to everyone around him and departed up 

the steps back to the foyer. Maybe he would be better off backstage 

helping Ruby and Vinza.  

 

 

Backstage, Ruby was having more luck than the Doctor. The place 

was empty apart from the security guards, and all she had had to do 

was flash her VIP pass, smile at them sweetly and then she really did 

have access to all areas. She found Jerry Diamond’s dressing room 

easily.  

Who else, she thought, would be crass enough to replace the star on 

the door with a fluorescent yellow diamond? She had liked his shows 

but again it seemed the off screen reality lacked some of the sparkle of 

the polished performances she saw on screen.  

She was about to knock on his door, hoping to find the dresser that 

June had blackmailed for her, when Virginia Harris swished her way 

down the corridor. There was no way Ruby was going to be able to get 

away with going in yet so she once again fixed a big smile on her face 

and caught Virginia’s eye.  

‘I spy with my little eye a friend of the Doctor’s.’ Virginia’s voice 

was at it sweetest, but what the actress though was sweet was actually 

as patronising as hell, thought Ruby.  

‘You do indeed,’ said Ruby in an equally sweet voice.  

‘You and he lead charmed lives. Somehow you’ve managed to 

ingratiate yourselves with remarkable ease into out little circle, haven’t 

you?’  

‘We’re so lucky to know stars like you,’ Ruby simpered, trying to 

appease her, hoping Virginia would just leave her alone.  
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‘Oh yes,’ Virginia replied pleased with this.  

‘Have you seen Miss River or the delicious Darryl French?’ Ruby 

asked. Might as well see if she could get some information out of her 

while she was here.  

‘No, darling, I haven’t I’m afraid.’ A loud bell ringing interrupted 

her.’ Ahh! Better get upstairs for the ceremony. I’m up for best actress 

you know.’ Ruby looked round in time to see her kick off her stilettos 

and dash up the corridor.  

‘Yeah, after that little performance you should be up for an Oscar!’ 

Ruby murmured to herself.  

She waited until Virginia had disappeared and entered the dressing 

room. The dresser had done his job well, the door was unlocked and 

the gold envelope had been tossed casually on the top of the desk. 

Ruby pulled the fake envelope from a pocket in her coat and 

substituted it for the real one. She popped it into her pocket, softly 

crept back to the door which she eased open. Looking all around her, 

she sneaked back out, and strolled up the corridor as if this was where 

she belonged.  

If Ruby had paid a little more attention she would have seen a pair 

of eyes watching her intently. They glowed with a shimmering golden 

glow. Darryl French had had her under surveillance. Blankly he stared 

after her, his eyes lustrous beacons in the shadowy corridor.  

 

 

Vinza was busy checking each of the dressing rooms in turn, hoping 

to run into Ruby. As he crept out of yet another minor star’s 

champagne soaked room, he was pleased to see Ruby heading his way.  

‘Hey, Ruby! Wait up!’ he called  

Ruby’s pulse quickened as she heard his call. Ethan Fox had long 

been her very favourite character on Clear Waters. He was a gorgeous 
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hunk of a man! His voice made her insides all wobbly and now here he 

was calling her. How could life be any more perfect? she asked herself.  

‘Hi, Eth…Vinza,’ she said bashfully, tripping over her words and 

confusing him with his character.  

‘Hi, babes. Have you managed to switch the envelopes yet?’  

Babes, he called me babes! Ruby was busy melting and it took her a 

moment or two to reply. ‘Oh…err…no not yet,’ she lied ‘Haven’t had a 

chance.’ She gave a great big grin. Inwardly she was cursing herself for 

sounding so stupid. She was not sure she could trust him yet and 

wondered how he knew what she was up to. Maybe June had sent him 

to check up on her. It was not a convincing argument, but it could be 

true, she thought.  

‘Good, ‘ he said. ‘Come on, we’ve got to get upstairs. I’ve got an 

award to collect, babes!’ He took her by the arm and led her back to the 

auditorium.  

Ruby was yet to be entirely convinced that he could be trusted, but 

to be going to the TV Gold Soap Awards with Vinza DeJarnatte… well 

she was prepared to think the best of him!  

Darryl French emerged from his shadowy hiding place. His eyes 

had taken on their normal trance-like look as he saw the two of them 

heading away. He ducked in Diamond’s dressing room and switched 

the envelope with one he had with him and smirked to himself. 

Everything was falling into place.  

 

 

The Doctor had not made much progress. He was stuck at the 

backstage door trying to gain access. The rather gormless security man 

was typical of his type, with all the inflexibility of a “jobsworth”.  

‘If you don’t have a pass you can’t come in,’ he had said in a voice 

thick with a cold and it was true he was not going to let anyone past 

the door.  
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The Doctor dazzled him with a big smile and was busy trying to 

convince him. He made the guard watch as he pulled flowers from his 

sleeve. The security man looked singularly unimpressed.  

The guard sneezed and so the Doctor offered him his handkerchief, 

which the guard pulled, revealing more and more hankies. While he 

was busy blowing his nose on the first one, the Doctor slipped past 

him and through the door smiling at his feat of legerdemain.  

He was no sooner through the door than the boy he had seen at the 

studio earlier was barring his way. There was a sinister, not-quite-

with-it look on the boy’s face and he was determined not to let the 

Doctor pass him. He made to grab the Doctor, but the Doctor whacked 

the boy’s hand with his cane. The boy howled in pain and the Doctor 

pushed past him and ran down the corridor.  

‘Honestly,’ he said to himself, ‘everyone seems intent on getting in 

my way this evening.’  

 

 

Sitting at a table near the front of the theatre, Ruby and Vinza were 

getting to know each other. The table was full of TV stars Ruby 

recognised and she was trying desperately not to be too star struck. 

She decided that it was about time she asked him how he knew she 

was down there.  

‘Are you working with June River?’  

Vinza looked surprised. ‘June?’ he asked in amazement. ‘What 

makes you think I’d be working with that old hag?’  

‘How else did you know I’d be backstage then?’  

‘I offered to find you for the Doctor. He thought you might be in 

some danger down there.’  

‘What?’ spluttered Ruby. This had not occurred to her.  

Vinza carefully explained about Darryl and how important it was 

June did not win the best actor award tonight. ‘You see, if June wins 
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we reckon Darryl is going to shoot her.’ He was whispering to stop 

everyone else at the table hearing.  

‘Oh my!’ gasped Ruby wondering what she had done.  

The Auditorium was suddenly filled with a drum roll and an 

announcer could be heard.  

‘And now to announce the winner of the Best Actor in a Soap 1991, 

is Jerry Diamond’  

 

 

Backstage, the Doctor had arrived just a moment too late to stop 

Diamond going on stage. He could see the white of Diamond’s tuxedo 

disappearing in front of him. He shouted at Diamond but it was to no 

avail, with all the din of the applause he could not be heard.  

‘Damn,’ the Doctor muttered as he looked desperately round for 

Darryl. There was no sign of him, either. He only hoped Ruby had not 

managed to swap the envelope.  

 

 

Jerry Diamond took the stage to raucous applause from the 

audience. The customary cries of ‘Jerry! Jerry! Jerry Diamond!’ heard 

from his show everyday greeted him. He carefully announced the 

candidates, looking with pretend interest at the clips that followed the 

name of each candidate.  

Ruby squeezed Vinza’s arm as his name was announced and the 

scene of him bedding Desiree Robinson played on screen much to 

Vinza’s dismay. Good-natured cheers of ‘Go Vinza, mate!’ could be 

heard round the table  

‘Of all the clips, it’s always this one they choose,’ Vinza moaned.  

The other candidates, including June River and Darryl French, were 

announced to great applause and with the spotlight on him and a 
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thunderous drum roll, Jerry took the envelope and made a great play 

of opening it slowly to increase the tension.  

Ruby clutched Vinza’s arm as Diamond looked at the result. Vinza 

was looking nervous himself, knowing that somewhere a camera was 

on him, waiting for his reaction as either a winner or loser.  

‘And the winner is … Clear Water’s Darryl French as the 

womanising businessman Rufus Sugar!’  

Ruby looked at the slightly disappointed Vinza in surprise. ‘But 

hang on, I swapped that envelope…’ she began but her words were 

drowned out by the applause as Darryl took to the stage.  

French was looking dazed. He accepted the award from Diamond 

and smiled a huge smile at the audience holding the award aloft 

triumphantly.  

He put it down again.  

He reached into his pocket as if reaching for his acceptance speech, 

and pulled out the gun.  

Gasps of shock rippled through the theatre as he raised the revolver, 

grinned and said;  

‘This is for all of you at home. Keep watching folks.’  

He put the gun to his head, and pulled the trigger!  

End of Episode Two  

Episode Three  

French was looking dazed. He accepted the award from Diamond 

and smiled a huge smile at the audience, holding the award aloft 

triumphantly.  

He put it down again.  

He reached into his pocket as if reaching for his acceptance speech, 

and pulled out the gun.  

Gasps of shock rippled through the theatre as he raised the revolver, 

grinned and said;  

‘This is for all of you at home. Keep watching, folks.’  
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He put the gun to his head, pulled the trigger!  

The auditorium was in chaos. Screams filled the air and the curtain 

swooshed down to cover the stage as soon as the operator had realised 

what had happened. People were milling around in a state of shock, 

not entirely sure that they had actually seen Darryl French kill himself. 

TV reporters were desperately trying to secure exclusive interviews 

with anyone who would care to make a comment, which, considering 

the theatre was full of minor celebrities, was just about every one in the 

audience. There was theatrical weeping as people looked around for a 

little comfort and consolation.  

Ruby and Vinza were still at their table looking round for any sign 

of the Doctor. They were deep in conversation.  

‘But I swapped that envelope, I know I did,’ said a shocked looking 

Ruby.  

‘Obviously someone was watching you and swapped it back. God! 

Darryl! I can’t believe he’d do something like this. He was always such 

a happy guy. You know, nothing ever phased him or got him down. 

The Darryl French I knew would never contemplate suicide!’ There 

was a small tear in Vinza’s eye that he rubbed away, hoping no one 

saw it.  

‘I am not sure he had a great deal choice in the matter,’ said the 

Doctor, as he appeared behind them. His voice was calm but tinged 

with sadness and regret.  

‘Oh, Doctor. Its good to see you,’ sighed Ruby with relief.  

He smiled softly at her. ‘I was too late to stop him, just too late. Why 

am I always too late to stop these senseless acts?’ His voice was 

anguished.  

Vinza could see the Doctor was beating himself up about this. ‘Hey, 

Doctor, calm down. If what you told me was right earlier then Darryl 

wasn’t himself and he wasn’t given a choice. The Darryl I knew 

wouldn’t have done this.’  
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‘Yes,’ said the Doctor sadly. ‘You are of course right. He was 

possessed, but I am still no closer to working out by whom or why.’  

‘But why shoot himself on live TV?’ Ruby asked. ‘I don’t get it.’  

‘I think I do. It was something a writer said to me earlier. “Everyone 

will be watching tomorrow.” I think that someone or something wants 

there to be as many viewers for tomorrow’s episode of Clear Waters as 

possible.’  

‘But why?’ Ruby was looking puzzled.  

The Doctor’s face fell. ‘That, my dear Ruby, is what is puzzling me 

too. It seems these waters are far from clear.’  

‘Speaking of tomorrow’s episode,’ said Vinza, ’I’d better pop back to 

the studios and pick up my new script. I’ve got to be on location at 

dawn and who knows what revisions have been made in the light of 

Darryl’s suicide.’  

‘I think Ruby and I will accompany you, Vinza. We should have a 

look at the mysterious top floor.’  

‘That’s where June was heading. Hang on.’ Ruby was looking round 

the emptying theatre. ‘I haven’t seen her all night.’  

‘That’s odd,’ said Vinza. ‘She’d never miss a chance for adoration 

from her fans like this. I wonder what happened?’  

‘Come on,’ said the Doctor urgently. ‘It is vital we return to the 

studios immediately.’  

 

 

There was a muted atmosphere on set the next morning. By now the 

morning’s papers were full of the news of Darryl French’s suicide on 

live TV. As one of his closest friends, Vinza had spent the night trying 

to ignore his ever-ringing phone and, as a result, was tired and 

unhappy as he began his last day of filming on the soap.  

No one was talking to each other; they just sat quietly hugging cups 

of tea and trying to keep warm.  
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The cast were all assembled outside Rosie’s Café, not far from The 

Croxley Arms. Vinza yawned loudly as a voice came out of nowhere.  

‘Take One!’  

The actors stood to attention, frozen in their places for a moment  

‘Action!’ the director called and the scene started.  

‘It was the curse of Clear Water again, Lucky. I can’t believe that 

Rufus and Rosie are no more.’ Vinza paused to wipe a rogue tear out 

of his eye as the image of Darryl shooting himself resurfaced in his 

mind’s eye. ‘What a way to go, their boat overturning like that.’  

‘I can’t believe Aunty Rosie has gone, Ethan. She was always so full 

of life.’  

‘Yes, well out of all tragedy comes something good. You’re the 

owner now.’  

‘’Of course,’ said “Lucky” in mock amazement. ‘Aunty Rosie 

changed her will only last week!’  

‘Yes, you own the Clear Waters complex lock, stock and barrel.’  

‘And no one can dispute it.’ She laughed a manic laugh. ‘I’m living 

up to my name again, Ethan!’  

They were startled as a figure walked out of the café. He had short 

grey hair and a neat white goatee beard. He was dressed in a smart 

black suit and he was smiling jovially at them.  

‘Oh, Lucky, it’s really not as simple as that. You see my ex-wife 

stupidly forgot that the shares are in my name. They went to her on my 

death, but then as you can see I’m not quite dead!’  

“Ethan” and “Lucky” turned with stunned looks on their faces. ‘My 

goodness! Uncle Pip! But you’re dead!’ exclaimed “Ethan”.  

‘Yes, Ethan, it’s me. I think it’s time for a change of management 

around here!’ “Uncle Pip” smiled.  

‘Cut! That’s a wrap on scene 2. Thank you everyone.’  
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The actors relaxed and Lionel Langton went up and gave both 

Virginia and Vinza a big hug. ‘It’s been a long time, guys! Good to see 

you again!’  

Vinza was busy catching up with his old co-star when he saw the 

Doctor and Ruby strolling into the complex. He made his excuses and 

ran over to them.  

The Doctor and Ruby had not been able to gain access to the studios 

during the night, and had stayed in Vinza’s nearby flat. There were 

serious looks on both their faces, and Ruby was clutching the 

morning’s tabloids.  

‘I saw them this morning, too,’ Vinza said pointing to the 

newspapers. ‘Looks like my final appearance will be having a record 

audience.’  

‘Yes, the aftermath of last night’s events has fed the hunger for 

ratings. I fear, however, that this goes beyond the normal quest to top 

the week’s ratings.’ The Doctor voice was barely more than a whisper, 

his expression sombre.  

‘The Doctor thinks that Darryl killed himself as a publicity stunt,’ 

said Ruby.  

‘Pretty sick stunt,’ muttered Vinza, feeling the bile rise in his 

stomach. He could not believe that anyone could harbour such a strong 

desire for ratings that they could convince someone to commit suicide 

in the name of publicity.  

‘Yes, I agree,’ the Doctor replied. ‘We have to act before anyone else 

dies.’  

‘Look, I know this is completely off the subject but speaking of 

acting, how come no one operates the cameras?' Ruby knew enough 

behind the scenes information to know there were normally 

cameramen operating them.  

‘Its all operated from the top floor, Ruby, these new cameras are 

remote controlled.’  
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‘Hmmm,’ pondered the Doctor, ‘everything keeps leading back to 

the director. I think it is time I had a look for him, perhaps beginning 

on the top floor.’  

Ruby looked horrified. ‘Doctor you’re not going alone. I’m coming –

‘  

The Doctor interrupted her. ‘Now, Ruby, I am not about to put you 

in danger too. Stay with Vinza, see if you can find June and discover 

what happened to her.’  

‘But,’ she began to protest, but seeing the stern look on the Doctor’s 

face, she decided against it. ‘Okay, Doctor. Take care.’  

‘You too, Ruby.’ He turned away and set off towards the studio 

complex.  

 

 

In the centre of a dark and shadowy room the Doctor’s progress was 

playing out in holographic form. A chorus of menacing whispers could 

be heard as he set off towards the complex.  

‘Mindframe information requested on the Doctor,‘ hissed a voice 

from the gloom.  

It was not a single voice. It was as if many thousands of voices were 

all trying to use a single mouthpiece to speak all at once.  

Instantly the Mindframe whirred into life and the Doctor’s walking 

form was replaced by a single glowing three-dimensional image of 

him. Around this floated words in an alien text, imparting information 

about the time traveller.  

The voice could be heard once more. ‘A Time Lord. He must be 

stopped immediately.’  

A slightly different combination of voices replied. ‘The Bioslave 

should be sent to deter him.’  

‘No!’ hissed the first combination of voices. ‘The Bioslave is 

valuable. We do not want it damaged.’  
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‘Then,’ replied the other voices, ‘we need a more…disposable 

resource.’  

The Doctor’s likeness in the centre of the room shimmered away to 

be replaced by an image of Virginia Harris leaving her dressing room.  

The voices hissed their pleasure as one.  

 

 

In the intersection between the studios and the dressing rooms, 

there stood a huge wall of named pigeonholes. The cast checked these 

throughout the day, as the latest scripts would often be left there and, 

more importantly to many members of the cast, they could collect their 

fan mail.  

Vinza’s pigeonhole was glowing with a golden light and with a 

barely audible fizzing sound a neatly bound script emerged.  

Vinza and Virginia turned the corner and Vinza immediately went 

to his pigeonhole and removed his script.  

’Last one, Virginia, ‘ he sighed sadly. He flicked through it.  

Virginia was perturbed to find her pigeonhole empty. ‘Looks like 

I’m not working today sweetie, nothing here for me.’  

‘I’m sure it’s nothing to worry about, babes.’ He touched her 

shoulder. ’You know what disarray everything is in this morning after 

last night’s incident.’ He chose the last word carefully knowing that 

Virginia was still cut about Darryl’s suicide. ‘Anyway, better get off 

and give this a squizz.’ He squeezed her shoulder gently and walked 

back to his dressing room.  

Virginia looked around the floor, just in case her script had slipped 

out, but there was nothing to be found. She was beginning to get 

worried. She was just about to lower herself to the floor and crawl 

behind the unit, just on the off chance, when she saw a boy walking 

towards her carrying a script. She recognised him. In those 

mismatched clothes there was no way she could forget him. For a 
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teenager he obviously had no idea about fashion. He had been hanging 

around over the last few days, but she was not aware that he was a 

member of the production team.  

‘Miss Harris,’ the voice was devoid of warmth, ‘I have your script.’ 

He handed it to her.  

‘Thanks,’ she said shivering slightly as she stood next to him. 

‘You’re not my usual runner. You new here, baby?’ she asked.  

He did not reply instantly. He just looked at her. ‘Yes.’  

‘Oh, what’s your name? I like to get to know everyone round here, 

sweetie.’  

He ignored her question, staring her right in the eye. ‘Mr Crossland 

has asked all the cast to remain in their dressing rooms until they are 

called, Miss Harris.’  

‘Okay. If that’s what Mr Crossland wants, then who am I to argue?’ 

She looked at the script in her hands and, flicking through it, she was 

disturbed to see the pages were blank. ‘Hey! Is this a joke or what?’ she 

cried, but when she turned round she found that the boy had 

disappeared. Unnerved by his sudden absence and not quite sure what 

to do about the script, she decided to return to her dressing room and 

sit it out. Something was bound to happen soon.  

 

 

Ruby was lying on the sofa in Vinza’s dressing room. She had 

decided to wait and try to convince him to help her search for the 

missing June River. The way things were around the studios that 

morning there was no way she was going to be able to sneak around 

without the help of one of the stars.  

All her investigations had found so far was that June’s dressing 

room had been locked and her name and star had been taken down 

from the door. Ruby looked up as the door swung open.  

Vinza was not looking happy.  
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Ruby looked up at him. ‘Everything okay, pet?’ she asked jumping 

up from the comfortable sofa. She had a cup of coffee ready for him, 

which he took gratefully.  

‘Not really,’ he replied. ‘Just read my death scene.’  

‘Not good?’  

‘Well, it’s sure going to be dramatic end for Ethan. There’s a 

helicopter crash. For some reason I’m piloting it and it crashes into the 

hotel after the pilot dies from a heart attack.’  

‘Sounds good to me.’  

‘Yeah I s’pose so,’ he said but he still looked disturbed. ‘It’s just that 

it makes no sense. There’s no reason why Ethan would be up there at 

all. He just is.’  

‘Can’t you complain?’  

Vinza just looked at her. ‘You’ve seen what things are like round 

here, Ruby. Do you think it’d do any good?’  

Ruby bit her lip in thought. She knew from his interviews over the 

years that Vinza was very protective of his character and it was not like 

him to give up easily. She was certain that the key to the mystery was 

on the top floor and somehow she had to convince Vinza they should 

go up there.  

‘Oh, come on. This isn’t the Vinza DeJarnatte I’ve read about! You’d 

never normally give up this easily!’  

‘I’m just tired, Ruby,’ he said sadly. ’Too much has happened in the 

last few days. I just want to get the job done and go now.’  

‘Fine, give up then. After fifteen years I’d argue for my character.’ 

She turned away from him and smiled as she caught a determined look 

creeping across his face. It might just have worked.  

‘Okay, Ruby, I give in. Let’s see if we can get to the top floor.’  

She smiled at him, pulled the beret back onto her head and together 

they left the dressing room.  
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All this had been monitored in the shadowy room. The hologram 

showed Ruby and Vinza looking around all the time as they left the 

dressing room.  

‘They must be stopped,’ came a cacophony of voices.  

‘Yes,’ came a similarly dissonant reply, ‘but Vinza is still important 

to us. He must not be harmed.’  

‘We cannot take them both without harming him,’ the voices 

chorused in unison.  

‘Then we must separate them and make sure she never leaves this 

floor alive,’ other voices replied.  

The hologram showed Ruby and Vinza entering the lift. The doors 

snapped shut. The voices hissed in disapproval at this sight.  

A command came from the unified chorus of voices. ‘Reset the 

Bioslave. New target assigned.’  

In the far corner of the room, something moved. Its body, which was 

facing the wall, suddenly straightened. Its head jolted around as it 

received its new instructions. It turned round to reveal the gawky form 

of the teenage boy who had been making everyone so uneasy around 

the studios.  

As he began to move away something could be seen on the floor 

next to him.  

It was bloody and misshapen, but still recognisably human in shape. 

It had been viciously dissected and mauled, but the features were still 

identifiable. The face was fixed in a terrified scream.  

 

 

Virginia Harris sat with a hot cup of coffee trying to think what to 

do. There had been no other deliveries to her dressing room and the 

script she had remained resolutely blank. She shook her head and 

gulped down another mouthful of her coffee. She was idly twisting her 
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long hair between her fingers when she noticed the script was bathed 

in golden light.  

Virginia looked at it, a scared feeling rising in her. Somehow she 

could not take her eyes from it. The glow was warm and she could feel 

the warmth all through her body.  

She reached for the script and held it to her face. When she lowered 

it her eyes were blank shining golden orbs. She could feel nothing, and 

could only hear the voice in her head telling her what to do. That was 

all that mattered.  

 

 

Outside, little Ant was passing. Hearing the strange voices coming 

from within he ducked out of sight.  

He watched, looking scared as he noticed, through the open door, 

the golden glow engulf Virginia.  

 

 

Inside Virginia was no longer aware of anything around her, except 

for a strange chorus of voices that echoed softly around the room.  

‘Go to the gallery and remove the intruder known as the Doctor. Kill 

him if necessary.’ The words repeated themselves over and over until 

Virginia stood up and left the dressing room, the glow of her eyes 

subsiding to leave them hollow and lifeless.  

 

 

Ant looked truly terrified as he emerged from the dressing room 

opposite. Virginia had not seen him thankfully, but then he would be 

surprised if she could see anything at all now.  

Something weird was going on, and recalling the instructions he 

had heard, he tore off in the opposite direction to Virginia. Somehow 

he had to get to the Doctor before Virginia found him.  
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High above the studio floor on the lighting gantries, the Doctor was 

carefully watching what was going on below. He had not been able to 

find a way to the gallery and had decided instead to make his way to 

the lighting controls across the far side of the gantry. Maybe there 

would be some clue there.  

The scene playing far below him featured the Bristow family 

meeting Uncle Pip who was retaking control of the complex following 

the death of Aunty Rosie. Although he could not see very clearly, he 

could make out the expressionless faces of the actors playing the 

Bristows. They were sat motionless, staring straight ahead.  

There was a cry of ‘Cut it there,’ which came loudly from 

somewhere close by.  

The Doctor stumbled a little in surprise, making the gantry creak in 

response. Far below him the Bristow family craned their heads up 

towards him. They looked directly at him, still standing motionless. 

Even from this distance the Doctor could tell that their eyes were 

completely devoid of life. Perhaps they were controlled in the same 

way as Darryl, or maybe it was something far more sinister, he thought 

grimly.  

He tried not to think about it too hard. He began to move across the 

gantry as quietly and carefully as he could. He knew that somewhere 

not too far away was the place from which the director’s instructions 

had come, and he was determined to find his way there as quickly as 

he could. He concentrated on the task in hand, not looking down or 

thinking about the sheer dizzying drop beneath him.  

There was a sudden clatter in front of him. He stopped dead in his 

tracks. He could not see anything but someone or something was 

ahead of him. Waiting for him in the dark.  
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The lift doors opened silently to the gloom of the top floor. A 

nervous Ruby peered out, checking both directions cautiously for any 

sign of life. She could not see anything particularly untoward and 

motioned to Vinza that it was safe for them to leave.  

‘Can’t see anything yet, Vinza,’ she whispered.  

‘This is weird. There should be the senior storyliners, the producers 

and Mr Crossland up here.’ He looked around the deserted corridor. 

‘No way should it be this empty.’  

‘Well there’s got to be something here. Let’s have a look up this 

way.’ Ruby was pointing further into the gloom.  

They crept up the corridor, trying not to disturb anything. There 

were no signs of life at all. They came to a halt as the corridor came to a 

suspicious dead end.  

‘How odd.’ Ruby looked perplexed. ‘Why have a walkway that 

doesn’t lead anywhere? It makes no sense at all.’  

‘Well it’s the right floor. Crossland’s office should be right here.’ 

Vinza was certain about this. He had been up to the top floor many 

times before during his time on Clear Waters.  

They looked around, but there was nothing. No door, no windows, 

absolutely no sign that there had ever been an office there.  

They were about to turn away when Ruby noticed something 

tucked away in the gloomy corner. ‘Hang on, this is June River’s,’ she 

said, bending down to pick up the scarf. She reached down for it and 

immediately recoiled. ‘It’s covered in blood!’  

 

 

The Doctor made his way across the gantry. He knew something 

was waiting for him and he was in no hurry to find out what it was. He 

closed his eyes for a moment to ready himself and it was then that 

something lunged at him.  
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His eyes snapped open immediately and he was stunned to see 

Virginia pouncing at him, trying to force him off the edge.  

Her eyes were shimmering with the same golden glow he had seen 

on French’s face the day before.  

He found himself stumbling backwards and desperately he tried to 

regain his footing. He tried not to think what would happen if he fell 

now. He moved backwards very cautiously, all the time trying to avoid 

Virginia’s ever more frantic attempts to seize him.  

He was startled by a loop of cable brushing against the back of his 

head. It was enough to distract him and he lost his footing. He tumbled 

backwards and landed in a dazed heap on the cold metal gantry.  

Virginia seized her chance and landed a foot on his chest. Winded, 

the Doctor tried to move but was forced back down. She reached for 

the loop of cable and wrapped it around the Doctor’s neck, pulling it 

tighter and tighter to throttle him.  

‘Virginia…no…’ spluttered the Doctor gasping for every breath. His 

face was turning ever redder.  

Virginia increased her stranglehold on him.  

All that he could muster now were a few choking coughs and 

distressed shallow breaths. His eyes swam out of focus as he felt 

consciousness begin to slip away from him.  

‘Oi!’ came a voice from behind her. ‘Leave him alone!’ Ant hurtled 

towards Virginia.  

Virginia turned from the Doctor and leaped at Ant. He darted back 

and reached for a heavy looking light that was swinging above his 

head. His fingers just reached it and with all his strength he pushed it 

at her.  

It was enough. It hit her head and she fell back to the gantry, 

unconscious. Just before her eyes closed, Ant noticed they lost the 

golden glow and there was a bewildered look on her face.  

‘Yes!’ he cheered, raising his arm in triumph.  
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He checked she was out cold and made his way to the Doctor, who 

was breathing in deep breaths of air.  

‘Thank you, Ant!’ the Doctor gasped. ‘Not that I condone the use of 

violence, you understand, but you were just in the nick of time.’ He 

beamed.  

 

 

‘So June must have been here,’ said Ruby.  

‘Yeah and she didn’t make it back out again.’ While Vinza had never 

had much time for June he was sounding really disturbed now. ‘I don’t 

like this, Ruby. We’d better get out of here before whatever did that to 

her does that to us!’ He was looking around all the time just in case 

someone sneaked up on them.  

‘I think you could be right, Vin.’ Ruby agreed. ‘Lets see if we can 

find the Doctor and tell him what happened to June.’  

There was a ping and the sound of the lift doors opening. Ruby and 

Vinza looked at each other in horror.  

Someone was coming.  

Ruby was about to speak but Vinza quickly pulled a hand over her 

mouth and put a finger to his lips to silence her. They slunk back as far 

as they could into the shadows, neither of them wanting to think about 

what could have happened to June in the very same place.  

It seemed to take hours for the figure to arrive. They stared down 

the corridor hoping for a glimpse of the stranger. A shadow moved 

across the wall at the very end of the corridor and turning into the 

light, Vinza was relieved to see Myrtle’s slender figure ambling 

towards them, duster in hand.  

‘Thank god, ‘ he muttered to Ruby and they emerged from their 

rather obvious hiding place.  

‘Oh!’ said Myrtle. ‘It’s you, Mr DeJarnatte. Ol’ Myrtle didn’t see you 

there.’  
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‘That’s ok, Myrtle, we’re relieved it’s you.’ He smiled with a sigh of 

relief.  

She flicked the duster round the plant pots with no sense of 

urgency.  

‘I ‘eard you was being sacked. Ol’ Myrtle don’t hold with what the 

producers are up to these days. You’se one of the best, Mr DeJarnatte, 

known you since you was a nipper so I have.’  

He smiled sheepishly at her and Ruby noticed his embarrassment. 

She was in a hurry to get away from here and motioned to him her 

intent. He grimaced in return as Myrtle carried on regardless.  

‘Oh yeah, there’s far too much of that sex and violence now. Wants 

everyone to watch by making the show flashier. Well ol’ Myrtle don’t 

‘old with that, I tells you, its not as good as it used to be. I likes it better 

when the characters was the important thing, not them there ratin’s.’  

‘Yeah,’ agreed Vinza, ‘it sure ain’t what it used to be round here, 

Myrtle, that’s for sure.’  

She nodded her head sadly in agreement and ambled away still 

flicking the duster round arthritically. ‘Ol’ Myrtle will miss you, Mr 

DeJarnatte, an’ that’s the truth.’  

‘Is she right in the head?’ asked Ruby disingenuously.  

‘Oh, she’s all right is old Myrtle. She’s harmless, but you know she 

has a point.’  

‘She does?’  

‘Yeah she’s right about the show. It’s in disarray behind the scenes, 

but the public are lapping it up. Its more popular than ever.’  

‘And so with all the publicity everyone will be watching tonight, 

just to see what’s going on.’ Ruby gave a wry smile. ‘The Doctor was 

right as usual!’  

‘Well at least I’ll go out on a high I suppose.’  

Ruby was still looking troubled as they headed back to the lift.  

‘I still don’t understand how Darryl got possessed like that.’  
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‘The whole thing is beyond me,’ muttered Vinza. ‘When we 

watched Darryl, he was holding his script. Maybe there’s a special kind 

of script given to the actors they want to possess.’  

‘And they channel whatever it is through it!’ Ruby finished.  

A sudden thought occurred to Vinza. ‘Virginia didn’t have a script 

today.’  

‘You don’t think…’ she looked at him and he nodded grimly back at 

her. ‘We better find her, just in case.’  

They set off back to the lift and turned the corner. They were 

startled to find the teenage boy standing there, quite still. He looked at 

them with a strange look on his face, half grin and half leer. His eyes 

were fixed on Ruby.  

He walked awkwardly towards her with his uncomfortable gait. 

Ruby and Vinza recoiled instinctively as he pulled a pen and pad from 

his pocket.  

‘Can I have you your autograph?’ he slurred and in a blur he had 

lunged at her with his pen, the nib of which was as sharp as a knife.  

 

 

The Doctor was busy shining his pen-torch into Virginia’s eyes.  

‘This is most interesting,’ he said. ‘She’s been under some form of 

hypnotic control. It possessed her totally. It is quite brilliant, monstrous 

but brilliant.’  

‘Is she going to be okay, Doctor?’ Ant was concerned for his co-star.  

‘Oh I should think so. The bump on the head will probably have 

done her more damage than the hypnotic effect.’  

Ant looked a bit downcast. He had been quite proud of his heroic 

rescue. ‘Err, sorry Virginia,’ he mumbled.  

‘Oh you should not worry, Ant! I was more than pleased to see you!’ 

The Doctor smiled warmly at Ant and he beamed back at the Doctor.  

‘This is all well weird, Doctor. Do you know what’s going on?’  
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‘Well it is beginning to fall into place. Slowly, but it is starting to 

make some kind of sense.’  

‘Is there anything I can do to help, Doctor?’ Ant asked eagerly. After 

his heroic rescue earlier, he desperately wanted to be involved. ‘I’m not 

needed on set until this afternoon.’  

The Doctor’s face was stony. Since Alf had gone, he was very 

concerned about involving anyone else in the dangerous situations he 

all too frequently found himself in. He had no right to put anyone else 

in danger and he was loath to involve Ant. Teenagers all too often let 

their enthusiasm run away with them.  

‘This situation is incredibly dangerous, Ant. You could be possessed 

at any time, and I am still not entirely sure what we are up against.’ 

His voice was stern.  

Ant looked crestfallen. He had hoped he could make a difference 

here and help keep his friends safe.  

‘But,’ the Doctor continued, ‘I do need some help.’  

Ant beamed. ‘What can I do, Doctor?’  

‘Just before I was attacked, I was watching a scene being recorded 

down there,’ he pointed to the set far below them. ‘The Bristow family 

were involved, and they seemed somewhat odd to me.’  

‘Oh yeah they are,’ Ant agreed. ‘I don’t like to pass on gossip, but 

they’re really odd. They don’t ever socialise between scenes. They just 

head straight back to their dressing rooms. I mean usually we hang out 

in the Green Room have a laugh and stuff, but I’ve never seen them in 

there.’  

‘How very odd.’  

‘Yeah, but I’ll tell you what. They’re brilliant on set. Never fluff their 

lines. They’re almost too good for this show.’  

‘Yes, this all confirms my suspicions. I am not sure they are human 

any longer, if of course they ever were.’  
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‘You mean they’re robots or something?’ Ant asked in amazement. 

He was a bit of sci-fi geek at heart, and the idea of robots infiltrating 

the show was really cool.  

‘It is possible yes, or maybe something far worse and far more 

deadly.’  

They made Virginia comfortable, which was quite a feat on the cold 

gantry and headed off back the way Ant had come. He had pointed out 

the camera station at the far end of the metal gantry. The camera was 

busy flashing away, turning around and recording the action below.  

‘This is one of the new automated cameras, Doctor,’ Ant explained. 

‘They’re all controlled by the director who’s usually stationed up 

there.’ He pointed to the control room a little further across the gantry.  

‘Right, shall we have a look at you?’ The Doctor pulled his sonic 

hairdryer out of his frock coat pocket and started to blow away the 

camera housing. He was soon engrossed in examining its workings, 

with his head buried inside.  

All Ant could hear from inside the camera was excited murmuring. 

The Doctor was obviously in his element doing this and Ant thought 

that maybe he had been a little hasty in offering his help.  

‘Aha!’ cried the Doctor, ‘found you!’  

‘What have you found, Doctor?’  

The Doctor’s head emerged from the camera workings and he was 

holding something shiny in his hand. ‘This!’ He passed it to the spiky 

haired boy.  

Ant examined it. The thing was a mirror. He could see his reflection 

in it, but as he looked the image multiplied and looped until there was 

what looked like an infinite number of Ants looking back at him. He 

was transfixed by the almost hypnotic effect.  

The Doctor quickly snatched it off him and clicked his fingers in 

front of Ant’s eyes.  
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‘What was that?’ Ant asked. ‘I’ve never seen anything like it, not 

even in the Gadget Shop!’  

‘That is thing is a Concertina Mirror, Ant, a very precise tool used 

for recording and broadcasting multiple images,’ he explained. ’I am 

unsurprised you have never seen one. They have yet to be invented!’  

‘Oh man! You mean it’s from the future?’  

‘Yes, and more to the point, it is never a product of Earth 

technology.’ He pocketed the mirror and led Ant off towards the 

director’s control room.  

 

 

The director was sat facing forwards. Her hands were moving 

controls on the panel in front of her and she spoke into the 

microphone.  

The Doctor and Ant crept up on her cautiously.  

Listening to the voice, Ant realised just how clichéd the voice 

sounded. There were just stock sounding director phrases, ‘That’s a 

wrap! We’ll go again! Take two!’ repeated over and over again.  

‘I know that voice from somewhere, Doctor,’ Ant whispered softly.  

The Doctor reached forwards and spun the chair round. Ant gasped.  

The director was not human.  

Sat in the chair was a shiny silver battle armoured robot. There were 

tubes and wires connecting the thing into the floor. It seemed to be 

almost organic looking in places and Ant choked at the smell of rotting 

flesh that filled the room.  

With a whirr the Doctor opened the central panel on the robot’s 

chest with his sonic hairdryer. ‘Oh no!’ he cried as he pulled the unit 

off.  

‘Eurghh!’ cried Ant as he looked inside. He felt sick.  

There was a complex mix of circuitry contained within. Wires 

streamed everywhere and tubes pumped fluids around. In the centre 
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though was a bloody severed head, with eyes that darted around 

blinking shut in the light. It turned towards them.  

It was the face of Old Myrtle staring back at them.  

 

 

Episode Four  

The boy pushed the pen right up to Ruby’s neck. She could feel the 

cold sharp nib of steel pressing into her windpipe. She was backed up 

against the wall with no hope of escape.  

‘Will you sign this?’ he asked smothering her face with his 

autograph book. Even though he was very close to her she could not 

feel his breath on her skin.  

Vinza picked himself up off the floor where the boy had viciously 

shoved him only moments before. Vinza threw himself at the boy, 

knocking him to the floor, giving Ruby the chance to dart quickly away 

from the wall.  

‘Vinza, we have to do something!’ she called as the two of them 

edged back from the fan-boy.  

‘Yeah, but what?’ he replied, looking around for anything that they 

could use to defend themselves.  

The boy was already up and walking towards them menacingly.  

‘Hey, how about this?’ Vinza was pointing to the hat stand behind 

them.  

‘That’ll do!’  

The two of them took hold of the hat stand and, using all their 

weight, rammed it at the boy. He teetered backwards, unsteady on his 

feet as the pair of them continued to push him.  

‘Keep going!’ Vinza called as they finally forced the boy against the 

wall.  

He fell and, taken by surprise, Ruby and Vinza were able to punch 

the hat stand right through his chest.  
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‘Shit!’ Vinza swore, ‘we’ve killed him.’  

‘No, look!’ screamed Ruby.  

All they had done was create a gaping hole in the boy’s chest, from 

which protruded a mass of circuits. The body was writhing as if in 

agony. It was trying to get back on its feet despite the hat stand that 

was impaled in its torso. It flung the wooden stand away.  

‘Come here and help me,’ shouted Ruby. She had found a couple of 

coat hangers that had fallen from the hat stand, and was pulling them 

apart. ’Where’s the nearest electricity socket?’  

Vinza fumbled around in the gloom and called out in triumph that 

he found one.  

The boy was edging closer. Its speed had been impaired but it was 

just as determined to get a hold of Ruby. His voice slurred and 

stuttered at her. ’Au… aaauuu… tttooo… gggrrr… aaappphhh…’  

Vinza quickly tore off his jacket, ripped out the lining and covered 

his hands as he frantically shoved the wire coat hangers into the socket, 

tripping the safety hole at the top.  

Ruby shouted at the boy and lured it towards them. It stumbled and 

stopped moving before it got to the socket. ‘What are we going to do?’ 

Ruby mouthed to Vinza.  

Realising that Ruby was the boy’s target, Vinza dodged past the boy 

and pushed on its back with all his might. He switched on.  

The electricity arced through the boy. It convulsed violently, 

showering the corridor with sparks before it fell to the floor. They 

stood back and watched until the convulsions stopped.  

‘And to think my mum always told me never to play with 

electricity!’ Vinza laughed.  

 

 

Ant felt sick. In all his life he had never imagined he would see 

anything quite as vile as the sight in front of him. He was trying as 
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hard as he could not to think about the living head that was sat in 

amongst the circuits of what had been the director. He could not 

believe that the Doctor could poke about within it all almost without a 

care in the world.  

‘This is most fascinating, Ant!’ the Doctor said as if he had his head 

under nothing more innocent than a car bonnet.  

‘Its sick if you ask me,’ Ant replied.  

‘Yes, that too,’ the Doctor agreed, ‘but it is also most certainly an 

elegant fusing of organic and inorganic components. Quite monstrous.’  

‘But what’s it all for? Why do they need a human head in all that?’ 

Ant asked pointing disdainfully at the mass of circuits on the floor.  

‘Well to put it simply, young Anthony, this machine is what was 

controlling Darryl and our friend Miss Harris over there.’ He nodded 

back at her. ‘The robot cannot do that without a human head. 

Obviously without one it could not broadcast on the correct 

frequencies.’  

Ant looked puzzled. ‘I see,’ he said, not really seeing at all.  

‘Oh yes,’ the Doctor continued, ‘every species in the universe has a 

different frequency on which their brains function.’ He poked about a 

bit more at the circuits. ‘Oh dear.’  

‘Oh dear? That doesn’t sound good.’ Ant was wondering what 

could be worse than what he had already heard.  

‘No, it is not. This transmitter here, ‘ said the Doctor, pointing at 

some particularly complex circuits, ‘is primed to transmit a hypnotic 

signal concurrent with the broadcast frequency of BBC1. So whoever 

watches Clear Waters tonight will be put into the same kind of trance 

as Virginia!’  

‘So they’ve tried to boost the ratings so that as many people as 

possible watch tonight and fall under their influence?’  

‘Yes. Well I am not about to let the inhabitants of Great Britain be 

turned into zombies, Ant. If I just reverse the polarity of these circuits, 
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like this…’ He aimed the sonic hairdryer at them and it buzzed. ‘Then I 

hope that the ray will be reflected back at the source and absorbed 

there instead.’ He beamed in delight at his handiwork.  

‘There’s just one thing, Doctor. What about Myrtle?’  

The Doctor’s face dropped. The sparkle left his eyes. ‘The crime 

committed against her is great. No sentient being deserves to be 

treated in this abhorrent manner.’  

‘Is the other Myrtle a robot too?’  

‘I think so yes. I am not sure there is anything we can do about that 

for now. I need to see whoever committed this atrocity and try and set 

things to rights.’  

Beneath them, the Bristow family stood staring upwards. Their eyes 

were unwavering. They had witnessed it all. The Doctor met their 

gazes levelly.  

‘Come on, Ant. We have to find Ruby and Vinza,’ he said, and led 

the boy off.  

 

 

A few moments later a sad looking Myrtle ambled into the mess of 

the director’s control room. She began flicking her duster round, but 

paused as she noticed the dismantled robot in the centre of the room. 

Slowly she moved towards it, and with a look of silent curiosity and 

intense sadness she stared at her own severed head.  

 

 

 

Ruby and Vinza hurried through the maze of dressing rooms 

hoping they would be in time to prevent anything happening to 

Virginia. They stopped just short of her dressing room.  

‘Door’s open,’ Vinza said quietly, ‘so she may not be in.’  

‘Are you going to check, pet?’ asked Ruby.  
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He nodded and quietly put his head through the open door. ‘She’s 

not in,’ he called back to Ruby. She entered after him.  

‘Well there doesn’t seem to be anything out of place,’ said Ruby 

surveying the dressing room. She noticed the cold cup of coffee on the 

dressing table but thought nothing of it.  

‘Except this.’ Vinza had found Virginia’s blank script. He held it up. 

‘I reckon we’re too late, Rubes.’ He was about to toss it back down on 

the desk, when it was engulfed with a hazy golden glow.  

‘Vinza!’ screamed Ruby. She watched in horror as the glow began to 

engulf him. His eyes were slowly changing, losing their life. She could 

feel something in her head too, something warm. She wanted to let go. 

She felt she had to let it engulf her, swallow her totally. Who could 

resist something that made you feel so good? Her eyes began to 

change. She could feel herself slipping away, as if nothing mattered 

now.  

 

 

The dressing room area was deserted as the Doctor and Ant made 

their way through. Nothing seemed out of the ordinary so far.  

‘Look, Doctor,’ Ant said pointing to a glow emanating from close by.  

‘Stay here, Ant,’ he replied, looking down the corridor. It was 

coming from Virginia’s dressing room.  

The Doctor bounded in and saw the glow engulfing his two friends. 

With his cane at the ready, he reached towards the script that Vinza 

was still clutching. With sudden effort he whacked the cane down on 

the script. It dropped from Vinza’s grip onto the floor.  

With a satisfying thwack the Doctor batted the script under the 

dressing table and was relieved to see both Ruby and Vinza returning 

to normal. Vinza was clutching his head.  

‘I couldn’t resist,’ he stammered. ‘It was so warm and wonderful.’  



 

146 

‘Yes, it was the same psycho-induced spell that possessed Darryl 

and Virginia, and would have controlled you too if I had not been here 

in time.’  

Ant peeped his head round the door and smiled when he saw 

everything was fine.  

The Doctor had sat Vinza and Ruby down on the sofa and was 

checking them over to make sure they felt no ill effects from their 

moment of possession.  

‘Doctor, we’ve got to hurry,’ said Ant. ‘Any minute now Vin and me 

are due on set. The live broadcast will be starting.’  

‘Should we go on set, Doctor?’ Vinza asked, not liking the idea of 

acting right now.  

‘No! The Exec know exactly what is happening down here, we 

should keep our heads down for a moment and see if we can come up 

with a way to defeat them. I have altered the transmitter, but there is 

bound to be a back up.’  

Ruby told the Doctor about the visit to the top floor. ‘ We found all 

that remains of June River and encountered that boy again.’  

He looked sternly at her. ‘I told you not to go up there. You could 

have been killed.’  

‘Yes well we weren’t, Doctor. We managed to stop the boy.’  

‘You were very lucky to come out of that alive.’ The Doctor was 

relieved they were still here to tell the tale. ‘Did you find anything else 

up there?’ he asked in a less severe voice.  

‘Not much,’ she replied. ‘There was no way through. The corridor 

just came to a dead end.’  

‘Yeah,’ added Vinza, ‘right where Mr Crossland’s office should have 

been.’  

‘Right,’ said the Doctor, ‘we have two problems. Firstly there are the 

robot actors.’  

‘The Bristows, Doctor?’ asked Ant.  
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‘Yes, the Bristows. As good as they are, they cannot provide the kind 

of unpredictable and therefore entertaining performances of the flawed 

human actors. They are, however, still around with the remaining 

human cast members and it might be enough for some kind of 

performance to be broadcast. After all any soap can easily do a two-

hander. I suggest you three try and do something to sabotage today’s 

episode and disable the robots.’ The Doctor looked at Ruby and 

smiled. ‘You have already proved yourself more than adept at that it 

seems.’  

Ruby smiled back. ‘What are you going to do?’  

‘Go to the top floor and stop the Exec from creating any more havoc, 

and before any of you ask I am going alone. This is too dangerous for 

me to involve any of you.’ Without looking back he strode out of the 

dressing room to head for the lift.  

The other three sat for a moment until the red On Air sign that 

flashed above the mirror disturbed them.  

‘Right,’ said Ruby jumping up, ‘we’ve got a spanner to throw into 

the works!’  

 

 

The top floor was as deserted as ever when the Doctor arrived. The 

body of the boy was still fizzing and sparking a little as the Doctor 

passed it. He gave a wry smile as he surveyed the damage Ruby and 

Vinza had caused. Watchfully he made his way to the end of the 

corridor. It was empty but the corridor still came resolutely to a dead 

end.  

He looked the wall over. Nothing seemed out of place. It was simply 

a wall. He tapped it with his hand. It felt like a solid wall. He pulled a 

magnifying glass from his pocket and examined it more closely. Its 

structure was quite unlike any normal wall.  
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‘Just as I thought,’ he murmured as he looked up, ‘a spatial rift. This 

is not a wall at all.’  

He groped around in his other pockets to retrieve the concertina 

mirror. He held it up to the wall and watched contentedly as the wall 

began to blister and bend. Soon there was a gap big enough for him to 

walk through and he eased himself over the threshold. The hole closed 

behind him and was replaced by the wall. There was no sign he had 

ever been there.  

 

 

Ruby, Vinza and Ant rushed to the edge of the studio. In front of 

them there was a scene with Uncle Pip and the Bristows playing out.  

‘What can we do?’ asked Ruby desperately.  

The three of them looked around for anything that might cause 

some kind of diversion. Ruby spied something out of the corner of her 

eye.  

‘Can we use any of these, do you think?’ she said pointing at the far 

corner of the studio. Stacked there was a whole host of electronic 

equipment; old lighting rigs, quantel desks and some old cameras.  

‘You might be onto something, Rubes!’ cried Vinza.  

Ant had an idea. ‘Hey, Vin,’ he said. ‘Do you remember what used 

to happen with these old cameras?’  

‘Yeah!’ Vinza smiled catching on. ‘These old cameras were notorious 

for causing interference with any other electronic devices being used 

on set…’  

Ruby laughed. ‘What are we waiting for then?’  

She and Ant dragged the heavy cameras into position around the 

edges of the set. The actors were so engrossed in their scene that they 

did not notice Ruby and Ant creeping around.  

Vinza was searching for the camera controls. Finding them, he made 

sure there was power still coming into the old control desk, and held 
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his thumb up to the other two. They nodded their readiness, having set 

six cameras up, and he threw the switch.  

They watched satisfied, as the robot actors on set jolted alarmingly.  

‘What’s going on?’ shouted the Mrs Bristow robot, moving jerkily 

across the set.  

‘Let’s have a cuppa,’ said the Mr Bristow robot.  

‘Sally!’ shouted Mrs Bristow, her voice slurring alarmingly.  

It’s working, thought Vinza. They were becoming confused, 

spouting odd lines of their dialogue. Their bodies spasmed and 

collapsed in a heap of sparks around the set.  

There were a few moments of dead air as the monitors received no 

input before a pre-recorded message flashed up on the screens. ‘We 

apologise for the temporary loss of picture. Normal service will be 

resumed shortly!’  

‘Ladies and gentlemen, Clear Waters is off the air!’ Ruby announced 

in triumph and relief. ‘And I never thought I’d be pleased to say that!’ 

she added with a laugh.  

‘Yes!’ cheered Ant.  

Their triumph was short lived as the studio was plunged into 

darkness. The emergency lights came on and everything was bathed in 

red light.  

‘I don’t like it, Rubes. I think someone is still in control,’ Vinza said 

nervously.  

‘Do you think we should check those robots over, I mean just in 

case?’ Ruby asked him.  

‘Yeah, I s’pose so. It might not have worked. Stay here Ant, just in 

case. Your mum would never forgive me if I let you get killed by a 

psychotic robot actor!’  

Ant had already decided that was the best cause of action. He had 

got over his bout of heroics and was quite prepared to stay away. It all 
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looked normal, but he had quickly realised that nothing was what it 

seemed around the studios any more.  

Carefully and nervously, Ruby and Vinza crept onto the set. 

Everything was quiet and dark. Ruby knelt down to examine the Mr 

Bristow robot. It seemed quite still and dead. She was about to examine 

it more closely when she felt a sharp pain on the back of her neck. She 

slumped forward on the robot, unconscious.  

Ant gasped in horror as he watched Vinza knock her out. Terrified, 

Ant moved away out of his sight as the actor turned round. Vinza’s 

eyes were glowing with the golden light that Ant had seen in Virginia 

Harris’s eyes earlier.  

Slowly Vinza dragged Ruby’s body off the set. He left her in a heap 

to one side of the studio, not caring to do it gently. He pushed the 

cameras they had carefully manoeuvred around the edge of the set 

back to the walls and he made sure the power was turned off at the 

control desk.  

Everything began to come back to life. The On Air lights flicked 

back to red and the studio lighting was relit. The robots took up their 

places again and the scene started. The glow of Vinza’s eyes dissipated, 

and they returned to their normal, but lifeless blue. Vinza took his 

place on set and Clear Waters was back on the air.  

 

 

The Doctor stepped from the spatial displacement to find himself in 

a dark chamber. He looked around but could not see a great deal. 

‘”Hello darkness my old friend”,’ he quoted softly, groping in his 

pockets for his pen torch.  

When he had finally found it, he twisted it on and looked around in 

fascination at the room. It was a huge chamber, mostly empty except 

for some kind of machine in the centre. He walked over carefully. 

Biting his lip in concentration, the Doctor studied the controls intently. 
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He prodded one with his cane. It sprung into life. A hologram of the 

studios floated in the air in front of him and he was dismayed to see 

the soap was still being broadcast. He was even more dismayed when 

he saw Vinza was also on set.  

‘Oh my, they did not succeed it seems. I do hope Ruby is all right.’  

‘No, Time Lord, they did not!’ hissed the chorus of the Exec. ‘Your 

pitiful plan has failed.’  

The Doctor whirled round, but there was still nothing in the 

chamber with him. He could feel the reverb of the voices echoing 

around the chamber. ‘Come out and say hello!’ he called, but still 

nothing appeared.  

‘Soon a hypnotic signal will be broadcast to the people of Great 

Britain. It will then be under our control,’ the voices said.  

‘Not much of a plan is it?’ the Doctor taunted his unseen 

adversaries. ‘Subjugating one small island on the planet Earth? Pah! 

Where is the scope in that?’  

‘This is merely the beginning,’ the voices laughed together. ‘From 

here we will take the show across the world, hypnotising the peoples 

of the world as we go. Within months the entire planet Earth will be 

slaves to us.’  

‘Why?’ shouted the Doctor angrily. ‘What could be so important 

that you need to enslave an entire race?’  

‘We intend to make the planet into one large soap opera. The people 

of the Earth will be made to play out a never-ending series of events 

for our amusement. The movement of every man, woman and child 

will be predetermined by us to create ever more dramatic set pieces. It 

will be the universe’s largest soap opera!’ the voices chorused 

triumphantly.  

‘Mankind will be your puppets to make a drama series? I still do not 

understand why. Why do you need the humans so badly?’  
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‘Our race,’ the voices began, ‘feeds on the raw emotion created by 

other races. We need to feel their love, their hate, their rage, happiness, 

fear and anger to survive. We struggled for survival until we picked up 

the broadcast waves from this planet reached the Cyranaos system, our 

home. We were nourished by these soap operas, on all the emotions 

they trigger, and knew we could use this for our own needs.’  

The Doctor stood impassively, listening to the voices reverberating 

around the gloomy chamber. ‘Many people on Earth need the same 

kind of fix,’ he said to the nothingness.  

The voices continued, ignoring him. ‘We were drawn to Earth, 

where we established a hold on the show. We made it more unrealistic 

and more dramatic so we could feed from it.’  

‘But you made a mistake, did you not? You did not bank on the 

unreliability of the humans did you?’  

‘No. They refused to work on the revamped show. They demanded 

greater remuneration for their work and they cared for the characters 

they played. They thought they knew better than we did.’  

The Doctor was piecing it all together now. ‘And so you created 

robot actors to act it out for you.’  

‘Yes, Time Lord.’  

‘Oh, call me Doctor please,’ he smiled. ‘Only the robots were too 

perfect. They may have said the lines you wrote, but they could not 

milk the emotional qualities out of them you required.’  

‘Yes,’ the voices chorused sadly as one, ‘they were too good. We 

gained no fulfilment from their acting. We needed the unreliable 

human performances.’  

‘So you possessed as many of the cast as you could and made them 

commit atrocious acts. It is quite abhorrent and I cannot allow it to 

continue.’  

‘You have done all you will be able to do, Doctor. We are in control 

here.’  
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‘Then why not show yourselves?’ he called, but still the room 

remained resolutely empty. ‘What are you afraid of? You have shown 

yourselves capable of monstrous acts, that poor cleaning woman 

Myrtle for instance. What a diabolical thing to do.’  

‘It was necessary.’  

‘I do not buy that. Murder is never necessary,’ retorted the Doctor 

angrily.  

‘She was the first earthling we encountered. We deconstructed her 

to find out how the human mind functioned.’ The Doctor looked 

horrified, but the voices continued with no hint of remorse. ‘We 

enslaved her mind to the Directing Console, a device we devised for 

the automated control of the show. Her mind was enquiring and 

inquisitive. She knew everything that went on and so she was the 

perfect controller for the show.’  

‘You butchered her and ended her life. It is abominable!’ the Doctor 

shouted into the air.  

The voices hissed with laughter. ‘This is the moment when you 

realise we have won and the end credits play, Time Lord.’  

 

 

Down on the studio floor, the director had called out for the actors 

to take to the locations. They moved zombie like to the lake, where 

Vinza took his place in a gleaming helicopter, ready for the climax of 

the show. He looked impassive, no flicker of anticipation played on his 

face. He strapped himself in next to the pilot and the blades began to 

turn.  

Ant sat next to the unconscious Ruby, trying to wake her up. It was 

no good. He gently slapped her cheeks and shook her, hoping to revive 

her, but she did not stir. ‘Come on, Ruby.’ He was almost crying. ‘I 

can’t do this without you.’  
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He jumped in shock as someone tapped him on the shoulder. He 

whirled round, hoping it was not one of the robots. It was Myrtle. Ant 

was not sure he could trust her. I mean, after all, he thought to himself, 

she’s obviously a robot too.  

The look of sadness on her face convinced him that she meant him 

no harm. He tried not to think about her head being part of that thing 

he had seen upstairs on the gantry and accepted that she was not there 

to hurt him.  

She spoke softly to him. ‘I’ve seen it, up there with ol’ Myrtle’s ‘ead. 

I ‘as to ‘elp you young Ant.’  

‘W…w…what should I do? I can’t wake her up.’ He pointed at 

Ruby.  

‘It spoke to me, in my voice… you’ve gotta do what that there 

Doctor did. He bamboozled one of them there cameras, but there’s 

nine more.’  

‘What?’ Ant cried. ‘I don’t know what he did? I can’t do it too!’  

‘You’s the only one left little ‘un. Ol’ Myrtle can’t ‘elp. There’s no 

‘elp for Ol’ Myrtle.’ Her voice was quiet and sad. ‘I saw what its done 

to me… I saw my own ‘ead in there.’ She stumbled away with a single 

tear trickling down her cheek.  

Ant was not sure what he was supposed to do, but if it came to it he 

would smash every single camera in the place just to make sure. He 

reached down and patted Ruby awkwardly on the shoulder. ‘I’ll be 

back as soon as I can, Ruby,’ he whispered before he darted away in 

search of the other cameras.  

 

 

The Doctor was watching the Mindframe. Its holographic display 

told him what he feared. All around Great Britain, millions of viewers 

were tuned in to watch the year’s final episode of Clear Waters. The 
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broadcast was continuing uninterrupted, and there had been no sign 

that Ruby and Ant had done anything to halt the show.  

All around the chamber, the laughter from the Exec could be heard 

reverberating in triumph.  

‘Oh please!’ called the Doctor, ‘that laughter is most off putting. You 

have not won yet you know.’  

‘Our victory is certain, Doctor. Your puny attempt to stop us has not 

worked. Your friends have been disabled. We will not lose.’  

‘Disabled?’ The Doctor could hardly believe the clichéd nature of the 

Exec’s posturing. ‘If you have hurt any of them…’  

‘You can do nothing now except stand and watch our victory.’  

The Doctor turned from the Mindframe. ‘I still cannot see you. 

Come out and say hello face-to-face!’ he called.  

‘Time Lord, we are all around you. We are here, we are there, we are 

everywhere. You stand within us. We were combined into a group 

mind to make certain this task did not fail.’  

‘Oh. Well it is one way of saving space I suppose. This,’ he pointed 

to the Mindframe, ‘must be what unites you all. Some kind of central 

processor to link you together?’  

‘And much more besides, Doctor.’  

‘You know all this is unnecessary. This grand scheme of yours could 

all be abandoned. You do not need to manufacture a huge soap opera; 

their real lives are far more interesting. It is far more dramatic, funny, 

scary and diverse than you could possibly imagine. There is no way 

your scripted travesty of human life could ever match the way they 

interact.’  

‘It is not up for discussion. Our vision is settled. We will have our 

way.’  

‘But do you not see, all you need to do is observe, to watch them. 

You will receive all the impulses you need to feed on, and you will not 

need to enslave humanity.’  
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‘You may be right, Time Lord,’ they mused, ‘but it is too late, our 

plan reaches its zenith as we speak. Look!’  

The Doctor felt himself turning to the holographic image above the 

Mindframe. He could see Vinza stepping into the helicopter and it 

rising into the air ready for the explosive finale.  

‘With Vinza’s death we will take control!’  

‘For pities sake,’ pleaded the Doctor. ‘Stop this now! If only for own 

sake.’  

‘We know of your other pitiful attempt to thwart us.’  

‘Oh.’ The Doctor’s face fell.  

‘Yes, you have merely destroyed one of our transmitters. There are 

many more across the studio from which we will boost the signal,’ the 

voices of the Exec chorused in unity.  

‘Maybe one will be enough. I have to stay optimistic.’ The Doctor 

crossed his fingers hopefully. He was still watching the scene on the 

Mindframe in horror as the incidental music reached a crescendo and 

the camera followed the pitching helicopter above the lake.  

The Exec roared hungrily, anticipating the huge influx of emotions 

they were about to receive.  

 

 

Ruby rubbed her aching head. She had woken up alone on the 

deserted set and was not entirely sure what had happened. Vinza had 

knocked her out, but now there was no sign of him or any of the other 

actors, nor Ant come to think of it. She could hear a roar coming from 

outside like a plane about to crash. Slightly dazed she got to her feet 

and woozily headed towards the doors to the exterior set.  

The roaring was even louder outside. Great ripples crashed 

violently against the side of the lake as the helicopter pitched down 

towards its centre. It suddenly occurred to Ruby what was going on 

and she craned her neck to see who was inside. She gasped in shock as 
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she saw Vinza grappling in vain with the controls, trying to stop it 

plunging into the centre of Clear Waters.  

Ethan’s grand finale, she thought, he’s going to crash the helicopter 

into the lake.  

Looking around she noticed there were no lifeboats, no safety 

experts, or anyone to save him and take him to safety afterwards…  

This is for real, she thought in horror.  

She ran towards the lake screaming his name, but her voice was 

barely audible above the swishing of the blades and the screeching of 

the engine as the helicopter plummeted towards the water.  

Ruby stood, frozen to the spot, unable to do anything except watch 

Vinza’s final moments.  

 

 

Old Myrtle entered the Director’s control room once again. She 

stared desolately at her own living head. Her eyes made contact one 

last time as the facsimile of Myrtle raised her broom and sent it 

smashing down.  

 

 

The Doctor covered his ears as a roar ripped through the air of the 

chamber. It was triumphant for a moment, but that did not last. An 

agonised wail tore the air.  

‘Time Lord! Help us… arghhhhhh!’ it screamed in pain. ‘What is 

THIS?’  

‘It worked!’ he shouted. ‘I am afraid your plan backfired. This is 

your own ray directed back at you.’  

‘It is tearing us APART,’ the voices squealed as one.  
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In the helicopter, Vinza snapped back to his senses, the hypnotic 

control relaxing in his mind. His eyes cleared and he looked 

desperately around him, trying to get out of the helicopter. He braced 

himself as the helicopter nose-dived into the icy cold lake.  

 

 

The Doctor fumbled around in his pockets, looking for the 

Concertina mirror. He hoped he could find it in time before the multi-

phased hypnotic signal tore the Exec apart. He grasped it frantically 

and aimed it at the wall, hoping there was still enough power to get 

him away.  

The wailing reached a fever pitch and he struggled to remain on his 

feet as the floor buckled beneath him. The spatial rift flickered into 

view, crackling and sparking with myriad colours.  

 

 

Vinza rolled out of the helicopter into the icy cold water. He was 

unharmed, but ever so tired and he wanted to just give up and sink. 

The helicopter was about to hit the bottom. He dodged the blades that 

slowly sliced through the water and swam with as much gusto as he 

could manage towards the shore before the helicopter exploded. He 

was relieved to see Ruby throwing him a life ring, and he pulled 

himself towards it gratefully. She pulled him to shore as fast as she 

could and they huddled together as a tremendous explosion sent water 

cascading up into the air.  

They sat in a sopping wet heap. Vinza lay panting next to Ruby and 

she cradled him in her arms, both of them watching the waves crash 

against the banks of the lake.  

‘Did we win?’ Vinza asked.  

‘I’m not sure pet,’ she replied. ‘I don’t know what’s happened. 

There’s no sign of the Doctor or Ant.’ She looked dazed and tired.  
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‘Don’t worry! I’ve learnt enough about the Doctor to know he’s 

gonna be fine, Rubes.’ Vinza was not entirely convinced about this, but 

it seemed about right. Got to stay optimistic if only for Ruby’s sake, he 

thought. It was odd, he suddenly felt very attached to the two of them. 

They had been through quite a lot the last day or so.  

‘Of course I will,’ said a voice behind them. ‘You should know that 

by now, Ruby!’  

They turned round to see the Doctor standing behind them, looking 

as immaculate as ever.  

‘Oh, Doctor, I’m glad you’re okay!’ Ruby got up and gave him a 

hug. ‘What happened?’  

He bit his lip. ‘You know I am not entirely sure to be honest. I 

managed to reconfigure one of the cameras, but that should not have 

been enough to stop the Exec.’ He stood there pondering that for a 

moment. He looked up. ‘Where’s Ant?’  

‘I don’t know,’ Ruby frowned. ‘I haven’t seen him since Vinza here 

knocked me out.’  

Vinza grimaced at her. ‘That wasn’t my fault, babes!’  

‘I know. I won’t hold it against you!’ She smiled.  

The Doctor helped them up. ‘Come on. We had better check the 

studios to make sure he is unharmed.’  

 

 

The studio complex was in disarray. The robot actors lay motionless 

on the floor, their link with the Exec having been cut. The monitors 

showed static and the cameras were all smashed.  

‘Someone has been busy on our behalf,’ the Doctor said, looking at 

the debris.  

‘Err, that’d be me Doctor,’ said Ant from the lighting gantry above 

them. His Wolfsbane tee shirt was ripped and he looked tired.  
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‘Thank goodness you’re okay,’ Vinza called. ‘I’d hate to have to tell 

your mum you’d been killed by robots, she’d never believe me!’  

 

 

A little later, when Ant had come down from the gantry, he told 

them how Myrtle had helped him. ‘I didn’t know what to do, so I 

smashed in the mirrors.’  

‘Well done, Ant! I would never condone wanton vandalism, but 

here you did the right thing!’ The Doctor smiled. ‘What happened to 

Myrtle? Did you see her?’  

‘I saw the remains in the Director’s control room. She’d smashed the 

control robot in with her broom.’  

Ruby and Vinza were looking puzzled. The Doctor caught Ruby’s 

eye. ‘You see,’ he began.  

‘Uh-oh, here comes the big explanation folks,’ Ruby interrupted.  

The Doctor gave her an affectionate look. ‘The Exec were a group of 

aliens combined into a gestalt mindframe. They needed Myrtle to 

control everything here. They stole her head to maintain the 

controlling device on the right frequency for the human brain and then 

replaced her with a robot copy to make sure they did not arouse 

suspicion, but it was too good a copy. Obviously, when she saw her 

own head within the machinery it caused some kind of breakdown in 

its circuits and Myrtle’s character broke through the control of the 

Exec. It was then she did what she could to help us.’  

‘So what happened to the Exec?’ asked Vinza.  

‘Well due to some clever rewiring and Ant’s destructive rampage, 

the hypnotic signal was fed back to its source, the Exec, and consumed 

them as the dimensional fold of space they occupied collapsed around 

them.’  

‘Simple!’ Ruby grinned.  
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‘Much as I hate to say it, they will not be a great loss to the universe. 

Their addiction to soap operas meant they had the most atrocious, 

melodramatic dialogue imaginable.’ He looked at Ruby with a big grin 

on his face. ‘I think it is about time I introduced you to some decent 

entertainment, Ruby, and it is time I popped back and took Charles 

Dickens up on his invite for tea. Two birds with one stone?’  

 

 

Later that day, Ruby sat by the lake looking at the sunset. Its red 

light glimmered on the surface, just like in the titles of the soap. She 

smiled. She knew she would not be tuning in any more, not after all 

this. Her life was far more fantastic than fictional life.  

Ruby stood up and went to join the Doctor back at the TARDIS.  

 

 

The other three were stood waiting for her outside the battered old 

police box.  

Vinza gave her a warm smile as she strolled up the path and she 

waved. Funny, she still could not get over the fact that he looked taller 

in real life. Ah well, she thought, no one is quite how he or she appears 

on TV!  

‘Well, what happens now, Doctor?’ asked Ant.  

‘I suggest Clear Waters is put on hiatus, until it comes back 

refreshed and a strong item in the scheduling mix,’ he replied with a 

twinkle in his eye. ‘I mean clearly no one would want to see a weary 

soap languishing in the back waters of popularity would they?’ The 

Doctor looked over at the hotel. ‘Of course, they could just pretend that 

whole series was a daydream by a supermarket cashier. But who 

would be stupid enough to come up with that idea?’  

‘Well whatever happens, I’m not gonna be around when it returns. 

I’ve had enough of speaking someone else’s lines,’ Vinza said sadly.  
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‘Quite right too,’ said the Doctor. ‘Real life is so much more 

satisfying.’  

‘I’d better be off,’ said Ant, ‘I promised my mum I’d be home in time 

for her New Year party.’ He laughed and ran off waving to them. 

‘Happy New Year everyone! See you around, Vinza!’  

‘Not if I see you first, Ant! Happy New Year to you too!’ Vinza 

called back.  

‘Come along, Ruby, it is time we were off too. After all we do have 

to get you to Brigadier Cowlard’s party do we not?’ He smiled warmly 

at Vinza. ‘Thank you for all your help, Vinza, and for looking after 

Ruby for me.’  

With that he turned and headed towards the TARDIS, leaving Ruby 

and Vinza alone for a moment.  

‘Come here,’ said Vinza, opening his arms to her and wrapping her 

up in a big hug. ‘It’s been… well, actually I’m not sure what it’s been, 

but it’s been great to get to know you, Rubes.’  

‘Welcome to my world,’ she said grinning at him. ‘You could always 

come with us you know. The Doctor wouldn’t mind.’  

‘Ah, well, I’m not sure I’m cut out to be a part of your world. No 

offence, but I think acting the adventure is more my line than being in 

it.’  

Ruby nodded as she pulled herself away from his arms. She tried 

not to look too disappointed. ‘I understand, Vinza. I’d better be getting 

back to the Doctor. I can’t leave him alone too long or goodness knows 

what kind of mess he’ll get himself into.’  

Vinza smiled at her. ‘Now that I can believe! Bye, babes, Happy 

New Year!’ and he gently kissed her on the cheek.  

Ruby felt herself go red. ‘Happy New Year!’ she said as she turned 

away and headed off towards the TARDIS. She stopped a moment and 

called back to him. ‘You were always my favourite Ethan Fox!’  

He smiled and waved back at her.  
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Ruby walked through the big double doors into the TARDIS control 

room. The scanner was switched on and she watched Vinza turn and 

walk away back to the studio complex. Of the Doctor, however, there 

was no sign. She hung her coat up on the hat stand and was about to 

head off into the maze of corridors to search for him, when he emerged 

through the interior doors. He was carrying a silver tray on which 

stood two champagne flutes and a bottle of vintage Bollinger.  

‘What’s this pet?’ she asked in surprise.  

‘Well we scarcely have time to celebrate anything, Ruby, but you 

deserve a little treat. It is the start of a New Year after all.’ The Doctor 

smiled at her.  

He pulled the cork and poured them a glass each.  

‘Happy New Year, pet,’ Ruby said gulping down a mouthful.  

‘A Happy New Year to you, too, my dear. And incidentally,’ he 

added, glancing at the scanner screen, ‘a Happy New Year to all of you 

online!’ 


