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Night Before Home 

Andy Frankham-Allen 
 

Simon entered the function room and looked around.  He let out a 

sigh.  This really wasn’t the way he wanted to end his tour of duty on 

the Epiphany, disgraced and about to be kicked out of the cruise-liner 

business.   

 He loved his job, always had, ever since his first day as a 

steward on the Hyperion when he had been only sixteen.  Ten years 

ago, and he had worked hard to build his career.  From a simple 

steward to the first officer of the most prestigious cruise-liner in the 

Empire. 

Then he had met the angel… 

He had been ordered by the captain herself to stay away from the 

Night Before Home party, which, considering what had happened, was a 

very lenient sort of punishment.  Sure, she had started off by locking 

him in his cabin, but the captain knew him well enough to doubt the 

evidence.  She was, however, bound by her duties as captain, and there 

laid the conflict.  What to do with the best first officer she had ever 

had? The one man who had never slipped up in his whole career. 

She had, after a few hours, allowed him a limited freedom once 

more.  But no drinking at the party.  To make sure he complied, and 

showing a certain level of distrust that Simon found insulting, he was 

being watched closely by a security guard. 

Even being at the party was probably a bad idea, because he knew 

how gossip tended to spread on a cruise-liner, but at the same time he 

knew he was not guilty.  He had simply experienced something that 

most humans never would, and the rest of the crew and passengers 

could never hope to understand. 

He let the doors swing shut behind him and made his way across 

the dance floor towards the bar at the opposite end.   As he walked he 
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held his head up high, being sure to catch the eye of anyone looking 

his way.  He would not be cowed.  He had no reason to be, after all.  

There was no way he could prove his innocence, but he was damned if 

he would act like the guilty party. 

He glanced back at the security guard who also entered the function 

room.  Although Simon was dressed casually, he didn’t stick out quite 

as badly as the guard did amongst all the well-dressed partygoers. 

Simon looked away from the guard, and approached the bar.  For 

this last night he intended to be seen as Commander Simon Turpin 

once more, whether they liked it or not. 

 

 

 

‘What does a man need to do to get a drink around here?’ Simon 

asked, and not for the first time.  He had been at the bar for over an 

hour now, waiting to be served.  Certainly when he had first arrived at 

the bar there had been others before him, but not that many! 

‘Don’t tell me, captain’s orders, right?’ 

The bartender looked over at him briefly, then returned her 

attention to the Siccati already being served.  Simon had noted 

Lucindra’s look.  There was nothing nice behind it at all.  He had 

become a pariah, an outcast, a… 

 

 

 

… Reality folded, and a silver liquid-like substance rippled through the 

function room, moving over every single person, heading straight towards 

Simon. 

He was the only one who noticed. 



 

   5 

  Around him passengers of the Epiphany danced, while others 

continued their conversations. The bartender did not stop serving her 

customers. 

Simon’s mouth opened, and just as he was about to shout out a warning, 

the liquid washed over him.   

For a moment he remained as he was; mouth open, eyes wide.  His 

shoulder-length dark brown hair morphed into blonde locks, then back again.  

The liquid continued on its way, until it was gone … 

 

 

 

… What? For a moment Simon forgot what he had been thinking, 

then it came back to him.  He looked back over at the bartender and 

slammed his fist on the top of the bar. 

‘Look! I’ve been here long enough, alright? You gonna give me a 

drink, dear, or am I gonna have to come over there and get it meself?’ 

Lucindra ignored him. 

‘Fine,’ Simon said and made to move. 

He was stopped by the distant sound of an explosion.  It was very 

faint, but he recognised it for what it was.   The warp-shunt engines 

had detonated… 

It was time.   

 

 

 

The Doctor looked up from the console and munched on the 

sandwich in his large hand.  He smiled as he chewed, and brushed the 

stray crumbs off his beard.  He was certain Tala was going to enjoy this 

one. 
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There was a mystery he had read about a long time ago, one he had 

always meant to solve, so to that end he was looking for the spatial co-

ordinates of the last known position of the Epiphany. 

He had finally found them and set the TARDIS on course when Tala 

entered the console room.  He looked up from the panel and brushed 

away his fringe which had fallen into his eyes. His hair was long 

overdue a cut; and his beard could probably do with a trim, too. 

Tala was dressed in a dark green dress, which went down to her 

ankles, revealing a pair of flaming red shoes.  Her long blonde hair was 

left to hang down her back.  The Doctor could tell that she had gone to 

some effort to make herself up. 

‘You look lovely,’ he boomed, realising that such a comment was 

expected from him. 

At this Tala smiled, but it was a shallow smile.  She was clearly not 

happy, and dressing up was an attempt to cheer herself up.  The 

Doctor could not fault her course of action.  They could both do with 

some cheering up, especially after the recent destruction of K9.   

He forced his own smile.  ‘Well, then, let’s not waste any time, shall 

we?  I’ve been thinking…’ 

‘You have?’ 

  ‘Yes.’  He ushered her around the console until they were both 

facing the scanner. 

‘Oh yes, superb,’ Tala said dryly.  ‘Space.  Just what we need.  I’d 

have thought we’ve seen enough of space to last us… well, many life-

times.’ 

‘Not so.’  The Doctor tutted, then pointed a finger at the scanner.  

‘That dot over there… See it?’ 

‘Not really, no.’ 

The Doctor bit his lip.  ‘Hmm.’ He shrugged and turned a dial on 

the console, causing the scanner image to zoom in.  ‘Now?’ 



 

   7 

He watched her peer closely, as the image became clear.  Hanging in 

space, drifting aimlessly was the hulk of a ship.  The Epiphany.  It was 

little more than a shadow of its former self, but even in such a state of 

disrepair, it was clear that once the Epiphany had been a ship of beauty.  

An elegant design, reminding the Doctor a little of the stingrays in the 

Earth’s oceans. 

‘Why does that ship look familiar?’ Tala wanted to know. 

‘There’s an old legend about the Epiphany, even on Gallifrey it’s 

known.  She was on the last leg of her voyage back to Earth.  But she 

never made it there.  Salvage teams came across the ship, drifting like it 

is now, far from its designated course.  They found no sign of life, all 

escape pods accounted for, and more importantly no corpses.  As if the 

crew and passengers had simply vanished.  Some of the salvage team 

told stories of voices, whispers in the shadows.  A classical haunted 

ship scenario, a real Mary Celeste in space. Adrift for a good hundred 

years or so.’ 

‘Yes, I have heard that story; we came across it during our long 

journey.  Although I seem to recall there was something to do with 

time spillage, too.’ 

The Doctor nodded.  ‘Yep.  Something that could never be 

explained, since it’s never been near any ruptures, rents or rifts.  No 

reason for time spillage at all, in fact.  Of course, no one on Gallifrey 

has ever bothered exploring.’ 

‘Until now,’ Tala pointed out, a smile forming on her lips. 

There was a twinkle in the Doctor’s eyes, too.  ‘There, that’s the 

spirit.  Best we can do is carry on like we’d normally do.  K9 wouldn’t 

want us to be at a stand-still just cause he’s not with us anymore.’ 

Tala was silent for a few moments, as she pondered this. ‘Next stop, 

the Epiphany then?’ 

‘As you…’ 
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The Doctor stopped abruptly.  Tala looked from the image on the 

scanner to her companion.  His head was cocked to one side, like a dog 

hearing a whistle.  She immediately regretted the analogy, as an image 

of a metal dog exploding in a ball of flame came to mind.  She shook 

her head, and nudged the Doctor. 

‘Hello?’ she said. 

The Doctor blinked, and looked at her.  ‘Did you hear that?’ 

‘No.  Hear what?’ 

The Doctor frowned, and walked around the console.  He placed his 

palms on the pads that enabled him to interface with the TARDIS’s 

telepathic circuits.  ‘This should boost it.’ 

‘Boost what? Doctor, what are you doing?’ 

He closed his eyes.  ‘There was a voice.  A telepathic 

communication, I think.  Not sure from whom, though.’ 

Tala looked towards the ceiling.  ‘Not the Time Lords?’ 

The Doctor shook his head, his eyes still closed.  ‘No, not a Time 

Lord mind.  I’d know if it was.  Hello? Can you hear me? Try again.’  

He waited for a response, but none came.  He opened his eyes and let 

out a breath of air.  ‘Hmm,’ he said, pursing his lips and rubbing his 

beard.  ‘How odd.’ 

‘You could say that, yeah.’ 

The Doctor eyed Tala, checking for sarcasm.  He sprung into action 

abruptly.  ‘Right then. Change of plan.  We were gonna track the 

course of the Epiphany and solve the mystery back when it happened, 

but now…’  He rushed around the console and pushed Tala out of the 

way.  ‘Now we’re going straight over to that version of the ship.’ 

Tala grabbed the Doctor’s wrist before he could hit the 

dematerialisation button.  ‘But why? I thought you wanted to solve the 

mystery?’ 
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The Doctor nodded.  ‘True, but a bigger mystery has presented 

itself.  That voice came from the Epiphany over there! I’m sure of it.  

And it was a cry for help.’ 

‘Yeah, but it could a trap.’ 

‘When you’ve entered as many traps as I have…  Trust me, I’d 

know.’ 

With that he pressed down on the button.  A soft wheezing and 

groaning filled the console room, and the Time Rotor lit up and started 

moving. 

 

 

* * * 

The double doors swung open and Tala stepped into the function 

room, followed closely by the Doctor, who was still looking back at the 

corridor they were leaving. 

‘Have you noticed something, Tala?’ 

‘Depends on what you’re talking about,’ she replied. 

‘Hmm. Yes, true.  This ship’s not a wreck.  Judging by the outside 

you’d expect it to be more than a little run down in here.  But that 

corridor is gleaming.’ 

Tala stopped and looked around the function room.  At least she 

was not underdressed.   She glanced at the Doctor – unlike him, since 

he was dressed in baggy checked trousers, a stripped shirt and his 

usual afghan coat.  Tala shrugged.  ‘I think that TARDIS of yours is 

playing up.  We’ve arrived in the Epiphany’s past.’ 

‘Nonsense, just because the ship is remarkably well preserved.  

Could be any number of reasons for that.  Tala, you need to look 

deeper.’ 

‘Uh huh.  And what about all these people?’ 

‘People? Ooff!’  The Doctor bumped into Tala’s back and spun 

around.  As soon as he did his eyes alighted on…  ‘People.  Oh.’ 
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The function room was abuzz with conversation, and in the 

background music was playing, but no one seemed to notice the 

Doctor and Tala’s arrival.  They stood in the doorway looking more 

than a little thrown.  

‘Well, this is unexpected.’ 

‘You could say that.’  Tala smiled.  ‘Still, not all bad news.  Gives me 

a chance to does some exploring, meet new people, stuff like that.’  She 

looked at the Doctor and gave him a wink.  ‘I’m going to mingle.’ 

The Doctor did not respond to that, instead he gripped her hands, 

glanced around the function room and said; ‘Be careful.  Remember, 

something’s going to happen on this ship, and there’ll be some sort of 

time spillage.’ 

Tala nodded.  ‘Check.’ 

The Doctor narrowed his eyes and released Tala’s hands.  ‘Go, enjoy 

yourself.  I think I’ll go and get a drink.  There are some lovely 

beverages in the 26th Century.  Oh, and some food, of course.’  He 

beamed, patting his very ample stomach. 

‘Of course.’  Tala watched the Doctor make his way towards the bar, 

not in the least bit surprised that most people had to make way for the 

large man.  With a grin she walked further into the function room, 

having noticed a young woman dressed in the uniform of a captain. 

 

 

 

‘Doctor!’ 

It was always nice to be greeted warmly when he arrived 

somewhere, except for when he did not know the person greeting him.  

That tended to raise suspicion.    

The person in question was a fairly short man, no more than 5” 8’, 

with dark brown hair and sparkling blue eyes that glinted with 

humour.  He was dressed in a similar fashion to most of the men in the 
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function room, but unlike the others he sat alone at the bar, observing 

those around him.  The Doctor casually wondered if the man was 

aware that he was, in turn, being watched by a security officer. 

The man had seemed glum to the Doctor, as if he was getting bored 

waiting for someone, but that soon changed when he espied the Doctor 

walking towards the bar.  His face had instantly brightened up, and he 

had gotten off his stool, spreading his arms out in welcome. 

The Doctor dodged the hug, and eyed the man suspiciously.  ‘Were 

you expecting me?’ 

‘Nope, but that’s usually when you turn up, isn’t it?’ 

‘So I’ve been told.  Look, I don’t mean to be rude, but have we met?’ 

This stopped the man dead.  He opened his mouth to speak, thought 

better of it, then sat back down. After taking a sip of his drink he 

looked at the Doctor again.  ‘Not exactly, no.  Looking at you I thought 

so, but I guess it was another time.’ 

The Doctor nodded, and took a stool for himself.  ‘That explains it.  

A meeting from my personal future, but your past.  It’s been known to 

happen occasionally.  So, tell me, do you have a name?’ 

‘Ni… erm, Simon.  Simon Turpin.’  He offered his hand. 

The Doctor accepted and shook it, noting the slight slip of the 

tongue.  Whoever this man was, his name was clearly not really Simon 

Turpin.  ‘How did we meet then?’ 

Simon ignored the Doctor’s question and called over the bartender.  

The woman pointedly ignored him in turn.  Simon smiled at the 

Doctor and shrugged.   

‘Captain won’t let Si… ahem, me drink tonight.  Been in a spot of 

bother, you see.  Never mind.’  He got to his feet and walked around 

the bar.  The bartender glanced over at him, but did nothing.  Simon 

rested one elbow on the bar and winked at the Doctor.  ‘What’ll it be?’ 

‘How about some answers?’ 
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Simon turned his head and looked at the bottles arranged on the 

wall behind the bar.  ‘Nope, don’t seem to be any of them here.’ 

‘Really?’  The Doctor was getting impatient. He had no time for this 

sort of nonsense.  ‘Twice you’ve slipped up now, and don’t think I 

haven’t noticed.  What’s your real name?’ 

‘Straight to the point, ain’t ya?’ Simon looked amused.  ‘Not like the 

Doctor I knew, he was more subtle, although just as loud.’ 

‘Hmm.  I can do subtle, don’t you fret, but after recent events I’m 

simply not in the mood for it.  So how about you tell me the truth? This 

isn’t the past of the Epiphany at all is it, despite what my companion 

thinks.  The TARDIS got it right.  The Epiphany is still adrift.’ 

‘Still got a sharp mind, then, Doctor.  That’s good.’ 

‘Well, saves me time when someone’s trying to pull the wool over 

my eyes.’ 

Simon laughed.  ‘You’re good, I’ll give you that.  Tell you what, how 

about you try something else?’ 

‘Like?’ 

‘Like…’  Simon reached out a hand and placed an index finger on 

the Doctor’s forehead.   ‘Like this.’ 

 

 

 

‘Have you been enjoying the cruise?’ the captain asked Tala. 

The young woman nodded with a smile.  ‘Absolutely.  My doctor 

said I should relax and have some fun, and I’ve definitely been doing 

that.’  Best to keep it simple, she figured.  Last thing she wanted to do 

was arouse suspicion. 

The captain took a sip of her champagne.  ‘Excellent, I’m very glad 

that recent events have not been too disruptive.’ 

‘Not in the slightest,’ Tala said, ‘quite the reverse.’  She moved in 

closer and lowered her voice a little.  ‘Between me and you, captain, 
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my doctor is a bit of a stickler.  He’s always prescribing peace and 

quiet for me, seems to think that just because he likes the 

contemplative life we all should, too.  A bit of excitement never goes 

amiss.’ 

Tala had obviously said the wrong thing.  The captain’s smile 

became forced, and there was no denying the coldness of her response. 

‘I’m so glad that the death of a passenger has been exciting for you.  

Not to mention the criminal actions of my first officer.’ 

Tala did not know what to say.  She had wanted information, and 

she had gotten it.  Good move, Tala, you’ve made an enemy of the captain.  

This would never have happened to the Doctor. 

She looked over at the bar, hoping to catch the Doctor’s attention, he 

was good at getting out of these kinds of situations.  She frowned.  The 

Doctor was not at the bar.  She cast her eyes around the function room, 

but there was no sign of him anywhere. 

‘If you’ll excuse me,’ the captain said and walked away. 

‘What?’  Before Tala could do anything the captain was talking to 

someone else.  ‘Wait, I didn’t mean…  Damn.’  Your people skills are so 

crap, she told herself. 

 

 

 

The Doctor opened his eyes.   

Darkness greeted him.   

For a second he remained where he was, trying to ascertain what he 

could while he eyes adjusted to the darkness.   

He was lying on the floor, that much he knew for sure, and the place 

he was in was more than a little dusty.  Fortunately, being a Time Lord, 

the presence of dust did not have the nasty side effects of making him 

sneeze.   
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He reached into the left pocket of his coat, and after a little bit of 

rummaging he pulled out a very small torch.  His index finger found 

the power button and pushed.  For such a small torch it produced a 

very powerful light.  He got to his feet and surveyed his surroundings. 

He was still in the same function room as before, next to what 

remained of the bar.  The whole room was full of decay and rot, just as 

the Epiphany should be. 

‘OK, now how did I get here?’  There was no one else in the room 

with him.  ‘Hello,’ he called out, and winced at the echo.  Lucky he did 

not bring the ceiling down.  ‘Simon?’ he said, his voice lower this time. 

There was no answer. 

The Doctor had an idea where, or rather when, he was but he 

needed proof to support his supposition.  So he made his way through 

the remnant of the function room, careful to avoid the broken furniture 

and low hanging light-fittings. 

He pushed forcefully at the doors, expecting them to be a little stiff 

with hinges rusted by age, and was surprised when one of the doors 

fell off its hinges and crashed to the floor of the corridor, breaking on 

impact.  A waft of dust erupted from the floor. 

He merely winced at the abrupt noise, then stepped over the door 

and into the dark corridor. 

He shone his torch around until it alighted on the object he was 

looking for.   

Standing in the corridor, looking at complete odds with the aged 

walls and torn carpet, stood the TARDIS, just where he had left it 

blocking most of the gangway. 

He walked over to the TARDIS and reached out. 

‘Hello, old girl,’ he said with a smile, which soon disappeared when 

his hand touched the blue box. 
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Normally there would have been a slight vibration from the outer 

plasmic shell, an outward sign of the sheer power of the Gallifreyan 

time ship within, but the Doctor felt nothing. 

That was the first worrying sign. 

The second was when he placed the key in the lock and tried to turn 

it.  No matter how much effort he put into it, the key would not turn. 

‘Oh dear.’ 

It was worse than he had first thought.   

Once he had awoken in the decayed function room he considered 

the fact that somehow he had been moved through time, that perhaps 

Tala had been right and they had arrived in the Epiphany’s past.  He 

had hoped that he would still find the TARDIS where he had left it, or 

perhaps brought forward by Tala, assuming she knew enough about 

Time Lord technology to operate it.  However the lack of power and 

the rusted lock led him to the conclusion that the TARDIS had been 

sitting in the corridor for a lot longer than was possible.  Could it be 

that the past he had arrived in was that far back? He could not believe 

it.  For the TARDIS to lose power it would have to have been there for 

a very long time indeed, and the Doctor knew for a fact that the 

Epiphany had not been around for even a fraction of the time needed. 

Something else was going on, he was sure of it. 

‘Simon,’ he said firmly, ‘where are you?’ 

 

 

 

He would not have left without telling her, that much Tala knew for 

sure.  Besides, if he had walked out she would have seen him.  She 

didn’t get it. 

She had asked a few people now, but none of them seemed to 

remember seeing the Doctor enter, let alone leave.  So she approached 

the bar.  If there was one thing she had learned in all her travels with 
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the Doctor, it was that bartenders tended to see and know everything 

that was going on.  She just hoped that the young looking woman 

behind this bar was no different. 

‘Excuse me?’  Politeness, always a good way to start.   

The woman looked over at Tala, and winked.  ‘Just a mo’, darling,’ 

she said, and carried on pouring the strange coloured liquid into the 

glass. 

Tala nodded.  So far so good.   

She looked at the customer that the bartender was serving.  He was 

humanoid from the torso up, his naked chest covered in an exotic 

tattoo, with six multi-jointed arms, while below he had what appeared 

to be a giant paint brush in the place of legs. 

The brush-man accepted his drink, smiled at Tala with his three 

mouths - having noticed her looking at him so intently, although Tala 

felt no embarrassment at being spotted - and left to join a small group 

of humans.  Once he had gone the bartender came over to Tala. 

‘What’ll it be, honey?’ 

Tala’s attention was still on the brush-man.  ‘What is that?’ she 

asked, pointing rather rudely.   

Once again the brush-man smiled at her, fluttering the eyelashes of 

his ten eyes. 

‘He’s Siccati,’ the bartender said. 

‘Siccati?’  

She eyed Tala for a moment, no doubt wondering what to make of 

the strange woman with the odd questions.  Tala was used to it, 

although there was something uncomfortably intimate about the depth 

of the bartender’s look. 

‘Tell me more about these Siccati,’ she said, trying to deflect the 

intensity of the look. 

‘OK, honey, I’ll tell you what I know.  Which isn’t all that much.  

Let’s see… According to rumour, billions of years ago the Siccati were 
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the greatest artists in the known universe.  Their lives were once 

devoted to what they called the Ultimate Design… or something like 

that.  Anyhoo, they would go from system to system, planet to planet, 

turning everything into a work of art.  Part of this Ultimate Design 

thingy.  But now they’re little more than nomads.  There are many 

stories about what happened, what turned them into the nomads they 

are today, but no one really knows.  Still, they’re a friendly and 

outgoing people.  Kind of flamboyant, but fun.  Maybe you ought to go 

and introduce yourself?’ 

Tala sighed.  If the Doctor had not chosen this particular moment to 

go missing she would have loved nothing better than to chat with the 

Siccati, but unfortunately…  ‘My friend’s gone missing, and I sort of 

need to find him.  Actually that’s what I wanted to talk to you about.’ 

The bartender shook her head.  ‘Don’t know anything about missing 

people.  Ask the captain.’ 

‘Ah, well not made a very good impression on her.’ 

‘Never mind, darling, you’ve made quite an impression on me.’ 

Tala was not entirely sure, but it seemed as if the bartender was 

leaning further across the bar, as if trying to get closer to Tala.  She 

cleared her throat.  ‘Anyway, you’re telling me there is something 

going on at your bar that you don’t know about?’ 

Once again the bartender gave Tala that look.  She smiled.  ‘Very 

well, hit me.’ 

‘What?’ Tala pulled back in surprise.  Was this some custom from 

one of the Earth colonies that she did not know about? ‘Sorry, you 

want me to hit you? All I want is to ask you a question.’ 

The bartender laughed.  ‘Bless you.  Don’t get out much, do you?’ 

‘Well, strictly speaking I’ve been out a lot.’ 

‘Fantastic,’ the bartender said.  ‘Look, go grab yourself a table.  I’m 

due to finish about now.  I’ll meet you there.’ 

‘OK.’  Tala turned to leave. 
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‘Hang on a mo’.’ 

She turned back.  ‘What?’ 

‘What’ll be your poison?’  Seeing the confusion on Tala’s face the 

bartender rolled her eyes.  ‘To drink. What do you want?’ 

‘Um.’  Tala hated these kinds of questions.  ‘Whatever the Siccati 

had,’ she decided. 

The bartender pursed her lips.  ‘Fair enough.  Oh, and it’s Lucindra, 

by the way.  My name.’ 

‘Tala.’ 

Lucindra pouted her lips.  ‘Oh for such an exotic name!  Beautiful.’ 

Tala just stood there for a minute, fazed by Lucindra’s words.  Then 

she turned again, looked over at the Siccati, who seemed to be 

watching her now, and went to find a table. 

 

 

 

The Doctor had decided to leave the TARDIS where it stood, since 

he could do nothing about it at present.  Instead it was time to look 

around.  He doubted he had been brought back to the future by 

accident, and he was certain Simon was behind it. 

The torch lit his way, casting shadows around him. 

In the distance he could hear the constant creaking; an old ship 

slowly dying in space. 

‘That’s worrying,’ he said out loud, more to keep himself company 

than for any other reason.  ‘If this ship’s as old as it looks, and one of 

the bulkheads decides to give way… Well, gosh, I could be dead very 

soon.  The poor Time Lord, dying in the depths of space all on his own.  

How melancholic you are today, Doctor.’ 

He reached out for the wall as his foot tumbled over a loose piece of 

coving that had fallen from the ceiling.  
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He shone the torch down the long corridor.  The ceiling ahead had 

caved in, but if he was careful he reckoned he could get across the 

rubble. 

‘Right, then, one step at a…’ 

His voice trailed off as a whisper passed down the corridor.  It was a 

male voice.  He was sure he recognised it. 

He peered more intently into the light before him, trying to see 

beyond the range of the torch beam. 

Once again the whisper came.  This time it was accompanied by an 

odd feeling, like a scratch at the back of his mind. 

‘Simon!’ he called, realising why it sounded so familiar.  ‘Dammit.’   

Not as slowly as he would have liked, the Doctor started down the 

corridor, towards the voice that was calling him. 

 

 

 

‘Here you go, darling,’ Lucindra said and placed two drinks on the 

table, before sitting down herself.  She let out a sigh and looked at Tala 

in that self same way that had unnerved her earlier.  

‘Would you mind not doing that?’ 

Lucindra blinked.  ‘Doing what?’ 

‘Looking at me like that.’ 

Lucindra’s response was instant.  ‘Well, my dear, you really are a 

beautiful woman and I simply can’t help myself.  What can I say; I’m a 

sucker for beautiful women.’ 

  Tala found herself smiling at this, she could not help it.   

Lucindra narrowed her eyes.  ‘Do you jive?’ 

Tala was thrown by this abrupt change of subject, but she did her 

best not to show it.  She nodded towards the people on the dance floor.  

‘Don’t know the dances of this era.’ 
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‘You really are delightful.’  Lucindra reached across the table and 

placed a hand over Tala’s. ‘Maybe someone needs to teach you to jive?’ 

Tala considered this for a moment, and she found herself edging 

towards the idea.  After all, the Doctor could more than look after 

himself and it was not like he would have gone too far.   

‘OK, then, about time I really learned, I guess.’ 

Now it was Lucindra who exhibited the surprise.  ‘Well, once you 

start there’s no stopping you, is there?’  She lifted her glass in toast.  ‘I 

salute your liberalism.  Even for this day and age it’s an amazing 

thing.’  She downed her drink in one go. ‘Drink up then, don’t want to 

jive on an empty stomach.’ 

Tala did as she was told, and nearly choked on her drink.  Lucindra 

laughed.  

‘What was that?’ 

‘The same thing the Siccati ordered.’ 

‘Yeah.’  Cough. ‘Which was?’ 

Lucindra shrugged.  ‘Essentially ink and oil.’ 

Tala wanted to be sick.   

Lucindra got off her chair, took Tala by the hand and started leading 

her out of the function room.  Tala looked back at the dancers on the 

dance floor. 

‘Where we going?’ 

‘To teach you the various ways to jive,’ the bartender said with a 

smile. 

Wonderful, private lessons.  Tala felt so special. 

She did not notice the Siccati watching her as she left the room with 

Lucindra.  For a second the warm and welcoming countenance became 

dark and cold, as his eyes glowed with a brilliant white light… 
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The whisper led the Doctor to what he supposed had once been a 

cabin.  He could see what remained of a bed, with a cabinet next to it.   

Of Simon there was no sign. 

He walked over to the little cabinet and opened the draw. The 

handle fell off in his hand, but at least he had managed to get the 

drawer open enough to see the contents.  Mostly he found decayed 

paper, the writing upon which was virtually unreadable.  He also 

found an old leather-bound book.  Unlike the paper it had weathered 

the passage of time somewhat better.  He opened the book and with a 

sense of guilt found it to be a diary. 

The guilt was soon assuaged when he saw the name on the first 

page.  The diary belonged to Commander Simon Turpin, first officer of 

the Epiphany.  This came as a surprise to the Doctor, since Simon did 

not come across as a person of responsibility. 

It did, however, corroborate Tala’s theory, that the TARDIS had 

initially brought them to the past.  The Doctor so wanted to believe 

that, since it would make things simpler, and if he had been moved 

through time he would have known it.  His people had a very unique 

relationship with time, which made him aware of certain things.  Time 

displacement being one of them. 

He flicked through the diary, speed-reading, until he neared the 

end.  ‘Well, well,’ he said, and began to read slowly. 

‘I’ve seen eternity now, no doubt about it.  I look at the captain, since she’s 

the only person I’m able to see at the moment, and I know she’s got no concept 

of what I’ve experienced.  She thinks her life is so important; that the ninety 

odd years she has to live is something special.  When really it’s barely 

scratching the surface.  My union with the Spectore showed me that in no 

uncertain terms.’ 

The Doctor stopped.  He had heard that name before.  Spectore.  

There were myths about them on the planet Ossobos, even the elusive 

Qux had stories to tell about them.  The equivalent of angels in Earth 
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mythology, but that was what the Doctor believed them to be.  Myth. 

No more true than angels were. 

He flipped the page back one and read the previous entry.   

‘Something very odd happened to me tonight.  I was making sure the 

preparations for the Night Before Home party were going to schedule (which 

they are!) when I caught something out of the corner of my eye.  At first I 

though it was just a bit of dust.  You know, how sometimes you can be 

walking around and you’re sure you saw something in your periphery, but 

when you look it’s nothing? Like that, only this time it was something.   

‘A passenger, only she didn’t look right at all.  I knew the passenger; 

Professor Summerfield.  A very important person in the right circles.  

Archaeologist.  Really outgoing woman, really, but it wasn’t her I saw this 

time.  The thing I saw made me cold to the core of my being. 

‘It was her, but it wasn’t, too!   

‘At first glance it was as if Professor Summerfield was little more than a 

walking corpse, reanimated by some ancient form of necromancy.  This, I 

reckon, ain’t that far from the truth, after all there was definitely something 

making her move.  And that’s the thing that sent such terror into my soul.  

‘Now I’m not prone to flights of fancy, far from it, I’m a realistic bloke; 

calm and collected, you know, the kind of man you want with you in a crisis.  

Heck, I didn’t make it to first officer in ten years by being fickle and off my 

head! But this thing… 

‘It was some sort of demon, I know it.  Just as you’d imagine it to be.  Grey 

flaky skin, elongated limbs with more joints than any creature could possibly 

need, and leathery wings.  But it was the eyes that got me the most.  Like 

looking into a fire.  Even as I write this I’m shaking.’ 

The entry ended there.  The Doctor checked again but there was no 

other entry that linked the two.  One moment Simon was talking about 

seeing demons, the next a union with a Spectore. 

Something important was missing.  He looked up from the book.   

Once again he felt it, a scratching at the rear of his mind, just like the 

whisper.  This time he realised what it was, a telepathic echo, and it 
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was from Simon.  Not the Simon he had met, for he now knew that 

man was not really Simon, but the echo was… or at least what was left 

of the first officer of the Epiphany. 

The Doctor concentrated.  ‘Come on, Simon, what do want to me to 

know?’ 

A moment later that Doctor was sorry he had asked. 

 

* * * 

‘Oh yes, I saw him,’ Lucindra said as realisation dawned.  ‘I saw him 

being pestered by Turpin.’ 

‘Who?’ 

‘Our first officer, until the captain stripped him of duties.’ 

‘Nice.  Any reason or just a whim of the captain?’ 

‘I thought you said you made a bad impression on the captain, not 

the other way around?’   

Lucindra smiled and Tala was not sure if she was joking.  She opted 

for not.  ‘Sarcasm and me, old friends.  Sorry.  Can’t help myself 

sometimes.’ 

‘And why’s that, darling?’ 

‘It’s what comes of being the only survivor of my race.’ 

Lucindra raised her eyebrows.  ‘Oh really?’ 

Tala shrugged.  ‘It’s true.  I’m not human, you know.’ 

‘Yes, I can tell.  You’re my very own Amazon.’ 

Now Tala smiled, although she did not understand the reference.  

She just loved it the way Lucindra made her feel like the most 

important person in the world.   

They had finally reached their destination; Lucindra’s cabin. 

Lucindra opened the door and waved Tala in.  She followed closely 

behind and closed the door. This done, she then walked over to a side 

unit and poured out two drinks.  While Lucindra was doing this, Tala 

had a little nose around.  The Doctor had told her many a time that you 
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could tell a lot about a person by the place in which they lived, and 

Lucindra was a woman Tala wanted to know better. 

There was only one word with which Tala could use to describe the 

overall look of Lucindra’s cabin and that was “flamboyant”.  Great 

paintings covered most of the walls, while colourful draperies covered 

the rest.  A big dresser stood along one wall, and the large mirror was 

half obscured by a collection of photographs.  That was an oddity.  

Even Tala knew that photographs were a bit archaic for the 26th 

Century.  

‘Photographs?’ Tala asked. 

‘Used to be called photos, you know.’ 

‘Yes, I did know that.  Bit dated, though.’ 

‘What can I say? I’m quirky by nature.’ Lucindra walked across the 

room and offered a glass.  ‘And for my next quirk, why not try my 

very own cocktail.  A mixture of lemon juice, Earl Grey tea, ground 

coffee from Taureas II and bio-carbonated water courtesy of the ocean 

world of Pacifica.’ 

Tala took the glass and sniffed the contents.  The smell was not 

appealing.  Lucindra laughed. 

‘Better than ink and oil, that much is certain.’ 

Tala made a face, then took the challenge.  She sipped the drink, and 

was surprised by how nice it tasted.  She drank more. 

‘It’s also a powerful aphrodisiac.’  Lucindra drank hers in one go, 

and placed her glass on the nearest shelf.  She reached out for Tala’s 

glass, and overcome with a strange warm feeling, Tala found herself 

handing the glass over.   

‘It’s… erm… hot in here,’ Tala said. 

‘It’s about to get a good deal hotter.’ Lucindra stepped forward and 

placed a hand behind Tala’s head.  ‘I’ve been wanting to do this since I 

first laid eyes on you.’ 
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Before she could even consider a response, Lucindra’s lips were on 

Tala’s.  

Tala pulled back in shock.  She looked at Lucindra, unable to 

formulate words.  She liked the woman, but…  

 ‘Lucindra, listen… I…’ 

 Lucindra just smiled at her, and Tala felt herself sinking.  ‘Just 

go with it,’ Lucindra said. 

 Tala swallowed, feeling her heart beat faster and faster.  She 

closed her eyes, deciding to “go with it”, and felt Lucindra’s lips on 

hers once again. 

The door came crashing open.  The two women, Lucindra still 

holding Tala by the waist, turned to look at the intruder. 

It was the Siccati.  He pointed a thin finger at Tala.  ‘You’re the one,’ 

he said, and his four eyes lit up, bathing Lucindra’s cabin in the 

brightest light either woman had ever seen. 

 

 

 

Like a tidal wave of mercury, the liquid rushed over him and 

everything in the room.  Once it was gone the Doctor found the room 

around him altered.  Fresh and clean, no damage, nothing aged.  And a 

young man sitting on the edge of the bed, a small leather-bound book 

lying beside him. 

Simon was looking at his shaking hands, not noticing the company 

he now had.  The Doctor walked over to him. 

‘Hello, Simon.’  No response.  The Doctor waved his hand in front of 

Simon’s face.  ‘Hmm. Not really here.  Thought not.’ 

‘I know I’m right,’ Simon was muttering to himself, looking at the 

pen in his hand.  ‘But no one will listen.’  He laughed.  ‘How can they, 

they’d never understand.’ 

I am listening. 
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Simon shook his head.  ‘Great, now I’m hearing things.’ 

‘No you’re not,’ the Doctor said, for he too had heard the voice.  It 

was like listening to several voices at once, each overlaying the next, all 

of undetermined gender. 

You have been chosen to rid your world of the Qui’Slor. 

The Doctor looked around for the owner of the voice. Nothing. 

Simon looked up, his expression uncertain.  ‘What’s a Qui’Slor, what 

are you?’ 

We have many names, but the one I like the most is Spectore.  We are, in 

your mythology, angels.  Beings from another plane of existence, from where 

we normally watch.  But a Qui’Slor has invaded your world.  It seeks the soul 

of the one you call Summerfield. 

‘It’s that demon?’ 

The Doctor shook his head.  He did not buy any of this.  Typical 

higher being, always preying on those with high ideals.  Easy pickings. 

To use your words, yes, it is a demon.  An eater of souls.  It is an 

abomination, a Spectore that seeks to live in the mortal world by living off the 

souls of others.  If it succeeds it will go from host to host, consuming the souls 

of those it inhabits. 

‘But why?’ 

There was no answer. 

The Doctor had to get involved somehow, stop what was going to 

happen.  He was a Time Lord, and time was his domain. 

‘Simon!’ he hissed urgently, and went to grab the young man by the 

shoulders only to find his hands slipping right through him.  

Unsurprisingly Simon did not react.  ‘You’ve got to listen to me. This 

creature is not an angel! Simon!’ 

The cabin filled with a bright light and Simon instinctively shielded 

his eyes with his hands.  The Doctor had no such trouble, not really 

being in the room.  He looked over at the creature that had appeared. 
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It was a man.  A perfect man, his skin an unblemished white, his 

hair so opaque that it was almost translucent, dressed in what could 

only be described as a luminous sort of chain mail.     

The Doctor narrowed his eyes at the thing in the Spectore’s hand.  A 

sword. 

‘Bloody hell,’ Simon breathed, once the light had died. 

The Doctor looked from the Spectore to Simon and back again, 

unsure why the sight of the Spectore should cause such a reaction, and 

for a split second he saw what Simon saw. 

It really was an angel.  Glorious in appearance, wings spread out 

behind him, a kindly face, with eyes so happy that they made him 

want to cry. 

Then the image, the shroud, was gone and once again the Doctor 

saw the “angel” for what it was.  Simply another higher being, but for 

Simon it was more.  The Doctor shook his head, wishing he could 

intervene. 

I cannot act in your world, the Spectore said.  I need your body, to 

commune with you.  Only then can the Qui’Slor be stopped. 

‘No!’ the Doctor shouted.  He stood between the Spectore and 

Simon.  ‘Don’t do it.  Possessions from higher beings never end well.  

Please, listen to me.  You brought me here for a reason.’ 

‘Please, take me,’ Simon said simply. 

 

 

 

The Doctor was pulled violently back to the darkened cabin.  Once 

more on his own.  He took a deep breath, having been winded by the 

sudden removal from the past.   

Although he was unfamiliar with the race, he recognised the 

Spectore for what it was.  The way it could not manifest itself without 

bonding with another life form.  It, like the Qui’Slor, was an alien race 
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from another dimension, fighting a battle that had spilled over to this 

dimension. 

Once again his mind was yanked into Simon’s past… 

 

 

 

Simon was walking up the gangway, ignoring the people he passed.  

The Doctor kept close by, seeing the truth that the people they passed 

would never see. 

Simon’s body was being controlled by the Spectore, and the Doctor 

could see it.  Like a hand in a glove, the Spectore moved Simon’s body 

on, while Simon’s mind was elsewhere.  The Doctor suspected he was 

off getting his glimpse of eternity – or rather the “higher reality” that 

the Spectore came from.  For a human with religious roots the Doctor 

could understand why Simon would think that he was looking at 

eternity. 

They had reached the door to cabin 129, which the Doctor assumed 

was under the current occupation of Professor Summerfield.  The 

Spectore reached out and placed Simon’s hands on the door, which 

immediately exploded inwards. 

The force of the explosion had no effect on the Doctor whatsoever, 

but flames licked the bits of door that was left.  Sprinklers all through 

the gangway activated and water rained down on them.  The Doctor 

looked up at the sprinklers curiously, noting that not a single drop of 

water was touching him. 

There was something to be said for being incorporeal after all. 

The Spectore walked Simon’s body into the cabin and a growl 

erupted from inside.  The Doctor rushed to see, and came up short at 

the sight that greeted him. 
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Simon’s description of the Qui’Slor had not been wrong.  The Doctor 

could see the tall Professor Summerfield and the being controlling her 

body.  It threw back its misshapen head and howled again. 

Azeayl, you will not stop me! 

Before Azeayl, the Spectore, could respond the Qui’Slor launched 

itself at him.  From the Doctor’s point of view it was an odd sight 

indeed, seeing the woman leap through the air, lunging at Simon’s 

throat. 

Azeayl acted quickly.  He swung his sword, and the blade tore into 

the side of the Qui’Slor.  The demon fell backwards, holding its side in 

pain. 

Simon walked further into the room, and lifted an antique crystal 

decanter from the sideboard. 

‘No!’ the Doctor yelled.  ‘Don’t do it!’ 

  You should not have come to this dimension, Azeayl said. 

The Qui’Slor only growled more, and pulled out its own sword.  It 

lunged forward, cutting into Azeayl just as the Spectore had done to it.  

I am open, and now you are open! it said.  To the Doctor’s ears its voice 

sounded like the tortured souls of hell. 

Azeayl ignored the pain.  With a mighty swing the sword cut clean 

through the Qui’Slor neck.  The Doctor turned away in disgust. 

He heard a whimpering behind him and turned to look.  Simon was 

on his knees; holding the decanter in his shaking hands.  And before 

him lay the woman… but of Azeayl and the Qui’Slor there was no 

sign. 

There was a red substance on the lip of the decanter.  Blood.  

Matching that which was pouring from the professor’s skull. 

The Doctor understood Simon’s grief.  To all intents and purposes 

he had murdered an innocent woman, and for that he would be 

punished.  Once he had gotten over the shock he would start thinking 
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of the “eternity” he had seen, but it would be no defence in the 

captain’s eyes. 

At least Professor Summerfield’s ordeal was over, but it seemed that 

Simon’s guilt carried on long after his death.   

A guilt that had left an echo in the ship, a whisper that had called 

out to the Doctor… 

Used and abused.  Sweet dreams, the Doctor thought.  

‘Are made of these,’ a new voice said. 

The Doctor looked up to find the entity that was wearing Simon’s 

body, standing by the doorway.  ‘Who are you?’ 

The doppelganger shrugged.  ‘My name ain’t really important.  But 

you can call me Simon if you like.’ 

‘I’d rather not.  And aren’t you going to stop using his body? Wasn’t 

it bad enough that the Spectore used him like that?’ 

“Simon” nodded.  ‘Faired income.’   

His body shimmered for a moment, and changed into the body of a 

shorter man with long blonde hair. 

‘The name’s Nick.’ 

‘You say that like it’s supposed to mean something to me. What 

happened to the real Simon?’ 

Nick looked down at Simon, who was still kneeling with the 

decanter in his hands.  ‘Got confined to his cabin for a spell, then…’  

He trailed off seeing the look in the Doctor’s eyes.  ‘Oh you mean, 

when I started using his body? Well, truth is I ain’t got a clue.  I shifted 

him out of this time line and covered myself in a shroud that looked 

like him.  No idea where Simon went.  Sorry.’ 

‘So the poor man is out there somewhere? Probably left to deal with 

all this on his own.’  The Doctor felt the anger boil in him.  He 

advanced on Nick.  ‘Just who the hell do you think you are?’ 

Footsteps and voices could be heard outside. 
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‘Here comes the cavalry, bit late as ever.’  Nick smiled, like it was 

some kind of game to him.  ‘Better not be here when they arrive, know 

what I mean?’  He clicked his fingers… 

 

 

 

They were back in the wrecked version of Simon’s cabin.  The 

Doctor was still sitting on the bed, holding the diary in his hands.  He 

looked up at Nick. 

‘Are you going to tell me what’s going on, then? Usually it’s me 

with all the answers, so this is kind of novel to me.’  His voice 

conveyed a humour he did not possess. 

‘Sure, I guess I owe you some explanations.  Must say, when I 

showed you the real Epiphany I didn’t expect you to find a telepathic 

echo of the real Simon.  A side effect of his union with the Spectore, I 

reckon.  Nifty.’ 

‘You could say that.  Couldn’t you have just told me all this at the 

bar?’ 

Nick shrugged.  ‘Yeah, probably, but then I’ve been biding my time, 

ain’t I? Trying to unmask the Spectore, which happens to still be 

onboard this once fine ship.’  He laughed.  ‘Stupid thing got itself 

trapped in this dimension when it left Simon’s body.  Tried to escape 

via the ship’s warp-shunt engines.  Only bloody well caused an 

explosion that erased everyone from existence.’ 

‘The time spillage?’ 

‘Yep.  Glad to see you’re keeping up.’ 

‘I take it, then, that my companion is not in the past?’ 

‘Got it in one.’ 

‘Ah.’  The Doctor stroked his beard.  ‘It’s all the present; you’ve just 

been playing with perceptions.  Creating the illusion that no one died.’ 

Nick smiled at this.  ‘Love it! You’re really good.’ 
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‘Yes, well I am the Doctor, you know.’ 

‘Ain’t that the truth? More like my Doctor than I realised.  Although 

you didn’t become a clone, clearly.’ 

The Doctor just raised his eyebrows, waiting for more information. 

‘Thing is, I’m not from this reality, and I have a way to take the 

Spectore out of this dimension, problem is it’s been hiding from me.’  

For the first time since meeting him the Doctor could see the 

annoyance on Nick’s face.  ‘Then you turned up, and gave it the perfect 

way to get out of here.’ 

‘I did? Oh, I see.  Me being a Time Lord? I could house the 

Spectore’s form without it possessing me.  Indeed, it could hitch a 

ride.’ 

‘Precisely.  So I removed you from the illusion.  That way I could 

keep an eye on things and wait for the Spectore to reveal itself.  Which 

it has just done.  Seems it’s got an interest in your companion.  Nice 

looking chick, by the way.’ 

‘I’ll let her know.’  A dark shadow fell across the Doctor’s face. ‘Oh 

dear, you think the Spectore wants to hitch a ride with a Time Lord?’ 

Nick nodded. 

‘Well, kudos on the distraction.  Worked like a charm on me, you 

know, playing on my curiosity, but there is one slight flaw in your 

wonderful plan.’ 

‘Go on, hit me with it.’ 

‘Tala’s Minyan, and she’s regenerated so many times using Time 

Lord technology that she might as well be a Time Lady.’ 

‘Shit.’ 

 

 

 

It was all gone, all of it.  The cabin was anything but flamboyant, 

now simply a shadow if it’s former self.  A wreck.  A shell.  Tala looked 
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around her.  Smashed glass on the floor, the dirty remains of a mirror.  

Burned photos, the people in them barely recognisable. 

‘What did you do?’ she asked the luminous man, what had once 

been the Siccati, standing before her.  ‘Where’s Lucindra?’ 

Before it could answer two people emerged through the wreckage 

that had once been a door.  She recognised the Doctor straight away, 

but the other man with the blonde hair and torn jeans she did not 

know. 

‘She died over a hundred years ago,’ the man said. 

Tala did not know what to say.  She looked at the Doctor.  He just 

nodded, giving her an enquiring look.  She lowered her eyes, definitely 

not the time to explain.  Instead she watched the man walk up to the 

being of light. 

 

 

 

The Doctor eyed Tala, noticing the look of sadness on her face.  

Something had transpired since he had been away. He sighed.  

Unfortunately it would have to wait.  He looked to Nick who was 

talking to Azeayl. 

‘I offer you a way from this dimension,’ Nick said. 

You? What can you offer me little man? More of your illusions? 

Nick could not hide his surprise.  ‘You knew?’ 

Of course. I am a Spectore, I perceive most things.  But I was content to 

play your little game for a while. 

The Doctor interrupted. ‘A while? You’ve been trapped on here, 

playing his “little game”, for a hundred years.’ 

Azeayl waved the Doctor away.  I do not understand this concept.  

Time is nothing where I come from. 

Nick smiled smugly.  ‘Yeah, know what you mean.’ 
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The Doctor looked at Nick suspiciously.  The more time he spent 

with this man, the more he did not trust him. 

Azeayl turned from Nick.  I waited, until I could discover my own way 

off this ship.  I made one mistake, sensed the signature of an immortal on 

another, but she was limited and broken.  He pointed at Tala.  This immortal 

is perfect. 

Nick almost laughed.  ‘Oh, she’s only a Minyan. Hardly an 

immortal.’ 

‘It was you, wasn’t it?’ the Doctor asked, taking great pleasure in the 

look of annoyance on Nick’s face.  ‘You called for my help.’ 

You are the immortal whose mind I touched?  Azeayl looked at Tala, 

who was silently watching the exchange.  Then what of her? 

‘Just a Minyan, nothing important,’ Nick interjected. 

The Doctor smiled at Tala, then looked at Azeayl.  ‘I’m the closest 

thing to an immortal in this universe.  And I’d be happy to help you 

out of this dimension.  My TARDIS can cross the boundaries that 

divide one universe from another.’ 

Nick pushed the Doctor aside.  ‘Not while you can’t get in there.’   

The Doctor glared at him, but said nothing. 

‘I, on the other hand,’ Nick said, ignoring the Doctor’s look, ‘am an 

immortal.  What do you say?  Merge with me and I will take you from 

this dimension, and return you to your own.  And I don’t need a 

TARDIS to do it.’ 

‘No,’ the Doctor tried, now very certain that Nick’s motives were not 

pure.  ‘He’s using you, for what I don’t know, but he is. I just know it.’ 

Azeayl ignored the Doctor, and gave Nick his answer, which came 

with a brilliant flash of light. 

The blonde haired man shone for a moment, then smiled.  ‘Ah yes, 

the power of the Spectore.  Thank you.’ 
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He remained where he was.  The Doctor narrowed his eyes and 

approached Nick. ‘You’ve no intention of returning the Spectore to his 

dimension, have you?’ 

‘Of course not,’ Nick said, scoffing.  ‘His power will supplement my 

own nicely, though.  But I will take him out of this dimension, as I 

promised.  See, I’m not the bad guy.’ 

‘I’m not convinced.  Why do want his power?’ 

Nick smiled, and it was not a nice sight.  ‘Now that would be telling.  

Anyway, your TARDIS is free now, as is this ship.  The next salvage 

team to visit the Epiphany won’t find a haunted ship, just a wreck.’  He 

walked over to Tala, and looked at the Doctor.  ‘Good choice,’ he said 

and started to fade away. 

‘Ahem, one more question before you go.  Hate loose ends, you see.  

What are you?’ 

Nick became solid again, and for a moment he didn’t answer.  Then; 

‘A Gallifreya.  The result of the fusion between…’  He stopped and 

laughed.  ‘Ah, forget it.  Put it this way, in my reality you died saving 

Earth.  You’d have loved it.  I’ve got a question for you now.’ 

‘Oh?’ 

‘When’d you regenerate into that form?’ 

The Doctor regarded the strange young man.  ‘In what was left of 

the P7E, saving Tala from the Oracle.’ 

‘Really? So you’re in your fifth body? Sweet.’ 

‘I thought you’d know that, since you claimed to have met me in 

this body before.’ 

‘Yeah, in my reality, but there this bear of a body is actually your 

fourth.  Your third life was curtailed by a suicide attack from the 

Master, you see? You’d only just escaped an attempted kidnapping by 

the Nestene, too.  Really wasn’t your day.’ 

The Doctor rubbed his beard.  ‘A divergent reality… And one in 

which I died saving Earth?’ 
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Nick shook his head. ‘Sorry, Doctor, would love to tell you more, 

but your curiosity would only get the better of you, and know you as I 

do I can tell you’d want to take your TARDIS sideways in time.’  His 

smile faded.  ‘Do yourself a favour… don’t visit my reality.’  With that 

warning issued, he faded away. 

For a few moments there was silence in the room.  Tala turned away 

from the Doctor and knelt by the broken mirror. She reached down 

and picked up one of the burnt photos. 

‘Who’s that?’ the Doctor asked gently, having come up behind her. 

‘Lucindra,’ Tala said simply. 
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Together at Christmas 

Andy Frankham-Allen, Greg Miller & Betty Medeiros 
 

'What do you think? Higher or lower? Higher? OK, we'll go higher.'  

The Doctor lifted his arm, feeling a bit like the man with the long chin 

from that TV game show.  Once done he lowered his arm and 

straightened out the sleeve of his shirt.  'There! Now?'  There was no 

answer, just the usual licking of the paws.  'Nothing? Oh come on, 

you've been here long enough now.  You must be able to communicate 

in some way other than rubbing your tail in front of my face.' 

 Missy continued to watch him impassively.  

 The inner door opened and in walked a plump woman.  Her 

black hair was covered by a hairnet and white cap.  She rubbed her 

hands on her apron, and looked from the cat to the Doctor.  'Am I 

interrupting, or would you two like to be alone?' 

 'Ruby!' The Doctor jumped off the stool and placed an arm 

around his friend's shoulder, preventing her from walking over to 

Missy who was sat in her usual spot – that of the top of the Time 

Rotor.  'Don't you go anywhere... You tell me.  How does the place 

look?' 

 She glanced at him from the corner of her eye.  'You're using 

contractions again.' 

 'Am I?'  The Doctor frowned.  'Oh.  They do seem to be working 

their way in a lot of late.  I wonder why?' 

 'Honestly, pet, I don't have a clue.  Not the end of the world, is 

it?' 

 The Doctor beamed a grin at her.  'Not in the slightest.  Quite the 

opposite in fact.  So, like the new look?' 

 Ruby looked around the control chamber.  She had never seen it 

look so full, and considering the size of the chamber that was saying 

something.  Decorations hung from the ceiling, in shades and colours 
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she had never seen before, while tinsel lined the bookshelves and the 

console itself.  Along one wall, right of the inner door, was a large open 

fireplace, burning logs in place, and several stockings hanging around 

it.   

 'Hold on.  How did you manage to get a fire in here? If there'd 

been one before I think I'd have noticed.' 

 The Doctor walked over to the fire, rubbed his hands and held 

them out to be warmed.  'Amazing what this time ship can do, don't 

you think? Besides, if the TARDIS can change the old control room into 

a kitchen, a fireplace is really not something to balk at.' 

 Ruby joined him, ignoring his slight dig.  'You know, dear, your 

hands wouldn't be so cold if you closed the main doors.'  She pointed 

at the open doors. 'And is that snow I see outside?' 

 He looked over her shoulders.  'Of course it is.  We are on the 

frozen planet of Tohl.  There is always snow outside.  Almost a 

perpetual Christmas, in fact.' 

 'Christmas is more than ice and snow.' 

 'Oh, I know.  That is why I have these.'  The Doctor pointed and 

walked over to a little table that sat between two very comfortable 

looking armchairs, which in turn sat near the fireplace.  

 Ruby looked at the objects the Doctor had indicated.  Three piles 

of what appeared to be white tiles, stacked six high.  She picked a pile 

up.  'Thinking of doing up the bathroom, too?' 

 The Doctor laughed.  'No no.  These are old left overs from my 

time on Gallifrey.  All TARDISes are equipped with them, in case of 

emergencies.' 

 'What are they then?' 

 'Communication devices.'  He picked a pile up himself.  

'Telepathic communication devices, at that.  What you do is transmit 

your thoughts into them... kind of like a telepathic hand-print.  And 
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then you send them to whoever you wish to communicate.  Usually it 

is other Time Lords, but not in this case.' 

 The Doctor turned away from the table and found himself an 

empty spot on the floor and sat down.  He placed out the six tiles 

before his crossed legs and closed his eyes.  Ruby watched, expecting 

something interesting to happen. What she did see was nothing.  

Moments later the Doctor opened his eyes. 

 'That's it?' 

 The Doctor turned his neck and looked up at her.  'Give it a 

minute.' 

 Ruby sat down in one of the chairs and gave it a minute.  Or 

less, as it turned out.  Despite all the things she had seen since joining 

the Doctor she was still amazed at these tricks of his.  She watched as 

the six tiles moved across the floor.  They came together to form a 

perfect little white cube. 

 'Better?' he asked. 

 Ruby smiled.  'Much.' 

 'Smashing.  Now, if you could be a darling and pass me the 

other two piles.' 

 Ruby did so. 

 Minutes later three boxes sat on the floor.   

 'And these now contain some sort of message from you?' 

 The Doctor nodded.  'Indeed they do, Ruby.  All I need to do 

now is send them off to the recipients.' 

 'OK.  And they are who?' 

 The Doctor smiled sadly.  'My family.  Scattered throughout 

time and space.'  He looked up.  Despite the sadness on his face Ruby 

could not help but notice the peace in his blue eyes.  'And that is what 

Christmas is about.  Being with those you love.'       
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 Ruby reached down and squeezed his shoulder.  'That it is, pet, 

that it is.'  She returned his smile.  'Ooh, I'm going meet your family.  

Shall I get spruced up?' 

 The Doctor laughed, all trace of the sadness gone.  'If you like, 

but make sure it is something you do not mind getting covered in 

snow.' 

  

  

 

'So, who decided it was Christmas anyway?' 

 The Doctor stopped mid-swing, the axe held high above his 

head, and glanced at Ruby.  She was standing near the TARDIS, which 

now looked more white than blue thanks to the constant snow falling 

from the skies of Tohl.  He had considered trying to rematerialise 

elsewhere on the planet, since the TARDIS was a bit too close to the 

edge of a cliff, but he could never guarantee that they would return to 

Tohl.  As it was, he had managed to configure the entrance so they 

could get in and out via the back doors of the Police Box. 

 Ruby was wrapped up in an Afghan coat, the one the Doctor 

used to wear when he was a bigger man. 

 'Well, it was your birthday last month, and as I recall that makes 

it December now, by your calendar.  And we have done the set of Clear 

Waters and Barastabon, so now I thought we would try for an old 

fashioned Christmas.'  He finished his swing and the axe cut into the 

trunk of the green tree.  Not quite a pine tree, the Doctor knew, but it 

was close enough. 

 'By having the family over.  That's wonderful, pet.  Can't wait to 

meet your granddaughter.' 

 The Doctor pulled the axe from the tree.  'Sorry?' 

 'Susan I think you said her name was.' 
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 A dark look crossed the Doctor's face.  'Yes, Ruby, I know her 

name.  But, I am afraid, she will not be here.'  He took a deep breath, 

feeling the icy air scrape against his teeth.  'I can't find her.' 

 Ruby moved forward to join him by the tree, her boots 

crunching into the snow beneath.  'Has she moved?' 

 The Doctor sighed.  'No, it is a little more complicated than that.  

You see,' he began, then paused.  With an effort he pushed at the tree, 

which toppled over.  The impact caused snow to erupt into the air, 

flakes of which landed in the Doctor’s hair.  He shook his head and 

motioned Ruby to sit on the trunk.  She did so, and the Doctor 

continued.  'Susan was left on Earth, having fallen in love with a man 

called David Campbell.' 

 Ruby chuckled.  'Aww, newly weds.  They've upped sticks 

then.' 

 Even though he was looking at her, the Doctor had a very 

distant look in his eyes.  'Not exactly.  No.  I left her in London, in the 

year 2167.' 

 For a moment there was silence, but for the soft wind wiping up 

the snow around them.  Finally Ruby got what the Doctor was getting 

at.   

 'Wait a moment.  In 2001 the Cybermen invaded Earth... so by 

2167... You left her on a planet of Cybermen? No, wait. That makes no 

sense.  There'd be no humans, since they were wiped out by 2003.'  

Ruby was shocked that she could speak of such events so casually.  It 

just went to show how time travel really did broaden the mind, she 

thought, with more than a hint of irony. 

 'Indeed.  I left Susan before things changed, so the Earth I left 

her on never came to be.  And ever since I got the TARDIS back I've 

been trying to track her down... but nothing.'  The Doctor looked away, 

turning his back to Ruby.  He reached down for the fallen tree.  'No 

Susan anywhere.' 
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 Ruby wanted to hug the Doctor, such was the sadness in his 

voice, but at the same time she did not want to invade his private 

moment.  Time to lighten things a little.  'So, this family you're 

inviting? They're...' 

 'My friends!' The Doctor brightened up at this thought.  He 

looked up from the tree with a smile.   'Everyone who has travelled 

with me since this reality was created.  It will be so nice to have them 

all together, and the first time, too.  We almost had a reunion on 

Outpost Gallifrey, but that was both unexpected and incomplete.' 

 'And almost two years ago!' 

 'And that.  This time I want them all here.  Not coming together 

to battle power mad dictators, just my family coming together to 

celebrate Christmas.' 

 Ruby was happy.  She really hoped things worked out, but part 

of her knew that they rarely did.  Not for the Doctor and her.  But... She 

looked around uncertainly.  'Um...' 

 The Doctor pointed towards the TARDIS.  'In your kitchen.  Just 

think into it what you want and off it shall go.' 

 'You mean?' 

 The Doctor nodded.  'Of course, Ruby.  Christmas is about 

family coming together, and what would this one be without yours?' 

 'Oh, Doctor!'  Ruby stood up and grabbed the Doctor in a big 

bear hug.  'You're the most wonderful man!' 

 He laughed.  'Well, I try my best!' 

 She let him go.  'Just one thing.  How're they going to get here?' 

 The Doctor tweaked her nose.  'Trust me, Ruby, I have made 

arrangements.' 

 He watched her rush across the snow and into the TARDIS with 

a fond smile.  Finally, after many mistakes, he had really got something 

right with his companions.  With that in mind, he started singing as he 

pulled the tree towards the TARDIS. 
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 'We should be together for Christmas, together with the ones we love, 

the ones we care for...' 

  

  

 

In the middle of a forest grove a figure materialised out of nothing.  

For a brief moment it appeared to be a man with shoulder length 

brown hair, but this form blurred and changed until another man was 

standing there.  He was a good five inches taller, with long blonde hair 

that was tightened up into a ponytail.  He had a welcoming face, with 

bright blue eyes and a rather unkempt goatee beard.  Dressed in torn 

jeans, trainers and a yellow bikers' jacket, this was 

Nicktheblokemcshane, or Nick as he preferred to be known.  The 

leader of the Gallifreya, the final evolution the two races that were 

once called Time Lords and Millennium People. 

 He had just returned from a mission in an alternative reality, 

one where humanity still existed, where he had sought the powers of a 

creature called a Spectore.  Even now, as he stood in the grove, he 

could feel the new power coursing through his body.  Very soon, with 

this new power passed on to the rest of the Gallifreya, they would be 

ready to stamp out all unauthorised time travel in their reality. 

 Before he could gather his thoughts any further a short woman 

emerged from the trees.  As always she gave the impression of great 

height, even though she was a good deal shorter than Nick.  It was the 

way in which she carried herself.  With such assuredness.  Nick 

smiled.  He had always liked Drelivia, with her steely grey eyes and 

long red hair.  There was something almost witch-like about her.  

 'At last.  The Four were wondering when you were getting 

back,' she said by way of a greeting. 

 'Great to see you, too.'  Nick smirked at the chastising look 

Drelivia cast at him.  Sometimes she liked to treat him like a little son.  
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He was sure it was a residual urge left over from her Millennium 

People persona.  'And just what do the Voice of Gallifrey want now?' 

 From her robes she produced a small white cube.  Her brows 

creased.  'Recognise it?' 

 Nick shrugged.  'Nope.  Should I?' 

 'Probably not.  It's technology left over from Gallifrey, and since 

you were never a Time Lord...'     

 Nick stifled a pretend yawn.  'Yeah, yeah... Moving on.'  In some 

ways Drelivia reminded him of a female version of his Doctor, always 

ready to drop into lecture mode.  He wondered how the new Doctor 

was getting on. 

 'Well, the point is, my dear Nick, that none of these were 

brought from Gallifrey.  So, the Four can only assume it comes from 

one of two sources.' 

 'The Doctor?' 

 Drelivia nodded.  'Or Koschei.  Both are still out there with 

TARDISes from the old reality.  A fact that makes tracking them down 

very difficult.' 

 Nick reached a hand out.  'Fine.  How about you go and check 

up on Koschei? He should be easy enough to track down.  Last I heard 

he was President of the Galactic Federation, circa 2505.' 

 Drelivia handed the cube over.  She bowed.  'As you command.  

What of the Doctor? He will not be so easy to find.' 

 'No, he never was.'  Nick thought for a moment.  'Tell you what, 

leave him to me.  I'll get on to it as soon as I get the chance to change.  

Taking on the form of Simon Turpin was like... well, wearing another 

body.  I sort of forgot what it's like being human.  They get dirty so 

easy.' 

 He dismissed her, and when he was alone he looked down at 

the cube in his hand.   
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 Something told him this had not come from Koschei.  Sending 

Drelivia after him was little more than a diversion, besides which, 

knowing her, she would be more than happy to confiscate his TARDIS 

while she was there.  Which took care of one unauthorised time 

traveller.  As for the Doctor... well, Nick missed his old mentor, and the 

chance to try and find him was too hard to resist. 

 Nick blinked.  A new thought had entered his mind.  Only it 

was not his own.  No, wait.  It was not a thought... it was a telepathic 

message.   

 Nick looked at the cube again with a grin.  'Blimey, Doctor, 

know how to get my attention, don't ya?' 

 With that, cube still in hand, Nick vanished from the grove.  He 

had an appointment to keep, but first a brief stop off to Earth... 

  

  

 

The basement was dark and dank. 

 The overhead lights were off, leaving the basement illuminated 

by a single light on a workbench against one of the walls. 

 The basement contained numerous pieces of electronic 

equipment: some were new, the light reflecting off gleaming surfaces; 

others had burned out, plastic melted and blackened; the majority was 

partially disassembled, with unlit chasms opening into their hearts.  

Wires and cables snaked across the floor, connecting some of the 

devices with others. 

 They all sat silently, as though holding their breath while 

waiting for something to happen. 

 At the workbench, in front of the sole light, a dark-clad man 

bent over a circuit board, a jeweller's eyepiece screwed firmly into his 

right eye socket.  Delicately, he placed some silver wire against a part 

of the circuit board, and the scent of molten metal filled the basement. 
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 He re-examined his handiwork closely through the eyepiece, 

and used a voltmeter to check the flow of current through the new 

connection.  He heaved a sigh of relief that it had worked, without 

damage to the circuit board. 

 Placing the eyepiece on his workbench, he ran his hand through 

his black hair to ensure he hadn't singed it during the delicate 

operation.  He then got to his feet, picked up the circuit board, and 

walked to a nearby device.  He slid the circuit board into place, shut 

the panel, and pressed a switch on the device.  It hummed softly as 

power flowed through it. 

 Brad DeMars smiled to himself.  The repair to this synthesiser 

meant he would be spared having to seek outside help.  Not that he 

objected to outside help, but he always felt strange dealing with 

normal people.  He was very well aware how much his life had been 

changed through meeting beings far beyond mortal ken. 

 He frowned at his synth.  What would be really nice was if he 

could retrieve the one he'd left aboard the TARDIS - if it was still in one 

piece, of course.  He wasn't sure if he wanted to play it again, tangled 

up as it was with the memories of Jacen's death, but it had seen him 

through a lot of creative times, rehearsing and gigs, and he felt a little 

incomplete without it. 

 As if in response to his thoughts, a soft wheezing and groaning 

sound seemed to emanate from the synthesiser.  Brad blinked, and 

then watched as the sound was joined by a white cube, shimmering 

into existence on top of the instrument. 

 He cocked his head and stared at the cube.  Coming to a 

decision, he passed his hand over the cube and it abruptly 

disappeared.  A few seconds later, it wheezed and groaned its way 

back into reality.  He listened to the sound it made and nodded. 

 Striding over to a mixing desk, Brad switched the input 

channels over to receive only from a single microphone.  He waved his 
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hand again, and once more the cube vanished - this time reappearing 

in front of the microphone. The desk showed that the materialisation 

sound had been recorded. 

 Sitting down at a computer, Brad called up a sound file he had 

been working on.  He deleted the bass track and replaced it with the 

materialisation sound, looped over and over again so that it lasted the 

length of the track.  He hit play, and listened to the result, lowering the 

volume of the materialisation sound so it didn't dominate the ethereal 

music he'd recorded earlier.  A few more plays through and associated 

adjustments, and Brad nodded his head in satisfaction.  That was 

pretty good. 

 He then played the bass track alone, listening to the mini-

TARDIS sound.  He swivelled his chair around and looked at the cube. 

 It had to be from the Doctor.  What could he want? 

 There was only one way to find out. 

 He raised his hand and the cube flew over to it.  He wondered if 

there'd be a little hologram of the Doctor, like Princess Leia's message 

in Star Wars? 

 There wasn’t.  As soon as the cube landed in his hand his mind 

was filled with a new thought.  Not one of his own, though.  This he 

knew because the thought came in the guise of the Doctor’s voice. 

 Brad grinned when the thought was finished.  Yeah, why not? 

He’d not seen the Doctor since the fusion, and he had promised that 

they’d not see each other again.  But now, what with this invitation, it 

was not like Brad was breaking his promise. 

 He looked at his synth.  That would be a bonus, too…   

 All he had to do now was concentrate.  Crossing the realities 

was no easy task, not even for the Dommervoy Loci side of him. 
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Bags in hand, Alf gazed up into the twilight sky and shivered. Snow 

was definitely on the way; she could see the frost forming immediately 

from her breath. Quickening her pace, she rushed up to the front door, 

only to fiddle with the key as she inserted it into the lock. 

 ‘Come on,’ she mumbled to herself impatiently. 

 Home at last. Tonight it seemed especially still and quiet, what 

with being out all afternoon amongst the hustle and bustle of 

Christmas shoppers.  She took off her coat and gazed out of the 

window. Many of the nearby houses and flats were brightly 

decorated.  Too much so, in her view.  She could see a few elaborate 

shining trees displayed proudly in windows.  With the exception of the 

nativity scene by the fireplace, the house she shared with her mum 

was, on the other and, austere and sombre.   

 Alf sort of understood why her mum didn’t want to decorate 

the place, since for Audrey Yeadon Christmas was a religious holiday 

and not a time for giving in to commercialism.  Which, Alf reflected 

was a pity.  She loved the whole commercial side... decorations, loads 

of presents, getting sloshed. 

 Alf noted the many passers-by on the street smiling and 

laughing on their way. Wistfully she remembered a time not that long 

ago when her life was definitely not quiet and mundane, but full of 

adventure and excitement.  

 Shaking her head, she decided to stop feeling a little sorry for 

herself and do something to get into the Christmas spirit. If the house 

looked empty and drab, she should stop procrastinating and just put 

up some decorations.  Her mum would argue and moan about them 

for a while, but she’d soon come around.  And as for the quiet… 

   Alf moved over to the radio and turned it on.  Usually she’d go 

for Jazz FM, but today she was in the mood for something a little 

cheesy and opted for Radio 1.  As expected the bubble-gum pop of 

Christmas songs were playing.  Mel Smith & Kim Wilde’s version of 
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Rockin’ ‘Round the Christmas Tree filled the room.  Before she knew it, 

she was singing along, while she got the box of decorations out of the 

cupboard. 

 A short while later and the room was decorated. Two electric 

candles in the window, a few tiny elves and reindeer placed on the 

bookshelves and the place looked more festive. All that remained was 

the Christmas tree. She wished she had a real eight foot high spruce 

tree like Luke had, but the small tabletop tree she bought two years 

ago would have to do. 

 As the sounds of Wombling Merry Christmas started playing, Alf 

slowly decorated the little tree.  Once done, she stepped back to admire 

her handiwork.    

 ‘Not bad, I suppose.’ 

 The living room almost sparkled with light. All that decorating 

had transformed a plain, ordinary room into a place that was warm, 

happy and welcoming. After all that activity she felt a little peckish, so 

she headed to the kitchen 

 She stopped for a moment in the passage.  She didn’t remember 

putting the kitchen light on.  Bracing herself, she carried on.  She got as 

far as the doorway before she stopped again.  There was someone 

standing by the side, holding the kettle in his hand.   

 ‘Hiya, Alf,’ Nick said, smiling. 

 For a long moment, she couldn’t say anything.  She just stood 

there looking at him.  It had been several years since she had last seen 

her husband, but he looked no different.  Indeed, he was pretty much 

dressed as she always remembered him, too. 

 Finally she found her voice.  ‘What you doing here?’ 

 ‘Making meself a cuppa, or trying to.’  He glanced around the 

kitchen.  ‘Got any coffee?’ 

 The final word made Alf swallowed hard, as all kinds of 

memories came floating back to her mind.  She just stared at him, 
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almost not believing her eyes.  She shook her head slightly, smiling 

despite herself.  ‘Yeah.  Mum drinks it.  In the top cupboard, to your 

left.’ 

 ‘Cheers.’ He smiled again, almost as if he were trying to put her 

at ease. 

 Alf didn’t know whether to hug him or yell at him.  For a 

moment she felt like doing both. Her heart wasn’t thumping from the 

shock of seeing him anymore, since that familiar crooked smile of his 

got to her somehow and melted away any leftover anger at him. 

 Needing to move a little, if only to get her mind back in gear, 

she found herself getting herself a mug and placing it next to Nick’s.  

‘Tea for me.’ 

 Nick just nodded and resumed making the drinks. 

 Alf stood back again and watched him. 

 It was strange seeing him carrying on like no time had passed.  

He was certainly the same Nick, but he seemed different, too.  Those 

eyes of his that had always been so vibrant and alive now had a new 

depth, a new intelligence as well.  She had to wonder what had 

happened to him since his death.  She had so many questions.  

Questions that had increased in number over the years.   

 She knew there’d always be a place in her heart for him, and the 

aching pain she felt at losing him had long since dissolved away.   Still, 

she remembered what they once had together, and those memories 

and feelings would never stray too far away. 

 Alf smiled.  Yep, it was good to see him again, she was sure of 

that. 

 ‘Something to dunk in your coffee?’ she asked him. 

 ‘Yeah, that’d be nice.’ He carried their mugs over to the table 

while she collected the biscuit barrel.   

 ‘You’re looking good,’ she said once she had sat down.  ‘Not 

sure about the hair. Preferred it shorter.’  She took a biscuit, surprised 
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at how comfortable she felt around him.  No time had passed indeed.  

Yet it had… 

 He tugged at his ponytail for a moment. ‘Think so? Been kind of 

busy, not had much time to go and get it lobbed off.’  

 Alf rolled her eyes, wondering if there was a reason why he had 

shown up. Just to say hello? As much as she might’ve liked that idea, 

she doubted that. Nick was practically a god again. God’s did not just 

drop in for a cuppa, even when their wives were involved.  Alf paused 

for a moment.  She hadn’t thought of herself as married in a few years 

– not that their marriage counted for anything by British law in 1994.  

And then, of course, there was Luke…  

 ‘Alf,’ Nick began, taking another sip of coffee, ‘you doing 

anything special tonight?’ 

 Here it comes, she thought, but said; ‘Nah, not really. I was out 

all afternoon.’ She paused before taking another bite of her biscuit. 

‘Why?’ 

 ‘Got an invitation for ya.’ 

 ‘Yeah?’ She was puzzled now.  ‘If it’s for… you know… got to 

tell you I’m sort of seeing someone else now.’ 

 Alf watched Nick for his reaction.  A brief glint of jealousy was 

followed by quiet acceptance.  She was glad.  If he could move on, then 

so should she. 

 ‘It’s from the Doctor, actually.  He’s invited us to a Christmas 

do.’ 

 For the second time, Alf’s eyes widened in surprise. ‘The Doctor 

invited me? Are you sure?’ 

 ‘Of course I’m sure.  Why wouldn’t he?’ 

 ‘Well, we didn’t part on the best of terms, you know.’ 

 ‘No, I didn’t.’  Nick gave her a probing look.  ‘How are you 

now? Really?’ 
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 She met his eyes.  This was the side of Nick she did miss.  Luke 

was great, but he didn’t know her like Nick did. 

 She took a breath and swallowed the last of her tea. ‘It took me a 

little while, but I’m doing alright. Not much excitement around here, 

but things aren’t bad. Even me and mum are getting along.  Most of 

the time.  Who’d have seen that coming?’ 

 ‘Maybe I would,’ Nick said softly, making them both smile.  

 Alf hesitated, thinking. ‘The Doctor.  He really wants me to 

come to this party of his?’ 

 Nick nodded.  ‘Uh huh. I got a message from him, and he wants 

all his friends, the people closest to him, to be there.   Falex will be 

there, too.’ 

 ‘Really? That’d be interesting…’ She was getting tempted just a 

little now. 

 ‘Could be fun.  It’ll be great seeing Falex again… although from 

what I’ve worked out it’ll be the Falex who’s on his way to Taureas II 

with EnalcKarnip.’ 

 ‘That was years ago.’  

 They were quiet for a moment.  Speaking of Falex was always a 

bit of a sore point.   

 She considered.  Her mum would be at Christmas “karaoke” in 

the church all evening, and Luke was away visiting his sister… Well if 

she wanted to have a break from her quiet routine, a party with the 

Doctor would be anything but boring.  Indeed, being around the 

Doctor often proved risky. 

 ‘Yeah, let’s do it.  It’ll be nice to catch up with them.  Who’s the 

Doctor travelling with now?’ 

 Nick shrugged.  ‘Not sure.  One way to find out.’  He finished 

the dregs of his coffee and stood up.  ‘You know, thought I might have 

to actually kidnap you.’  

 Alf laughed.  She had missed that randomness of his. 
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 ‘How do we get there anyway?’ 

 Nick winked and offered Alf an arm. ‘Just come with me…’ 

  

  

 

'Hold still.' 

 The Doctor lifted his neck and gave Brad a look.  The younger 

man smiled and continued to fiddle with the bow tie around the 

Doctor’s neck. 

 'Don't know why you're doing it this way,' Brad said, as his 

fingers performed the complicated looping that the tie needed.  'You've 

got powers that most of the Gallifreya have yet to attain.  You could 

simply change your form, clothe yourself in an instant, and yet you do 

things the hard way.  Don't get it.' 

 ‘What is so difficult to understand? I never asked to be a god, 

just like I never asked for the planar shift that re-wrote this reality.’  

Once Brad had finished the Doctor examined himself in a mirror.  He 

was now dressed in a tuxedo; the perfect host.  'Smashing,’ he said 

with a broad smile.  ‘All I need is a bit of gel for my hair.' 

 Brad leant back against the wall and watched the Doctor’s face 

through the mirror.  He waited for an explanation.  He didn’t quite get 

how someone could not use such powers. 

 'It is quite simple.  As soon as I start using those powers I 

become like them, and I have no intention of letting that happen.  You 

should know what I mean.' 

 Brad chewed his bottom lip.  He could see the Doctor’s point, 

kind of.  He had gone to the other Earth to live as a human out of 

choice.  Since the fusion of the Time Lords and the Millennium People 

was complete there was no longer any need for the Dommervoy Loci, 

which left Brad (or Static, as he was more accurately known) at 
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something of a loose end.  He had no role to play in this universe any 

longer... 

 'Yeah, OK, kind of do.  Powers are all great and powery, but it's 

not the same as doing stuff for yourself.’  He thought back to the cube.  

‘But they can be fun.' 

 The Doctor smiled.  'Yes, I suppose they can.  You have had 

such powers since you began, I have not.  So I shall not miss what I 

never had.  And, by not using them, I never really had them.'  He 

looked at his reflection again.  His hair was now gelled back, the grey 

strands being accented by the darker tone his brown hair had taken on 

as a result of the gel.  'I was never one for following the Time Lords 

before, and that has not changed.  What about you? Why human? You 

could have settled as any life form in the galaxy.' 

 'True.  But the ten months I spent as Brad wasn’t enough.  Of 

course, me not knowing I was really Static didn’t exactly help me gain 

a new perspective on the human thing.  But now I can explore it 

properly. Brad’s life in this reality was a bit of waste.  He was always 

so angsty, full of pain.  Like he had the weight of the world on his 

shoulders, when really he had the best gig in the universe.'  Brad 

looked down at his body, and flexed his fingers.  'So much potential.  

Way I see it, this is his second chance.' 

 The Doctor nodded, and finished wiping his hands in a towel.  

'Very well.  I hope it works out for you.  We both wasted a lot of good 

opportunities back then, so making the best of all things now...' 

 ‘It's like out mantra, right? Pretty cool as mantras go.' 

  The Doctor looked down at the synth that was leaning against 

the wall next to Brad.  ‘And this second chance starts with music?’ 

  ‘Hey, man, it always starts with music.  Who was it that said 

“music makes the people come together”? Got to hand it to him.  He 

knew his shit.’ 

 ‘Hmm.  Suppose she did.’ 
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 Brad picked up the synth and the two men headed for the door.  

‘She? Aww, man, stuff me and mount me, I so should have known 

that.’ 

 The only answer from the Doctor was laughter. 

                

  

 

The control chamber had changed again.  A new room had been 

added to the chamber, reached via an arch.  It looked like the new 

room had been lifted directly from an English cottage.  A big fireplace 

crackled (far more impressive than the earlier one, Ruby decided), with 

a tree next to it, under which sat many wrapped presents.  Several 

comfy chairs were positioned around the fire, while to one side there 

stood a long table, with the plates, crackers and cutlery already laid 

out. 

 Ruby sat in one of the chairs, while another was occupied by her 

mother, Gwen.  Ruby was smiling, amused at how her mother had 

insisted she get “dolled up” before coming to the TARDIS.  She was 

wearing a dress with a floral pattern, her white hair in curls, with 

make-up on.  Despite this, she did not look well at all.  For now, 

though, Ruby tried not to concern herself with her mother's ailing 

health; she was just glad that to have her here.   

 ‘How’s Mavis?’ Ruby asked of her sister. 

 Her sister was quietly resentful of Ruby's free spirit, not to 

mention the fact that it was Mavis who spent most of the time looking 

after their mother.  Ruby felt a twinge of guilt at this.  Part of her 

would have loved to stay with her mother and help out, but they both 

knew that too much time together and they would end up arguing.  

Which would not help her condition at all.  They were always too 

much alike, Ruby and her mother. 
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 Gwen side-stepped the question, with one of her own.  'Where's 

your fella, anyway?'      

 Ruby cast her mother a look.  'Now I've told you before, the 

Doctor...' 

 'Is right here, Gwen.' 

 Ruby looked towards the inner door, where the Doctor stood.  

She noticed the grey in his hair, which somehow seemed to give the 

Doctor an added air of distinction.  She smiled at this.  She caught her 

mother's eye, and resisted the urge to hide her face like a guilty school 

girl. 

 'Come here, then,' Gwen said.  'I'm too old to be twisting my 

neck like these kids.  If the glint in Ruby's eye is anything to go by you 

must cut a fine figure, darling.' 

 The Doctor smirked, and held the door open for Brad to enter.  

The young man winked at the Doctor, and said softly; 'She's right, Doc, 

Ruby definitely has a thing for you.' 

 The Doctor shook his head.  'Oh, shush.  I cannot help it if this 

incarnation cuts such a dashing figure, not like I had a choice.' 

 ‘That’s the beauty of it, you have the power to choose your 

physical form now.’  With a wink, Brad crossed the chamber, carrying 

his old synth in his arms.  The Doctor watched him ruefully.   

 'Nice to have you back, Brad. Glad to see the human thing is 

working for you.' 

 Brad placed the synth near the tree.  'Yeah, thought you might 

be.'  He nodded towards Ruby's mother.  'So, you going to show Mrs 

Mundy what you look like?'  He paused, and bit his bottom lip. 

'Actually, maybe you should stay there.  Don't want to damage the 

mental picture she has of you.  Disappointment's a terrible thing, you 

know.' 
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 Chuckles erupted around the fireplace, which only produced a 

narrowing of the eyes from the Doctor.  'I think I preferred you before 

my first trip to Nova Mondas.' 

 'Don't be so daft,' Gwen said.  She covered his throaty cough 

with the hankie and held a hand out towards Brad.  He walked over to 

her and took it.  Her old liver-spotted hand gripped his hand tightly.  

'Brad's lovely.  And he did get me here.' 

 'A service I was more than happy to provide.' 

 Brad winked at the Doctor, who was approaching Gwen's chair 

from behind.  

 'Yeah,’ he continued, ‘how could I refuse to the chance to meet 

someone as beautiful as yourself, Mrs Mundy?' Brad pecked her on the 

cheek, and Gwen let out a rusty cough. 

 Just as the Doctor was about to place his hands on the back of 

the chair, Gwen lifted her free hand and took hold of his.  The old 

woman looked around at the people in the chamber.  There was such 

warmth, and not all of it came from the fire.   

 Ruby wiped a tear from her eye.  Despite her happiness at 

having her mother here, her heart was tinged with sadness, too.  She 

needed some space... But how could she remove herself with seeming 

to be rude? 

 'Are we all here, then?' Gwen wanted to know. 

 'Not quite, no.  Just waiting on Alf and Nick… and Falex.'  The 

Doctor’s eyes clouded for a moment, then he looked over at the table 

and the moment had passed.  'And then we can eat.  Ruby's cooked up 

quite a feast for us,' he added with a smile. 

 It was the perfect excuse. 

  'Which reminds me, need to check on the turkey.'  Ruby took 

the final sip of her sherry and got to her feet.  'Back in a jiff.' 

  'Want a hand?' Brad asked. 
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  Ruby was tempted to say no, but there was something about 

Brad.  Of all the people she had met so far, Brad was the one who had 

known the Doctor the longest.  Which, to her, meant there was a 

certain amount of trust.  She smiled.  'Wouldn't say no, pet.  Let's leave 

these old people to it.' 

 With a smirk, Brad let go of Gwen's hand and followed Ruby 

out of the control chamber. 

  

  

 

Ruby pressed the button and the turkey was slowly lifted out of the 

vat of oil.  A fragrant aroma filled the kitchen.  Brad sniffed, certain he 

could smell garlic and onion, while he opened a bottle of wine. 

 ‘Unusual way to cook a turkey.’ 

 Ruby glanced at him.  ‘Not at all.  New Orleans Fried.  I’d have 

thought that what with you being American you’d be aware of it.’ 

 Brad didn’t reply.  He had assumed that the Doctor would have 

explained about his origins to Ruby, but clearly not.  He searched his 

human memories just in case, but nothing about cooking a turkey New 

Orleans style came to mind.  ‘American maybe, but I don’t have any 

Creole blood in me,’ he said anyway. 

 ‘Never mind, pet.  You’ll love it because I’m a brilliant cook.’  

Ruby turned back to the turkey.  'Nearly done.'  She pressed the button 

again and the dead bird was lowered back into the vat. 

 Brad finished pouring himself a glass and proffered the bottle.  

'Wine?' 

  He waited while she considered this.  He noticed that she’d had 

at least two glasses of sherry already, but there was something in her 

eyes.  Something that told him she might need a little wine.   

 'Sod it,' she said.  'Just a drop.' 
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 Brad smiled knowingly and poured a little out for Ruby. He 

handed her a glass.  'You didn't need my help at all.' 

 'No, I didn't.'  She sipped her wine.  'Ooh, a good vintage.' 

 Brad held his glass before him and sloshed the wine inside.  

'Yeah, the Doc always keeps the best wines.  Never really my thing 

back then, but now... well, we all need to move on and adapt.' 

 'Very true.'  Ruby placed her glass on the side and started to 

busy herself about the kitchen.  'You know, I've had this kitchen for a 

month now and never noticed the wine rack sitting there.  Silly really.' 

 ‘Probably wasn’t there before.  You know the TARDIS, has a 

way of supplying what we need.’  Brad watched her carefully.  There 

was something troubling her.  They had only met briefly once before, 

but they’d never got around to having a proper chat, so he could never 

claim to know her very well, or at all really.  But he knew when there 

was something up.  He had been watching humans for a few years 

now, since his Dommervoy Loci nature was no longer required, and he 

liked to think he had gotten used to their ways.  Small talk was the 

order of the day right now. 

 'Yeah, thought this kitchen was new.  Don't remember it from 

my time in the TARDIS.' 

 'It was a birthday present from the Doctor.' 

 'Cool.  He's a lot different from the man I knew.' 

 Ruby stopped, a spatula clung in one hand while a cloth hung in 

the other.  'Yes.  He's a generous man,' she said softly.  'He's going to be 

so heartbroken when he learns...'  Ruby took a deep breath.  'Eighty 

years is not a long time, is it? And to have to deal with so much pain...' 

 Brad finished off his wine, put the glass to one side, and stepped 

over to Ruby.  He gently removed the cloth and spatula from her 

hands.  'What's wrong?' 

 When Ruby turned Brad saw her tears.  Grief.  It was a part of 

humanity he had experienced before, following the memory of Jacen's 



 

60 

death.  He nodded.  Yeah, that's the grief he saw in Ruby's eyes.  'Your 

mom?' 

 For a moment Ruby looked at him, her tears continuing to fall 

silently.  She sniffed.  'Yes.  We've known for a while.  Cancer.  Large 

Cell Carcinoma it's called, and my sister's been doing a great job 

looking after her. The Doctor, bless him... he takes me back every now 

and then.  He and mother get on so well...'  Her eyebrows folded.  

'How do I tell him?' 

 Brad placed a hand on her shoulder.  'Hey, the Doc's a strong 

guy, he can deal.'  He waited for a brief smile to form on Ruby's lips, 

before he asked; 'How long?' 

 'They've given her less than a year.' 

 'This is her last Christmas, then.'  Brad thought for a moment, 

taking his mind to when he had travelled with the Doctor.  'It's up to 

you to make the best of a bad situation, Ruby.  Tell the Doctor... you 

can be sure he'll support you through it.  He should know.' 

 'Know what?' 

 Brad and Ruby turned to find the Doctor standing in the kitchen 

doorway. 

  

  

 

For a moment she was nowhere.  No longer in her mum’s house, 

just nowhere.  A white emptiness.  She could have been dead for all 

she knew, and if it wasn’t for the feel of Nick’s hand in hers she might 

even have believed it. 

 Even in the emptiness she could not quite get her head around 

how odd it felt to be holding his hand.  It had been several years since 

they had got married, which in turn was quickly followed by his death 

and resurrection as a god.  Since he had left her the second time, so she 

could forge her new future with her mum, she had never really 
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expected to see him again.  It had taken her a long time to accept that 

he was gone out of her life for good, that she had to just focus on 

building her new life.  And she had done it, found her new path with 

her mum.  For a while.  But recently she had been feeling restless, tired 

of the routine they had got into.  As a result she had been visiting 

UNIT HQ with increasing frequency, getting to know Luke better.  

Things had started to develop… but now? 

 Now Nick was back.  And he was holding her hand. 

 Alf had convinced herself that she had moved on, but suddenly 

things were not so clear.  They seemed so clear cut in the kitchen, and 

yet, with physical contact… it was like her whole being was in turmoil 

once again. 

 Such contemplation came to an end as abruptly as the 

whiteness. 

 They were standing in the TARDIS.  She looked around.  It had 

changed a lot since her day, no longer was it all wood panelled, but 

instead it was white, more sophisticated-looking.  And decorated.  She 

noticed the mistletoe hanging over the double doors… Not something 

she had bothered with at her mum’s, but now, with Nick beside her…  

She looked at Nick, with a sly smile, and saw he was paying her no 

attention at all.  Indeed he was looking at an old cottage-like room that 

had been attached the to the control chamber.  And the woman sitting 

in comfy chairs. 

 Nick released Alf’s hand and walked over to the woman with a 

smile.  ‘Hiya.’ 

 Alf shrugged and followed him.  She had never felt comfortable 

being thrown into unexpected social gatherings, but somehow with 

Nick here it was different.  She put on her best smile. 

 The old woman was also smiling.  ‘Hello.  You must be Nick 

and Alf.  Doctor said you’d be here soon.’  She held out a frail hand.  

‘I’m Gwen.’ 
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 Gwen was looking at Alf curiously.  ‘What’s up?’ 

 ‘Sorry, dear.  Was just thinking how unusual your name is.’ 

 Immediately Alf liked Gwen.  Normally she didn’t get on with 

old people, but she admired Gwen’s forthrightness.  For a second Alf 

was thrown.  There was something very familiar about Gwen, and not 

just in her looks.  Her entire bearing reminded Alf of someone she once 

knew…  She decided to put it aside for a while, since she was going to 

be around for the duration of the Doctor’s little party.  So, instead, she 

smiled at Gwen.  ‘Oh.  Well, it’s kind of a long story.  If you really 

wanna hear it, I’ll tell ya later.’  Alf looked around the room.  ‘Where’s 

the Doctor anyway?’ 

 ‘Oh, he’s in the kitchen. Gone to see if he can give them a hand.’ 

 ‘Them?’ Nick asked. 

 ‘Brad and Ruby.’ 

 Then it hit Alf.  Why the woman looked so familiar.  ‘You’re her 

mum, yeah?’ 

 Gwen just smiled in response. 

 ‘The Doctor’s got the whole family reunion thing going on, 

then?’  Alf couldn’t hide the bitter edge to her voice.                                 

 ‘Looks like,’ Nick said.  He turned back to Gwen.  ‘Back in a bit.  

Ain’t seen the Doctor in ages, so we’re gonna go and surprise him.  

Want anything from the kitchen?’ 

 Gwen nodded towards the almost empty decanter.  ‘Some more 

sherry wouldn’t go amiss.’ 

 ‘We’ll see what we can do.’  With that Nick grabbed Alf’s arm 

and led her out of the chamber.  Once the door had shut behind her, he 

asked; ‘What’s wrong? You seem a little on edge.’ 

 Alf sighed. ‘Yeah.  Not sure meeting the Doctor’s a good idea.’ 

 He placed a hand on her shoulder. ‘It’s going to be fine, Alf. 

Trust me.’ 
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 Before Alf could respond Nick’s lips were on hers.  For a few 

blissful moments the TARDIS and the world beyond drifted away.  

When he removed his lips Nick was wearing a huge smile.  Matching 

Alf’s own. 

 ‘Yep,’ she said, ‘it’s gonna be brilliant.’ 

 

  

 

The Doctor sat at the counter.  Once more he felt the weight of 

responsibility on him.  Ruby was fussing around the kitchen, trying to 

block out her own sadness by focussing on the task of preparing the 

meal.  Brad, on the other hand was standing by the doorway, hands in 

his pockets, just watching the Doctor.  He narrowed his eyes, as if he 

were trying to read the Doctor’s mind. 

 The Doctor could feel the gentle prod from Brad’s Dommervoy 

aspect, but he kept Static at bay.  He trusted Brad, always had, but he 

did not trust the Static persona.  There was no way a Dommervoy Loci 

was going to enter his mind.  No way. 

 ‘There’s always a way,’ Brad said. 

 ‘Meaning?’ 

 Brad laughed.  ‘Oh, don’t mean getting into your mind. 

Wouldn’t do that. No, I mean with Gwen.’ 

 Ruby stopped her fussing and looked over.  ‘How?’ 

 Before Brad could offer up his suggestion the kitchen door 

opened and two people walked in.   

 ‘Nick!’ Brad wrapped his arms around Nick.  ‘Dude, seems like 

a lifetime!’ 

 Nick laughed and patted Brad on the back.  ‘Yeah, mate, it really 

has been.’  The two men broke away, and Nick indicated the woman 

beside him.  ‘You’ve met the wife, yeah?’ 
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 ‘Sort of.  Heard lots about her, though.’  Brad hugged Alf 

anyway.  He winked at Nick over her shoulder.  ‘Nice choice, man.’ 

 ‘Not really your type, though, eh?’ 

 Brad laughed.  ‘Nope.  Wrong plumbing for me.’ 

 The two men stopped their banter as they both felt the 

atmosphere become more than a little tense.  The Doctor and Alf were 

looking at each other, neither certain what to say.   

 Ruby walked over to the Doctor, like a mother protecting her 

offspring.  She pursed her lips together.  ‘Nice to have Alf back, right, 

Doctor?’ she said, her voice low enough so only the Doctor could hear 

her. 

 He looked at her.  ‘Hmm.’ For a moment longer he didn’t look 

away, and then he turned to Alf.  ‘Welcome home,’ he said. 

 ‘Some welcome.’  Alf broke into a grin.  ‘Don’t I warrant a hug? 

Or are they just for the lads?’ 

 The Doctor looked at Nick and Brad, a little confused.  Nick 

shook his head.   

 ‘I think that’s called a hint, pet,’ Ruby said, and nudged the 

Doctor in the ribs. 

 ‘Oh.’   

 He got off his stool and walked across the kitchen, and with a 

little uncertainty he reached out to hug Alf.  She embraced him 

warmly.  ‘Good to see you,’ she said. 

 ‘You too, Alf, you too.’ 

 ‘There you go, Doc.  One big happy family,’ Brad said. 

 The Doctor pulled away and surveyed the people in the kitchen. 

He smiled.  ‘Almost,’ he said.  ‘Just one person missing.  Wonder 

where he is?’ 
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The answer came with an unexpected knock when the Doctor and 

his companions entered the control chamber.  The Doctor cast a 

curious glance at the others, and it was Nick who voiced the obvious 

question. 

 ‘Since when could a knock on the Police Box shell be heard 

inside?’ 

 Ruby shrugged.  ‘Since now it seems, pet.’ 

 ‘Hmm,’ was all the Doctor had to say, before he walked over to 

the console.  He had a sneaking suspicion he knew what the knock 

meant and so indicated that Nick should go and check the door.  Nick 

shrugged, and once he was near enough the door, the Doctor pulled 

the red lever.  The double doors ground open and Nick peered outside.  

For his efforts he was rewarded with a snowball in the face, which was 

followed by the laughter of a child. 

 This young laughter was soon joined by other more adult 

voices.  Nick looked back at the Doctor, wiping the snow off his face.  

‘You git,’ he said. 

 The Doctor forced himself to stop laughing and raised his hands 

in mock surrender.  ‘Not me. I did not throw that ball.’ 

 Nick narrowed his eyes.  ‘No, and I know that laugh from 

anywhere…’ 

 The Doctor watched as Nick stepped out of the TARDIS.  

Through the doors he could see the young man crouch down and 

gather up some snow into a ball, before lobbing it away from him.  

With a smile the Doctor walked around the console and stood in the 

doorway.  In the distance another figure was standing.  The man 

waved and simply blinked out of existence.  

 Thanks, the Doctor said inside, sending the thought to 

EnalcKarnip, hoping the Mind Dweller caught it before arriving back 

on Alpha Centauri. 
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 The Doctor was soon joined by his other guests, and together 

they watched the snowball fight that ensued.  ‘Who’s the kid?’ Gwen 

asked. 

 The kid in question looked about ten, and was dressed in a 

warm fur coat.  He had short brown hair, and on one side of his face 

there was an intricate tattoo, which was glowing a soft shade of red.   

 Ruby, who had her arm around her mother, said softly; ‘That’s 

Falex, mum.  Used to be the Doctor’s ward.  But I think something 

went wrong…’ 

 The two women walked away from the small group gathered by 

the door, and Gwen asked; ‘Like what?’ 

 ‘I honestly haven’t a clue.  The Doctor rarely speaks about him.’ 

 They stopped by the fire, and Ruby helped her mother back into 

her chair.  She glanced over at the Doctor, who was still standing by 

the doorway.  He had his arms folded about his chest, as he watched 

Brad and Alf join Nick and Falex’s snowball fight.   

 He’s a very lonely man.’ 

 Gwen nodded, and rubbed her hands before the fire.  ‘Yes, 

honey, I noticed that.  And no one should be lonely at Christmas.’ 

 ‘No, they shouldn’t.  But, even with us all here, he is.’  Ruby let 

out a sigh.  ‘The poor man.  He’s lost so much in this universe.’ 

 

 

 

The Doctor looked at those gathered around the table.  They had 

seen some tough times together, been through life and death and life 

again.  The hard times were not completely over with, though, he 

knew that… they never were.  But for now, for right now, those hard 

times were irrelevant. 

 He stood up.  ‘A toast.’ 
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 Everyone looked up from their various conversations.  The only 

one who had any real trouble paying attention was Nick, who was still 

fooling around with Falex.  Alf poked him in the ribs, and he looked 

up a little guiltily. 

 ‘Sorry.’ 

 The Doctor smiled.  ‘That’s OK, Nick.  We have are here to enjoy 

ourselves, and each other’s company.’ 

 For a moment Falex eyed him wearily.  The Doctor just 

continued to smile in response, and eventually he was rewarded with a 

smile.  It had taken Nick a bit of time to convince Falex that the Doctor 

was indeed who he said he was, but every once in a while it was clear 

that Falex was still not entirely convinced.  The Taurean child was the 

Doctor’s biggest mistake, but it was one he intended to correct… when 

time allowed. 

 ‘They say you cannot choose your family, which is just as well, 

because I think of my own family and I am convinced that I would 

never have chosen them, with one exception.  They are all gone now, of 

course, the same way so many things went when the planar shift first 

occurred.’ 

 Ruby gave the Doctor a reassuring smile, and the Doctor 

nodded in appreciation.  She knew he was thinking of Susan again… 

the only one of his blood relatives that he truly missed.  She should 

have been with them.  He took a deep breath and continued on, his 

voice tinged with sadness. 

 ‘But, as all of you have learned over the years, I fly in the face of 

convention.  I believe you can indeed choose your family.  And since 

this universe has been altered I decided to choose a new family.  I have 

made some mistakes along the way, though.  We all did.’ 

 Nick glanced over at Alf, who suddenly found the food before 

her remarkably interesting. 
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 ‘Well, in the best of traditions, what’s past is past.  We are here 

together to look to the future, to make the universe a better place.  And 

I do not mean the big picture.’ 

 Brad smiled.  ‘I’ll drink to that, Doc.’ 

 ‘I thought you might.  No, it is in the small things in which we 

can make the most difference.  The personal things.’ 

 At this Ruby looked at her mother.  This time is was the 

Doctor’s turn to reassure Ruby with a smile.  He had something in 

mind for Gwen, once the dinner was over, following Brad’s suggestion. 

 ‘So, a toast to family.’  The Doctor raised his glass, and with a 

smile he said; ‘You are my family, and I honestly do not think I could 

have chosen better.’ 

 Everyone raised their wine glasses, except for Falex who had to 

raise a glass of coke.  ‘Family,’ the all said in unison.  Nick winked at 

Falex and the boy indicated the wine glass.  Nick shook his head.  Falex 

narrowed his eyes and begrudgingly sipped his coke.  Nick just 

laughed. 

 

 

 

The Doctor sat back in a chair.  The presents had been given, and 

now he was relaxing with a mince pie in one hand and a glass of sherry 

in the other.  With a smile he considered just how twee he must have 

looked.   

 Brad and Nick had taken Falex outside, where the boy was 

hoping to test out his new snowball gun.  Alf had surprised the Doctor.  

She seemed so different from the tough woman he had left on Earth, 

now she seemed almost domesticated.  He wondered if it was a side 

effect of her living with her mother, or simply Alf putting on a front to 

blend in with everyone else.  Either way, after the meal had been 



 

   69 

finished she had offered to help Ruby with the clean up.  Which left 

just the Doctor and Gwen before the warm fire. 

 Gwen looked up from her new gloves.  ‘Thanks for these, 

Doctor,’ she said. 

 ‘You are most welcome.’  He looked at her.  She really believed 

that the gloves were his present to her, but he knew otherwise.  His 

present was something a bit more special, something that was for Ruby 

too. 

 The Doctor finished his sherry, stood up, and offered his free 

hand to Gwen.  ‘Would you care to come with me?’ 

 

 

 

‘He’s not the man I remember,’ Alf said as she loaded the 

dishwasher. 

 Ruby looked up from the sink.  ‘What’s that dear?’ 

 ‘The Doctor.  He’s different.’ 

 ‘How so?’ 

 Alf was quiet for a moment.  ‘Not sure.  It’s just…’  She 

swallowed.  ‘Well, when I travelled with him I never completely 

trusted him.  I was only with him for the ride, right? Cause he was the 

only link I had with me past.’ 

 Ruby scrubbed at a very persistent stain.  ‘But that must’ve 

changed when you and Nick got together?’ 

 ‘Well, yeah, cause then I was with Nick.  And Nick was never 

gonna leave the Doctor, was he?’  For a brief moment Alf was taken 

back to Gidi and her conversation with Nick about doing just that.  It 

was the moment she had asked Nick to marry her.  ‘He said he might, 

but I never believed it.  So I figured we’d always be with the Doctor.  

With this big force of nature, ripping through time and space, righting 
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wrongs, always looking to the big picture.  Doing what needed to be 

done.’ 

 Ruby gave up on the stain and turned her back to her sink.  

‘Looked to me like you enjoyed it, Alf.’ 

 ‘Suppose I did.  Why wouldn’t I? Not exactly the standing-

around-doing-nothing person, am I?’ 

 Ruby paused before answering, and nodded at the dishwasher.  

‘But loading dirty dishes? Not really your thing I’d have thought.  I’d 

expect you to be out there with the boys.’ 

 ‘Yeah, so would I.’ She looked at the door of the kitchen.  ‘But 

it’s too much.  I’ve spent these last three years on Earth, making a new 

life, and now all of a sudden the past is right here.  With me, now.  

Nick, the Doctor… the TARDIS! A life I thought I’d left behind for 

good.’ 

 ‘And part of you still wants it?’ 

 Alf nodded.  That was the rub, and she knew it.  ‘It’s not me, 

though, not any more.’ 

 Ruby walked over to the small table, upon which sat the bottle 

of wine that Brad had opened earlier.  She poured herself a glass.  ‘I 

think it is, Alf.  Sorry, dear, but I do.  We don’t know each other very 

well, so I’ve probably got no place saying any of this, but you’re a 

friend of the Doctor, and it seems you need some advice.’ 

 Alf let out a breath of air.  ‘Yep, guess I do at that.  Go on.’ 

 ‘You miss the excitement of being with the Doctor.  That much 

is pretty clear.  But you don’t belong with these people any more.  The 

Doctor, as you rightly said, pet, isn’t the man you remember.  He 

doesn’t take the risks he used to do.  He’s more thoughtful.  And as for 

Nick…’ 

 ‘He’s moved on.’ 
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 Ruby nodded and placed a hand on Alf’s.  ‘Afraid so, dear.  His 

life as a human was, as the Doctor tells it, a blink in his lifetime.  I 

doubt he’ll every forget you, but you’re just a footnote to him now.’ 

 ‘Thanks.  That’s made me feel so much better.’ 

 ‘It should.’ 

 ‘Come again? How is being a footnote to the man I love 

supposed to make me feel better?’ 

 ‘Nothing ever compares to your first love, Alf.’  Ruby smiled at 

her own private memory.  ‘Believe me on this one, dear, but there 

comes a time when you have to move on, too.  What about young 

Ashton?’ 

 ‘Luke? What about him?’  As soon as she spoke Alf knew her 

tone had betrayed her, and she could see in Ruby’s eyes that the older 

woman knew it too.  ‘Yeah, ok, suppose I have moved on.’ 

 ‘Not surprising.  It’s just being here, around the Doctor and 

Nick.  It’s thrown you off balance a little.  You need to find your own 

adventure.  Because it’s not with the Doctor and Nick anymore.’  Ruby 

squeezed Alf’s hand.  ‘Go and throw some snowballs at the boys, you 

know you want to.  Enjoy this time while it’s here.’ 

 Alf smiled.  ‘Yeah, you’re right. Thanks, Ruby, you’re alright, 

you know that?’ 

 Ruby watched Alf leave the kitchen.  Once the younger woman 

was gone Ruby’s smile faded.  ‘While it’s here,’ she said quietly, her 

thoughts turning to her mother. 

 

 

 

Brad and Nick stood by the TARDIS, watching as Falex proceeded 

to build a snowman.  Brad was smiling, thinking about the coldness of 

his hands.  Snowball fights were fun, but they didn’t half leave your 

hands cold. 
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 ‘You miss it?’ 

 Nick looked at Brad, surprised by the unexpected question.  

‘Huh?’ 

 ‘Being human.’ 

 Nick laughed.  ‘No way.  You?’ 

 Brad nodded.  ‘I did, yeah.  But I’m going back to it.’ 

 ‘Why?’ 

 It was a simple enough question, on the surface, but Brad knew 

that Nick was more than aware of the hidden complexities behind it.  

‘All kinds of boring reasons.’ 

 ‘No shit, mate, but what’s to miss? Falling in love, becoming 

dependent on others.  Having to eat just to stay alive, only to have to 

dispose of that food.  Kind of crap, really.’ 

 ‘Pun intended?’ Brad asked with a smirk. 

 Nick shrugged.  ‘Nah, never quite got the hang of the humour. 

Or the emotions.  Or any of it, really.’ 

 ‘Not how I heard it.  Doc told me that you and Alf were in love.  

Real, raw, naked love.’ 

 Nick was quiet for a moment.  In the distance Falex was rolling 

a huge snowball, no doubt to make a head for the already fat 

snowman. 

 ‘Love.  It was painful.’ 

 Brad nodded again.  ‘Yeah, even more so when you’re in love 

with someone who doesn’t return it.’ 

 ‘Exactly.  And you want to return to that?’ 

 Brad turned, looking Nick directly in the eyes, making sure that 

the Gallifreya leader truly understood the sincerity with which he 

spoke.  ‘Yeah, more than anything.’  He smiled. ‘And there’s this guy I 

almost met in another reality… he was really cute.’ 

 ‘Whatever floats your boat, mate.’ 
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 ‘I’ve so got to call him.  When I was human last time I would 

have just watched him from afar, but not this time.’ 

 ‘This time it’s gonna be different?’ 

 ‘You bet.’ 

 Nick placed a hand on Brad’s shoulder.  ‘As long as it ain’t some 

bloke called Cy, you should do alright, mate.’ 

 ‘No Cy.  Check.  What happened, give you the Wiggins?’ 

 Nick almost smiled.  ‘Yep, something like that.’  Their discourse 

was interrupted by a call from Falex.  ‘Yes, mate, what is it?’ 

 Falex was standing before his snowman, pointing at what 

appeared to be a bearded head.  Brad and Nick looked at each other.  

‘That’s quite good,’ Brad said. 

 ‘Yep, Falex always was good at stuff like that.  Still…’  Nick 

walked over to Falex and put an arm around the boy’s shoulder.  ‘Who 

is it?’ 

 Falex’s eyes narrowed, and his following words made Nick go 

cold, bringing forth some of his worst human memories.  ‘Bad Doctor.’ 

 

 

 

They came to a stop before a white door.  Gwen rubbed her eyes.  

No, she was wrong. It wasn’t white, it was closer to pink. She looked 

up at the Doctor.  ‘What’s this then?’ 

 ‘Your present.’ 

 ‘A pink door?’ 

 The Doctor chuckled.  ‘No no, Gwen.  Beyond the door there is 

something called the Zero Room.  An invention of my people, used to 

assist troubled regenerations.  And, unless I am much mistaken, if you 

spend about an hour in there it should give you at least eight more 

years.’ 
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 Gwen felt a cold shiver go down her spine.  It seemed Ruby had 

told the Doctor about her cancer, not that she was much surprised, but 

she had wanted to tell the Doctor herself, when she was ready.  She 

looked at the door. 

 ‘A room can do that?’ 

 ‘Oh yes.  Time Lords are a pretentious bunch, but they are 

incredibly clever, too.’ 

 Gwen could not help but smile at the Doctor’s wink.  She 

realised he was trying to put her at ease, but there was no need.  She 

was not in the least bit nervous, after all any man that could make 

Ruby as happy as he did deserved Gwen’s complete trust.  ‘What do I 

have to do then?’ 

 ‘Simplicity itself.  Once you’re inside, I shall close the door.  You 

just relax.  It will be the best rest you have ever had.’ 

 That would be nice.  She hadn’t had much rest since the cancer 

was diagnosed.   She clapped her hands together.  ‘OK then, darling, 

no time like the present, is there?’ 

 ‘Indeed not.’  The Doctor reached forward and opened the door 

to the Zero Room. 

 

 

* * * 

The Doctor looked around the control chamber, which once more 

looked like its old self.  Everyone had been returned to their own 

times.  Brad had gone off to his Earth to start a new life as a human; 

Nick had returned to Outpost Gallifrey; Falex had returned to his 

shuttle, en route to Taureas II; Alf had been returned to her own 

future; and old Gwen had been returned to Mavis and her new eight-

year lease of life, which he knew would carry her through to the end of 

Earth.   That just left Ruby and Missy. 
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 The interior door opened and Ruby walked in.  For a moment 

they stood looking at each other.  Before she could say anything, the 

Doctor spoke.   

 ‘It was the least I could do, Ruby.’ 

 Once more the tears threatened to fill Ruby’s eyes.  ‘But it’s such 

a big thing, pet.’ 

 The Doctor walked over to her, and placed his hands on her 

shoulders.  ‘Don’t be so silly.  You Mundy women are worth it.  More 

than worth it.’ 

 Ruby smiled.  The Doctor returned the smile and turned away.  

‘Now, then, where do you fancy going for the New Year? I hear the…’  

His voice trailed off.  He span around, certain he had heard something.  

Ruby was still in the same spot, the smile frozen on her face.  The 

Doctor looked at the motionless rotor in the centre of the console.  The 

TARDIS had been in flight, so it should have been moving. 

 ‘OK, show yourself.’ 

 As quick as a flash Nick appeared before the Doctor.  ‘What can 

I say? Couldn’t stay away.’ 

 The Doctor indicated Ruby.  ‘I assume this is a secret?’ 

 ‘Been talking to the Voice of Gallifrey and…’ 

 ‘The what?’ 

 ‘It’s what they like to call themselves.  I thought “the Four” 

sounded better, but I guess some of the old Time Lord pretentiousness 

is still around.’ 

 The Doctor rubbed the back of his neck.  ‘I’ve no idea what you 

are talking about, Nick.  What brought you back?’ 

 ‘An opportunity, mate.’ 

 ‘How so?’ 

 Nick lifted his hand, and opened his palm.  A silver disc 

appeared out of nowhere.  ‘Place this in the console databank.  It 

contains some interesting information.  Things ain’t as you thought, 
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Doctor.  Read the info on this, then I reckon you might want to head 

for Skaro.’ 

 

 

 

 

 


