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In Nomine 

Paul Clement 
 

PROLOGUE: TARDIS 

 

The chamber just seemed to get bigger with each passing day, and 

sometimes you just never even noticed.  It was as if the owner of the 

great time vessel was never satisfied, feeling that the control chamber, 

the heart of the TARDIS, needed more space to emphasise how 

amazing it really was. 

There was someone standing before one of the bookcases that 

served as three walls for the six-walled chamber, alternating as they 

did with the three remaining walls that were covered in roundels.  

Embedded in the two roundelled walls that stood opposite each other 

were doors; one was a pair of double doors leading the worlds outside, 

while the other was a single door leading deeper into the TARDIS.  

Most people would never even notice the doors, but the woman 

standing by the bookcase knew they were there, and was at the stage 

where she took such things for granted; after all she had been a 

passenger aboard the Gallifreyan time ship for a long time now.  

A passenger? She liked to think of herself more a fellow traveller, an 

equal with the owner of the ship, but she knew it was not really the 

case.  There were very few people in the universe equal to her friend, 

the Doctor. 

Her name was Ruby Kathleen Anne Mundy, and once upon a time 

she had lived a simple life on Earth, enjoying her chosen vocation, that 

of cook in the mess hall of UNIT HQ.  Until her mysterious companion 

first entered her life and opened up her mind to some incredible 

possibilities.  Since then she had been travelling through all of time and 

space, meeting aliens both friendly and nasty.   
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She had seen a lot, learned a lot, but one thing puzzled her, and that 

was why the Book was on the floor when she had entered the control 

chamber. 

She had just returned from clearing the dishes away, the Doctor 

having retired to bed, and had come to see if Missy was in the 

chamber.  Sure enough her little familiar was there, and so was the 

Book.  On the floor. 

For a second she pondered the idea that maybe Missy had knocked 

it loose, but she somehow doubted it.  The Doctor had been very cagey 

about that particular Book a couple of months back, when Ruby had 

decided that they needed to visit the Gallifreya.  She now knew why he 

did not want to visit them.  Stubbornness mostly, of course, since he 

had discovered some temporal disturbances in America at the turn of 

the 21st Century and learned that the Gallifreya, the so-called new 

Lords of Time, were showing no interest at all.  Even when Nick, the 

leader of the Gallifreya, had visited for Christmas he had shown no 

concern. 

The Doctor was so used to dealing with things on his own, and he 

told her that he had very little use for his people when Gallifrey still 

existed, so he did not see what possible use he could have for them 

now.  Especially since they were barely his people anymore.  Except 

when Nick had given the Doctor that little mission on Skaro. Ruby 

wondered if that was as a favour to Nick, or more because the Doctor 

wanted to know what had happened to the Daleks this time around. 

Ruby replaced the Book, walked over and lifted Missy off the 

control console in the middle of the chamber, and took her portly form 

to her bedroom.  

She would tell the Doctor about the Book in the morning. 

The door closed behind her and for a while the chamber was 

peaceful, only the steady hum of the pumping Time Rotor, the crystal 

column in the centre of the console, making any sound. 
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Moments later the Book began to shake, steady at first, but slowly 

increasing in ferocity.  It was as if some unseen hand was trying to 

loose the Book from the shelf. 

A female figure appeared out of thin air and placed a steadying 

hand on the spine of the Book.   

‘No, darlings, I don’t think so,’ Tardis said.  She closed her eyes in 

concentration and, with a soft wheezing and groaning, vanished, 

taking the Book with her. 

 

‘Not enough, dear Tardis, we’ve all got our roles to play,’ said a voice 

that seemed to belong to a young man in his mid-twenties.   

He stood before a large screen, which showed the Police Box shell of 

the TARDIS forcing its way through the Liquid Time that bound the 

realities together.  Nick smiled.  The Doctor had done well on Skaro, 

and he knew the Doctor would never willingly go on another mission 

for the Gallifreya.  So, Nick decided, he would find other ways of 

getting the Doctor where he was needed. 

‘The Doctor’s still got a role to play in this universe, and he ain’t 

really got a choice.’ 
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PROLOGUE: EARTH 

 

The knock on the door was ignored.  As he knelt upon the floor, hands 

clasped in prayer, the only thing that Simeon was aware of was his 

connection to God.  The harsh angular lines of his face were softened 

as he communed with his maker, his smile serene and childlike.  He 

ended his entreaty and crossed himself before rising.  The joints of his 

knees creaked as his rose from the penitent position, and he lent 

heavily on the bench to pull himself erect.   

The room was sparse, the local priest who had allowed Simeon to 

use these chambers was a pious man and the lack of ornamentation 

reflected this.  There were a few trappings of office; a rosary was 

draped over the desk, and the western wall held a well-polished 

bronze crucifix, nothing that indicated any great wealth. 

Moving across the room, Simeon ran his hand through his fine grey 

hair.  He stopped by the only window and looked out into the night.  

The moon was bright in the sky, its pale light enveloping the small 

town of Hadfield. 

A polite tap on the door got his attention, and he called on the 

person to enter.  The door opened, and a young man in a brown 

monk’s robes respectfully came in. ‘Ah! Brother Jacob.  Prompt as 

usual,’ Simeon called, waiting for the man to approach.   

Jacob crossed the room and knelt in front of Simeon, kissing the ring 

on the proffered hand.  ‘My Lord Bishop.  I came as soon as I received 

your summons.’ 

‘As is right and proper.  You have your parchment and ink?’ 

‘Yes, Your Excellency.’ 

‘Good,’ Simeon declared.   

He held out his hand and helped Jacob to his feet, indicating in the 

direction of the desk.   He smiled as the fussy young monk flicked a 

few invisible specks of dust off the surface before lying down the items 
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he carried with him.  When Jacob was settled, Simeon began to pace 

the floor beside him.  He stopped and looked off into the distance, 

composing his thoughts.   

‘Your Excellency.  In this, the year or Our Lord, Fifteen Hundred 

and Fifty Five, I travelled from the city of Plymouth to meet with you 

in Canterbury.  The journey has been arduous, helped not by the 

insurgencies of the heretic Protestants who fail to heed the advice of 

our Queen Mary to convert to the one true faith.  I have found the 

people of Somerset to be the most…’  Simeon broke off abruptly as the 

door to the chamber burst open.   

 A robust friar hurried into the room, his cheeks red with 

exertion.  ‘My Lord Bishop, you must come quickly.’ 

 ‘Brother Hugo, I trust that your hasty and impertinent entrance 

is of huge import?’ 

 Hugo tried to control his laboured breathing, and used his 

sleeve to wipe the sweat from his chubby face.  ‘The town, Your 

Excellency, it’s under attack!’ 

 

The sky was ablaze with unnatural light.  Simeon made his way 

through the town, flanked by his retinue of church troops.  Brother 

Hugo bounced along nervously by his side, his face a mask of fear and 

confusion.  

  Simeon stopped walking abruptly.  ‘Brother Hugo, either 

restrain yourself or return to the church.  The choice is yours.’ 

 ‘The demons!’ Hugo gesticulated towards the centre of town 

wildly.  ‘We must hurry, My Lord Bishop.’ 

 Without a pause, Simeon slapped Hugo firmly across the cheek.  

‘Rushing in blindly will do nothing but get us killed.’  He resumed his 

determined march heading in the direction of the nearest cries.  ‘Let’s 

find these demons of yours.’ 
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 A coarsely dressed man thundered round the corner of the 

nearest building as if the hordes of hell were on his tail.  He was 

gibbering in terror as he made to pass the church troops, his eyes wide 

in fright and drool leaking from between his lips.   

 One of the soldiers went to stop him, but Simeon held his hand 

aloft signifying that the man should be allowed to pass. 

 ‘Father in Heaven,’ Simeon muttered in awe as one of Hugo’s 

demons appeared ahead of them.   

The creature raised its arm and pointed at the fleeing townsman.  A 

white light flashed, accompanied by a loud whining sound, and the 

man collapsed mid stride.  Simeon stared at the devil before him with 

revulsion.  Its features, similar to those of a lizard, appeared to be 

smiling.   

‘Commander, prepare your men to attack.  Whatever these things 

are, we will show them the might of God’s own…’  Hit by a stunning 

force, Simeon was sent flying back through the ranks of his men, 

landing on his back in the dirt.   

 Darkness crept through his vision, but his last thought was of 

the demon that had struck him.   

Had the final battle between the demons and angels arrived? 
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Chapter 1: 

 

Ruby entered the control chamber to find the Doctor pottering around 

the console.  One of the six panels was lifted open like a bonnet of a 

car, wires and circuitry hanging out all over the place. Ruby was 

amazed by the complete lack of dirt on his clothes, considering he had 

been playing around with the innards of the console. 

 ‘Morning, pet.  What’re you up to?’  

 The Doctor looked up from his pottering and offered his friend 

one of his most charming smiles.  ‘Good morning, Ms Mundy.  I trust 

you slept well?’ 

 ‘That I did, dear, that I did.  Coffee?’ she asked, proffering one 

of the two mugs she held. 

 ‘Smashing! What better way to start the day than with a lovely 

cup of Mundy coffee and excellent company?’  He walked away from 

the console and gratefully accepted the cup.  After taking a sip, he said; 

‘Best coffee maker to ever live in the TARDIS.  Now Polly, she could do 

a mean cuppa, but not a patch on your coffee.  You should have made 

some for Nick when he visited, he’d have loved you then.’ 

 ‘Well, thank you, pet.’  Ruby could not help but smile at the 

compliment. It was still a bit odd hearing the Doctor using 

contractions, but she understood why now.  The more time he spent 

with her, the more his speech was matching hers.  The Doctor called it 

“linguistic regeneration”, but she just thought he’d got bored of 

sounding like a snob. 

The two of them stood there in silence, both looking at the partly 

dismantled console.  The Time Rotor had stopped halfway, which she 

had learned meant the TARDIS was hovering just outside of regular 

time.  A sort of never land where only a Gallifreyan time ship could 

survive. She glanced at the Doctor, who was contently drinking.   

‘You’re in a better mood today.’ 
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He nodded.  ‘Yes, well after recent events on Skaro I decided that 

moping around, moody and all, is not really me.  I have to be proactive 

about all this.  So I’ve been calibrating some of the TARDIS’ systems to 

help me track down these temporal disturbances.  If the Gallifreya are 

going to do nothing about them, then that is no reason for me to rest on 

my laurels.’ 

 ‘Good for you, pet.  Although I was hoping that we could pop 

back to Shoebury to see my mum.’ 

 The Doctor pursed his lips.  He smiled.  ‘Actually yes, that’s not 

a bad idea.  It will take a little while for the new calibration to take 

effect, so resting the TARDIS will be a good thing. Ok then,’ he 

continued and handed Ruby back the empty cup, ‘next stop Southend, 

summer 1995.  It will be nice to see Gwen again, lovely lady.  See how 

she’s adapting to her new lease of life, and maybe we can all visit the 

pier.  I wonder if they still have the arcade at the end of the pier in 

1995?’’ 

 Again Ruby found herself smiling.  She loved being around the 

Doctor when he was like this, his good mood was infectious.  She also 

loved the way he and her mum got on.   

 She turned to leave, then remembered what she had come into 

the chamber for.  She looked back.  ‘Oh, Doctor, that Book of yours?’ 

 He did not look up from putting the wires back into the console.  

‘Which one would that be?’ 

 ‘The Worshipful and Ancient Law of Gallifrey…’ 

 He looked up briefly.  ‘Oh, that old thing.’ 

 ‘Yes, that thing.  After I cleaned up last night I came in here to 

get Missy and found that Book on the floor.  Don’t know how it got 

there, though.’ 

 The Doctor closed the panel, and gave Ruby his full attention.  

‘Really? That is interesting.’  He turned to the relevant bookcase.  

‘Temporal disturbances, Nick sending me to Skaro, and now free-
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moving Books that come from Old Gallifrey?  Things are beginning 

to… Um, where is it?’ 

 ‘Pardon?’  Ruby walked across the chamber to where the Doctor 

was pointing.  At a gap between two other books.  ‘Oh,’ was all she 

could think of to say. 

 The Doctor rubbed his left earlobe.  ‘Curiouser and curiouser.’  

He went back to the console.  ‘So, first we have these temporal 

disturbances, which the Gallifreya show no interest in at all, then I’m 

sent on a mission for them.  Of course, they’d never say they sent me, 

but it is clear they did, and now we have an ancient Gallifreyan artefact 

go mysteriously missing? You know, Ruby, if I did not know better I 

would say Nick and his Gallifreya chums are up to something.’ 

 ‘Like what?’ 

 ‘Like cleaning house.’  The Doctor took a deep breath.  ‘Action it 

is then, I need to find out for sure what is going on, and for that I need 

a trip to the heart of the Galactic Federation.  Sorry, Ruby, but we’re 

going to have to put visiting Gwen on hold for a little bit.  I think I 

shall be needing help with this one, from one of my own people.  One I 

can trust.’  He looked at his friend and gave her his most winning 

smile.  ‘How would you like to meet a president of an amazing 

planetary alliance?’ 

 

The breeze coming through the open window caused the papers on the 

desk to sweep onto the floor.  Cardinal Lucian rose to his feet and 

made his way over to the open pane, pulling it firmly shut before any 

more of his work blew away.   

 The door to the room opened and a man dressed in priestly 

robes came in.  Seeing the papers lying on the floor, he scooped to pick 

them up.  ‘Your Grace, the Most Holy Archimandrite’s health is failing.  

He isn’t expected to last the month.’   
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 Lucian sighed and sat back at his desk.  ‘There is nothing we can 

do?’  He got a shake of the head in response.  ‘My competition, have 

they taken steps yet, Father Michael?’ 

 Michael pulled a scroll out from his robes, unfurled it and began 

to read.  ‘Cardinal Dolmant has been in close talks with Cardinals 

Gatreaux, Leland and Halfort.  It seems as if he is trying to curry their 

support.’  He looked up at his superior. ‘He has little loyal following, 

and it is unlikely that any of those three will continue to support him if 

he looks like he’s losing.’  

 ‘Dolmant is a fool,’ Lucian responded, waving his hand 

dismissively.  ‘New Rome will be in no danger of that imbecile being 

elected.  If it ever came close to being a reality, all the other rivals 

would band together to make sure it didn’t happen.’ 

 Michael didn’t seem shocked to hear Lucian’s rather 

unflattering views of a fellow cardinal.  He nodded sagely and looked 

back to the scroll in his hands.  ‘Monsignor Garred has beaten the Most 

Holy Archimandrite to our Heavenly Father’s arms.’  Michael looked 

back up to the cardinal.  ‘It seems that he died of something he ate.’ 

 ‘And the cook?’ 

 ‘Is expected to follow soon after,’ Michael replied smoothly.  He 

rolled the parchment up, and placed it back into his robes. 

 ‘What of Patriarch Regis?’  Lucian asked, his eyes growing 

flinty. 

 Michael looked apologetic, his eyes downcast.  ‘We haven’t been 

able to ascertain much, Your Grace.  Every time I manage to get one of 

my spies into his inner retinue, he mysteriously dies a few days later.’ 

 ‘What have you learnt?’ 

 ‘Patriarch Regis seems to be hoping to ascend to the 

Archimandrite seat through the force of arms.  His Inquisitorial troops 

are almost as many in number as the rest of the church soldiers put 

together. They also have far better weaponry,’ he remarked giving his 
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superior a pointed look.  Michael took a deep breath before he 

continued.  ‘His spy network is almost as good as your own, and it is 

rumoured that he has some spies at his disposal that only he is aware 

of.’ 

 ‘All of which I already know.’  Lucian swept the papers of his 

desk in anger, his face reddening.  ‘You are my eyes and ears, Father 

Michael, I’m relying on you.  He is the top priority, I don’t care what 

you do or how many men you lose, I must find out what he plans to 

do.’ 

 ‘I’ll redouble my efforts,’ Michael promised, looking downcast. 

 ‘Do so.  I have no desire to kneel before him and kiss the 

Archimandrite ring.’ 

 Michael looked at Lucian shrewdly.  ‘Your Grace, you are 

nominally his superior.  If you were to raise the issue of the heretic 

insurgencies, and Patriarch Regis’ failure to deal with them effectively, 

it could put him on the back foot.’ 

 Lucian laughed with mirth.  ‘He has been left to his own devices 

as head of the Inquisition for far too long.  If nothing else, having to 

face a Cardinal’s Committee will teach him some humility.’ 

 ‘If there was nothing else, Your Grace…?’ Michael asked. 

 ‘Of course.’  Lucian waved his hand towards the chamber door, 

signalling for Michael to leave.   

 Lucian opened a drawer in his desk, revealing a panel of lights 

and knobs, incongruous with the far more primitive furnishings of the 

rest of the room.  His twisted a dial and a screen lowered from an 

unseen opening in the ceiling.  His hands moved over the controls, the 

screen bursting into static life at his touch.  Finally the image of an 

austere man came through.  The harshness of his face was mirrored by 

the look he gave Lucian. 

 ‘Patriarch Regis,’ Lucian intoned with little warmth. 
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 ‘Your Grace,’ Regis responded in a tone that showed little 

respect.  ‘For what do I owe this honour?’ 

 ‘Your recent report on the heretic acts that have been occurring 

was a little brief.  Perhaps you were too busy to write up the full 

report.’ 

‘Everything I had to divulge was in the document,’ Regis replied 

through gritted teeth.  ‘The investigation is ongoing, and we hope to 

have further results very soon.’ 

 Lucian pulled a blank piece of parchment off his desk and 

appeared to read it.  ‘Yes, I have your report here.  I must tell you, your 

lack of progress is causing some concern in the cardinals’ council.  

There has been talk of removing the duty from you.’ 

 ‘The stamping out of acts contrary to church policy is the 

purview of the Inquisition,’ Regis retaliated angrily.  ‘While I remain 

head of the Inquisition, that is an authority you cannot take away from 

me.’ 

 ‘Precisely,’ Lucian responded with a glimmer of a smile.  ‘While 

you remain the head.’  He enjoyed the look of concern that 

momentarily appeared on Regis’ face.  ‘Fortunately for you, that issue 

has yet to be resolved.  You will be called to a Cardinals Committee, 

however.’ 

 Regis let out a small sigh of relief, but not much of one.  ‘When?’ 

 ‘The date has yet to be confirmed.  I’ll let you know in due 

course.’  Regis looked ready to respond, but Lucian flicked a switch 

and the transmission ended.   

Sitting in his chair, Lucian allowed himself a broad smile.  His rivals 

were on the back foot, and the way to the Archimandrite’s chair was 

opening up to him. 

 

Regis was seething with rage as the telescreen switched off.  Picking up 

a priceless statuette, he hurled it with all the force he could muster.  It 



 

   15 

smashed as it hit the chamber wall, leaving Regis feeling a little better.  

He reached across his desk and tugged on a bell-pull repeatedly, 

before settling himself behind his desk. 

 To pass the time, he reviewed the latest reports from his 

operatives.  An occasional grunt escaped his lips as he read the details, 

but other than that he perused them in silence. 

 The door opened and a hard faced man in brown robes entered.  

Regis walked over to him and thrust out his hand, waiting for the man 

to kneel and kiss the signet ring he wore.  Returning to his desk, and 

the only chair in the room, Regis beckoned the man over. 

 He stood calmly in front of his superior, no sign of concern on 

his face.  Regis mused to himself that Brother Abel was the only man 

who could do that.  The lack of a chair was intentional, an attempt to 

put anyone who met Regis in his own domain on the back foot.  

Usually the fact that they were in the presence of the head of the 

Inquisition was enough to make even the most devout or men more 

than a little uncomfortable.  Abel had been the exception to that rule.   

He’d first come to the attention of the patriarch at the tender age of 

sixteen.  He’d already killed at least one man by that time, though 

Regis suspected that the number was actually far more.  Impressed by 

his nerveless responses to questioning, Regis had the charges against 

the young man dropped and had him ordained into the church.  Now 

he worked as Regis’ spymaster and, on more than one occasion, 

assassin.  

 ‘Brother Abel, I have just had a most enlightening conversation 

with Cardinal Lucian,’ Regis opened with a sneer of contempt.  ‘It 

appears that the cardinals are concerned with our inability to stamp 

out the recent heretic uprisings.  They actually want me to attend a 

committee, can you believe that?’ 
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 ‘Did you want the committee whittled down to those who 

would be most favourable?’ Abel asked suggestively, fingering the hilt 

of the dagger he wore at his belt. 

 Regis considered it for a moment, and then shook his head.  

‘Perhaps later.  For the moment the committee can wait.’  He pushed 

one of the reports across to Abel.  ‘The rise in acts against the church is 

not going to be tolerated for much longer.  We need to be seen to act.  

Is our man ready?’ 

 ‘As you know, Your Beatitude, our agent is firmly in the 

confidence of the leaders of that rabble.’ 

 ‘Can he provide us with useful information, though?’ Regis 

demanded.  ‘We need to show a success of some sort, and soon.’ 

 ‘The mission you sent him on is not a simple one, Your 

Beatitude.  As you said at the time, we are playing the long game.’ 

 Regis rose from his desk and moved towards the drinks cabinet.  

He filled his glass over halfway, not even considering offering one to 

Abel.  ‘The game may have been a long one, but we are now reaching 

the final throw of the dice.’  

 Abel considered for a moment, his hand caressing the hilt of his 

dagger.  ‘He could provide us with a few names.  Nobody too 

important to their plans, someone we could send the troops to round 

up.’ 

 ‘That could mollify the cardinals,’ Regis mused.  ‘It would still 

leave our man in place for the time when we round up all those 

opposed to the church.  I’m certain that their number includes 

members of the clergy, their names need to come to light before we 

act.’ 

 ‘I’ll see to it,’ Abel announced, kneeling to kiss the Patriarch’s 

ring again.  He turned quickly and headed for the door, leaving Regis 

to his drink. 
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‘Have you been playing with the controls?’ the Doctor asked Ruby as 

he returned to the control chamber, now dressed in a spruce suit; dark 

trousers, a dark jacket, white shirt and a tie. 

 She gave him a long-suffering look.  ‘Yeah, likely isn’t it, pet?’ 

she replied.  ‘I gave up trying to understand how the TARDIS worked 

a long time ago.’ 

 The Doctor pursed his lips, as if not totally convinced by Ruby’s 

denial.  After a few seconds, he returned his attention to the console.  

‘Well, we’re definitely not on Alpha Centauri.  Which is a real shame, 

since it is about time you met Koschei.’ 

 ‘Moss eye?’ Ruby asked, distracted by a piece of loose thread on 

her new woolly hat. 

 ‘Kosh-eye.  One of my oldest friends and one of the few Time 

Lords who did not end up on Outpost Gallifrey.’ 

 Ruby bobbed her way over to the Doctor’s side, threw the now 

useless hat on the console, and placed her arm in his.  ‘One of your 

oldest friends, huh? And yet you’ve never mentioned him to me 

before.’ 

 The Doctor frowned.  ‘I don’t know why.  Just never came up, I 

suppose.  Anyway,’ he continued, ‘an alternative version of Koschei, 

calling himself the Master, was responsible for the birth of this 

universe.  By trying to kill me.’ 

 ‘Nice friend.’ 

 The Doctor nodded.  ‘Hmm, hardly.  That version of him got 

twisted, although I still have no idea why.  All I know is that he 

wanted me dead, but he failed to kill me.’ 

 ‘Clearly,’ Ruby piped in, not entirely without a touch of 

sarcasm. 

 ‘Yes, clearly.  The point is, Koschei encountered this twisted 

version of himself, and after seeing the evil he was capable of, devoted 
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himself to the pursuit of peace.’  He smiled at this.  ‘And so became the 

new President of the Galactic Federation, the base planet of which is 

Alpha Centauri.’ 

 ‘Which is where you were going to take me, right?’ 

 ‘Hmm.’ The Doctor pointed to a small screen on the console.  

‘But somehow we seem to have overshot, or rather undershot by a few 

hundred years, judging by the time readings.’ 

 There was one button Ruby did know on the console, and that 

was to activate the scanner.  As she walked around the console, she 

asked; ‘And which planet are we on?’ 

 The Doctor looked at the co-ordinates, and rubbed his left 

earlobe.  ‘Well, I am not entirely sure.  These co-ordinates do not look 

even remotely familiar.’  He beamed at her.  ‘Smashing! Shall we 

explore?’ 

 

With the warmth of the sun on their backs, the Doctor and Ruby made 

their way through the countryside.  The fields they passed had been 

carefully cultivated, wheat and barley growing in abundance.  

Occasionally they spotted a figure tending to the crops, working the 

ground with crude farming implements.  From this distance, the 

person certainly looked of humanoid shape, but the Doctor hadn’t seen 

anyone close enough to verify his assumption. 

 ‘It’s a lot like Earth,’ Ruby remarked, echoing the Doctor’s 

thoughts.  ‘You could almost imagine that we’ve gone back a few 

hundred years into my past.’ 

 The Doctor pulled off an ear of corn and rubbed his fingers 

though it, letting the seeds fall to the dusty ground.  ‘Yes, it is 

remarkably similar.’  He pointed up into the sky ahead of them.  Two 

pale discs shone weakly down on them.  ‘The number of moons is a bit 

of a give away though.’ 
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They moved along the overgrown pathway that bent away from their 

eyesight ahead, enjoying being in each other’s company.  The Doctor 

had removed his jacket, and it now hung over his shoulder, held in 

place by the crook of his finger. 

 The sound of raised voices suddenly became audible from 

somewhere just beyond the bend.  ‘People at last,’ Ruby remarked 

happily. 

 She made to quicken her pace, but the Doctor placed a firm 

hand on her shoulder.  ‘Those are not the voices of happy people,’ he 

muttered cautiously.  ‘It might be best if we don’t announce our 

presence straight away.  If we go through the trees, we should be able 

to observe them without being seen ourselves.’ 

 Stepping off the path and onto the longer grass, the Doctor’s feet 

made little sound as he moved.  Ruby followed gamely, trying to 

emulate the Doctor’s silent stance but not quite managing it. 

 Stopping by a small clump of trees, the Doctor looked beyond 

the foliage from where the voices were coming.  A group of five 

soldiers, dressed in bright red uniforms with burnished breastplates 

were dragging another man, whose homespun clothing was a direct 

contrast to the tailored look of the soldiers.  A woman was crying 

somewhere just outside of the Doctor’s view, calling for the troops to 

bring her husband back.  One of the uniformed men made a muttered 

comment, causing his compatriots to burst out in raucous laughter.  

Another soldier walked over to some horses that were picketed nearby 

and started to rummage through one of the packs, returning a few 

seconds later holding a length of rope. 

 The man struggled with his captors when he saw the soldier 

returning with the rope.  He tried to pull away from the two men 

holding onto his arms, but their grip was too firm.  Lashing out with 

his feet, he struck a solid blow to the knee of one of the soldiers, 

causing him to buckle up in pain. 
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 The soldier holding the rope made his way to the man’s side 

and swung a gauntleted fist into his face, suppressing any further 

resistance.  He threw one end of the rope over the branch of the nearest 

tree and fashioned a noose out of the end he had remained holding.  

‘Bring him over,’ he called to the men holding the now dazed figure. 

 The Doctor broke cover, startling the soldiers as he made his 

appearance.  For the first time he was able to see the crying woman 

who, like her husband, was being held by two men.  She gave him a 

look of what he assumed was desperate hope. He turned his attention 

to the soldier holding the rope.   

‘I think that this has gone far enough.  Let him go!’ 

 The soldier’s features quickly spun from incredulity to anger.  

‘Don’t interfere stranger,’ he rasped, stepping towards the Doctor and 

pulling a sword from his belt. 

 The sword looked a little bulkier than normal around the hilt, 

and for some reason the edge didn’t appear as sharp as he would have 

expected.   

‘I am not easily intimidated.  Put the sword away before you cut 

someone,’ the Doctor ordered. 

 The soldier lashed out with his sword, striking a blow across the 

Doctor’s cheek.  Instead of slicing into his face, the weapon left a 

searing mark.  ‘Where are you from, stranger?’ The soldier laughed.  

‘Everyone knows the Electro-sword doesn’t cut, it burns,’ he added in 

response to the Doctor’s reaction to the lack of blood. 

 Raising his hand to the welt on his face, the Doctor gently 

probed the injury.  ‘Here and there,’ he answered breezily, stepping 

towards the restrained man and ignoring the soldier who had just 

struck him.  As soon as he heard the whistling sound of the sword 

stroke, he spun and threw the jacket from his shoulder over the 

flashing blade.  He took a deep breath and grasped the sword through 

the protection of his jacket.  Relieved that he hadn’t felt any pain in his 
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hands, he pulled backwards firmly, tugging the sword from its 

owner’s grip.  Spinning it over quickly, and letting the jacket land on 

the ground, he soon had the sword held by the hilt, the point quivering 

just under the soldiers chin.   

‘Now, release that man,’ the Doctor barked in a tone that brooked no 

argument. 

 Carefully turning his head, trying to avoid the weapon the 

Doctor held, the soldier nodded over to his companions.  The man 

stumbled over to his wife as soon as he was released, cradling her in 

his arms. 

 ‘Now, drop your weapons and ride out,’ the Doctor ordered to 

the body of men, placing his free hand on the uniform of the soldier 

that he held at sword point.  ‘Your friend here will be released as soon 

as you are out of sight; you have my word on it.’ 

 Eyeing him warily, the soldiers dropped their swords to the 

ground and backed away towards the horses.  Mounting in unison, 

they rode swiftly away still watching the Doctor with some concern.   

 As soon as they were out of eyeshot, the Doctor looked back at 

the foliage from which he had emerged.  ‘Ruby, you can come out 

now.’ 

 Pushing her way past some low bushes, Ruby emerged into the 

open.  ‘That was a bit of a risk, dear,’ she said in tones that implied she 

would be having stronger words with the Doctor at a later stage. 

 ‘Can you gather the rest of these up?’ the Doctor asked, 

waggling the weapon he held.  He watched out of the corner of his eye 

as Ruby collected the swords. When she finished he turned his 

attention back to the remaining soldier.  ‘You are free to go.’  He 

lowered the blade to his side.  

 ‘This isn’t over yet,’ the soldier made his way to the lone horse.  

‘You’ve made a big mistake getting involved.’ 
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 ‘Possibly,’ the Doctor replied.  He smiled and tossed the sword 

high into the air, watching as it swept out across the cornfields.  ‘It 

would not be the first time, and I doubt it will be the last, either.’ 

 Turning away from the soldier, the Doctor made his way over to 

the man he had rescued, now holding onto his wife firmly.  He ignored 

the sound of the horse galloping away and instead gave the man and 

his wife a broad smile.   

‘Good morning! I’m the Doctor, and this is my friend, Ruby.’  The 

couple in front of him looked too stunned to speak. 

 

The furnaces produced vast amounts of heat and smoke that clung in 

the air due to the venting system being hard pressed to dispel it.  The 

men worked in heavy woollen robes that were soon saturated by sweat 

and steam.  The building resounded with clangs as the men at the 

forge pounded on the molten metal, beating it into the shape of 

swords.   

 Removing a still red-hot weapon, Brother Malchius dropped it 

into a vat of cold water.  It hissed as it came into contact with the 

liquid, throwing up a cloud of steam, which he quickly side stepped, 

not wishing to be scolded.  Wiping the sweat from his forehead with 

the already damp sleeve of his brown habit he made his way over to 

the forge, ready to remove the liquid iron ore that was the main 

ingredient of the weapons he was making.  

 A klaxon sounded around the silo, causing Malchius to jerk 

erect.  Within seconds, a dozen sets of feet were pounding from the 

main building, through the corridors and down to the cells, Malchius 

among them.  As they approached, a man stumbled from around a 

corner, his face bloodied and his habit ripped.   

Malchius grabbed him as he tried to force his way past.  ‘What’s 

happened?  Has it escaped again?’ 
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 The injured man tried to throw Malchius’ hand off him, his eyes 

looking wildly behind him in panic.  ‘Let go of me!’ he screamed. 

 Malchius released him and he sped away, his face showing 

signs of relief.  Ignoring him, Malchius looked ahead, in the direction 

from which the man had come. If the creature had escaped again, it 

would take more than strength of arms to get it back into its cell.  His 

eyes hunted around the corridor, looking for something, anything that 

could be used as a weapon.  Finally he noticed a stave leaning against 

the wall just inside an open door, and reached across to grab it, feeling 

its balance in the palm of his hands. 

 He pushed himself through the crowd of bodies, until he was in 

front of them.  Standing there looking down the weakly lit 

passageway, he felt his heart racing in his chest.  A shadow seemed to 

grow on the wall, and he swung the stave back, ready to lash out at the 

thing when it emerged from the small doorway up ahead.   

 Nothing appeared.  Malchius silently cursed and stepped 

further down the corridor and away from his brother monks.  His chest 

felt tight, his own fear making his breath come in short gasps, but still 

he continued to take small quiet steps forward. 

 When he was within a couple of paces of the doorway, he 

stopped and hefted the weapon, noticing that it had grown slippery in 

his sweaty hands.  He braced himself ready to leap forward and 

confront the beast, but at that moment it emerged from hiding, 

hurtling towards him at high speed. 

 Because it was moving so fast, Malchius was unable to swing 

the stave round in time, so he settled for a quick jab instead.  The 

creature’s momentum carried it onto Malchius’ weapon, and its 

reptilian features widened in pain as it connected with the end of the 

heavy wooden pole. 

 Malchius was thrown backwards by the impact, but fortunately 

slammed into the wall and managed to keep himself on his feet. He 
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stepped forward and swung the stave, causing the creature to flinch 

away and retreat slightly.  He looked into the thing’s eyes, trying to get 

a warning of the creature’s next move.  There was intelligence in the 

eyes that looked back at him with pain and fear.  Malchius gave it a 

nod of respect, and then launched himself into a flurry of swings and 

strokes, forcing it back step by step.   

He let the stave swing high towards the creatures head, then low to 

its legs, never giving it a moment to retaliate.  When a full swipe 

wasn’t possible, he’d jab at it with the butt of the pole, forcing it to 

retreat back through the doorway. 

 Malchius continued to strike out at the creature, all the while 

manoeuvring it back towards its cell.  Almost in relief, it leapt away 

from one of his blows and back to the confines of its prison.  Following 

quickly behind, Malchius slammed the door shut and barred it using 

the stave.   

 He leaned on the heavy wooden door, sighing with relief.  One 

by one, his comrades entered the small chamber, clapping him on the 

shoulder, applauding his bravery and skill at arms.  He gave them a 

brief look of contempt and made his way back to the forge, his mind 

unable to forget the intelligence of those alien eyes. 

 

The Doctor and Ruby were led by the man and woman, who had 

introduced themselves as Seth and Rebecca, to a small dwelling 

nearby.  Once there, Seth had pulled up a secret door set under the 

rushes on the floor and led them down into the basement. 

 The room was occupied.  The Doctor glanced around, counting 

faces.  Eight men, all looking at him warily.   

 When Seth appeared at the top of the stairs, one of the men 

strode forward.  ‘Seth!  You’re alive,’ he sighed in relief.  
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 ‘Thanks to these two,’ Seth replied, indicating the Doctor and 

Ruby.  ‘Gideon, we have to get out of here.  The church soldiers will 

come back, and in more force.  Laman’s pride will accept no less.’ 

 ‘The knight-captain?’ Gideon asked.  ‘What has he got to do 

with it?’ 

 ‘He was leading the retinue that captured me.  They were about 

to string me up when the Doctor stepped in and changed their minds.’ 

 ‘Unarmed?’  Gideon asked in some surprise, noticing that the 

Doctor appeared to have no weapon. 

 Seth laughed.  ‘At first, perhaps.  He managed to disarm Laman, 

and held his own sword on him.’ 

 Gideon turned to the Doctor, his smile welcoming.  ‘You have 

my thanks, Doctor.  You’ve saved the life of my brother, though I fear 

you have earned the enmity of the knight-captain into the bargain.’ 

 ‘They say that you should judge a man by the calibre of his 

enemies,’ the Doctor quipped.  ‘I think in this case we can make an 

exception.’ 

 Ruby nudged the Doctor in the back, causing him to turn round.  

‘I’m still on the stairs, dear, or hadn’t you realised.’ 

 ‘Sorry,’ the Doctor remarked.  He moved further into the cellar, 

allowing Ruby to come down the last few steps. 

 Seth placed a hand on Gideon’s shoulder.  ‘We have to leave.  It 

won’t take long for Laman to come back.’ 

 Gideon shook his head.  ‘The trapdoor won’t be easy to find, 

besides, we can block it from the inside.  We’d have a far better chance 

of getting away if we waited till it was dark.’ 

 ‘If you’re sure,’ Seth replied uncertainly.  ‘I’d better get Rebecca 

down here.’  He turned and made his way back up the stairs into the 

house above. 

 Gideon was studying the Doctor carefully, his eyes roving over 

his clothes.  ‘You’re not from this world are you, Doctor?’ 
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‘No, I am not.’ 

 ‘Well then I apologise that your arrival on New Rome has not 

been a more pleasant one.’ 

 ‘New Rome?’ the Doctor asked with some surprise.  ‘So, you are 

from Earth.’ 

 ‘Our ancestors were,’ Gideon replied.  ‘It’s a long story.’ 

 Gideon noticed a strange smile pass between the Doctor and 

Ruby.  There was a hidden meaning in there, almost as if they had 

heard the best possible news.   

The Doctor looked back at Gideon.  ‘You just said that we would not 

be leaving till it is dark.  That should give you enough time to tell us 

this story.’   

 

The day had seemed to drag on.  The poorly lit cellar offered no sign of 

light from outside, so Gideon had placed a tallow candle on a shelf, 

marking off enough time to take them into evening.  The candle had 

melted down to just over the halfway point, and everyone seemed to 

be feeling the same claustrophobic unease at being stuck in the cellar 

for so long. 

 Ruby had been sitting with the Doctor and Gideon for quite 

some time, but the long wait had finally caught up with her, and she 

was now dozing on a pile of sacks.  The Doctor looked down at her 

fondly, pulling one of the sacks over her shoulders. 

 ‘You care for her a great deal.’  It was a statement, not a 

question.   

 ‘She is a very good friend,’ the Doctor answered simply.  ‘She 

helped me through a very difficult time in my life.’  He leant back 

against the cellar wall, and fixed Gideon with a piercing gaze.  ‘You 

still have not told me how you came to be here.’ 
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 Gideon looked off into the dark corners of the cellar, his eyes 

fixed on the shadows.  ‘It was generations ago.  There was a village in a 

place called England.  Have you heard of it?’ 

 ‘I have even been there,’ the Doctor replied.  ‘It is one of my 

favourite places.’ 

 ‘I’d like to have known it,’ Gideon responded sadly.  ‘Anyway, 

in the year fifteen hundred and fifty five, a race of aliens landed.’ 

 ‘Why did they come to Earth?’ 

 Gideon looked the Doctor in the eyes.  ‘They were looking for a 

slave force.  They weren’t a numerous race, or so I’m told.  Because of 

that, they looked to other species to do the menial tasks.’  He glanced 

down at his rough calloused hands.  ‘Farming for food, cleaning, 

building things for them, that sort of thing.  So they arrived and took 

those they needed from different worlds.’ 

 ‘Are any of them still here?’ 

 ‘No.  They underestimated the spirit of our ancestors.’ 

 The Doctor laughed, surprising the rest of the room.  ‘It seems to 

be a common trait.  I know of many species who wrongly believed that 

humanity would be easy pickings.  They usually find out how wrong 

they are the hard way.’ 

 Gideon nodded his agreement.  ‘The same thing happened here.  

Once the initial shock had passed, my people overthrew their 

oppressors.  The survivors left the planet in defeat, taking their other 

slave races with them.’ 

 ‘That is surprising.  I would have expected the other slaves to 

have rebelled too.’  The Doctor gave Gideon a stern look.  ‘I take it that 

there is a reason why they did not help you.’ 

 Closing his eyes to avoid the Doctor’s gaze, Gideon continued.  

‘You know humans well.  We have an indomitable spirit, but we can be 

as ruthless and as devious as any other race.  It seems that my 

ancestors were just as capable of looking at the other races as inferiors 
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as their own captors were.  The other races would have transferred one 

form of slavery for another, so they chose to leave with their masters.’  

He opened his eyes and looked into the Doctor’s face, noticing the look 

of contempt there.  ‘It’s not an admirable quality, I know.  I hope that 

someday we can change, but for now I’m telling you what happened 

both good and ill.’ 

 ‘The fact that you can see it is wrong is a start,’ the Doctor 

replied, patting the young man on the shoulder paternally.  ‘Go on.’ 

 Gideon seemed unsure where to start.  He hesitated a couple of 

times, looking at the Doctor for support.   

‘We were free, but we had no leaders.  There were a couple of minor 

noblemen, but they had died in the revolt.  The only source of 

leadership we could find was the church, so we turned to them.  Their 

head was a bishop.’ 

 ‘I wouldn’t have expected a small village to have had clergyman 

of such high rank.’ 

 ‘He wasn’t, from the village I mean.  He just happened to be 

passing through when the aliens came.’  Looking over at the candle, 

Gideon noticed that it had melted down almost a centimetre.  ‘He 

was the one we turned to though, and while we worked in the fields 

to provide the food needed, he and his retinue governed.  It’s funny, 

even in those first few days the people had turned themselves over 

to another form of slavery, though perhaps they didn’t realise it at 

the time.  The bishop spoke of using the alien technology to return 

to Earth, but hard as they tried, they couldn’t begin to understand 

what they found.  Oh, they understood one or two things, but not 

enough.’ 

 ‘What happened then?’ the Doctor asked.  ‘After your ancestors 

realised they were stuck here, it must have had quite an impact.’ 

 Gideon picked up a piece of dirt from the floor, playing with it 

in his hands.  ‘Not as much as you’d expect.  The people had to throw 
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themselves into their work to survive; food had to be grown and 

harvested.  The church hadn’t accepted defeat either, well, at least not 

on the surface.  The bishop was adamant that one day they would 

return to Earth.  Perhaps not themselves, but they studied the alien 

artefacts in the hope that their descendants would be able to one day 

go home.  In the meantime, he renamed the world New Rome in 

honour of the spiritual home of the church, and raised himself to the 

rank of archimandrite.  It was meant to be a gesture of how we were 

still a part of the church, but I have my doubts about that.’ 

 ‘How long ago was this?’ the Doctor asked with interest. 

 ‘I’m a seventh generation Romanist,’ Gideon responded softly.  

‘Little has changed in all that time.’ 

 The Doctor stood up and checked on Ruby briefly, trying to 

absorb the information he had received.  Satisfied that she was well, he 

sat back down and mused to himself.  ‘There is one thing I don’t 

understand,’ he remarked suddenly, catching Gideon by surprise.  

‘There could not have been many churchmen, how have they managed 

to remain in place for so long?  If they are so oppressive, why not 

overthrow them?’ 

 ‘They adapted to their new environment.  Although a lot of the 

old customs were kept, some just weren’t practical and were repealed.  

Their vows of celibacy were one of those.  They married and raised 

children, all of whom were taken into the church.  It wasn’t long before 

there were as many churchmen as there were commoners.’  Gideon’s 

eyes grew flinty.  ‘Eventually, all talk of returning to Earth ceased.  At 

the church’s instigation of course, they said it was to prevent false 

hope, but in reality the church had begun to enjoy its position of 

dominance.  They even took it upon themselves to give names to all 

children born.’ 

 ‘Ah,’ the Doctor exclaimed, ‘that explains why all of your names 

are biblical.’  He fell silent for a moment.  ‘While walking through the 
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fields, I noticed that your tools are quite crude.  Nothing like as 

sophisticated as the weapon the knight-captain was armed with.’ 

 ‘Another of the church rules.  They feel that too much 

knowledge is dangerous.  The churchmen are able to use technology 

though, they say that their holiness protects them.’   

 ‘You said that they stopped people talking about returning to 

Earth, how do they enforce that?’ 

 ‘They made it an act of heresy.  There are quite a lot of them.’  

Gideon looked over to where Seth rested.  ‘Heresy is punishable by 

death, that’s what you stopped when you saved my brother.’ 

 The Doctor glanced over at the sleeping man, trying to picture 

him as a rebel of any kind and failing.  ‘What had he done?’ 

 ‘He learnt to read,’ Gideon responded with an ironic laugh.  ‘As 

I said, knowledge is not an asset to the church, not in the working man, 

leastways.  You see that man over there?’  Gideon pointed to a young 

man who was sitting cleaning his nails with a dagger.  ‘That’s Aaron.  

When he was ten he went out to play.  When he came back home his 

whole family were dead.  His father, mother and even his little sister 

were hanged, and all because his father had spoken out against the 

archimandrite’s proclamation that the church was to receive a third of 

everything a family had grown.  He was always a cheerful lad, now 

he’s grown hard.  If there’s anything he hates more than the church, I’d 

like to see it.’ 

 Gideon rose and went over to look at the candle.  It was nearing 

the mark he had made with his knife.  He nudged Aaron with his foot 

and pointed at the lump of melting wax.  ‘It’s nearly time, we need to 

get ready to leave.’  Returning to the Doctor’s side, he watched as 

Aaron roused the others.  ‘You’re more than welcome to come with us, 

Doctor.  It might be best if you did anyway.  I’m sure that Laman will 

be looking for you.’ 
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 The Doctor nodded, and leant over to wake Ruby from her 

slumber.  ‘Ruby.’  She turned over in her sleep.  ‘Ruby!’ he called again, 

a little louder the second time. 

 Ruby blinked her eyes open, trying unsuccessfully to see clearly 

in the darkened room.  ‘What time is it?’ she asked in a sleepy voice. 

 ‘It is almost dusk.  We will be leaving in a short while.’  He 

helped Ruby to her feet, watching as she yawned and stretched her 

aching muscles. 

 ‘I’ve had more comfortable beds,’ she mumbled absently.  

‘Doctor, where are we…’ 

 A loud crash from above took everyone by surprise.  Gideon 

stepped in front of the group and tried to silence everyone.  He glanced 

across at Seth, giving him a warning glance as Rebecca started to cry in 

fear. 

 He moved over to the Doctor and whispered into his ear.  ‘If 

they do manage to find the basement, we’ll have to rush past them.  

Just try to follow close behind one of us, we’ll lead you to a safe house.’ 

 The Doctor nodded and whispered the same message to Ruby.  

She readily agreed, but he could see that she was worried.  He placed 

his arm round her shoulder comfortingly, giving her a quick smile of 

support. 

 The footsteps of the men could be clearly heard, as could the 

sounds of their search.  Heavy items of furniture were toppled over, 

banging onto the floor and causing dust particles to rain down onto 

those hiding in the cellar.  It was hard to hear what was being said, as 

the voices were muffled, but every so often a shout would echo down 

to them.   

 They could hear a scraping sound across the floor above them.  

The Doctor presumed that they were using their swords to look for any 

hidden doors, such as the one they had come through.  Finally, they 
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heard a shout of success.  The Doctor looked at Gideon, his eyes 

mirroring the concern on Gideon’s face.   

 The door to the cellar lurched upwards slightly, but the wooden 

bar that had been put across it remained in place.  The door lifted 

about a centimetre again, as the person on the other side pulled with 

more force.  More muttering filtered down for a few seconds.  When 

the next tug came, it was much harder, the beam that kept the door 

shut cracked sharply as it was pulled tight.  A second pull of the door 

caused the beam to finally split.   

 The trapdoor swung open, bathing the cellar in torchlight.   

‘Now!’ Gideon yelled, and the small group headed for the cellar 

steps en masse. 

 The first man up the steps ran straight into the arms of a waiting 

church soldier, but the impetus of his charge carried them both 

backwards and onto the ground.  The next man emerged, the others 

close behind him.  His eyes took in the situation and he made a bolt for 

the door.  As he reached it, one of the church soldiers swung his sword 

at his midriff, connecting in a blaze of sparks and electrical current. 

 The Doctor leapt through the opening, Ruby at his side.  He 

rushed for the door, grabbing the soldiers head as he did so, and 

smacking it on the door frame.  A blur to his right made him start to 

lash out, but he stopped himself realising at the last minute that it was 

Gideon heading out of the door.  ‘Come on,’ he yelled, glancing back at 

Ruby.   

He quickly crossed the threshold and scanned the area, spotting the 

rapidly disappearing figure of Gideon.  Without a seconds thought, he 

followed after him. 

  

Ruby made to follow the Doctor out of the building, but as she tried to 

leave, the soldier the Doctor had stunned swiped at her legs with his 

sword.  It connected, sending an electrical charge through her body.  
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Try as she might, she couldn’t feel her legs.  Dropping to the floor, she 

called out to the Doctor.  Another body fell across her back forcing her 

head onto the floor.  She pushed out with her arms, shifting the weight 

from her back, but by the time she managed to look up, the Doctor had 

gone. 
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Chapter 2: 

 

The Doctor was reacting badly to Ruby’s capture.  Blaming himself 

for not keeping an eye on her, he had fallen into a sullen silence. He sat 

on a chair in the sparse room, paying no heed to either Seth, Aaron or 

Gideon.   

 Like the Doctor, Seth had withdrawn into himself.  Sometime 

during the escape attempt he had lost hold of Rebecca’s hand, and she 

now counted amongst those captured.  Alongside Ruby, there had 

been two others who had been captured; the rest had escaped and 

made their way to the secure house, most had subsequently left.  

 The Doctor looked up from his maudlin thoughts and focused 

on Aaron and Gideon.  The two men had been heatedly debating over 

something, but the Doctor had been far too concerned about Ruby to 

pay too much attention to what had been said.  Of the two, it was 

obviously Aaron who seemed the more animated.  He kept making 

wide expansive gestures, whereas Gideon’s reactions were smaller and 

cautionary. 

 ‘We need to rescue them,’ the Doctor stated, breaking into their 

conversation.  ‘You said before that heresy is punishable by death, I 

can’t let that happen.’ 

 ‘It won’t,’ Gideon interceded.  ‘Not to Rebecca or Ruby anyway, 

the church doesn’t execute women.  They have other punishments for 

them.’ 

 ‘The Doctor is right, though,’ Aaron interjected.  His tone of 

voice seemed to imply that he was scoring a point against Gideon.  

‘There are the four of us, and with the help of Jacob and Ezra we 

should have enough men to succeed.’ 

 Gideon rounded on the younger man, his fists clenched.  ‘Just 

the six of us?  A half dozen against all the church soldiers.  We 

wouldn’t stand a chance.’ 
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 ‘There wouldn’t be that many of them,’ Aaron insisted.  ‘They 

would have been taken to the Inquisition’s cells; there won’t be more 

than about ten men on guard there at this time of day.’ 

 Stepping between the two men, the Doctor tried to calm Gideon 

down.  Although both men were angry, he knew instinctively that it 

was Gideon who needed to be level headed.  ‘Look, in many ways we 

have a better chance than a large group.  They won’t expect a small 

group to try to free them, which is our advantage.’ 

 ‘The Doctor has a point,’ Seth called from across the room.  He 

looked across at his brother, his eyes haunted.  ‘It’s a chance, maybe a 

small one, but I owe it to Rebecca to try.’ 

 Gideon nodded his acquiescence, albeit reluctantly.  ‘Aaron, 

you’d better get Ezra and Jacob here.’   He turned back to his brother, 

his demeanour firmer.  ‘Seth, what did you do with the swords the 

Doctor managed to get off the soldiers?’ 

 ‘I hid them.’ 

 ‘Well, you’d better go and collect them.  I think we might need 

them by the end of the night.’ 

 Seth rose and left the building, Aaron on his heels.   

The Doctor looked around the room for a piece of parchment.  

Locating a piece, he pulled a pen from his pocket and handed both 

items to Gideon.  ‘I need you to draw a map of the Inquisition 

headquarters if you can.’ 

 Gideon smiled at the Doctor, moving beyond him to a cupboard 

set into the wall.  He opened the door and reached inside, pulling out a 

folded piece of paper.  Coming back to the Doctor, he placed the paper 

on the table and began to unfold it, revealing the architectural plans of 

a building.   

‘I can do better than draw a map,’ he remarked soberly.  
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With its high domed ceiling and stained glass windows, the room 

resembled a miniature church.  The effect was lost when looking 

around the rest of the chamber.  The walls were lined with implements 

of pain and torture, and the floor still had some bloodstains on it.  

 Ruby pulled against the manacles that held her in place, but 

they were too tightly secured to offer her any hope of escape.  The table 

she was strapped to was perched at a forty five degree angle, giving 

her some view of the room as a whole, but also making it even more 

uncomfortable.  Her natural weight caused her to slide down the 

surface, straining the sockets of her arms as they remained firmly in 

place. 

 She’d been left alone in the room for fifteen minutes, with 

nothing but the bloodstains and the echoing screams of some poor 

unfortunate to keep her company, when the only door to the chamber 

opened inwards. 

 The man who came in was dressed in rich velvet robes of 

purple, his greying hair combed back to reveal a hawkish face with 

high cheekbones.  It wasn’t a pleasant face, Ruby decided.  Or at least it 

wasn’t a face that was used to showing signs of pleasure; he certainly 

didn’t have any laughter lines.  

 He walked across the room, totally ignoring Ruby.  As he made 

his way over, he removed from his pocket a pair of gloves of the same 

colour and material as his robes, and slowly, almost seductively, put 

them on.  Stopping in front of one of the tools of torture that lined the 

walls, he held out a gloved hand and gave it a soft caressing stroke. 

 Spinning round to face Ruby, he smiled with little warmth.  

‘These are my toys, are they not fine?’ 

 ‘If you think so, dear.  Personally, I’d say you were trying to 

compensate for something.’ 

 ‘You have spirit.  Good, I hate to torture those who beg straight 

away.  It’s more entertaining to break down a stronger will; it leaves 
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me with so much more satisfaction when they finally beg for me to 

stop.’  He moved over to Ruby’s side and grabbed her face between his 

vice like fingers.  She tried to pull away, but he increased the pressure 

every time she tried.  ‘You know who I am?’ 

 Ruby looked up at him vainly.  She couldn’t shake her head or 

speak.  She tossed her head from side to side in a slight motion trying 

to give a negative response.   

 He released his hold of Ruby’s face and straightened up. ‘You 

may not know my face, but you will know my name,’ he announced 

pompously.  ‘I am Patriarch Regis, head of the Inquisition.’ 

 Ruby considered telling him that she didn’t know him from 

Adam, but stopped herself realising that one wrong word here could 

make Regis realise she wasn’t from his world.  It was something she 

didn’t want him to find out.  She gave him a look of terror, only 

partially feigned, that seemed to soothe his ego. 

 ‘I see you have heard of me,’ he mused incorrectly.  ‘It is good 

that you fear me, for I am a man it is well to be wary of.’ 

 ‘I’m surprised you haven’t had me killed,’ Ruby said.  ‘I saw 

some of your men trying to hang someone earlier.  Well, I assume they 

were your men.’ 

 Regis nodded.  ‘It’s a crude, if effective, method of dealing with 

heretic scum.  Personally, I prefer a more hands on approach.’ 

 ‘Yes, you look the type who would.’ 

 Regis pulled an item from the wall and held it casually in his 

hands.  It looked like a long pair of tongs.  ‘You have a quick tongue.  

Be careful that it isn’t cut out,’ he threatened, slowly waving the object 

in front of her face. 

 He moved away with Ruby’s eyes on his back.  Although he 

tried hard to instil an aura of self-assuredness about himself, it 

obviously didn’t run that deep.  A few sly digs had caused him to lose 

his temper, which could be useful as long as she didn’t push him too 
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far.  That could be worse than the cold and slightly perverse character 

she was dealing with now. 

 Stopping suddenly, Regis spun to face Ruby.  ‘You were 

captured in the company of rebels to the church.  I want to know the 

names of the leaders.’ 

 ‘I can’t help you there, dear.  I only stopped for a cuppa.’ 

 Regis swept towards her, the tongs held firmly in his hand.  

Ruby tried to pull away from him, but the manacles allowed her little 

movement.  He leant over her, his hands gripping her cheeks and 

forcing her mouth open.  ‘I warned you once,’ Regis spat, he face 

mottled with anger. 

 The door burst open, though Ruby was unable to see who 

entered, her view being blocked as it was by Regis’ body.  Her 

tormentor looked across the room, his face showing his irritation and 

indignation at being disturbed. 

 ‘Unhand that woman,’ Ruby heard a voice call in tones of 

disgust. 

 ‘You have no authority here, Lucian,’ Regis reacted angrily. 

 The man who had entered the room finally came into Ruby’s 

sight.  Dressed in red robes, with a heavy golden cross hanging from 

his neck to the point where it almost reached down to his waist, his 

whole outfit was vaguely familiar to Ruby.  The look he was giving 

Regis was filled with disdain and loathing. 

 ‘You forget yourself,’ he replied coldly, thrusting forward his 

hand towards the Inquisitor. 

 ‘Of course, Your Grace.’  Regis gave a short bow and brushed 

his lips cursorily across his superior’s ring.  ‘My point still stands, 

though.  You have no authority over me in these matters.’ 

 ‘I am here at the request of the cardinals’ council.  I have 

absolute say over what happens here.’  Lucian was unable to stop a 

smug smile appearing on his lips.  ‘The woman is to come with me.’ 
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 ‘She hasn’t been adequately questioned yet,’ Regis argued.  ‘She 

will divulge far more information in my hands than she will in yours.’ 

 ‘As the other woman did, no doubt.’  Lucian acknowledged the 

guilty look Regis gave him.  ‘Yes, I have seen the body.  She did not 

survive long under your ministrations, certainly not long enough to 

provide the answers we need.’ 

 ‘She was frail.  She succumbed quicker than I had anticipated.  I 

won’t make the same mistake again.’ 

 ‘You won’t get the chance to.’  Lucian pushed past Regis and 

unclasped the manacles holding Ruby in place.  ‘The woman will come 

with me.  That is the order of the cardinals’ council.’ 

 ‘And what of the two men that were captured with her?’ Regis 

asked, trying to regain some measure of control over the situation. 

 ‘They are also to be released into my custody.’  Lucian raised his 

hand to quell Regis’ protestations.  ‘They will face an ecclesiastical trial, 

have no fear of that.  They will not go unpunished.’ 

 Regis looked at his superior shrewdly.  ‘You charged me with 

routing out the source of these heretic insurgencies, and now you 

remove the only prisoners we have before I have had a chance to 

question them.  How am I expected to achieve my task if you put these 

obstacles in my path?’ 

 ‘The cardinals believe that a trial will send out a clear message 

to the heretics.  The decision is final.’ 

 Regis’ face was reddened angrily as he stared at the cardinal.  

Spinning round, he stormed from the room, slamming the door shut 

behind him. 

 Lucian helped Ruby to her feet and waited while she rubbed 

some feeling back into her arms.  ‘I give you my word, you will not be 

harmed.’ 

 ‘The woman you were speaking about,’ Ruby asked hesitantly, 

‘was she the same woman who was brought in with me? 
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 ‘She was.’  Lucian looked down at Ruby, his face apologetic.  ‘I 

take it that she was a friend?’ 

 ‘Not really,’ Ruby whispered, and turned away to hide her 

tears.  

 

Abel was sitting in the kitchens, paring an apple with his knife when 

Regis stormed in.  He started to rise laconically, but a quick wave from 

Regis made him sit back down. 

 ‘Is there a problem?’ he asked, noticing his superior’s distressed 

state. 

Irritably scratching at his wiry hair, Regis tried to suppress his fury.  

‘Cardinal Lucian,’ he spat in scathing tones.  ‘He has just arrived and 

taken the prisoners away with him.’ 

 Abel wiped the juice off his knife using the hem of his habit, and 

tucked it away in his belt.  ‘The plan was only in place to buy you some 

time.’  He shrugged his shoulders indifferently.  ‘It’s time you stepped 

up the main thrust of your campaign.’ 

 ‘Yes,’ Regis concurred.  He threw his shoulders back and almost 

stood to attention.  ‘Abel, saddle our horses.  I think it’s time to take 

some decisive action.’ 

 

Having finally arrived at the Inquisition headquarters, the Doctor and 

his party had hidden from sight while a small group of horsemen had 

ridden off. 

 When the riders had disappeared in the distance, the Doctor 

emerged from his position of cover and made his way into the 

building, Gideon and Aaron close on his heels.  They moved silently, 

trying to creep up on the guard who sat semi-slumbering in a small 

alcove just within the structure. 

 Aaron reached across the man’s body and extracted a sword 

from his belt.  His hands played across the controls on the sword, 
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causing it to hum with a soft electrical charge.  Appearing satisfied 

with the adjustments he had made, he reached across and touched it 

lightly to the side of the guards head. 

 The guard stiffened as the current passed through his body, and 

when Aaron finally pulled the sword away, he began to slide from his 

chair towards the floor.  Aaron grabbed hold of him, and slowly 

lowered him to the ground, before dragging his body off towards a 

small cubby hole. 

 ‘Was that necessary?’ the Doctor asked, his face unable to hide 

his dislike of Aaron’s methods. 

 ‘He’s just been stunned,’ Aaron responded defensively, giving 

the Doctor an injured look.  ‘He won’t wake up for a few hours, by 

then we should be long gone.’ 

 ‘It had to be done, Doctor,’ Gideon said.  ‘I don’t like it anymore 

than you do, but we need to cover our exit.’ 

 The Doctor turned and made his way further into the building, 

his mind trying to retrace the map Gideon had showed him.  He 

stopped at the end of the passageway and looked along the passages 

that ran left and right.  Closing his eyes in concentration, he pictured 

the path to the torture chambers and cells.  Both areas were off to his 

left, close together so that those waiting in the cells could hear the 

screams coming from the torture rooms.  Although this was the most 

likely place that Ruby and the others had been taken to, Gideon had 

suggested one other place to look, the patriarch’s study.   

 ‘Gideon, do you remember the way to the cells?’   

 ‘Of course,’ he replied confidently. 

 The Doctor seemed to make up his mind.  ‘Good, take Seth and 

Jacob with you.  We will try the patriarch’s study,’ he added indicating 

in the direction of Aaron and Ezra. 
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 The Doctor watched as the three men followed the left hand 

passage.  Turning to Aaron, he pointed down the right hand passage.  

‘That is the way we have to go.’ 

 ‘It’ll be the most heavily guarded part of the building,’ Aaron 

warned.  ‘The patriarch has made a lot of enemies over the years, and 

he cares about his own protection far more than he does the prisoners.’ 

 ‘Do you still have the guard’s sword?’ the Doctor asked. 

 Aaron pulled the sword out from beneath his tunic in answer, 

offering it to the Doctor. 

 ‘You keep it,’ the Doctor responded quietly.  ‘If we run into any 

trouble, it will be you who has to deal with it.’ 

 The made their way down the passage, trying to move as 

silently as possible.   

The Doctor silently counted off the doors as they passed, his hand 

running across the frame of each one.  Finally he stopped in front of 

one of them.   

‘Six.  This is the one.’ 

‘Do you want me to go first?’ Aaron asked.  He wiped the sweat 

from his hand and reached inside his tunic for the sword. 

 Holding his hand up for silence, the Doctor put his ear to the 

heavy oaken door and listened intently.  After a few moments he 

pulled away.  ‘I cannot hear anything.  I will go first.’ 

 He took hold of the door knob, and slowly started to turn it, 

trying to avoid any excess noise.  The door swung open, and the 

Doctor stepped in, followed closely by Aaron, while Ezra remained in 

the doorway, keeping a cautious eye on the corridor. 

 The room was unoccupied.  The Doctor looked round in 

disappointment before glancing at Aaron.  ‘They’re not here.  We 

should get back to Gideon.’ 

 Aaron was already through the door when he realised that the 

Doctor hadn’t followed him.  ‘Doctor, are you coming?’ 
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 The Doctor was busily looking at an object on the patriarch’s 

desk.  Aaron moved towards him, and realised that he was fiddling 

with a bank of switches.  A light flickered on the panel, and a screen 

lowered from the ceiling.  The Doctor gave an exclamation and focused 

his attention on the screen.   

 He moved behind the screen, out of Aaron’s line of sight.  

Suddenly his head popped back out, his eyes full of curiosity. 

 ‘Do you know what this is?’ 

 ‘Of course not,’ Aaron protested.  ‘Gideon has already told you 

that commoners are encouraged to stay ignorant.’ 

 ‘Yes, of course he did,’ the Doctor mused to himself.  ‘I wonder 

if the patriarch has any idea what this thing does.’ 

 ‘He must do, it is his after all.’ 

 ‘I am not so sure he does,’ the Doctor responded enigmatically.  

Noticing Aaron’s confused expression, the Doctor offered an 

explanation.  ‘This is a communication device.  Whoever controls this 

can see and hear another person from a great distance away.  Now, I 

am sure that the patriarch knows that, but it’s the secondary function 

that I am not so sure about.’ 

 ‘Is it important, Doctor?’ Aaron asked.  His demeanour 

suggested he wasn’t comfortable being in the room.  ‘I don’t 

understand this.  Where are the church soldiers?  They should be here.’ 

 The Doctor smiled.  ‘Oh!  Everything is important, in its own 

way at least.’  He tapped on the side of the screen causing it to flicker.  

‘Interesting.  There seems to be another signal being sent out.  It is 

almost as if it was piggy backing its way across the normal signal, but 

it is far more complex than its host.’ 

 The Doctor’s reverie was interrupted by Ezra, as he stepped 

quickly into the room, pulling the door behind him.  He signalled to 

the Doctor and Aaron to remain quiet, and looked down the corridor 
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through the narrow gap he had left open.  ‘Someone’s coming,’ he 

whispered hoarsely.   

 The sounds of footsteps could be heard coming closer.  Ezra 

gave a sigh of relief, and let the door swing back open revealing both 

Gideon and Seth.  Both men looked ill at ease, and Seth still had 

tearstains marking his cheeks.   

 ‘Your friend wasn’t there,’ Gideon announced in a slightly 

strangled voice.  ‘I think they must have been moved.’ 

 ‘Are you all right?’ the Doctor asked in concern. 

 ‘We found Rebecca,’ Seth answered from the doorway. 

 The Doctor smiled with some relief.  ‘Well, that is great news.’  

He looked towards the corridor expectantly.  ‘Where is she?’ 

 Seth gave a choked sob, and Gideon was at his side in an 

instant.  He placed his arm round his brother’s shoulder in an act of 

sympathy.  ‘We found her body, Doctor,’ he replied through gritted 

teeth.  He looked up, his face pale with fury.  ‘They tortured her to 

death.’ 

 ‘I am truly sorry,’ the Doctor replied, hesitantly placing a hand 

on Seth’s arm. 

 Seth gave a small nod, acknowledging the Doctor’s 

commiserations.  ‘Jacob’s keeping an eye on her body.  I want to take 

her out of this place.’  He looked around the room in disgust. 

 ‘We will get her now,’ the Doctor replied in sorrowful tones.  

‘She deserves a better resting place than here.’ 

 

Regis rose from his seat and backed away when Malchius led the 

creature into the room, ensuring that the desk and chair were between 

them. 

 It was an action that wasn’t lost on Malchius.  This was the 

second time he had been in the room when Regis and his pet killer, 
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Abel, had questioned the being he had led in, and on both occasions 

Malchius was left with a strong impression that Regis was scared of it. 

 The creature had become quite mournful since he had forced it 

back into its cell, but when it saw Regis its eyes glared with renewed 

hatred. 

 A nod from Regis signalled that Malchius should remove the 

muzzle from its face.  Standing behind the creature, he rose on tiptoes 

and undid the clasp that held it in place and slowly peeled it over the 

reptilian features.   

 ‘Events are catching up with me,’ Regis began when the muzzle 

had been removed.  ‘I need more weaponry, something far more 

advanced, and I need it quickly.’ 

 The creature made a sound deep in its throat that Malchius took 

to be a laugh.  ‘Your men do not have the expertise,’ it answered 

derisively.  ‘It cannot be done.’ 

 ‘You have the required knowledge,’ Regis accused.  ‘If you 

design it, my men will build it.’   

 The creature shook its head, dismissing the notion.  ‘It is not as 

simple as that.  They do not comprehend what they are doing, and that 

leads to mistakes.  Only yesterday, one of the electro-swords exploded 

because the man responsible for making it did not do it correctly.  They 

are but a simple thing, anything too complex could have devastating 

consequences if built badly.’ 

 ‘I think you misunderstand the patriarch,’ Abel softly replied 

from Regis’ side.  ‘He is not asking you, he is ordering it.’ 

 Malchius noticed that the creature drew back involuntarily 

when Abel spoke to him.  It was a reaction that Malchius understood 

all to well.  It seemed that with the exception of the patriarch, nobody 

felt comfortable being addressed by this dangerous man.  Malchius 

suspected that even Regis was a little wary of Abel; he’d have to be 

stupid not to be. 
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 ‘It still cannot be done,’ the creature reiterated.  It looked at Abel 

with a hint of belligerence, afraid yet still unbowed.   

 ‘I think it’s time for another lesson,’ Abel remarked, pulling his 

knife from its place in his belt.  ‘You’ll do what the patriarch asks 

eventually.’   

 The creature looked at Regis with what could only be described 

as pleading.  Regis broke eye contact with the creature and turned his 

attention to Malchius.  ‘You may leave now, Brother Malchius.’ 

 For a moment, Malchius considered arguing on behalf of the 

creature. He set his shoulders, ready for an argument that he knew he 

couldn’t hope to win.  He stared directly at the patriarch for a few 

moments, trying to summon the courage to intercede on the creature’s 

behalf.  Finally, he lowered his eyes.  ‘Of course, Your Beatitude,’ he 

responded, leaving the room and pulling the door firmly shut behind 

him. 

 He stood in the hallway, berating himself for his weakness.  A 

shrill scream emanated from the room, a scream that certainly couldn’t 

have been made by a human’s vocal chord.   

He trudged away sadly, wishing he could close his ears to the cries 

he could hear almost all the way back to the foundry. 

 

Ruby was escorted into the high vaulted room by two church soldiers.  

Of the twelve seats that sat in a semi-circle around the centre, only five 

were occupied.  The only person she recognised was Cardinal Lucian. 

 He rose from his seat as she entered, waving her two guards 

away.  Ruby watched as they moved to stand either side of the door 

she had just come through.  Lucian was standing in front of her, his 

eyes showing a softness that betrayed the severity of the look he gave 

her. 

 ‘Your friends have already been tried and found guilty,’ he 

remarked as he lead her forward until she stood directly in front of the 
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chairs.  ‘Don’t worry, they haven’t been killed,’ he added noticing 

Ruby’s worried expression.  ‘They’ve been sent to the work camps.’ 

 Lucian returned to his seat, leaving Ruby feeling alone and 

decidedly self-conscious.  She noticed that Lucian was looking across 

to another cardinal, a foppish looking man with a weak face and 

watery eyes.   

 ‘Cardinal Dolmant, would you care to begin the trial?’ Lucian 

asked. 

 ‘Indeed.  I have many pressing matters to attend to, your 

summons was nothing if not inconvenient,’ Dolmant replied self-

importantly.  He focused on Ruby, who now stood watching him 

closely.  ‘So, woman, you were arrested for rebellion against the 

church.  Do you have anything to say in mitigation?’ 

 ‘I haven’t made my plea yet,’ Ruby answered indignantly.  

‘Surely I’m innocent until proven guilty?’ 

 ‘Your guilt is already established!’  Dolmant was almost 

nonplussed by Ruby’s question, and his voice betrayed his surprise.  

‘You have been charged by a senior member of the clergy, their word is 

sacrosanct.’ 

 ‘Well that’s hardly fair, is it?’ Ruby demanded.  ‘What’s the 

point of a trial if you’ve already decided that I’m guilty?’ 

 A snickering sound caused Dolmant to spin round in his seat.  

He gave Lucian a look of disdain, his face blotching as he went red 

with embarrassment.  Lucian just smiled in return looking completely 

unabashed. 

 Gritting his teeth, Dolmant tried to ignore the incident.  ‘The 

point of the trial is to decide upon a suitable punishment, and it would 

be well to remember that we have no need to justify ourselves to you.’ 

 ‘You must be joking,’ Ruby fumed, leaving Dolmant spluttering.  

‘I haven’t done anything wrong.  This is a farce.’  
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 ‘Silence, woman,’ Dolmant almost screamed.  ‘I vote for a public 

flogging, followed by hard labour.’ 

 ‘Seconded,’ an old cardinal wheezed, raising his hand. 

 Lucian rose from his chair and skirted round the room until he 

stood behind Ruby.  ‘Cardinals, we are not barbarians.  This woman 

has done nothing to deserve the punishment our brother has 

requested.  Besides, our goal is to bring about the end of these heretic 

notions.  If we were to flog this poor woman, all we would gain is 

further resentment.’  Lucian stepped from behind her and addressed 

his peers, moving from one to the other, always looking them in the 

eye.  ‘Now is not the time for harsh denunciations.  We should show 

leniency.’ 

 ‘You cannot be implying that we release her?’ Dolmant 

demanded incredulously.   

 ‘Of course not, but there are far better punishments to suit out 

purposes.  Send her to the Sisters.  Who better to teach this woman the 

folly of her ways than those august ladies?  I vote for a sentence of 

penitence, to be administered amongst the cloisters of the Convent of 

the Sisters of Saint Mary.  She will remain there until she has better 

learnt the lessons of our Heavenly Father, and finally accepts the 

guidance and rule of the Holy Mother church.’ 

 One of the cardinals raised his hand.  ‘Seconded.’ 

 The only cardinal yet to vote nodded solemnly and lifted his 

arm into the air. 

 ‘Motion carried,’ Lucian declared primly, giving Dolmant a 

smirk.  ‘I call this session of the cardinals’ council concluded.’  He leant 

close to Ruby, his breath brushing across her ear.  ‘I shall speak with 

you before you leave.’  He nodded to the guards who came over and 

escorted Ruby away. 
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Sometime later, a guard collected Ruby and led her to Lucian’s study.  

Once she was inside, the guard returned to the corridor to wait. 

 The cardinal was seated at his desk reading a ream of 

documents that his personal scribe had given him.  The scribe stood 

waiting patiently by his superior’s side. 

 Lucian raised his head and gave Ruby what appeared to be an 

apologetic look before returning to the paperwork in front of him.  He 

dipped his quill into his inkwell and quickly scribbled his signature 

onto the parchment in front of him and passed it back to the waiting 

man.   

‘Thank you, Brother Michael.’  He looked pointedly in the direction 

of the door and Michael made his way from the room. 

 Ruby felt a moments discomfort as the cardinal’s attention 

turned to her.  His eyes held none of the maddened zeal of the 

patriarch, but he was certainly a man who was used to being obeyed 

and although he had supported her during the trial, it had been his 

suggestion that she be sent to the convent.  So, what was this man in 

front of her?  An enemy or a friend?   

 Lucian rose and walked around his desk.  When he was 

standing directly in front of her he held out his hand, palm down.  

Strong memories from Ruby’s Catholic childhood instinctively took 

over and she ceremoniously kissed the proffered hand.  ‘Your Grace.’ 

 Giving a small smile, Lucian led Ruby to one of the more 

comfortable chairs in the room and allowed her to sit.  ‘These little 

customs need to be adhered to, but perhaps now we can dispense with 

all of those formalities.  Please, call me Lucian.’ 

 ‘If that’s what you wish, Your Gr…  Lucian.’ 

 He offered her a short smile.  ‘First of all, let me assure you that 

the death of the young lady captured with you will not go 

unpunished.’ 
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 A flash of sadness passed across Ruby’s face and she looked 

down into her lap trying to hide her eyes.  ‘She’d done nothing to 

deserve that kind of fate.’ 

 Clearing his throat, Lucian placed a comforting hand on Ruby’s 

shoulder.  ‘Unfortunately, there are many amongst the church who 

wouldn’t agree.  It’s a sign of the times, I’m afraid.  When it comes to 

people defying the holy mother, too many of my colleagues look to 

punish instead of looking to that which the people are fighting 

against.’   

 ‘You see things differently?’ 

 ‘I try to.  Perhaps it’s a product of my youth.  When I was 

training to become a priest, I was tutored by a garrulous old buzzard 

who taught me an important lesson.  A happy congregation is a placid 

one.  Those words have stayed with me ever since, and when I see the 

populace rise up against the church I start to wonder where we’re 

going wrong, and what can be done to mollify them.’ 

 ‘You sound a little like my friend, the Doctor.  He looks at things 

in a similar sort of way.  If he meets a group of people who are 

unhappy, he looks to the problem and tries to resolve it.’  Ruby smiled 

fondly thinking about the Doctor.  She knew that she’d be safe as long 

as he was around. 

 Lucian leant forward in his chair and took Ruby’s hands in his 

own.  ‘Is that why you joined the rebels?  To improve the lot of the 

common man?’ 

 ‘I don’t even know why they’re rebelling.  I certainly haven’t 

joined them.’ 

 ‘You were captured with some of them, and their goals are fairly 

common knowledge.  I find it very hard to believe your plea of 

ignorance.’   

A little of the friendliness had left Lucian’s voice, and Ruby 

silently cursed herself.  She’d fallen asleep when they had hidden in 
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the basement and she hadn’t heard a great deal of Gideon’s story.  ‘I 

don’t pay much attention to that sort of thing.  I tend to rely on the 

Doctor’s judgement.’  Even to her own ears the excuse sounded 

weak, so she could only imagine how it must have sounded to 

Lucian.  ‘I suppose I should thank you for saving me from a public 

flogging, though I get the feeling you had your own reasons for 

doing it.’ 

 At first it looked as if Lucian wasn’t going to allow the subject to 

be changed.  He remained silent, gazing directly into Ruby’s eyes, a 

question seeming to be on his lips.  Finally he shrugged and broke eye 

contact.   

‘Putting a dent in any of Cardinal Dolmant’s schemes is always a 

goal worth striving for.  You, however, have made a potentially 

dangerous enemy today.  Two if you include the Patriarch Regis, and 

he’s the sort of man who takes it personally when a prisoner gets away 

from him.’ 

 ‘And making a third would be extreme foolishness?’  Ruby gave 

the cardinal a shrewd look.  There was more than a hint of threat in his 

last statement and Ruby had fully understood the meaning.  ‘My 

enemy’s enemy is my friend, is that the idea?’ 

 Lucian chuckled ruefully.  ‘A nice theory, but it never seems to 

work in practice.  Not in my line of work, anyway.  Politics always 

muddies the waters.  Just remember those who have helped you.’ 

 ‘I thought you were a churchman, not a politician?’ 

 ‘The two things are very much one and the same, I’m afraid.  It’s 

a bit like a game really, and I happen to be very good at it.’ 

 A knock at the door interrupted them and the guard who had 

brought Ruby into the room entered.  ‘Your Grace, the horse and cart 

that will take the prisoner to the convent has arrived.’ 

 Nodding at the guard, Lucian held out a hand and helped Ruby 

to her feet.   
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Stopping at the doorway, she looked back at the cardinal.  ‘If it’s a 

game, how do you know if you’re winning?’ 

 ‘Everyone has a different way of scoring the game, for me it’s 

quite a simple exercise.  If I wake up in the morning then I know I 

haven’t lost.’ 
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Chapter 3: 

 

Lucian continued to drum his fingers on the surface of the desk.  

Brother Michael had arrived but for the moment the cardinal was 

prepared to let him wait while he marshalled his thoughts.   

 Having spoken to Ruby before her departure to the convent, 

Lucian had gained a great deal of knowledge.  Although she hadn’t 

stated it directly, he was sure that she wasn’t a native of the planet.  

When he had spoken to her, she had seemed woefully ignorant of the 

state of affairs between the church and the rebels.  She wasn’t stupid, 

and if she had been from this planet, she would have known exactly 

what had been happening recently.  She had also mentioned a friend 

called the Doctor, an interesting title indeed. 

When he had been an acolyte, Lucian had studied the old texts of 

Earth a great deal.  The term “doctor” was one used for someone with 

vast medical knowledge, again something that wouldn’t happen on 

New Rome where knowledge was frowned upon in all those who were 

outside of the church. 

 ‘Brother Michael,’ he called, breaking out of his reverie. ‘These 

new weapons that Patriarch Regis’ men have been acquiring, could we 

produce them?’ 

 ‘No, Your Grace.  We have made passing copies, but our most 

enlightened brothers have been unable to duplicate them exactly.’ 

 ‘Why?’  Lucian leant forward in his seat, his elbows sliding 

across his desk. 

 Michael shrugged.  ‘They do not have the technical knowledge 

or expertise.’  He gave his superior a look which suggested he was 

unsure where these questions were leading. 

 ‘Would you accept that the men in Patriarch Regis’ employ do?’ 

 ‘Of course not, Your Grace.  You have by far the finer minds 

working for you,’ Michael responded defensively. 
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 Lucian clasped his hands together in front of his face, his index 

fingers straightened, tapping them on his lip.  ‘So, they could not have 

learnt this art from the texts at our disposal?’   

 ‘It would seem unlikely.  Our greatest minds have seemed to 

reach an impasse, they have learnt all they could but have all but given 

up on the rest.’ 

 Lucian considered the dilemma.  He tried to piece the problem 

together, factoring in the presence of the Doctor and Ruby.  It was 

entirely possible that this Doctor was helping Regis to produce more 

advanced weaponry.  Ruby’s arrest could have been nothing more 

than a threat to hold over the Doctor’s head if he failed to co-operate. 

 Michael cleared his throat in an attempt to get his superior’s 

attention.  ‘I do have something to report, Your Grace.’  He waited for 

a nod of acknowledgement from the cardinal.  ‘Patriarch Regis left his 

headquarters shortly after you departed.  He seemed in quite a hurry, 

so wasn’t as careful as usual and one of my men was able follow him.’ 

 ‘Where did he go?’ Lucian asked, his interest taking his mind 

away from the problem of the Doctor and Ruby. 

 ‘They rode out beyond the convent.  A few miles later they 

stopped and disappeared.’ 

 ‘Disappeared?’ Lucian mouthed in disbelief. 

 ‘My man’s words, not mine,’ Michael added apologetically.  ‘It 

seems that the horses had been left to pasture, but there was no sign of 

the patriarch or his retinue.  Our spy couldn’t get too close as he was 

concerned about being spotted, but it seems they reappeared about 

two hours later.’ 

 ‘Send a squad of trusted men out to scout the area,’ Lucian 

ordered.  ‘It may be important to find out just where he’s going to.  In 

the meantime, I think I should muddy the waters a little bit.’ 

 ‘Your Grace?’ Michael asked, not understanding. 
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 ‘The woman, Ruby, may have been more than just another 

prisoner.  If she is, I think it’s time I gave the patriarch a little bait.  If he 

bites, I may well be able to reel him in.’ 

 As Michael left the room, Lucian pressed the switch that 

activated the video link.  Regis’ face appeared and Lucian gave him a 

false smile. 

 

Sister Mary Lazarus led Ruby through the corridors of the convent in 

stony silence.  Stopping outside a door much like the many others they 

had passed, she fished for one of the keys that formed the large bunch 

that she carried on a belt at her waist. 

 The loud click of the lock turning signified that Mary Lazarus 

had chosen the right one.  The door swung open, the old hinges 

creaking in protest. 

 Stepping into the room, Ruby noticed that it wasn’t large 

enough to swing a moderately sized mouse, let alone a cat.  A wooden 

pallet, designed to be used as a bed, was placed snugly alongside the 

north and east walls and a small chair had been placed in the opposite 

corner.  Apart from that, the only other furnishing was a small drawer 

and a ceramic basin, half-filled with water.  It wasn’t an unfamiliar 

sight to Ruby, though; it reminded her strongly of her room at her old 

Catholic school. 

 Sitting on the bed, Ruby gave a couple of experimental bounces.  

‘Not very comfy, is it?’ she asked.  ‘I wouldn’t have minded a room 

with a view either,’ she added, looking at the plain white walls glumly. 

 Mary Lazarus ignored her.  Pulling a habit from under her arm, 

she tossed it onto the bed next to Ruby.  ‘You will change into more 

appropriate clothing.  I shall wait outside.  Call me when you are 

ready.’ 

 Ruby rose from the bed and held the nun’s habit out in front of 

her.  The garment was exceptionally large, far more so than was 
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required for even her ample frame.  ‘What’s this?’ she asked in 

disbelief, ‘one size fits all?’ 

 With a disapproving look, Mary Lazarus opened the door to 

leave.  She stopped on the threshold and looked back at Ruby.  ‘Once 

you have changed, you will be taken to see the Mother Superior.  She 

does not approve of levity, Sister Mary Roberts.  I suggest you 

remember that.’ 

 Ruby looked at the clothing she held in her hand, and gave an 

inward groan.  She threw the habit back onto the bed and sat down.  

Off all the places to end up in, she thought to herself.  ‘Oh well,’ she 

said loudly.  ‘I might as well get into the habit.’ Shaking her head at her 

own poor attempt at humour, she began to take her shoes off. 

 

The doors slid open on their own accord, affording CeVann an 

excellent view of his crew as they piloted the ship. 

 The bridge had a constant hum of low noise, both from the 

engines and the crew as they plotted the course and finalised a 

thousand and one details. 

 Stepping into the room, CeVann walked up behind his second 

in command and watched over his shoulder.  Oblivious to his 

presence, RaSahl continued to discuss energy output with one of the 

senior technicians.  RaSahl was attempting to find ways of increasing 

ship speed, while the technician was carefully stating the risks 

involved in each course of action. 

 ‘It is vital we arrive as quickly as possible, but we need to get 

there in one piece,’ CeVann stated, making his junior jump. 

 RaSahl spun around and tried to execute a dignified salute.  

CeVann looked at him thoughtfully, noting the self-inflicted scars 

around the young officer’s face.  They called the marks Seraph, and 

they were part of a ritual that many of their young seemed to 

participate in nowadays.  Each scar was supposed to symbolise a 
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generation of their kind who had lived and died amongst the stars 

since their expulsion from their home world, and together formed the 

pattern of wings.  CeVann believed that many of the youngsters who 

took part in the ceremony did it solely for the respect of their peers 

rather than from any devotion to the old life they had led. 

 ‘Has the signal been repeated?’ CeVann asked. 

 ‘Briefly, Commander, but like all the other occasions, it soon 

broke off.’  RaSahl readied himself to ask his senior officer a question.  

‘Sir, can we be sure it is genuine?  After all, it makes no sense for the 

signal to keep stopping and starting.’ 

 The question was a fair one, CeVann had considered it a 

number of times himself.  ‘It is the only lead we have,’ he finally 

answered.  ‘If it turns out not to be genuine, then action can be taken, 

but in the meantime it is all we have to go on.’   

 He looked over the databanks, noting their increase in speed 

since he had retired for his rest break.  The journey was nearing its end, 

at current speed they would arrive in less than twelve hours, and 

then… who knew? 

 ‘Have the landing party been fully briefed?’ CeVann asked. 

 RaSahl shook his head.  ‘I thought it best if you spoke to them.  

They are brave, but many of them have never been in a situation like 

this.  Your words would inspire them far more than mine ever could.’ 

 ‘You do yourself an injustice, RaSahl, the men have great 

confidence in your ability.  There are not many of our race that have 

faced the battles you have,’ CeVann responded, clapping a strong scaly 

hand on the younger Thracian’s shoulder.  ‘Come, we shall speak to 

them together.  If anything can raise them to heights of bravery, then 

that surely will.’ 

 

With the sun falling, the room was growing darker.  Nobody felt 

prepared to light the many candles that were interspersed across the 
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room.  Seth’s soft snores were the only sounds that broke the silence; 

everyone else was too wrapped up in their own concerns to speak.   

 Looking across the room, the Doctor watched Gideon as he sat 

by his brother’s sleeping form.  He’d hardly moved in the last hour, he 

had just remained in his chair watching his brother as he had finally 

wore himself out with his grief. 

 Aaron was seated at the table, his head bowed and a razor sharp 

dagger on the surface before him.  Occasionally he would reach out his 

hand towards the weapon, and then pull it back.  He seemed unsure of 

what to do, and the Doctor didn’t really blame him.   

Rebecca’s death had hit them all quite hard, even he hadn’t been 

unaffected by it.  He had saved her husband’s life, but would she have 

been dead now if he hadn’t been so dramatic in his rescue attempt? 

 The door opened and Ezra strode in.  His face showed signs of 

the weariness they all felt, but mingled with it was a glimmer of hope.  

He made his way quickly to the Doctor’s side.   

‘Doctor, I’ve found out what’s happened to your friend.’ 

 ‘Where is she?’ he replied eagerly. 

 ‘I’m not sure how it happened, but she was taken away from 

Patriarch Regis by one of the cardinals.’  Ezra sat down opposite the 

Doctor.  ‘They put her on trial and have already sentenced her.’ 

 ‘She’s not been harmed?’ the Doctor reacted worriedly. 

 Ezra shook his head, dispelling some of the Doctor’s fears.  ‘Not 

that I know of, she’s been sentenced to serve a penance at the convent.  

The men have been sentenced to a labour camp.’ 

 ‘Could you take me there?  To the convent I mean.’ The Doctor 

rose from his position, eager to leave. 

 ‘No!’ Gideon called, looking up from his brother.  ‘We go 

together,’ he added forcefully.  

 ‘I would be pleased to have you with me,’ the Doctor responded 

honestly.  ‘Are you sure, though?  You could well be risking your life.’ 
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 Gideon moved from his brother’s side and stood in front of the 

Doctor.  ‘We will rescue your friend, Doctor.  For the sake of my 

brother and Rebecca and all you did for them, could we do anything 

less?’ 

 

A light began to flash intermittently on Regis’ desk.  Leaning across, he 

flicked a switch and the screen lowered from the ceiling.  Instead of the 

usual image that appeared, there was just a snowball affect of static.  A 

voice filtered through, indistinct at first but gradually becoming 

clearer. 

 ‘Patriarch Regis!  Patriarch Regis! Can you hear me?’  

 ‘I can hear you, brother,’ Regis responded, touching the controls 

that sent his reply back. 

 ‘The rebels are planning to rescue the woman Ruby this very 

night.’ 

 ‘What of it?’ Regis asked.  ‘The true head of the rebellion is the 

only prize that interests me now, and I doubt whether he would 

embark on so foolhardy a quest.  I have no need of capturing his 

underlings now.  Besides, if they were to rescue her, it would cause 

Cardinal Lucian no amount of embarrassment.’ 

 ‘The woman’s friend will be with them.  He has a great deal of 

knowledge that could be of use to you.’  The voice fell silent for a 

moment.  ‘He was able to understand the purpose of your video link as 

soon as he looked at it.’ 

 ‘He was here?  So, it was you who helped the rebels gain access 

to my fortress.’ 

 ‘It was a necessary deception, Your Beatitude.  It would have 

cast suspicion on me if I had not joined them.  If I have offended you, 

then I offer my humblest apologies.’  There was a note of concern in 

the voice that suggested that offending Regis was something he 

certainly did not want to do. 
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 ‘This man, what is his name?’ 

 ‘He calls himself the Doctor.  As I said, Your Beatitude, he has a 

great understanding of technology, far higher than that of anyone on 

this planet.’ 

 ‘You were right to inform me, brother,’ Regis responded.  He sat 

thinking for a moment, trying to decide upon the best course of action.  

Finally, he leant close to the equipment on his desk.  ‘A trap will need 

to be set, when it is sprung, you will be captured amongst the others.  

That way your cover will not be lost if it is needful to send you back 

amongst the rebels.  Have they decided on a route to take?’ 

 ‘We will try to reach the convent under the cover of darkness.  It 

would seem likely that our path will take us through the ground with 

most cover.  I’d say that we would travel along the ravine.’ 

 ‘Then that is where we shall set up our ambush.  You have 

served me well, brother, we shall speak again soon.’ 

 His hand moved across the controls and the screen went rose 

back up into the ceiling.  Regis walked over to the bell and tugged it 

firmly three times before sitting back at his desk.  Within moments, the 

door to his office opened and Abel walked in.   

‘Our serpent has reported in.  Assemble a full troop of men; we have 

some rebels to round up.’ 

 Abel didn’t answer, he just gave a quick cold smile and headed 

back out of the room to fulfil his master’s bidding. 

 

They ran from cover to cover, using the darkness to hide their 

movements.  The cloudy night sky obscured the twin moons, adding to 

the murky gloom and helping to hide their presence. 

 Having run from one place of concealment to another, the 

Doctor stopped in the shadows of a giant boulder.  Gideon was bowed 

at the waist, trying to take in a few gasps of breath before they had to 

make another dashing run. 
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 The Doctor patted him on the shoulder, and he looked up.  

Surprisingly, the Doctor didn’t seem to be the slightest bit out of 

breath.   

‘You’re quite fit,’ Gideon noted. 

 ‘All part of my usual day’s work,’ the Doctor replied, giving a 

little shrug.  ‘It will probably affect me in the morning, though,’ he 

added ruefully. 

 They were running across the uneven ground in pairs to lessen 

the chance of being spotted.  As they stood waiting, Aaron and Jacob 

emerged from the darkness, running at breakneck speed. 

 ‘How much further is it?’ Jacob asked.  He was wheezing from 

his exertions, and a sheen of sweat was just about visible on his face. 

 ‘Only about a mile or so from here, but we’ll need to go a 

slightly longer way.’  Gideon leant back on the rock’s surface, looking 

ahead to the next piece of concealment.  ‘We need to head over to the 

ravine.  There will be a lot more cover that way.’ 

 Jacob looked aghast at the idea.  ‘That’ll take hours.  Why can’t 

we head straight there?’ 

 ‘Gideon’s right,’ Aaron noted, shaking his head at Jacob’s 

suggestion.  ‘If we’re seen, the Mother Superior will send out an alert 

and we’ll have a squad of church soldiers on our trail in a matter of 

minutes.  I’m no keener on walking than you are, but I’d take that over 

a run in with an armed soldier any day.’ 

 Finally, Seth and Ezra filtered into view.  Almost as soon as they 

had arrived, the Doctor and Gideon raced out towards the ravine. 

 Although he was taller and had a longer stride than the Doctor, 

Gideon soon found himself running in the Doctor’s wake.  He seemed 

to glide effortlessly over the ground, his even stride carrying over the 

flat grassland and the rocky outcroppings of the ravine with equal 

ease. 
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 As they descended into the ravine, the Doctor seemed to 

stumble.  His hands stretched out in front of him as he careered 

forward, and he hit the ground firmly, knocking the wind out of his 

lungs.   

 Gideon quickened his pace, trying to get to the Doctor’s side, 

when he felt a snagging on his ankle.  His momentum carried him 

forward, and his legs shot out from underneath him, causing him to 

land in a crumpled heap next to the Doctor.  Dazed, he looked back up 

the ravine, expecting to see an outcrop of rock that he must have 

tripped over.  Instead, there appeared to be a piece of dark chord 

stretched between two rocks at ankle height, easy to miss when 

running at pace. 

 Leaning over the Doctor, Gideon was able to see that he must 

have been knocked unconscious during his fall.  A thin rivulet of blood 

streamed out of a cut on the Doctor’s head, and a nasty bump was 

rising on his scalp.   

 The sounds of approaching footsteps made Gideon look back up 

the ravine.  Rising to his feet and trying to ignore the pain from his 

ankle, he tried to get up to the chord before Aaron or Jacob could trip 

over it.  As the footsteps came nearer, he realised that it was far more 

than two people approaching. 

 He turned back to the Doctor, hoping to be able to drag him 

away when he noticed the men appearing from behind the rocks that 

lined the ravine.  All of them were dressed in the uniforms of church 

soldiers. 
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Chapter 4: 

 

The mop swept across the floor, causing the wooden surface to glisten.  

Ruby whistled happily as she worked, deciding if this was the worst 

the convent had to offer in the way of punishment then her stay here, 

no matter how short it ended up being, wouldn’t be too hard to bare.  

She’d had harder duties to perform when she worked for UNIT, 

though she had to admit that the company had been somewhat better. 

 She looked across to the only other person in the room with her.  

Sister Mary Patrick was a wizened old harridan, who seemed to take a 

peculiar pleasure in criticising the work of any woman unfortunate 

enough to be placed in her care.   

 At the moment, Mary Patrick was checking the dusting Ruby 

had finished a few minutes before.  She had placed a white cotton 

glove on and was running her index finger across the edges of a 

number of objects.  Occasionally Mary Patrick would sniff in 

displeasure, an action that was slowly irking Ruby, who had finally 

offered the sister a handkerchief.  This did nothing but produce a 

tirade of epic proportions.  It seemed that Mary Patrick had an even 

stronger dislike of humour than she did of her charges. 

 Perhaps unconsciously feeling Ruby’s eyes on her, Mary Patrick 

spun round and glared at her, her watery eyes squinting as she tried to 

focus on the younger woman.  Ruby dropped her eyes back to her 

work, unwilling to listen to another outburst of vitriol. 

 Ruby could hear Mary Patrick’s footsteps as she approached 

her.  She ignored the fact the sister was coming closer, concentrating 

instead on giving the floor its first good clean in what looked like 

weeks.   

 Mary Patrick cleared her throat noisily, trying to get Ruby’s 

attention.  When that failed, she walked in front of Ruby and placed 

her stout shoe in front of the mop. 
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 ‘The floor’s not going to clean itself, dearie,’ Ruby quipped, 

looking up and giving Mary Patrick a forced smile. 

 ‘The tops of the tapestries are strewn with dust,’ Mary Patrick 

remarked acidly.  ‘As for the table, it’s so dirty I could write my name 

in it.’  She looked at Ruby challengingly, almost as if she was waiting 

for a retort. 

 Ruby gave a short laugh of disbelief.  ‘It’s so clean, you could 

eat your dinner off it,’ she asserted.  She turned away from her 

supervisor, her voice dropping low.  ‘If you didn’t eat yours from the 

pig trough outside, that is.’ 

 Mary Patrick put her hand on Ruby’s shoulder and roughly 

pulled her round.  ‘If I say it’s filthy then it is.  It’s not your place to 

argue, young lady.  If nothing else, your time here will teach you some 

respect.  When you’ve finished mopping the floor, you can do the 

dusting all over...  Are you listening to me?’ 

 ‘Shhh,’ Ruby replied, impatiently signalling for Mary Patrick to 

be quiet.  ‘I think I just heard something.’ 

 ‘How dare you!  Listen to me when I’m talking to you.’ 

 ‘Oh do shut up, dear,’ Ruby almost shouted, still listening for a 

repeat of the elusive sound she was sure she had heard.  A crashing 

sound could be heard in the distance.  ‘There, did you hear that?’ 

 Mary Patrick strained to hear anything, he eyes screwed tightly 

shut as she concentrated on her other senses.  ‘It’s probably nothing,’ 

she finally responded dismissively.  ‘Now stop all the tattling and get 

on with your work.’ 

 Another crash, this time much closer, resounded around the 

room.  From beyond the doorway, the sounds of footsteps could be 

heard.  Ignoring Mary Patrick, Ruby walked over and opened the door. 

 The corridor was empty, though the person who had passed 

could still be heard as their feet pounded on the old floor.   
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‘What on earth is going on?’ Ruby mused to herself.  She could hear 

Mary Patrick impatiently tapping her foot on the floor, but deliberately 

chose to ignore her. 

 At first, Ruby thought the person responsible for the footsteps 

was returning, but finally she realised the sound was coming from the 

other direction.   

 A nun appeared at the end of the corridor, and came charging 

down the hallway towards her.  Pulling back into the room, Ruby 

watched the sister’s approach through the gap in the partially shut 

door.  Looking terrified, she sped past and the sound of her pounding 

feet began to diminish.   

 Ruby opened the door wider, and looked up the corridor again.  

‘Oh my lord,’ she breathed as she spotted a six foot tall reptile stalking 

down the passageway.   

 Pushing the door shut, she looked wildly around the room, 

trying to decide what could be used as a barrier just in case the 

creature tried to enter the room.  ‘Hurry up and help me,’ she barked at 

Mary Patrick, who stood gaping at her foolishly.  ‘We haven’t got 

much time, you old fool.  Help me drag the table over.’ 

 Mary Patrick seemed to break out of her stupor, and noticing 

the urgency in Ruby’s voice she rushed over to one end of the table.  

‘What was out there?’ she demanded. 

 Lifting her end of the table off the ground, Ruby waited until 

Mary Patrick had a firm hold and started to walk backwards, towards 

the door.  ‘Trust me, you really don’t want to know.’ 

 Edging the table in place, trying carefully not to make too much 

noise, Ruby listened for the approach of the creature.  Its rasping 

breath seemed a lot closer now, and she worried whether it had heard 

them as they tried to set up their barrier.  Whether it held under an 

attempt to open the door was another cause of concern for her. 
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 She looked across the room, towards the small cupboard that 

held all the cleaning equipment.  It was small, but should be able to 

accommodate the two of them if they squeezed their way in.   

 Grabbing Mary Patrick by the sleeve, she almost dragged the 

old nun towards the cupboard.  She flung the door open and pushed 

the astonished woman inside before clambering in herself.   

 She had a hold of the handle, and was pulling the door closed 

behind them when she heard a loud thud.  The barrier they had 

erected held firm, but there were cracks already starting to show in the 

old wooden door leading to the corridor. 

 She closed the cupboard door, leaving herself in semi-darkness.  

From behind her, she would hear Mary Patrick’s frightened breathing.  

She gave the woman a quick muttered warning to be silent and began 

to concentrate on listening to the room beyond. 

 

The cell was small.  Certainly not large enough for six people, but that 

was how many people it now housed. 

 The Doctor suspected that this was a deliberate attempt to make 

them uncomfortable, a crude form of intimidation from the man who 

now held them all at his mercy.  Having been stuck in the small 

chamber for three hours with no room to sit, let alone lie down, the 

nerves of the Doctor’s accomplices were definitely starting to fray. 

 Since their incarceration, they had been largely ignored.  A 

guard had passed by, beating his sword across the bars as he went, and 

giving them a leering smile.  Aside from that, they hadn’t seen a single 

person. 

 The door leading to the cells opened, and an austere clergyman 

entered, flanked by a couple of guards.  Although they hadn’t met 

before, the Doctor concluded that this must be Patriarch Regis, head of 

the Inquisition.  Seth’s level stare of hatred towards the man seemed to 

confirm this assumption. 
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 The patriarch stood back a little way from the cell while one of 

his soldiers pulled a large iron key from his belt and opened the cell 

door.  Both men accompanying the patriarch were armed, and having 

been cramped into the cell for so long, the Doctor didn’t feel supple 

enough to try to disarm them. 

 ‘You,’ Regis barked, indicating towards the Doctor.  ‘Step slowly 

from the cell and stand against the far wall.’  He pointed his hand in 

the direction he expected the Doctor to go. 

 The Doctor nodded and stepped out of the cell.  As he moved 

towards the side of the room, he flexed his aching muscles, stiff from 

his confinement.  He rested with his back to the wall, and watched his 

captor closely. 

 Regis was looking at the remaining men in the cell.  Seeming to 

come to a decision, he pointed at Aaron, crooking his finger to signify 

that he expected him to leave the cell.  Aaron looked at him strangely, 

but made no effort to move.  At the patriarch’s signal, the guard who 

had opened the cell door reached inside and grabbed Aaron by the 

shoulder, dragging him out. 

 Once Aaron was out, he found himself being roughly pushed in 

the Doctor’s direction.  The Doctor put out an arm to stop the younger 

man from crashing into the stony surface and glared at all three 

churchmen.   

‘I would expect better manners from a man of such high 

ecclesiastical rank,’ the Doctor said to Regis. 

 ‘Lock the door,’ Regis ordered one of his men, before turning to 

the Doctor.  ‘Mine is a unique position, Doctor.’  He noticed the look of 

surprise on the Doctor’s face.  ‘Yes, I know your name.  I know a great 

deal about you actually, though I’m sure I’ll soon know a great deal 

more.’ 
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 ‘I would not count on it,’ the Doctor replied dismissively.  ‘I 

have been interrogated by far more menacing men than you in my 

time.’ 

 Giving an unpleasant nasal laugh, Regis indicated to the guards 

to escort the Doctor and Aaron from the room.  As the Doctor passed 

by, Regis leant close to him.  ‘I doubt it, Doctor.  However, think of 

your young friend here as a tongue loosener.  If you don’t tell me what 

I want to know, he will be the one who receives the punishment.’ 

 

Although he was strapped down, by craning his neck the Doctor was 

able to catch a glimpse of the similarly bound Aaron.  The young man 

looked decidedly scared, and with good reason.   

 When the patriarch had brought them into the room, they had 

been manacled to the tables, and then the guards had been dismissed.  

The Doctor suspected that Regis considered the torture of prisoners to 

be his own private pleasure, not to be shared with common soldiers.  

He’d taken a great deal of time choosing the implements he would use, 

lovingly caressing each one before making his decision. 

 Having seen this sort of practice before, the Doctor understood 

the patriarch’s game.  He already knew which device of pain he would 

use, but the anticipation and the fear inflicted as the mind tried to 

grasp exactly what each one was for was a basic tool of its own.  It 

didn’t really work on the Doctor, he had a good idea of what Regis was 

planning, and besides, most of the torture equipment was very familiar 

to him.  Aaron, however, viewed each fond stroke of the patriarch with 

mounting terror. 

 ‘You do know that this is not really necessary,’ the Doctor 

finally said.  ‘I’m more than happy to answer your questions without 

this entire elaborate charade.’ 

 Regis took hold of an item that vaguely resembled a potato 

peeler, lightly rubbing his thumb over the small wire stretched across 
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the top.  ‘I prefer it this way, Doctor.’  Regis turned away from the 

Doctor and strode over to the prone form of Aaron.  He placed the 

object Aaron’s bare shoulder.  ‘Shall we begin?’ 

 ‘If you harm him in any way, you will wish you hadn’t,’ the 

Doctor threatened, trying to pull against his manacles. 

 Regis laughed harshly.  He looked like he was enjoying himself 

immensely.  ‘What can you do?  Destroy me?’ 

 The Doctor gave him a look that contained both disgust and a 

small measure of pity.  ‘I wouldn’t need to.  Your kind always ends up 

destroying yourselves.’  Resting wearily back onto the table, the Doctor 

looked up at the ceiling above him.  ‘All right, ask your questions,’ he 

added in a resigned tone of voice. 

 Regis stepped away from Aaron’s side and reached for an object 

that had been placed on a bench.  He turned back to the Doctor, 

holding an electro-sword in his hands.  ‘What do you make of this?’ 

Regis demanded. 

 ‘It’s one of the weapons your own men carry.  It has a built in 

battery that can release an electrical charge of varying levels when it 

strikes someone.’ 

 ‘So, you understand the principle behind it,’ Regis suggested.  

‘Could you make one?’ 

 The Doctor looked directly into Regis’ eyes, his face firmly set in 

lines of disapproval.  ‘I could, but I will not.’ 

 Regis put the sword back onto the bench, its metallic edge 

rasping over the wood.  ‘I don’t need you to, Doctor.  I want you to 

build something better.’  Regis paced up and down in front of the 

Doctor for a few seconds.  He finally stopped in front of the Doctor and 

leant close to him.  ‘Tell me, have you ever heard of something called a 

blaster?’ 
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 ‘Heard of them, seen them and destroyed them on more than 

one occasion,’ the Doctor replied.  ‘They are vastly overrated, if you 

ask me.’ 

 Regis ignored the Doctor’s final comment.  ‘The Thracian texts 

speak of them, but none of my men have the scientific understanding 

to make them.  You on the other hand do.’ 

 Giving a brief chuckle, the Doctor shook his head from side to 

side.  ‘Not a chance.  I would not help you make the swords work 

better, so I certainly will not give you access to blasters.’  He looked at 

the patriarch intently.  ‘You knew I had a lot of scientific knowledge, 

you knew my name; I would love to know how.’ 

 ‘I am the head of the Inquisition, Doctor.  I know many things.’   

 ‘Especially when helped,’ the Doctor replied antagonistically.  

‘Who is it?  Which one of the rebels is working for you?’ 

 ‘Do you really expect me to tell you that?  Now, back to the 

blaster, and don’t forget that the life of your young friend here 

depends on your co-operation.’ 

 

Ruby gave a quick start when she realised that she had almost nodded 

off.  Although there hadn’t been a sound from the room beyond for 

some time now, it wasn’t a good idea to relax too much just yet. 

 From behind her, she could hear Mary Patrick’s breathing had 

become shallower.  The older woman had been understandably 

distressed, and Ruby had found herself feeling quite a lot of sympathy 

for the nun. 

 Deciding to take the risk, Ruby pushed the door open.  She 

blinked as the glaring daylight filtered into the darkened cupboard, 

and raised a hand to her forehead to shield the light from her eyes. 

 The table that they had placed in front of the door had been 

snapped cleanly in half and the door swung precariously from one 
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hinge, but apart from that the room was exactly as Ruby and Mary 

Patrick had left it. 

 Stepping out of the cupboard, she held out a hand to Mary 

Patrick and waited for the older woman to grasp it.  When she did, 

Ruby noticed that her one time tormentor was trembling with fear.  

She gave her a smile of encouragement and helped her out of the 

cupboard.   

‘Wait here,’ Ruby told the nun gently.  She deftly extricated her 

hand from Mary Patrick’s grip and gave her a quick hug.   

 She crossed the room, stopping only to pull a leg off the broken 

table.  It wasn’t much, but it least she didn’t feel totally defenceless.  

Taking a quick look up the corridor, she saw the sprawled bodies of a 

number of nuns.  One of them still had acrid smoke rising from the 

back of her habit, and the charnel stench made Ruby want to gag. 

 She returned to Mary Patrick’s side, unsure how to break the 

news to the older woman that most of her fellow nuns were most likely 

dead.  It appeared that she didn’t need to. Having taken one look at the 

expression on Ruby’s face, it seemed she knew all too well what had 

happened. 

 ‘We need to tell someone about this,’ Ruby stated firmly.  She 

knelt by the nun’s side and tried to console her.  ‘If you want to stay 

here, I can go on my own, dear.  I suppose the cardinal would be the 

best person to speak to.’ 

 ‘There’s a quicker way,’ Mary Patrick stammered between sobs.  

‘In the Mother Superior’s office there is a terminal that we can use to 

speak directly to him.’  She pulled herself up, using Ruby for leverage.  

‘I’d better show you.’ 

 Ruby looked at her companion with concern.  ‘Are you sure?  

It’s not going to be pleasant.’ 
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 Mary Patrick gave a wan smile.  ‘I’d rather face what’s out there 

than stay here on my own.’  Leaning on Ruby for support, the now far 

gentler nun led her companion through the doorway. 

 

The control panel buzzed, alerting Lucian to an incoming call.  

Casually leaning over his desk, he flicked the switch that caused the 

screen to come to life. 

 The picture crackled with static for a moment before coming 

clear.  Lucian looked in amazement as the image of Ruby appeared 

before him.  For a moment, he stared speechlessly at her visage.   

‘What on earth…How have you gained access to the video link?’  

Lucian pressed a button on the console and a stream of data appeared 

on the screen next to Ruby’s face.  He read the details, noting that she 

was transmitting from the convent. 

 ‘It doesn’t matter how I managed to get on here,’ Ruby 

interrupted.  ‘I’ve got something important to tell you.’ 

 Another face appeared next to Ruby’s, an older woman whose 

hawk-like features glared out from beneath her habit.   

‘Sister Mary Patrick,’ Lucian intoned with respect.  ‘I had no idea 

that you were at the convent.’ 

 ‘Where else would I be?’ she barked, though there was a tender 

undertone to her terse reply.  ‘I haven’t died, though you wouldn’t 

have known that of course.  I’ve hardly seen you since you were made 

a cardinal.’  She glanced across at Ruby and gave her a surprising little 

wink.  ‘He was such a lovely boy; grew up here at the convent.  The 

trouble with children is that eventually they grow up.’ 

 She snapped her fingers, causing Lucian to flinch slightly.  ‘Pay 

attention.  This young lady had something of great importance to tell 

you, and you’d be well advised to listen.’  Nodding at Ruby to signify 

that she should continue, Mary Patrick pulled back away from the 

screen. 
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 Capitalising on Lucian’s discomfort, Ruby leapt straight to the 

point.  ‘The convent has been attacked.  I’m not sure, but I think that 

Sister Mary Patrick and I are the only ones left alive.’ 

 ‘Attacked?  By whom?’ 

 ‘We weren’t formally introduced.  They weren’t human though.  

If anything, they looked like reptiles.’ 

 Lucian leant across his desk moving closer to the screen, his face 

unable to mask his concern.  ‘Could you describe them a bit more 

clearly?  It really could be important.’ 

 Ruby ran her hand through her hair as she tried to picture the 

creature in her mind.  ‘The one I saw was tall, at least seven feet.  His 

skin was a light brown, almost tan and quite scaly.’  Closing her eyes, 

she attempted to visualise the scene in case she had missed something.  

‘Oh yes,’ she cried, snapping her fingers.  ‘His clothes, they were more 

like armour than anything else.’ 

 ‘How many were there?’  His voice trembled as he spoke. 

 ‘I only saw the one,’ Ruby answered.  ‘It sounded like there was 

quite a few of them, though.’ 

 Lucian sat staring at his desk for a few moments, his head 

downcast.  ‘Ok,’ he finally said, raising his head back up to the screen 

and looking at it through haunted eyes.  ‘Stay where you are.  I’m 

going to lead a double detachment of soldiers to you.  If we run into 

any of these creatures we’ll have to deal with them first, so we may be 

some time.’  He rose from his desk and laid his finger on a switch.  ‘Just 

to be on the safe side, you might want to barricade yourselves in the 

Mother Superior’s office.’ 

 He flicked the switch and the screen dissolved into static.  

Pressing a number of buttons, the picture began to clear once more, 

showing the empty chambers of the Patriarch Regis.   

He tapped his fingers on the desk nervously.  ‘Come on man, where 

are you?’ 
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Aaron grimaced as the patriarch leaned over him.  Strapped down and 

unable to move more than a few millimetres, he felt a lot like a fly 

caught in a spider’s web.  It wasn’t a pleasant sensation.   

Regis looked displeased when the door to the torture chamber 

swung open, but for Aaron it was a blessed relief.  The guard that 

entered, perhaps noticing the sour look he received from his superior, 

gave a brief apologetic look before dropping to his knee, his head 

bowed.  ‘I’m sorry to disturb you, Your Beatitude, but you have an 

urgent message coming through your video link.’ 

 ‘Can’t it wait?’ Regis spat angrily.  ‘I have important matters at 

hand.’ 

 ‘It’s Cardinal Lucian,’ the guard replied by way of explanation. 

 Regis swept out his arm, knocking a few of his implements to 

the floor.  ‘Escort these two back to their cell.’  He motioned towards 

the Aaron and the Doctor.  ‘I’ll return for them shortly, but in the mean 

time, they are to be well guarded, especially this one.’  He pointed 

squarely at the Doctor, giving him a look that implied there was still 

unfinished business between them. 

 Pushing roughly past the guard, Regis stormed out of the room, 

slamming the door shut behind him in a petulant manner. 

 The guard stretched across the Doctor and unclasped the 

manacles that restrained his arms and legs.  Pulling out his electro-

sword, he indicated that the Doctor should move across the room to 

the far corner.  When he was satisfied that the Doctor was far enough 

away, he moved over to Aaron, still holding tightly onto his weapon.   

‘Don’t try anything,’ he warned, looking up at the Doctor.  ‘If you so 

much as move, I’ll fry your friend’s brain.’  Rattling his sword to 

emphasise his point, he placed the key into the lock and clicked it 

open. 
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 Rubbing his arms vigorously, Aaron crossed the room to the 

Doctor’s side.  Once together, the guard indicated towards the door.   

 As he was passing through the door, Aaron felt the Doctor’s 

breath as the older man leant close to his ear.  ‘If we get the chance, we 

need to make our escape.’ 

 Aaron gave a quick nod of agreement, despite his worry 

showing in his eyes. 

 The guard nudged the Doctor in the back with his sword, 

indicating for him to turn in the direction of the cells.  Moving forward 

purposefully, the Doctor strode through the building as if he were in 

control of his progress. Aaron followed more cautiously behind him.  

The Doctor walked into the compound that held the cells, and gave a 

broad smile to his fellow captives, who were still in the cell waiting. 

 ‘Are you ok?’ Gideon asked, with obvious concern. 

 ‘Just a brief chat, nothing more.’  The guard fumbled at his belt 

for his keys.  ‘Do you want a hand?’ the Doctor asked him 

mischievously. 

 Throwing him a disdainful look, the guard located the correct 

key and used his sword to move the Doctor and Aaron back.  Having 

unlocked the cell, he stepped back to allow the Doctor and Aaron to 

pass through. 

 Stopping at the entrance to the cell, the Doctor turned to the 

guard and gave him an enquiring look.  ‘When do we get lunch?’ 

 Moving forward to intercept the Doctor, the guard unwittingly 

stepped in front of Aaron.  As he did so, the Doctor leapt forward, 

trying to get a hold of the guard.   

‘Now, Aaron.’ the Doctor cried, eager to press home the advantage. 

 Sensing his moment had arrived, Aaron reached forward, 

holding his hands out as if ready to push the guard from behind.  At 

the last moment he changed his angle and flew straight past the guard 

and collided heavily with the Doctor, forcing him back into the cell.    
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Jacob helped the Doctor to his feet and threw a bewildered look in 

Aaron’s direction 

 Grinning unpleasantly, Aaron slammed the cell door shut and 

took the key the guard was proffering and locked it.   

 ‘What are you doing?’ Gideon yelled, trying to push past the 

Doctor to the front of their cage.  ‘Aaron, the Inquisitor won’t go easy 

on you because of this.’  He stared at his friend in stunned disbelief. 

 ‘I don’t think he will be in any trouble with the Inquisitor,’ the 

Doctor responded sadly.  ‘Although he did not admit it, he pretty 

much confirmed that one of you was working for him.  It seems that 

now we know which.’ 

 Gideon shook his head in denial.  ‘I’ve known Aaron all my life, 

Doctor.  Of all the people I know, he’s the last person who would help 

the Inquisitor.  He hates the church for what they did to him.’ 

 ‘The Doctor’s right,’ Aaron interrupted.  He swept his fringe 

back and straightened up to his full height, looking down at Gideon 

pityingly.  ‘I’ve been around you almost every day, and you never 

even suspected.’  His voice dripped with contempt at he spoke to his 

former friend. 

 Gideon’s jaw tightened as he looked at Aaron.  He stepped to 

the front of the cell and looked directly into his eyes.  ‘How could 

you?’ he spat.  ‘That monster was responsible for the death of your 

entire family.  How can you serve him and still look at yourself?’ 

 Aaron laughed in derision, walking away from the cell and 

towards the door.  Before he reached it, he turned and looked back at 

Gideon.   

‘The patriarch wasn’t responsible for their deaths,’ he said in low 

tones.  ‘I was.  It was part of my initiation into the Inquisition.  I had to 

show that I was prepared to cut all ties to my old life and devote 

myself to the church.  Did Our Lord not say, He who loves father or 
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mother more than Me is not worthy of Me?’  He paused, and a look of pain 

and guilt crossed his face for a moment before he suppressed it.  ‘I had 

to tell them about those who had spoken out against the church, so I 

did.  I told them about my mother and father.  I organised their 

execution, I arranged everything.’  He looked squarely into Gideon’s 

hate filled eyes.  ‘Just so you know, if I had to do it again, I would.’   

 Aaron stalked out of the room, pulling the door shut behind 

him.  Once out of the eyesight of his former comrades, he leant heavily 

back heavily on the door and allowed the tears that had been welling 

up inside him come flooding out.   

 

Striding into his study, Regis sat down at his desk and looked at the 

image of Cardinal Lucian on his video screen.  The older man was 

obviously worried, his face looked haggard and he was fidgeting 

impatiently. 

 Noticing that Regis had arrived, Lucian gave a sigh of relief.  

‘Patriarch, we have a problem.  The convent has been attacked.’ 

 Regis raised his eyebrows in surprise.  ‘Who was responsible?’ 

he demanded angrily.  Despite his faults, Regis felt an immense loyalty 

to the church as an institution, even if he didn’t feel the same way 

about some of its members. 

 ‘There were a couple of survivors.  Although they have no idea 

who their attackers were, from the description they gave us, it sounds 

like the Thracians have returned.’ 

 Regis gave a momentary flicker of discomfort and concern.  His 

mind raced with possibilities.  Surely their arrival at the convent was 

no coincidence?  The old building was too near to his underground 

bunker for that.   

‘I’ll send out my troops to intercept them,’ he pronounced rather 

than offered. 
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 Lucian shook his head emphatically.  ‘No, I want you to 

mobilise your force and move them into position here.’ 

 Banging his fist onto his desk in irritation, Regis quivered with 

anger as he looked at his superior.  ‘My men are better armed, better 

trained than the men at your disposal.  It makes more sense for them to 

face the Thracian invaders.’ 

 ‘I’m well aware of their qualities,’ Lucian remarked with a hint 

of sarcasm that suggested that he had more information about them 

than Regis would be comfortable with.  ‘That is exactly why I want you 

to bring them here.  The convent is already lost, but we cannot afford 

to lose the Basilica.  This is the place than needs defending the most.’ 

 For a moment, it appeared as if Regis would argue further.  

Finally, he gave a terse nod of agreement.  ‘You have a point,’ he 

conceded sullenly.  ‘I’ll have my men ready within the hour.’ 

 ‘I shall lead my forces out as soon as yours arrive,’ Lucian 

replied, switching off his video screen. 

 Regis rose from his desk and made his way to the chamber 

door, throwing it open.  The guard sprung to attention as the door 

swung open.  ‘Bring Brothers Abel and Aaron to me immediately,’ he 

demanded before slamming the door shut. 

 Regis returned to his desk, a plan already formulating in his 

mind.  Within a matter of minutes there was a knock at the door and 

Abel and Aaron entered the room.  The two men stood side by side, 

eyeing the other warily.  Despite the fact the two men had been forced 

to work closely together in the past, there certainly wasn’t any love lost 

between the two of them. 

 ‘How many men can we muster?’ Regis asked Abel. 

 ‘Two hundred,’ Abel replied instantly.  ‘Three hundred if we 

had a few hours.’ 

 ‘How many men do we have at the installation?’ 
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 ‘Eighty, but only sixty of them are able to fight.’  Abel gave his 

master a shrewd look.  ‘Something’s happened.’ 

 ‘It looks like the Thracians have returned.  They’ve attacked the 

convent, and there’s no need to guess why they arrived there.’  Regis 

leant back in his chair, looking intently at his two henchmen.  ‘I’ve 

been ordered to send my troops to defend the Basilica.  I can’t afford to 

ignore the summons, but I can’t risk the Thracians or Lucian finding 

out about the installation either.’ 

 ‘If we keep fifty men with us, the rest could go and defend the 

Basilica.  If we make preparations now, the other hundred men could 

follow on later.’  Abel glanced across at Aaron, unable to keep his 

contempt of the man from his face.  ‘Brother Aaron could lead the men 

to the cardinals…?’ 

 Aaron made to speak, but Regis cut him off with a curt wave of 

his hand.  ‘That is exactly what I had in mind.  Brother Abel, handpick 

the fifty men who will be travelling with us.  I shall alert the 

installation and arrange for them come upon the Thracians from 

behind once we have engaged them.’   

 He turned his attention to Aaron. ‘Your role is to divert 

attention away from us.  Tell Cardinal Lucian that I shall be following 

on with the rest of the men.  That may assuage some of his doubts, if 

not, then any delay on his part will afford me more time.   Besides, a 

victory over a Thracian force is something that can only increase his 

chances of reaching the Archimandrite chair.  How satisfying it would 

be if I were the one to benefit from the encounter.’ 

 Aaron bowed to Regis before leaving.  As he marched stiffly 

past Abel, he gave the man a hate-filled glance, answered only by a 

mocking smile. 

 

Springing to his feet, the Doctor grasped the bars of the cell and tugged 

at them futilely.  They had been locked up for quite some time, and the 
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Doctor was growing impatient.  Not only was he trapped in the 

proverbial lion’s den, he knew that Ruby was similarly confined and 

his inability to help her so far rankled him. 

 He nudged Gideon with his foot, and the younger man looked 

up at him from his seated position.  Since Aaron’s revelation, Gideon 

had withdrawn into himself.  The Doctor understood how Gideon was 

feeling, he had felt exactly the same way before and probably would 

again.  At the moment, Gideon would be trying to figure out how he 

had failed to realise something was wrong.  Little things that went 

unnoticed at the time were now being re-evaluated, small clues that he 

now tried to convince himself he should have spotted.   

 ‘We need to get out of here,’ the Doctor said.  ‘Too much time 

has been wasted already.’ 

 ‘How are we supposed to get out?’ Gideon responded sharply.  

‘They aren’t exactly likely to open the door and say off you go.’ 

 Clenching his jaw to stop a retort coming out, the Doctor looked 

through the bars to the doorway beyond.  ‘Just follow my lead.’  He 

looked towards the back of the cell, where the others sat in silence.  

‘You might want to stand up.’  He raised his hands to his mouth, 

mimicking the shape of a loudspeaker.  ‘Guard!  Guard!’ 

 The door opened and a guard stepped cautiously into the room, 

giving the Doctor a wary glance.   

 The Doctor brought his foot forward until it touched the bars of 

the cell before sweeping it back hard into Gideon’s shin.  Gideon gave 

out a gasp of pain and bent forward to rub his bruised leg vigorously.   

 Stepping between the guard and his view of Gideon, the Doctor 

banged his fist hard on the bars.  ‘This man is sick,’ he pointed behind 

him in Gideon’s general direction. 

 Realising what the Doctor was trying to do, Gideon stopped 

rubbing his leg and gave another groan, doubling up as if in pain. 
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 The guard remained uncertain, giving the occasional look back 

through the door and into the corridor, hoping to see someone in 

authority to give him some guidance. 

 ‘Quickly, man,’ the Doctor urged, sensing the guards unease.  

‘The patriarch will not be happy if you leave him to die.  He has not 

finished questioning us yet.’ 

 Mention of the patriarch seemed to galvanise the guard into 

action.  Striding across the room, he brandished his sword with one 

hand while unlocking the door with the other.  ‘Bring him out,’ he 

ordered tersely.   

 The Doctor and Jacob pulled Gideon to his feet and placed one 

of his arms around each of their shoulders.  They half walked, half 

dragged him from the cell, the Doctor giving him a quick wink to 

indicate things were working out well.  They lowered him gently to the 

floor and straightened up. 

 ‘You two,’ the guard gestured his sword at them.  ‘Back in the 

cell, now.’  He watched as the Doctor and Jacob stepped into the cell.  

Once they were in, he locked the door and went back to Gideon’s side. 

 Gideon’s eyes were closed, and his face was set in a grimace.  

Leaning over the body, the guard put the back of his hand to Gideon’s 

forehead.   

 Eyes opening in a flash, Gideon swept his arm round and 

caught the surprised guard firmly round the side of his head.  Stunned, 

the guard crumpled to the floor and Gideon was up and sitting astride 

him in seconds. 

 Whilst keeping the guard down with one arm, Gideon used his 

other hand to try and find the key to the cell.  Finally feeling the cold 

metal brush his fingers, he tugged firmly and found himself holding 

the key aloft.  With a quick throw, he sent it in the direction of the cell 

and the Doctor who was waiting eagerly to catch it. 
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 The door clicked open, allowing the Doctor and the rest of the 

rebels to spill out into the room.  Helping Gideon with the guard, they 

pushed and pulled him until they had him in the cell. 

 Turning the key, the Doctor gave a satisfied smile as the door 

snapped shut.   

‘Well, he may not have said off you go, but he did open the door for 

us,’ he joked to Gideon. 

 The Doctor led them cautiously through the door and into the 

corridor.  Moving as swiftly as they could, the rebels made their way 

through the Inquisition compound, heading for the exit.   

 It was unnaturally quiet within the building.  The Doctor had 

expected them to have to sneak their way through the headquarters, 

dodging the occasional church soldier.  At the very least, someone 

should have found the guard locked up in their former cell.  So far, 

however, they hadn’t encountered a single person. 

 Something was going on, the Doctor decided to himself, 

something important if it had caused virtually the whole of the 

Inquisition to decamp.  The nickering of a horse from outside caught 

his attention.  Walking over to one of the windows, the Doctor looked 

out into the courtyard.   

 The area was filled with church soldiers seeing to their mounts, 

making the last minute adjustments to their saddles that indicated they 

were soon to leave.  The Doctor pulled back from the window slightly 

to avoid being seen and continued to watch.  The mass of troops 

outside meant that there was no way to leave until after they had gone, 

but of more concern was the question of where they were going.   

  

Aaron emerged through the door and into the corridor, deep in 

conversation with one of the church soldiers.  Looking down at the 

plans held in his hands, it took him a moment before he realised that 

he and the soldier were not alone.   
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‘What the…?’ Aaron begun with a start, as he recognised the Doctor.  

Looking around wildly, he spotted Gideon and the other rebels further 

along the corridor.  ‘Sound the alert,’ he ordered to the soldier, giving 

him a push back towards the door they had just exited.   

 The soldier darted through the door, slamming it shut behind 

him.  Alone, Aaron allowed his hand to stray down to the sword held 

at his waist.  He swivelled his head, looking from the Doctor to 

Gideon, assessing which one of them would be the first to act.   

 ‘You could just let us go,’ the Doctor spoke softly.  He held his 

hands out in front of him in a placating gesture and took a step closer 

to Aaron.  ‘It is obvious that something important has happened.  I 

take it that the patriarch has left?’ 

 Aaron gave a brief nod, turning his body slightly to face the 

Doctor.  ‘I can’t let you leave, Doctor.’  He jerked his head back in the 

direction of the door.  ‘My man will be alerting the soldiers outside.  

You should go back to your cell before they…’ 

 The breath exploded from Aaron’s lungs as Gideon cannoned 

into his back.  Legs buckling beneath him he crashed to the floor with 

the rebel lying on top of him.  Kicking out with his legs, he connected a 

solid blow on Gideon’s thigh, causing him to shift away slightly.  

Using Gideon’s movement as impetus, he rolled to one side sliding his 

attacker off him. 

 

Gideon pushed his hands flat against the floor using the leverage to 

help himself up.  From his peripheral vision, he could see the Doctor 

approaching and tried to push backwards to the safety of his side. But 

Aaron had already pulled his sword from his belt and he found it 

gently humming with power just below his chin.  

 Raising the sword a fraction, Aaron caused it to spark on the 

soft flesh of Gideon’s neck.  ‘Get up,’ he ordered, lifting the blade 

further to ensure that Gideon complied. 
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 Looking directly into his eyes, Gideon stopped moving and 

remained in a half crouch.  ‘Kill me then,’ he whispered, his eyes 

growing hard.  ‘Kill me, just like you did your family.  I’m sure the 

patriarch will reward you well for it, for you shall get no reward in 

heaven.’  Aaron hesitated, appearing stung by the taunt and Gideon 

pressed home his advantage.  ‘Come on, what are you waiting for?  If 

you can kill your own parents, it shouldn’t be difficult to kill the 

person who grew up like a brother to you.’  His hands shot forward, 

gripping onto Aaron’s wrists, but instead of pushing the sword away, 

he pulled it closer towards his throat.  ‘I’ll make it easier for you, shall 

I?  Press the button and take my life, or let us go.  It’s your choice.’ 

They remained still for a moment, Gideon now kneeling with Aaron 

towering over him, both with hands on the sword, eyes fixed on each 

other.  It was Aaron who first broke eye contact, blinking and looking 

away from the man he had been close to for so many years.   

 Gideon pushed the sword away from his throat and stood up, 

looking at Aaron with disgust.  He turned to the Doctor, who gave him 

a nod of brief nod of understanding.   

‘We’d better go now, Doctor, before the soldiers arrive.’ 

 

Aaron stood gazing numbly at the floor while the Doctor and Gideon 

passed, the sword still humming gently in his hand.  The sound from 

the sword seemed to be growing louder, he realised with some 

surprise that he had turned the power up to full.  He glanced at 

Gideon’s back as the man walked away from him, his mind still 

clouded with a mix of duty and guilt.  A roar started to build up from 

deep within his chest, and he ran down the corridor towards Gideon, 

his sword arm extending as he moved.   

As he bore down on his former friend, Gideon turned in surprise.  

Aaron was barely five feet from him, his sword glowing with lethal 
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power and with his thumb poised over the button that would release 

all of its pent up energy.   

He closed his eyes, waiting for the sword to connect and discharge 

its electrical current through Gideon’s body.  Nothing happened.  

Opening his eyes, he was amazed to see that Gideon had been pulled 

to safety by the Doctor. 

He tried to change direction but his momentum caused him to 

stumble.  Throwing out a hand to protect himself, Aaron felt the force 

of the ground connecting with his arm, sending a shockwave of pain 

all the way through to his shoulders.   

His arm gave way beneath him, his sword arm ending up trapped 

underneath his body.  As his own weight pressed down on his hand, 

Aaron felt a panicked moment as the button on the sword was pushed 

in, then blackness descended as more than a hundred volts of 

electricity coursed through his body. 

 

Gideon wanted to look away as the acrid smoke started to rise from 

Aaron’s body but he couldn’t turn his head.  The sword, emptied of all 

its power, stopped humming and Aaron ended his fitful dance lying 

on his side.  Gideon grimaced as he looked down at the charred 

remains of his former friend. 

 The Doctor removed his jacket and was just about to lay it over 

the body when Aaron’s eyes cracked open.   

A blackened and withered hand clutched futilely at the Doctor’s 

shoulder.  ‘The soldiers,’ he whispered softly.  ‘They’re needed at the 

Basilica…  The Thracians have returned.’  He coughed, and a bubble of 

blood frothed from his mouth.  His hand tightened on the Doctor’s 

shoulder, leaving traces of burnt skin on the shirt.  ‘They attacked the 

convent.  Patriarch Regis is riding out to face them.’ 

 ‘What about Ruby?’ the Doctor asked in concern.  ‘Is she all 

right?’ 
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 Aaron gave a weary shake of his head.  ‘I don’t know.  Someone 

survived, but I don’t know who.  If she is alive, the patriarch will find 

her.’  He released his hold on the Doctor’s shoulder and reached out 

his hand to Gideon. 

Gideon started to pull away from the injured man.  He had been 

duped by Aaron, and now he had to pay the price for his actions.  

Despite his feelings, Gideon couldn’t find it in his heart to turn away 

from a man he had long called a friend.  Taking the proffered hand in 

his own, he clasped it warmly. 

  ‘I’m sorry,’ Aaron whispered.  ‘The patriarch has ignored Cardinal 

Lucian’s orders.  You have to warn him for me…  I was too weak to do 

it in life but maybe I’ve found some of your strength in death.’  He 

gave Gideon a soft smile and his breath left his body. 

 Placing the jacket over Aaron’s body, the Doctor looked at the 

crumpled figure sadly.  ‘You will have to warn this cardinal, Gideon.  I 

have to try and find Ruby.’ 

 ‘Where will you go?’ Gideon asked, standing up and trying not 

to look at the covered body in front of him. 

 ‘The convent,’ the Doctor answered simply.  ‘It is the last place 

that I know she was at.  After that?’  He shrugged his shoulders 

uncertainly. 

 Gideon indicated to the soldiers who were now starting to enter 

the corridor and were looking at Aaron’s covered body with some 

surprise.  ‘I think we can prevail upon them to provide you with a 

horse, Doctor.’  He took the Doctor’s hand in his own and shook it 

fondly.  ‘Good luck, Doctor.  I hope you find your friend safe and well.’ 

 ‘I hope so, too,’ the Doctor responded, but his voice sounded 

anything but confident.   
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Chapter 5: 

 

The Doctor had reined in his horse a few miles short of the convent 

and chose to cover the last part of his journey on foot.  Although 

slower, he was able to move far more quietly and was less visible to 

anyone else, whether human or Thracian. 

 In the distance, he could see a column of men approaching from 

the direction of the convent.  Prostrating himself in the long grass, the 

Doctor used his somewhat sparse cover to keep an eye on them. 

 Slowly, the group came closer and the Doctor was able to 

discern certain characteristics about them even though they were too 

far away for him to actually recognise anyone.  Judging by their 

clothing, the men were definitely church soldiers, and all were 

mounted on horses.   

 No, not all.  There were at least two people walking amongst the 

column, possibly explaining the slower than normal pace they were 

making. 

 As they grew closer, he was able to make out slight details.  

There were definitely just the two people walking, and they appeared 

to be dressed in long, flowing cassocks.  They also seemed to have their 

hands bound together, each being pulled along by one of the 

horsemen.  One of them stumbled and fell to the floor.  For a moment, 

they were dragged along across the scrubby land on their stomach, 

before one of the horsemen dismounted and pulled them roughly to 

their feet. 

 The Doctor’s mouth gaped open.   

 As the person was dragged to their feet, he realised that what 

they were wearing was not a cassock after all; it was a nun’s habit.  The 

nun uttered a loud retort in a very familiar voice and the Doctor 

strained his eyes to see.   
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‘Ruby!’ he muttered in amazement and relief.  Although he 

wouldn’t admit it, even to himself, he had had serious doubts he 

would ever see Ruby alive again.  The sound of her voice had dispelled 

all those concerns. 

 He waited in the grass while the column of church soldiers rode 

past, his eyes never straying far from Ruby.  When they had moved a 

comfortable distance beyond him, he risked rising from the ground 

and began to follow them. 

 

Seated on the floor with his eyes closed, LaCaril scanned the area 

around him with his mind.  His scales had turned grey with age and 

his teeth had long since gone, but he was still an important part of the 

Thracian crew.  Although he couldn’t wield the Thracian weapons 

with the skill and speed of his youth, he had one talent that no other 

aboard the ship had; telepathy. 

 Few of his kind ever grew the talent, and grew was the right 

word.  The ability never emerged in his kind until past the sixtieth 

year, and even then it was a rare occurrence.  LaCaril was unique 

amongst his people in that he had gained the ability whilst still a 

relatively young and quite unheard of fifty-four. 

 RaSahl stood patiently by his side.  He had long ago learnt to 

wait for the old Thracian to give him the information he required.   

Patience was a trait that his people had come to accept in the time they 

had been away from their home world.  Now they had returned, but 

what would come of that, RaSahl was still unsure. 

 The hill they stood upon looked down across the plains.  He 

didn’t look behind him, that way led back to the convent.  He felt 

shame at what they had done in that place, although perhaps it had 

been necessary.  They had arrived on the planet in a small scout ship 

with the intention of arriving away from the human populace.  The 
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presence of the convent had come as a surprise to them, but not as 

surprising as it had been to the woman who had spotted their arrival. 

 His mind recalled the moment he had killed one of the nuns, 

seeing her body fall to the ground in smoking ruin.  He shied away 

from the thought, and concentrated instead on old LaCaril. 

 LaCaril’s eyes snapped open and he held out a hand, waiting for 

expected assistance from RaSahl.  His knee joints popped as he stood, 

leaning on the younger Thracian for support. 

 ‘Have you found him?’ RaSahl asked eagerly. 

 The old Thracian gave a short nod.  ‘The touch of his mind was 

faint.  He is close, but at the same time distant.’ 

 RaSahl gave him a long stare.  ‘Would you care to explain what 

that means?’ 

 ‘He is below ground,’ LaCaril responded with a quick smile.  

‘Allow me my mystic moments.  At my age they are all the fun I have 

left.’  He pointed down the hill and across the plains.  ‘He is there.  

Now I have touched his mind, I can trace him no matter where he is 

taken.’ 

 RaSahl gave a short whistle and the Thracian troops jumped to 

attention.  He gave his men an approving nod before striding down the 

hill.  In unison his men followed behind him. 

 

The earth seemed to open up before him.  The entrance to the 

installation was well camouflaged, but the Doctor had been able to 

notice the tell-tale signs of its existence, and luckily had quite literally 

stumbled on the opening mechanism. 

 He looked down into the dark tunnel that had appeared before 

him, noting the polished metal of its walls.  The passageway had been 

skilfully crafted, the metal blending perfectly into the rock, and having 

seen some of the architecture of the humans on this planet, the Doctor 

seriously doubted that it was their workmanship he was looking at.  
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 Having followed the church soldiers and Ruby to the 

installation, he had been forced to wait outside while sentries patrolled 

the perimeter.  Within the hour, the church soldiers with Patriarch 

Regis at their head had re-emerged from the underground base.  The 

Doctor had given them sufficient time to get clear and was now 

impatient to get inside the base and find Ruby. 

 He walked into the tunnel, noticing the gentle downward slope 

underfoot.  He carefully made his way along the passage, trying to 

tread softly to avoid being heard.  His descent was finally halted by a 

steel door, plain apart from a circular handle that reminded the Doctor 

of the opening mechanism of a submarine.  He grasped the handle in 

both hands, giving it an experimental twist and was rewarded by a 

deep click from within the door’s inner mechanism.   

 Taking a deep breath, the Doctor pulled on the door, allowing it 

to swing slowly open.  The heat hit him first, a tidal wave of hot moist 

air carrying with it the strong smell of molten metal.  Hot on the heels 

of the heat was the noise.  The cavern he found himself in resounded to 

the ringing of steel on steel and the occasional shout as people tried to 

communicate amidst the din. 

 The cavern, the Doctor noted, had been hewn out of the rock.  

The walls glistened with water droplets caused by the steam of the 

foundry fires that he could see ahead of him.  Those same fires had 

allowed the Doctor to enter the chamber unseen, but he knew that his 

continued freedom was reliant on his being able to move about 

unnoticed. 

 He looked off to his left, and allowed a small smile to appear on 

his face when he saw what was there.  Sidling over, the Doctor took the 

rich brown monk’s habit he had seen down from the nail it was 

hanging on.  Briefly, he looked down at the clothes he was wearing, 

debating whether he would be better off removing them first before 

finally deciding to just pull the habit directly over his head.  He took a 
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quick check of himself, glancing awkwardly over his shoulder to see 

the rear of his body.  Satisfied that no incriminating glimpses of his 

own clothing could be seen, he strolled across the cavern acting very 

much as if he owned the place. 

 There were two passageways that led off from the chamber the 

Doctor was in, both on the far side of the chamber from his 

perspective.  There were no signs around to indicate what was down 

either one, and for one indecisive moment he was unsure of which one 

to head for, before finally opting on the nearer of the two. 

 Within a couple of paces, the temperature seemed to drop.  The 

Doctor sighed thankfully, his cheeks already having reddened from the 

heat.  The passageway was lit by lanterns hanging from the walls that 

cast long shadows along the corridor ahead of him.   

 He tried the first door he came to, giving the door handle a 

sharp twist.  ‘Locked,’ the Doctor muttered to himself.  Moving further 

along the corridor, he tried the next two doors, both refusing to open at 

his touch.  He shook his head in exasperation and walked past them.   

 There was another corridor that branched off from the one he 

was on.  He stopped in front of it, deciding which path to choose. 

 ‘This one, I hope,’ he remarked, pointing at the new path.  

Unlike the previous corridor, this one sloped downwards at quite an 

angle and the lighting was far more irregular.  He made his way down 

until he reached a door on the left hand side of the passage.   

 Taking hold of the handle, he turned it and heard a satisfying 

click as the door opened.  The room beyond was in almost pitch 

darkness, with only the dim light of the corridor giving him any view 

of what lay before him.  Allowing the door to close softly, the Doctor 

walked back up the passageway to the nearest lantern.  He unhooked it 

from its place on the wall and held it aloft in front of him, returning to 

the room. 
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 The room was sparse in its furnishings, with nothing but a 

rickety chair, a small table and a rack holding a set of keys attached to 

the wall.  Beyond them, there were two further doors with a small 

hatchway set at around head height to allow whoever was in this room 

to look out. 

 Grabbing the keys, the Doctor moved over to the first door and 

opened the hatch.  Peering into the darkness beyond, he could just 

make out a figure kneeling on the floor, seemingly tending to another 

person lying on the room’s sole bed. 

 Perhaps the slight noise of the hatch being opened alerted the 

figure, or maybe the little light that had filtered through gave his 

presence away.  Whatever was the cause, the figure looked up and 

with eyes straining, peered in the Doctor’s direction. 

 ‘Doctor?  Is that you?’ 

 ‘Ruby!’ the Doctor replied in relief.  ‘Wait a minute.’  He 

fumbled one of the keys into the lock and muttered a curse when it 

wouldn’t open the door.  On his third attempt, the door swung open 

and he raced into the room and wrapped his arms around the still 

kneeling Ruby. 

 ‘I can’t breathe, dear,’ Ruby struggled to say from under the 

exuberant hug the Doctor had given her. 

 ‘Sorry!’ the Doctor replied a little sheepishly.  He released Ruby 

and helped her get to her feet.   

 Looking at the person lying on the bed, the Doctor noticed that 

like Ruby, she was wearing a habit.  The woman was looking at the 

Doctor in wide-eyed concern and he realised that his coming in and 

appearing to grapple with Ruby had obviously frightened the woman.   

 ‘There is no need to be alarmed, she is a dear friend,’ the Doctor 

stated softly, indicating in Ruby’s direction and giving the woman a 

disarming smile. 
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 ‘This is Sister Mary Patrick,’ Ruby offered as an introduction.  

‘Mary Patrick, this is my friend, the Doctor.’ 

 The Doctor gave the nun a quick nod before turning to Ruby.  

‘We need to get out of here.  Are you up to a little sneaking?’  He gave 

her an impish grin, and she responded with one of her own. 

 Offering Mary Patrick a hand, the Doctor helped the old woman 

off the bed and led them from the room.  Once outside, the Doctor 

looked at the other cell door curiously.  Dropping the hatch down, he 

looked into the darkness. 

 A figure stirred slightly on the bed, but covered as it was from 

head to toe in a blanket, the Doctor was unable to take in much detail.  

Whoever it was, their ample frame covered the bed.   

 Bending to pick up the keys from where he had dropped them 

on the floor, the Doctor gave Ruby a quick look.   

 ‘There is someone in the other cell.  I think we should release 

them, too.’ 

 Ruby gave a nod of agreement, but there was a look of caution 

in her eyes.  ‘Be careful, Doctor.  You have no idea who’s in there.’ 

 The Doctor rose and tried the key in the door.  It swung open at 

his first attempt and he carefully stepped into the room.  ‘Hello!’ he 

softly called, trying to make his voice sound as non-threatening as 

possible.  ‘I am here to help you.’ 

 The body under the blanket stirred slightly, but made no 

response.  A slight nagging fear struck the Doctor, something had 

changed but he wasn’t sure what it was.  He stood still listening, and 

realised that the breathing had changed.  Something about the sound 

of the breathing sent warning signals off in the Doctor’s head, and he 

took a small step backwards. 

 The blankets were thrown back and the figure was on its feet in 

a heartbeat.  An outstretched arm shot forward impossibly fast, the 

hand grabbing the front of the Doctor’s jacket.  Finding himself being 
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lifted off of the floor, the Doctor tried vainly to beat his fists on the arm 

that was holding him aloft.  Behind him, he heard Ruby’s gasp of 

shock and he glanced round wildly to see whether she was ok.  She 

was staring beyond him to the person who was holding him, and he 

looked back, trying to see the face clearly. 

 The arm holding him flexed, and he found himself being pulled 

forward.  As he came closer, he got a full look at the person who held 

him and his stomach gave a lurch of fear.  The face wasn’t human; it 

looked like a giant reptile. 

 

Cardinal Lucian paced across the floor of his study, waiting 

impatiently for the leader of Patriarch Regis’ troops to arrive at his 

rooms.  He had made a number of curses that would require more 

penance than he had needed to perform in many a year, when he had 

seen the small number of troops appear at the Basilica.  The fact that 

Regis had failed to lead them himself was another annoyance, one 

which Lucian was intent on bringing the head of the Inquisition to 

account for. 

 When the door opened, he was surprised to see that the man 

who came in was not wearing the armour of a church soldier.  He was 

even more surprised by the fact he recognised the man.   

 ‘Gideon?  What are you doing here?’ 

 ‘It’s good to see you too, Uncle Lucian,’ Gideon remarked 

impudently.  ‘I’ve brought you an army.’ 

 Lucian’s face softened and he gave Gideon an affectionate smile.  

‘It’s a long time since you called me Uncle Lucian.’ 

 ‘It’s been a long time since I’ve seen you out of your cassock,’ 

Gideon replied eyeing the tightly fitting armour. 

 ‘I’ve put on more than a few pounds since the last time I wore 

it,’ he admitted ruefully.  ‘It does offer a little more protection than my 

cardinal’s robes, though.’  He looked at the sword fastened at Gideon’s 
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belt curiously.  ‘Have you usurped the patriarch, or is he in the habit of 

handing out his weaponry and troops to you?’ 

 Gideon’s face sobered as all trace of amusement left him.  ‘He’s 

gone to face the Thracians.’ 

 ‘I ordered him to come here,’ Lucian spluttered with fury, 

banging his fist into the palm of his other hand.  ‘What is that man 

playing at?’ 

 ‘He seems to have his own agenda, and it doesn’t necessarily 

mirror the church’s.’  Gideon looked down at the floor, trying to avoid 

Lucian’s gaze.  ‘Aaron was a traitor,’ he whispered softly.  ‘He was 

working for the patriarch all along.  I knew him all of my life, and I 

didn’t suspect a thing.’ 

 ‘You speak of him in the past tense.  I take it that he’s…?’ 

 ‘Dead?  Yes, he is.’  Gideon raised his eyes, looking directly at 

his uncle.   ‘Am I any better than him?  Are you, for that matter?  Isn’t 

what you have been doing a betrayal of the church?’ 

 Lucian shrugged.  ‘It depends on your point of view, doesn’t it?  

Some would say you are right, personally I think that I’m working to 

better the church.’  Walking away, Lucian sat down at his desk.  ‘This 

schism between the church and the people is damaging to everyone.  I 

was born a commoner, and when I ascended to the church I never 

forgot where I came from, even if I couldn’t always show it.  That’s 

why I’ve always supported the rebellion, secretly of course.  When I 

am made Archimandrite, I’ll be able to make those changes; that’s 

what we’ve been working for all these years.’ 

 A knock at the door interrupted them.  Waving Gideon to step 

out of sight, Lucian called for the person to enter.   

 Michael bustled in, his face unable to hide his delight.  ‘Your 

Grace, we’ve found it!’ 

 ‘Found what?’ Lucian asked in confusion. 
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 ‘Where Patriarch Regis has been going to.  It’s an underground 

base.  One of my men spotted him lead a band of men into it.  When 

they emerged, they headed off towards the Thracians.’ 

 ‘Thank you,’ Lucian replied, dismissing him with a wave. 

 ‘Your Grace?  Do you want nothing done?’ Michael asked with a 

hint of confusion. 

 ‘Not for the moment, the safety of the Basilica is my primary 

concern.  The patriarch will be called to account soon enough.’ 

 As Michael left the room, Gideon stepped out from the 

shadows.  ‘That information is too important to ignore,’ he said with 

feeling.  ‘One of the other cardinals can deal with the protection of the 

Basilica.  You need to concentrate on the patriarch.  If he defeats the 

Thracians, the church will elect him Archimandrite on a wave of 

support.  Besides, I owe someone a great deal, and I have a strong 

feeling he may be in danger.’ 

 

‘You are a Thracian?’ the Doctor asked when the creature finally let 

him go. 

 The creature nodded, but remained silent, watching the Doctor 

warily.  He indicated his mouth, and the Doctor was able to see a 

muzzle had been strapped over the Thracian’s head.  

 ‘Let me help you with that,’ the Doctor said, leaning forward 

and sliding the object over the reptilian face.  ‘There, that is better.  

Now you can talk.’ 

 ‘Thank you,’ the Thracian said a little uncertainly.  ‘My name is 

CarCoran.’ 

 The Doctor gave him a broad smile.  ‘Well, I am the Doctor and 

this young lady in the rather unflattering dress is Ruby.  The lady in 

the similar, though far better fitting dress, is Sister Mary Patrick.’  He 

stood looking at the Thracian for a few moments, noticing the scars of 
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his face and body.  Some were old, but there were more than a few that 

looked fairly recent.  ‘How long have you been here?’ 

 ‘Years,’ CarCoran answered simply.  ‘It is hard to keep track of 

time when all you see is darkness, but it has been a very long time. 

 The Doctor gave him a look of sadness.  ‘How did you come to 

end up here?’ 

 CarCoran reached a hand out to his face, feeling the scars.  His 

eyes widened slightly in pain as his fingers brushed across them.  ‘I 

was sent here by my father to make reparation.  He is the ruler of the 

Thracian people, and he wanted to make amends for all the harm we 

did to these people generations ago.’ 

 ‘There is more to it than that, isn’t there?’ the Doctor asked, 

noticing that the Thracian was holding something back. 

 Giving a quick nod, CarCoran continued.  ‘My people were 

never numerous, but our years of travelling brought us in contact with 

many other species.  We learn a great deal from many of them, 

tolerance not being the least thing.  We also encountered many warlike 

races and that cost us dear.  My father hoped that making reparation 

would be the first step towards being able to return to our home 

world.’ 

 ‘What of the humans that are here?’ the Doctor asked, his voice 

growing firm. 

 CarCoran raised a hand in a placating gesture.  ‘We only wish to 

co-exist here with them, if they will allow us to.  As I said, our time 

away has taught us many things.  Unfortunately, it seems that the 

humans have hardly changed at all.’ 

 The Doctor gave a small laugh when he saw the look of 

indignation of Ruby’s face.  ‘I think you may be pleasantly surprised,’ 

he remarked to CarCoran. 

 ‘The one who trapped me here hasn’t surprised me in the least,’ 

CarCoran replied.  He pointed to the scars on his face.  ‘It was he who 
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caused this.  I was once considered handsome.’  He noticed the look on 

the Doctor’s face.  ‘For a Thracian, at least.’ 

 ‘Who was it who trapped you here?’ 

 ‘Patriarch Regis,’ CarCoran spat with vehemence.  ‘Him and his 

man, Abel, forced me to build weapons for them.  When I refused they 

did this.’  Again he pointed to his scarred face. 

 The Doctor laid a comforting hand on the Thracian’s shoulder.  

‘Not all humans are like him,’ he stated sympathetically.  ‘I take it that 

the Thracians who have arrived are here for you?’ 

 Rising from his seat, CarCoran looked at the Doctor with a 

mixture of hope and relief.  ‘My people are here?’ 

 ‘They are, though your new found tolerance was little in 

evidence when they attacked the convent.’ 

 ‘My disappearance would have been considered an act of war,’ 

CarCoran offered in defence of his people.  ‘We have changed, but will 

are still capable of defending ourselves when needed.’  He looked off 

to one side wistfully.  ‘So, they did get my signal.’ 

 The Doctor gave him a puzzled look, but then clicked his fingers 

as the penny dropped.  ‘Of course, the secondary signal being emitted 

by the video-screens.  They were your doing.’ 

 CarCoran nodded at the Doctor.  ‘I could not escape, but I 

managed to subvert the technology Regis made me create for him.  I 

had worried that my people hadn’t received my signal, but it seems 

they have.’ 

 ‘The only problem is they will start a war between your two 

races in trying to rescue you.’  The Doctor brooded over the problem, 

kicking at the cell’s flagstone floor with his feet.  Suddenly his eyes 

brightened and he looked up at the Thracian standing before him.  

‘Unless we can send a signal through to them.  If we send out a 

message, we could avert any more bloodshed and you could be 

reunited with your people all the quicker.’ 
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The cart rattled past, its rickety sound almost drowned out by the cries 

of the injured and dying.   

 Sitting astride his horse, Regis tried to ignore the groans of pain 

coming from the wounded.  His own arm throbbed abominably, and 

there was a faint trickle of blood seeping out from beneath the sleeve of 

his cassock.   

 He looked across to Abel who was riding a horse nearby.  The 

man was one of the few who hadn’t been injured in the battle with the 

Thracians, though he had certainly been in the thick of the action.   

 As if aware that the patriarch’s eyes were on him, Abel turned 

in the direction of his superior.  ‘They’ll regroup,’ he stated simply.  

‘We might have turned them back, but we certainly didn’t defeat 

them.’  He pointed to the carts full of injured church soldiers.  ‘Most of 

them are going to die before the night is out.  We had the weight of 

numbers on our side this time, that won’t be the same when we face 

them again.’ 

 ‘We don’t need to match their numbers,’ Regis said firmly.  ‘We 

know why they’re here.  If they want him they’ll have to get into the 

base, and that won’t be easy.’  Noticing the blood on his hand, he 

wiped it on his robes.  ‘We need to get back there as quickly as 

possible, get the men to fasten the pace.’ 

 ‘We’re going as fast as the carts can manage,’ Abel warned.  ‘We 

can’t get back any quicker without leaving them behind.’ 

 Regis raised an eyebrow, surprised that Abel would have even 

spared a thought for the injured.  ‘You said that most of them wouldn’t 

survive the night, does it really matter where they die?  In the base or 

on the road, it matters little to me.  All I’m worried about is making 

sure the Thracians don’t take my advantage away from me.’ 
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RaSahl looked at CeVann on the monitor.  His superior was 

studying his face with concern, and although RaSahl hadn’t seen 

himself, he could imagine how bad he looked. 

 ‘They moved on us quicker than I had anticipated,’ RaSahl 

offered by way of an explanation.  ‘They outnumbered us by about 

fifteen to one, but we still gave a good account of ourselves.’ 

 ‘How many troops have you lost?’ CeVann asked impatiently. 

 ‘Half,’ RaSahl replied guiltily.  ‘The humans lost far more, 

however.’  There was definitely a note of pride in his voice, not for 

himself, but for the men under his command. 

 On the screen, CeVann rubbed a scaly hand over his chin.  

‘Have you located the Ashiar?’ he asked, using the formal name for the 

rulers’ eldest son. 

 ‘We have, Commander.  He is being held in one of the old 

weapons factories.  The humans we faced have returned there, and are 

sure to try to reinforce the place.’ 

 ‘How many more troops will you need?’ CeVann asked. 

 RaSahl shrugged.  ‘It is hard to say, Commander.  We have no 

idea of how many men they have at their disposal there.  To err on the 

side of caution, it might be best if you were to send down two 

platoons.’ 

 CeVann nodded his agreement.  ‘Be ready for their arrival, I 

want the Ashiar rescued as quickly as possible.  I look forward to 

receiving good news from you soon.’ 

 

The Doctor had his head halfway inside the communications console, 

frantically pulling the wires out.  He grasped a handful, then selecting 

a blue and green one, he started to wire them together. 

 ‘What are you trying to do, dear?’ Ruby asked, looking in 

dismay at the tangle of wires around the Doctor’s neck, reminded of 

his work on the TARDIS console… when? It seemed like so long ago. 
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 ‘Mmmmph mmmph,’ the Doctor started, with wires held in 

place between his teeth.  Spitting them out, he looked up at Ruby.  ‘The 

communications are designed to cover this planet, to get them to reach 

the Thracian ship I need to boost the signal.’  He looked up at 

CarCoran who was studying the dials on the console intently.  ‘Any 

change?’ 

 The Thracian shook his head.  ‘No, the power levels have not 

changed at all.’  He pushed a button repeatedly, and then slammed his 

fist on the panel.  ‘This is ridiculous.  We don’t even know whether it is 

even possible.’ 

 ‘Of course it is,’ the Doctor rebuked.  ‘I can do anything.’  Ruby 

raised an eyebrow.  ‘Well almost anything,’ he amended.  Ruby 

continued to stare at him.  ‘Most things, then,’ he finished lamely.  

Pushing his head further into the opening, he gave an exclamation of 

joy.  ‘Of course!’ he cried, pulling his head back out.  ‘I have not 

adapted the sonic amplifier yet.  Without it, the signal cannot 

intensify.’ 

 ‘Stand away from the machine,’ a voice barked from behind 

them. 

 Turning, the Doctor faced Patriarch Regis.  The man looked 

dishevelled, his robes of office ripped and a large bruise purpling 

under his eye.  Behind him, the Doctor could see a number of church 

soldiers.  All of them were in a similar condition to their patriarch. 

 ‘I take it that things have not gone well for you,’ the Doctor 

remarked.  ‘You look like you have taken quite a battering.’ 

 ‘On the contrary, Doctor, things couldn’t have gone much 

better.’  Regis focussed his attention on CarCoran.  ‘I wouldn’t expect 

your people to arrive any time soon,’ he jeered. 

 He stepped aside, allowing his soldiers to enter the room.  The 

Doctor rose and raised his hands above his heads in the age old signal 

for surrender.  ‘I take it we are to be taken to the cells?’  He smiled at 
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the soldiers who were approaching him.  ‘No need to worry, we know 

the way,’ he quipped. 

 Shouting could be heard from the chamber behind the patriarch.  

Turning angrily, he realised that the room behind him was filling up 

with church soldiers and at the head of them stood Cardinal Lucian.  

He backed away into the room which held the Doctor.   

‘Protect me!’ he ordered, pushing the nearest of his men towards the 

door and the rapidly approaching Lucian. 

 The soldier, still suffering from the injuries he had received 

whilst facing the Thracians, took one look at the healthy soldiers with 

the cardinal and dropped his sword and knelt on one knee.  ‘Your 

Grace,’ he called in surrender. 

 Regis’ arm swung out, striking the soldier on the side of the 

head and toppling him onto the floor.  ‘Get up and fight them, you 

coward,’ he demanded.  He looked at the other soldiers, but one by one 

they dropped their swords and knelt on the floor. 

 ‘Not really your day is it?’ the Doctor asked as Regis backed 

away into the corner.  The cardinal had reached the doorway now, a 

man in a monk’s habit on one side of him and Gideon on the other.  

‘Good to see you again,’ he called over to Gideon, giving him a broad 

smile.  ‘You have arrived in the nick of time.’ 

 ‘How did you get in here?’ Regis barked from the corner. 

 The monk stepped forward, pulling the hood of his habit back.  

‘I let them in,’ Malchius stated, thrusting his jaw forward 

pugnaciously.   

 ‘You betrayed me,’ Regis said incredulously. 

 ‘No, you betrayed the church,’ Malchius retaliated. 

 Lucian hadn’t looked in Regis’ direction so far.  Finally he 

deigned to look at the man, his face full of contempt.  ‘Take this filth 

away,’ he ordered to one of his soldiers.  ‘Make sure no harm comes to 
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him, though,’ he warned, ‘he must be in full health when he stands 

trial for his acts against the church.’ 

 Lucian strode across the room as the soldiers dragged Regis 

away, stopping in front of CarCoran.  ‘Brother Malchius has told me 

about you.  I cannot apologise enough for the treatment you have 

suffered on account of that man.  Your people have attacked us, 

however, and I’m afraid that at the moment I cannot let you go.’ 

 The Doctor stepped forward and laid a hand on the cardinal’s 

arm.  ‘Your Grace, we were attempting to contact the Thracian fleet 

when the patriarch arrived and stopped us.  If we can get through and 

allow CarCoran to speak to them, I think we could end this war 

without the need of any further bloodshed.’ 

 Lucian gave the Doctor a level stare before looking back at 

Gideon.  The young man nodded back at him.  ‘You must be the 

Doctor, I have heard quite a bit about you.’ 

 ‘I have heard a little about you,’ the Doctor replied, looking at 

Ruby.  ‘You saved the life of my friend, allow me the chance to return 

the favour.’ 

 ‘Of course,’ Lucian said, moving away from the console to allow 

the Doctor better access.  He took CarCoran by the arm and led him to 

one side.  ‘Perhaps while the Doctor works we should talk?’ he offered.  

‘I am sure we have much to discuss.’ 

 

The soldier led Regis through the compound towards the cells.  The 

former patriarch, he needed to think of himself that way now, looked 

at the floor as he walked, his mind sinking into abject despair. 

 The soldier stopped abruptly in front of him, but Regis was so 

preoccupied by his thought that he didn’t notice and walked straight 

into the back of the man.  ‘What are you doing you clumsy fool?’ Regis 

demanded, his arrogance reasserting itself.  The soldier didn’t answer, 

so he shook the man and was surprised when the man slumped to the 
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floor.  Bending over him, Regis could feel a sticky wetness on his 

fingers, raising his hand to his face he found it covered in blood. 

 He looked up sharply as he heard a soft footstep next to him.  

Abel reached down and turned the soldier’s body over, removing his 

dagger from the man’s chest.  Regis reached out a clasping hand and 

held onto Abel’s sleeve.   

 ‘I knew you wouldn’t abandon me,’ he lied.  ‘You have always 

been a faithful servant.’ 

 Abel took hold of Regis’ hand and pulled him to his feet.  ‘We 

know too much about each other to end things this way,’ he replied 

cryptically.  ‘Come on, we have to get away from here while we still 

can.’ 

 With freedom now a distinct possibility, Regis felt his old 

authority start to take over.  ‘Once we are away from here, you will 

travel amongst the clergy.  I need to find out how much support I still 

have.’ 

 Abel shook his head.  ‘It’s over.  Don’t you understand that?  

You played your hand and you lost.  You’re just another criminal like 

me now.’ 

 ‘A criminal?  I think not!  My family have held high office in the 

church since we arrived on this planet.’  He gave Abel a derisive look.  

‘I am nothing like you,’ he sneered.  ‘Remember who is in charge here, 

I have given you an order and I expect you to obey it.  If it wasn’t for 

me you would have been executed years ago.  You will always be 

behind me!’ 

 Picking up the dead soldiers body, Abel opened up one of the 

doors in the corridor and deposited the body.  He stopped in the 

doorway listening intently to the sound of approaching feet.  Grabbing 

Regis by the robes, he pulled him into the room and closed the door. 

 The footsteps came nearer before finally passing.  Regis gave a 

sigh of relief and stepped towards the door but a warning hand on his 
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shoulder stopped him.  He only felt a second’s sharp pain as Abel’s 

dagger slit his throat.  He tried to raise his hands to the wound, but his 

body refused to respond.  His legs were growing numb as vital blood 

gushed from his body and he fell back into Abel’s open arms. 

 ‘I always was behind you,’ Abel mocked. ‘I didn’t come to 

rescue you, you old fool.  I came to make sure you couldn’t talk.’  He 

dropped Regis unceremoniously onto the floor and pulled the door 

open.  ‘Goodbye, Your Beatitude,’ he said sarcastically.  ‘It was a 

pleasure working for you.’ 

 Dying, Regis didn’t have the strength to raise his head.  He 

watched as Abel’s feet disappeared round the corner and then he saw 

no more. 

 

The Doctor and Ruby watched as the Thracians taught the humans 

how to use the new farming equipment.   

 A month had passed since the potential war had been diverted, 

and CarCoran was ensuring that the reparations he had been sent to 

make were being delivered upon.  Throughout New Rome, scenes like 

this were taking place and wary friendships were being formed. 

 ‘Why haven’t we left, dear?’ Ruby asked.  ‘You don’t normally 

stay in one place so long.’ 

 ‘Why?  Are you getting bored?’ 

 ‘No, nothing like that, pet.  I just wondered, that’s all.’ 

 The Doctor pointed at the scene in front of them.  ‘These are the 

only humans in existence,’ he said sadly.  ‘The rest were converted by 

the Cybermen.  I thought you would like to see how your species 

develop.’  

 ‘That was a nice thought.’ Ruby gave the Doctor a noisy kiss on 

the cheek. 
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‘One day they’ll leave this planet, and spread throughout the stars 

again.  Who knows, maybe they will even make it back to Earth?’  The 

Doctor was wearing a huge grin. 

Ruby looked away and noticed Gideon approaching.  They hadn’t 

seen much of the young man in the last few weeks, since he had been 

quite busy with CarCoran and Cardinal Lucian.   

She nudged the Doctor in the ribs.  ‘We’ve got company.’ 

 Looking round, the Doctor spotted Gideon.  He gave him a 

broad smile and a cheery wave.  ‘How are things going?’ he asked. 

 Gideon gave him a rueful smile.  ‘It’s been hard work, but we 

seem to be getting somewhere.’ 

 ‘The reparations are going well though, aren’t they?’ Ruby 

asked. 

 ‘Pretty much, it’s the idea of the Thracians returning that the 

church is having trouble swallowing.’  He looked up into the clear sky.  

‘Somewhere up there, the whole Thracian population is approaching.  

Oh!  I almost forgot.  The Archimandrite’s funeral is tomorrow.  

Cardinal Lucian was wondering whether you wanted to attend as 

honoured guests?’ 

 ‘No, I think we will be going before then,’ the Doctor replied.  

‘When does Lucian ascend to the Archimandrite throne?’ 

 ‘Traditionally we are meant to have a month of mourning first, 

but I think that in this case the traditions will be superseded.  Once he’s 

in place, the church will fall behind his plans to accept the Thracian 

people.  The plight of the common man will improve too.’  He took the 

Doctor’s hand in his.  ‘I’m going to be quite busy, so in case I don’t see 

you before you go, I just wanted to say goodbye.’  He shook the 

Doctor’s hand and gave Ruby a quick kiss on the cheek.  ‘Well 

goodbye, then.’ 
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 ‘Goodbye,’ the Doctor and Ruby chorused in union.  They 

watched as Gideon walked away.  When he had faded from sight, the 

Doctor took Ruby by the arm and started to lead her away.   

 ‘Shall we go home?’ 

 Ruby gave the Doctor a strange look.  

 Smiling, the Doctor pointed to where the TARDIS had landed. 

‘Home,’ he said simply. 

 

 


