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Skorfell, Scandinavia 

812 BC  

 

Hedrin, the Ancient One stood in the center of the Nordic village of Skorfell atop a ridge, black 

cloak flapping in the wind like a ragged flag as the entire village looked on. He had watched the 

region grow through the ages from a humble fishing port of mere dozens to the regional power 

it had become. And it had become so through war and trade. Generations of warriors, jarls, and 

kings sought his counsel. This Methuselah had blessed the babies and then buried the men many 

decades later. He was wrapped in a lined cloak against the bitter winter and leaned heavy on his 

long staff, age finally bending him low.  

Standing on the freezing ridge in witness were Jarl Almstedt, Kolbjorn the Merciless who 

stood nearby his liege, and the inner circle of warriors in full armor with painted shields in hand. 

The jarl was a tyrant, Kolbjorn was his hammer. By sheer martial strength, they had bent the 

region to their will. They were woven tightly in furs and cloaks against the brutal wind and snow 

of Viking winter, a single pyre’s warmth could not stave off the chill—it could only cast the 

ceremony in flickering orange light in the deepening dusk. This day was prophesized, and all 

words spoken by the Ancient One had come to pass; this was time for his death… and rebirth.  

The jarl was uneasy and ran a hand through the thick hair of his greasy beard and 

adjusted the iron crown which seemed to rest heavy this day. The old sorcerer had been a 

constant in the region for all Jarl Almstedt’s days, and the knowledge he bore could indeed only 

come from the Gods who see over all horizons. But this day, the Ancient One prophesized what 

had never been witnessed by the eyes of man. In over two decades of war; the leader had only 

ever seen the hands of the Gods work in subtle ways—fair winds at sail or surviving gruesome 

wounds. In a life spent in war and manipulation, not knowing an outcome can mean a swift ship 
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to Valhalla. These thoughts were broken by a nudge from his strong right hand, Kolbjorn, who 

stood near a foot taller and seemed to carry the iron of earth in his muscles. The hammer 

Kolbjorn, faced the spectacle unflinchingly—which the jarl envied. 

The Methuselah raised his eyes to look down upon the tattooed faces of the people and 

slaves who looked on in wonder, faces lashed red against the vicious sting of the wind. Every face 

he saw was a story and a connection. The Ancient One did not resemble the people gathered 

this night. He bore a visage only the warriors who had traveled farthest east had ever witnessed 

before. His long shock of thinning white hair peeked out beneath the hood. His eyes were dark 

like fresh-struck flint; skin parchment thin and frail. He began to speak, softly at first, and then 

building in volume until every word rang clear with many joining in the ancient words:  

 

Lo, there do I see my father. 

Lo, there do I see my mother, 

And my sisters, and my brothers. 

Lo, there do I see the line of my people, 

Back to the beginning! 

 

Lo, they do call to me. 

They bid me take my place among them, 

In the halls of Valhalla! 

Where the brave may live forever! 

 

Somewhere, a woman screamed when the Methuselah’s features and hands began to 

glow and plume energy. Kolbjorn sneered at their weakness and raised his hand for calm, and 

the stoic people obeyed as the jarl stood motionless, stunned at the sight. The glow became its 

own burning pyre, scorching the ground where he stood as the cloak fell away and the ancient 

staff tumbled down the rise. The Ancient One raised his head a final time, and the magic lit the 

night like day. Shock reverberated through the crowd; the warriors looked to their leaders for 

guidance for surely the Gods were at work here, but none knew to what end. When their gaze 

landed again on the Methuselah, the ancient sage was gone. A young warrior now stood in his 

place, clothes far too tight on his heavier, powerful frame.  

The Ancient One stood now a young man and taller even than the berserker Kolbjorn 

who was the greatest blade this age had produced. His eyes had burned away their former 

darkness in the fire of his rebirth and now were as clear a blue as the most precious of gems with 

long red hair and thick massive beard. The priests scrambled to cover the man standing reborn 

with cloaks and blankets against the frigid winter night; a child fetched the ancient staff for the 

young warrior to lean upon as this magic had seemingly taken its toll on him.  

“Hedrin the Eternal,” the jarl called the Ancient One by name, shouting for all to hear, 

eager to return the attention to himself, “when you are prepared, join us for a feast in honor of 

your new birth by my hearth and with my mead.” 

The reborn sage raised his head and looked to the beacon in the center of town with new 

eyes. The impossibly smooth spire ignited its dark stone crown in a dull crimson for the first time 

since it was planted so long ago. Hundreds of hours of sorcery by the ancient man over the many 

long decades finally bore fruit. The ancient sage had held off his rebirth as long as he had been 
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able. He needed to keep his secrets until he knew the beacon—the Rend Engine—would finally 

be ready to ignite.  

Hedrin nodded; emotions washed over his new face. The Rend Engine was primed; this 

would not go unnoticed by his pursuers. No matter; he had no alternative, and the promise of 

eternal life at whatever cost was one long step closer. The pieces of him that had been stolen 

would be made whole.  

“Know now, warriors of Skorfell, the prophecy is not yet complete.” The new voice of 

Hedrin rang out. “The Huntress comes soon, she who is the harbinger of the Dok Tor and brings 

death with her.” A wave of shock rippled through the gathered. They had witnessed rebirth, his 

words of the harbinger of the Dok Tor must be true as well. The Huntress drew near. 

  

***** 

 

The TARDIS was plummeting through the vortex; wrenched from its flight path by an unknown 

force. Gravity alternated between nothing and several times the Gallifreyan default. The ever-

nimble Leela of the Sevateem braced against the control console with a stoic grace, the Doctor 

flailed awkwardly against the hat stand in a moment of turbulence. The lights and roundels 

flashed, and the cloister bell sounded—each screaming for attention.  

 All at once, the journey reached its end with a heavy “THOOM!” The Doctor, regaining his 

feet, clambered over to the console, and his eyes pored over the readings and monitors. The 

Doctor was a tall figure with a disarming charm, mop of curly hair, and a toothy smile as if privy 

to a joke only he understood. That smile had now been hijacked—replaced with a scowl, as his 

mind struggled with the data he saw. Leela stood easily nearby. She carried the same air of 

patience that all warriors carried—panic had been trained out of them and replaced with 

competence. The hunter of the Sevateem was athletic, with loose, earth-tone hide garb 

complete with a razor-sharp knife resting in its sheath.  

“Ah…” the Doctor offered, completing his examination and scratching at his curly mop. 

“You do not sound as if you are confident. Can I assume you have no answers as to what 

just happened?” Leela inquired. Hands on hips, she paced the floor, her patience straining for an 

explanation.  

“Me? No idea? What rubbish! Utter tosh!” the Doctor responded, tugging a bit of his 

overlong scarf from his neck to get some air—it had gotten rather warm all of a sudden. “Of 

course, I may not know precisely what just happened, but one simply doesn’t sail the length and 

breadth of space-time for several hundred years without noticing certain trends…”  

“This is good news, Doctor,” Leela smiled, enjoying the false bravado. “And what do your 

trends tell us of where we have landed?”  

“We must first list what we know.” The Doctor flicked controls and examined readouts 

before looking up again. “Something pulled us mid-flight from the vortex. Second, it forced us to 

land in the middle of nowhere but with a breathable atmosphere—inside a structure of some 

kind…” 

“Could this not simply be a malfunction of the TARDIS, Doctor?” Leela gestured to the 

console’s dizzying array of controls and gauges. “It has been known to fail a number of times…”  

“Malfunction? The TARDIS? I’ll have you know, savage, this old girl could not be in better 

condition. Good luck finding a type 40 in better shape than this; why she practically flies herself 
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sometimes.” the Doctor paused while donning his wide-brimmed hat and gathering his coat from 

the floor. “Now where was I?” 

“You were speaking highly of your experience,” Leela offered, arms crossed with a smirk 

on her face. 

“Ah yes. Quite right. Based on what we know, we are either dealing with an entity of 

unimaginable power—of whom I have crossed a few in my day—or the Time Lords are in play. 

I’m guessing Time Lords since the structure we are in is of sufficient technology and that leaves 

us with either the Master has another elaborate game to play and droll speeches to make or… 

perhaps the CIA.” The Doctor examined what appeared to be a lab of some kind through the 

monitor by the door while rubbing his chin in anticipation. The Time Lord, apparently satisfied, 

started towards the door.  

“Let us hope it is not the Master, his smell is most unpleasant.” She followed the Time 

Lord’s cue to exit the TARDIS. “What is this CIA?”  

“The Celestial Intervention Agency, a rather hush-hush bunch of my kinsman who like to 

tinker far too much in the fabric of time. Often they wind up tearing what they try to mend. 

Subtle as a sledgehammer, that lot,” the Doctor said, pulling the TARDIS door closed behind him. 
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Scientific Research Station Trinity 

Deep Space 

 

The science outpost Trinity was a place of learning strategically built in the center of nowhere 

and no-when of importance to reduce the risks of exploring dangerous artifacts from the 

beginning of Time Lord civilization. The normally orderly laboratory had been ransacked, and the 

lighting unit flickered from a stray blast that damaged its controls. The agent in charge of the 

investigation kneeled with his back to the TARDIS; inspecting the splayed body of a scientist 

which lay motionless in the place her life had ended. His dark uniform bore the rank of a 

seasoned veteran in the agency along with command stripes along the cuffs. He stood and 

turned to the Doctor, his hawkish features and sharp eyes carried a somber expression but 

certainly not one of surprise. He struck a tall figure, able to meet the Doctor’s gaze evenly with 

grey hair swept strictly back reflecting what was likely several lifetimes of military or clandestine 

service.  

The Doctor swept the room with his eyes as he spoke. “I never forget a face… or the 

comprehensive research on the face after the fact. Correct me if I’m wrong, which I’m sure you 

would enjoy, but the last time we met was the smoke-filled trenches of Skaro? Hmm? The whole 

business with the early Daleks?” the Doctor immediately seized the initiative in the conversation.  

“Indeed. I hadn’t the opportunity to introduce myself at the time,” the agent offered. 

“For that, I must apologize.”  

“Don’t bother, Lord Ferain… if I’m not too far off the mark? You know who I am of 

course; your lot rather obsesses when it comes to my travels. A reputation like mine tends to 

precede. This is my associate, Leela.” the Doctor gestured broadly with a wild grin. 

“It’s Director Ferain now, actually,” the Director replied; looking over Leela in surprise. 

Whatever he was expecting; she did not meet fit the bill. “No thanks to how the whole Dalek 

operation turned out. The Celestial Intervention Agency needed a firm hand, and I’ve recently 

accepted and serve at the pleasure of the council and lord president.”  

Leela inspected her surroundings and this director who sought their attention. It 

saddened the young warrior that the victim lay where she fell while these men sparred with 
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sharp tongues. Surely a grave matter was at hand, and she felt sad for a moment wondering who 

may be missing this perished Time Lord. The lab was in disarray; no matter the time period, Leela 

knew a ransacking when she saw one. This was a raid. But for what purpose? This poor woman 

offered no clues. She turned her attention to the director. Despite his bearing, she could see 

tension and something else… 

“Who was she?” Leela asked. “Her clothes are different from yours. The long white coats 

are of the scientists, are they not?”  

“Quite right. I’m afraid condolences are in order Doctor, for this was a friend to you at 

some points in your lives,” Director Ferain replied. “I would imagine you do not recognize her as 

she has regenerated since last you met. Unfortunately, she was not given the opportunity to do 

so again.”  

“Who…?” The Doctor asked, holding his suspicions at arm’s length.  

The director paused, voice breaking for a moment. “Aldreanon. She was an irreplaceable 

genius here at Trinity Station. Her knowledge of Rassilon’s artifacts was nearly unparalleled. I’m 

so very sorry for the circumstances, but we’ve a pressing matter at hand and need your 

assistance. I cannot give you all the details… clearance and all that but…”  

 “You are afraid,” Leela interrupted. “You seek to tempt us with crumbs when the heart 

of the matter would serve us all far better. Men with tongues of honey are seldom sweet. Speak 

plainly Director of Intervention.”  

“Yes. Of course. Quite right.” The Director turned and projected a hologram from a 

handheld device of a short, well-built Time Lord with dark hair and eyes. “This is Hedrin. One of 

ours, I’m afraid. Distinguished military service as well as decorated agent of the CIA. We are not 

sure what radicalized him, but the evidence is quite clear. He managed to find this place, disable 

the security, and kill Aldreanon in the process when she interrupted his heist. While I don’t 

believe murder was his intention, the result remains the same.”  

“I’m certain the motive will be a bit more obvious when we know what was taken,” the 

Doctor responded, clearly struggling with her loss. Memories with Aldreanon—long evenings of 

debate, drink, and scientific conjecture—came flooding back to the old Time Lord. Times that 

now, even for him, would now forever be in his past.  

“For a warrior to turn on his tribe and life’s work, surely this must be quite a prize,” Leela 

agreed. She sensed the Doctor’s pain and stood close by; her presence a support to her old 

friend.  

Every Matrix hub, an access point to the entirely of Time Lord knowledge, was different 

based on its purpose. Director Ferain fumbled with unfamiliar controls on the lab’s main console 

and projected a series of images. Three spires of unknown composition, similar to long smooth 

staves with a bulbous crystalline headpiece. Clips from experiments and streams of data danced 

across the still images. It was titled simply “RE3.” 

The Doctor’s eyes widened for a moment before slapping his hand on his forehead in a 

flourish of recognition. “And just how did you let this happen, hmm?” the Doctor shouted. 

“Perhaps one of the most powerful artifacts of Rassilon, and you just toss it into the equivalent 

of the broom cupboard!?” A look of anger and disgust washed over his features as he tossed a 

length of scarf over his shoulder and seethed at the director. 
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The Doctor began to speak several times until his eyes came to rest at the body of his 

friend who lay lifeless, burned with three staser blasts marring her science ministry robes. He 

nodded to his own internal dialogue before turning back to face the Director. 

Leela placed a hand on the Doctor’s shoulder. “I beg your calm, Doctor,” she said. “Listen 

to the one called Ferain.  Perhaps we can learn more of what happened here.”  

The Director held up his hands in subtle surrender. “This station’s secrecy was meant to 

protect it, but… mistakes were made. I know Aldreanon was your friend, but she was dear to us 

as well. Perhaps one of the finest scientific minds on Gallifrey has been lost, and without her, we 

don’t know what this device does or how to find it. We… she would beg your help. The Ministry 

of Justice has issued a warrant for Hedrin across all timelines.” Ferain looked the Doctor directly 

in the eye. “What is this device that Hedrin stole?” he asked. 

The Doctor pointed at the flickering images suspended above the holoprojector of the 

Matrix hub “The Rend Engine is a series of four beacons which must be placed precisely 

throughout space-time and primed. The first was placed by Rassilon eons ago; it was, and 

probably still is, the anchor. Many have searched for the first beacon, but to no avail. Some 

secrets vanished with Rassilon. The final beacons were apparently kept here in the reliquary 

under the inept guard of the Gallifreyan intelligence agencies.” 

“And what do these beacons do when properly armed?” The director asked, ignoring the 

jab.  

“They rend the chronal forces of space-time and grant the recipient Time Lord additional 

regenerations. Perhaps even immortality,” the Doctor replied, pacing the floor and investigating 

the scene.  

“Surely that isn’t actually possible?” Ferain balked.  

“Oh, but it is I’m afraid, at least on some level. Rassilon thrived in building the Time Lord 

society for many ages. Aldreanon speculated, and I for one tend to agree, that the Rend Engine 

was how he extended his life.” 

“Immortality is a grand prize for any foe,” Leela offered. “This will make him a dangerous 

adversary, indeed.”  

“If only that were the worst of it. You would set the four beacons working,” the Doctor 

began explaining as he typed feverishly into the Matrix hub, displacing the director 

unceremoniously as he spoke, “and then you would use the temporal-spatial inertia between 

them to create enough focused energy to reset a Time Lord’s lifecycle. You’d tune it to your 

brain pattern so the energy can find you and simply step into the light. The only thing is that it 

would require pinpoint accuracy and sheer brilliance to make it work. Get it wrong, even 

slightly,” the Doctor looked up, “and that’s that.” 

Leela and Ferain watched in silence as the Doctor returned to work. The hub projected a 

dizzying whirr of data holo-projected above the trio. “I very much doubt this Hedrin has the 

faintest glimmer of genius that was Rassilon. If the Rend Engine isn’t precisely placed and 

calibrated—which would take time and extraordinary effort—it could tear a hole in space-time 

and cause a cascade effect across all the timelines. An explosion at the core of history…” 

The director seemed as if he had deflated, leaning hard on the console as he scanned the 

thousands of data points projected. “So he has fled into the past to set these beacons. He could 

be anywhere at any point in time of these possibilities. It could take a hundred temporal 

engineers a decade to sort—”  
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“Found him!” The Doctor clapped his hands together in discovery, a wide grin appearing 

as he scanned the data at feverous speed. “Or, at least, several compelling leads. It’s not too 

difficult a trick if you know what to look for. Theoretically, he could establish the beacons at any 

of these points, but—and here is the clever bit—it will take decades, possibly even centuries in 

some cases to calibrate, and he will need to remain nearby! That means he will have to blend 

with the local population which narrows the possibilities to just a few races and eras! If I’m right, 

they will be easier to calibrate if they’re kept within a limited distance of each other—say a 

couple of thousand years either way in the same solar system. Forest for the trees, my dear 

director… forest for the trees! Come, savage! We’ve a long road ahead of us and not a moment 

to waste!”  

As the door shut and the odd blue Police Box faded from Trinity Station, Ferain was left 

without an audience in the flickering light. “So I guess that means you will help then? Right. Off 

you go and happy hunting… that’s a lot of trees.”  

 

***** 

  

The fire was small in the sentry shelter which guarded the narrow path to Skorfell. A heavy-set 

warrior with frost frozen to the blonde bristles of his beard entered and nodded to the guard 

who watched the path which was his charge.  

“Igor replaced your watch on the fjord?” the guard known as Calder called out. His eyes 

locked on the path down into the village.  

“Moves slower than ice in winter, that one, but yes. I am to guard with you until we are 

relieved,” Erland replied, dropping his shield and ax to warm his hands by the fire.  

“I saw a light from the village and heard the prayer,” grunted Calder. “They say the 

Ancient One will be reborn as he prophesized. I swear I can even see that old spire glow from 

here.”  

“I believe the Gods,” Erland replied between draughts from the mead skin. “Men I trust 

when my own eyes tell the way of things. He is very old, granted. But only the Gods are eternal.”  

“Make ready. A figure on the path approaches!” Calder called out.  

 The two grabbed their weapons and donned their helmets. Calder was short and balding 

with a long, dark handled mustache with a fur-lined helmet, shield, and spear. Erland gathered 

his ax and shield with painted jagged bolts, still wearing the winter cloak from his watch. They 

jogged out onto the path to meet the threat, signal horn slung across Erland’s chest.  

 The figure was wrapped in a heavy traveling cloak with hood pulled low. It moved with 

noticeable grace upon the uneven stone path. As the traveler neared the torchlight of the sentry 

house, she pulled back her hood to reveal stunning blue eyes and auburn hair.  

She nodded and smiled in greeting and spoke. “I am seeking someone…”  

“Then I should say you have found him, fair creature,” Calder said, sharing a laugh with 

Erland. “It’s not safe to travel these roads without a man to protect you. From whence do you 

hail? Who do you belong to?”  

“I belong to no man, watchman. I am Leela of the Sevateem, and I come seeking one 

known as Hedrin we believe may have passed this way,” Leela fired back.  

 The warriors looked to each other in astonishment. Then the men turned back to the 

Huntress, the mood having shifted quickly.  



THE DOCTOR WHO PROJECT  BRIEF ENCOUNTERS 

 

 13 

“We will drag you to Jarl Almstedt,” Erland barked. “He will decide your fate. If you play 

at being the Huntress, child, then your life is forfeit.” The men approached through the winter 

snow, torchlight playing across their faces. “Come now, do not struggle, and we will not have 

need to mar your pretty face.”  

They had no respect for their opponent—which was their first mistake. Erland lead with 

his shield, ax flipped blunt side forward to subdue rather than kill. The Huntress waited, 

seemingly resigned to capture, the vapor of her breath slow and measured in the freezing air. As 

Calder approached, spear leveled, Leela’s hands shot out and grabbed the weapon above the 

blade. She pivoted her body, landing the tip deep in a nearby tree. Leela slid a baton from her 

sleeve and smashed it across Calder’s skull, blasting him soundlessly into unconsciousness 

despite the helmet. The blue eyes turned to regard Erland who stared in shock.  

“The Doctor asks that I not kill,” the Huntress seethed, a sharp blade appearing in her 

free hand. “You owe your pitiful lives to him. I would have sent you to your Gods for this 

honorless assault.” 

 Erland grasped the signal horn, fumbling to signal the village. He managed a short blast 

before the baton swung again, shattering the horn and dislocating his arm with an unsettling 

crack. The Viking turned and ran towards Skorfell, cradling his arm before stopping short. With a 

swish and a thunk, a knife blade reverberated inches from his head in a nearby tree. He never 

heard the Huntress close the distance.  

 

***** 

 

Warriors and villagers alike feasted on elk, hog, and mutton with dark breads and endless horns 

of mead and beer. The main table in the jarl’s longhouse was packed with seasoned veterans of 

many raiding expeditions. Kolbjorn sat at the head. Jarl Almstedt sat upon his throne with the 

upper levels packed with villagers and slaves. At the center of the longhouse rose a tree which 

resembled Yggdrasil, the tree of life, which produced inexplicable light in the longhouse with its 

magic. The tree’s winding, gnarled branches stretched across the whole upper expanse of the 

massive hall. The legends say the tree grew overnight with the arrival of Hedrin the Eternal, who 

now sat with his newfound youth upon a perfect bench of root. The hall itself was built around 

the tree so long ago and expanded as the village grew.  

 The jarl smiled as he surveyed the crowd from his throne. Indeed, this was a day to 

celebrate, as the strong mead struck his blood and fired his ambition. Word of this day would 

spread throughout the realm; none could take this as anything other than a clear omen. Perhaps 

the crown of a king would fit far better than that of a jarl. With Kolbjorn leading his forces and 

the clear voice of Odin sounding through the reborn Methuselah when the winter thawed, war 

would sweep over his enemies.  

The Ancient One was clothed in more appropriately sized blue robes with a sword belt 

and blade sheathed at his side. His long red hair and beard were tied and braided in a warrior’s 

fashion. His intense eyes scanned the room. Hedrin’s anxiety was apparent to those sober 

enough to observe. He retained his aged staff more out of habit, it seemed, than any particular 

need for support. His mind flew across the decades of toil needed to calibrate the Rend Engine 

beacon. His old lives seemed a distant memory, but the bitterness of loss held its sting. He held 

on for so long because this was his last chance—his final body. He would either succeed and gain 
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a new grip on his lives and destiny or fail and have wasted this final life on a lost cause. The 

fugitive Time Lord knew from years of experience who they would send as a hound on this trail—

even calculating which incarnation. The fourth, he knew only too well, railed against the CIA but 

had proved time and again a relentless soldier when needed—the Daleks, Morbius, and most 

recently, the wizened Master on Gallifrey. The fourth incarnation and his indefatigable warrior, 

Leela—they’re exactly the people he would have chosen for this mission before he had gone 

rogue. Grim determination and purpose filled Hedrin; he vowed to himself he would finish what 

he started no matter the cost.  

 The festivities paused, and the music fell to silence as a blast of the signal horn rang out 

only to be cut short as abruptly as it began. At once, the light from the tree dimmed then 

flickered to black causing alarm to those feasting in the room. When the lights returned, there 

stood a towering specter causing the room to explode in voices of shock then back to stark 

silence as the room regarded the spirit. He loomed over the sudden silence with a wide-brimmed 

hat pulled down low over a shock of dark curls. He wore a long dark coat with an impossible 

length of multi-colored, earth-toned fabric about his neck. Everyone knew the Dok Tor from the 

lore as he raised his head to display wide maw of bright white teeth and eyes which twinkled on 

the edge of insanity. Nearby a woman wept in fear.  

Hedrin stood and called out, “Warriors of Skorfell, brothers… the Dok Tor is here.”  

“Am I late? I do hope I’m not late. My invitation must have been lost in the post… love a 

good prophecy fulfillment.” The Doctor said through a toothy grin and gestured to Hedrin from 

head to foot. “Hedrin, I presume? I would say you haven’t changed a bit, but clearly—”  

“I had hoped that I would be left in peace,” Hedrin replied, seemingly weary all of a 

sudden.  

The mirth vanished, and a scowl darkened the Doctor’s features as his voice dropped. He 

spoke low and measured‚—no one in the room dared utter a sound from the tension. “You have 

committed murder against your own people—my friend, at that. What’s more: you are meddling 

with dangerous forces you cannot possibly comprehend. Your selfishness is astonishing, so let 

me be clear: you cannot hide from us. There is no time where you may flee that we will not 

follow. We may be too late to stop you setting up the beacon, but this foolishness ends here and 

now. Am I quite understood?”  

“Warriors, seize the Dok Tor!” Jarl Almstedt growled—breaking the spell—immediately 

on his feet after finding his voice.  

The warriors looked to one another uncertainly until Kolbjorn stood. The wooden floor 

echoed under his heavy stride as he marched to loom over the Dok Tor, grasping a heavy ax in a 

massive hand. The rest fell in line behind.  

“Oh yes, this old chestnut,” the Doctor said, picking a bit of imaginary fuzz from the 

massive warrior’s armor. “Consider me seized if it makes you feel better. Better yet, let’s assume 

that you threatened me while explaining how very important and fearsome you are.”  

“The Ancient One is a friend to our people; healer of the sick and speaker of the futures,” 

the jarl proclaimed to all. “No demon he has named will carry him to the black lands without a 

fight. Tread carefully, spirit. Hedrin has spoken your weakness to the blade.” As the Doctor was 

detained and searched by his warriors, he rolled his eyes, and a sly grin snuck across his features.  

“It seems your pursuit has reached its end, Doctor. I must say, I expected more given 

your reputation.” Hedrin called out, smiling despite himself.  
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“The night is young, Hedrin. I dare say anything could happen.” The Doctor winked 

conspiratorially. “Shh. Wait for it.”  

 The doors flew open, and the audience turned to behold the Huntress, a dark tale of 

merciless beauty made flesh. She threw the battered sentry to the floor as she stalked forward 

to the center of the room. Hardened warriors drew back despite themselves and made way as 

she marched forward, avoiding her eyes. They had been warned of her bloodthirst and thought 

better of testing the lore.  

“I am Leela of the Sevateem, and we seek one who is called Hedrin. Greetings, Doctor. Do 

you not tire of being captured?” She asked with a smile, all eyes locked on her.  

“Ah yes, well. One does find one’s talents in the strangest places. I trust you found your 

way ok? I would offer you undercooked meats or mead, but I’m afraid our host has quite soured 

on my company, eh Jarl Almstedt?” the Doctor replied, holding his bound hands before him in 

mock surrender and nudging his massive captor.  

“Huntress! I am Kolbjorn, victor of the Eastern Raids and Hammer of the Falkind 

Massacre. It is told that you can bleed. If this is so, then face me! I will break you, shield maiden, 

for the honor of the Kolbjorn name,” the berserker roared. The warriors beat their shields and 

made way to create a ring.  

“No, don’t! There is no need for bloodshed! Please, savage, have some small mercy!” the 

Doctor begged. 

“The Dok Tor fears for you, Huntress…” Kolbjorn made ready his shield and massive ax for 

battle.  

“No, you fool. Shh. I was talking to her,” the Doctor replied. “Leela, stick to the plan,”  

The room fell silent. Hedrin stood in anticipation to watch the battle. He knew through 

lifetimes of clandestine service that his people would set the Doctor on his trail. This moment 

had been prepared for. The Methuselah’s time was well spent around campfires telling the 

children who would grow into warriors of the Dok Tor and the horrid Leela. They were the 

demons in the shadows and under their bunks when they slept. The ancient one instilled hatred 

and fear for the day they faced the Dok Tor and Leela—that they would not hesitate to capture 

and destroy the Vikings on sight.  

Leela dropped her winter cloak to reveal her leather boots and form-fitting animal skin 

attire. She tied back her auburn hair and placed a finger in her ear for a moment before nodding 

to the Doctor as she entered the makeshift ring of warriors and villagers. In one hand she bore 

her trusted knife and in the other an odd metal wand with a red tip.  

The jarl leaned forward on his throne, eyes darting from the pending battle to the face of 

the Dok Tor. Dark magics were at play here, and none but these spirits could say to what end. On 

the one hand; the jarl had seen Kolbjorn shatter a shield wall of seasoned warriors on his own 

and send them all to Valhalla at the end of his ax. He was as powerful as the sea and just as 

relentless. On the other, the Huntress circled with measured steps. She was fast, and no fear 

reflected back from her striking blue eyes. Perhaps those of the dark lands do not fear death, 

which would make her a mighty foe indeed. If Kolbjorn fell this day, his enemies—even among 

his own warriors—would see that as weakness. The small voices would say it was a signal from 

the gods that the jarl’s rule was at an end. All the jarl could do was watch and keep as stoic a 

face as possible.  
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The berserker launched himself forward in a charge far faster than one of his size would 

be considered capable. The Huntress rolled to her right and struck the mighty warrior across the 

temple with the hilt of her blade, stunning him. The crowd gasped; Kolbjorn snarled and 

regained the momentum back swinging the ornate bladed ax bare inches from Leela who fell 

back on her heels to avoid the blow. Leela seemed distracted from the battle by the red-tipped 

wand in her off hand which she seemed to be trying to manipulate in some fashion while 

avoiding certain death—a spell, perhaps? Leela again avoided the deadly ax while the berserker 

screamed in tongues. She was too late to avoid the shield which launched her from her feet onto 

the straw-covered arena floor flinging the wand from her grasp.  

Kolbjorn marched forward raising his ax, certain of his kill and his place in history, as Leela 

scrambled desperately to find the red-tipped relic in the straw. Finally, the Huntress’ hands 

grasped its handle and held aloft the metal wand. A screech, the likes of which none had ever 

experienced, cut through the air and sent the room into a full panic. The volume only increased 

as the berserker stalked forward, frothing at the mouth, determined to strike Leela down despite 

the pain. Before reaching his victim, Kolbjorn succumbed to the fearsome wail; the massive 

Viking’s knees gave out, and his weapons clattered to the ground. He writhed on the floor 

cradling his head, his eyes wide open and desperate for the sound to cease.  

 The Ancient One turned and fought through the pain as he saw the Doctor breaking free 

of his captors and clearing the distance between them. The Doctor leaped onto the table and 

sprinted in pursuit while shaking off his bonds; seemingly unaffected by the otherworldly wail.  

Hedrin shoved past frenzied villagers and scrambled for an ancient wooden skeleton key 

about his neck on a leather cord. With a final look at the Doctor quickly closing the distance, he 

inserted it into the Yggdrasil trunk which fell away and swallowed the Eternal One whole.  

The Dok Tor arrived a moment too late—the Tree of Life faded from the world of 

Midgard, taking the light of the jarl’s hall with them leaving them in darkness and chaos. The wail 

ceased, leaving many senseless with fear in its wake. When the torches were lit from the fire pit; 

the Dok Tor and the Huntress had vanished. Some say they fled back into the black lands from 

where they were spawned, others that they still pursue Hedrin the Eternal across the many 

worlds.  
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Intra-Solar Frigate Aquarius  

North American Alliance Vessel, Ice Harvester Class 

Currently in orbit over Enceladus, Saturn Colonies  

AD 2212 

 

The ship was firmly tethered to the surface of Enceladus with a stable geostationary orbit, but 

nothing ever made that sinking feeling fade from the pit of his stomach when riding the elevator 

back to the ship. The ride back up had to cover tens of thousands of kilometers, and the 

dampeners could only mask the speed so much—hence nausea. Many of the laborers had been 

raised in low-gravity and therefore didn’t seem to notice or even slept through the trip. The 

thermal nil-atmo suits which served as their fragile lifeline while harvesting were stripped off 

after days of being locked inside during the harvest and scattered about the platform. Their skin 

yearned to breathe, and the workers ached for the fresher air of the ship’s cyclers after days of 

being sealed within their suits during heavy labor.  

Hedrin ran a filthy hand over his receding hairline and down his week’s growth of auburn 

beard. It was done. The beacon was set and primed. It had taken countless trips to the surface 

with a half dozen labor ships, but his hearts soared when he saw the crimson ignite in the 

freezing dark. Now he was simply tired, even more so than the labor would have brought on by 

itself. Drifting from ship to ship and colony to colony—even from name to name—had taken its 

toll on his spirit. When he slept, he had visions of ancient peoples and long-dead friends. He 

dreamt of why he pushed himself so hard, what it had cost him, and what it likely still would. 

Hedrin told himself that all of this, even the violence, would make more sense with the span of 

eternity to consider it. He wanted a shower and whatever passed for rest; he would feel better 

afterward, he told himself. Hedrin drifted to sleep in the gentle rocking of the ascent, his mind 

falling through his memories.  

It was a nightmare. It always was. He was back on Gamma Centauri V again in his first 

incarnation, hearing the electronic-tinged screams of mutant xenophobes who so feared and 

hated the galaxy that they only knew one purpose: extermination. He could hear the distinctive 

blasts and their inevitable breaking of the lines—engulfing the trenches… killing. Hedrin fired his 
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staser rifle relentlessly, hoping he was only a few shots away from turning the tide. He was a 

good soldier, and the good soldier’s first life ended as he was caught in an explosion mere 

decades after his birth. It tore through the bulkhead of the landing craft, severing his arm and 

throwing him clear of the ship. He regenerated in the filth of the trench he clawed his way into, 

surrounded by those who were not so fortunate.  

The horrific dream shifted to the dank cell where Hedrin, in his fifth incarnation as a 

veteran CIA agent, languished under the control of the totalitarian government of a pre-vortex 

Time Lord society. This was the dawn of Rassilon. The mission was accomplished; the Rend 

Engine, among dozens of other relics, was safe from accidental destruction. Now he waited for 

evacuation. He never gave up his secrets. Never broke. Not as the years passed by in the tiny 

cell. Not as his captors became bored with him. Decades passed in that damned cell before a 

TARDIS arrived in the dead of night to take him home. He was awarded a medal, and there was a 

reception. He just stared at his small plate of cake as the political elite congratulated him while 

mispronouncing his name. Hero they said.  

His tenth incarnation lasted seven years. As protector of the lord president, he never saw 

death coming in the form of the Master. His back was turned, and he only felt pain for a 

moment. The president survived. He was duly awarded another medal by Borusa and other 

political animals. More cake. Later, there was no end to his rage as he sat in the meeting where 

they debated offering the Master regenerations to save their precious Doctor. He resigned the 

same day. Years passed in his retirement. The cancer of bitterness grew. Then he remembered 

the Rend Engine. For the first time, it seemed a weight had been lifted. If he did not deserve 

another chance at life then who did?  

 The nightmares ended abruptly as the platform shook, marking the braking sequence and 

the pending arrival at the Aquarius; he gathered his things and stood for the long reset process. 

As the airlock pressurized and the thick doors opened, no medical staff stood waiting behind 

them. Before him stood the eternally young Huntress and the Doctor nearby examining the 

control consoles; wiping a battered screen with his sleeve to see more clearly before raising his 

attention to the elevator and smiling that damned smile.  

“Oh, there you are, Hedrin! We’ve simply been looking everywhere, haven’t we Leela?” 

the Doctor offered casually.  

“It is as you say, Doctor. Come now, old warrior,” said Leela. “This hunt has reached its 

end, and you ran well. Come and face the council. You have my word you will be given a fair trial. 

There is no shame in owning your actions. Honor is not what life brings or even its length, but it 

is how we meet our fate that matters.” Leela gave a sympathetic nod but stood ready for 

anything.  

“I dare say you may have been listening to me, savage. Well put. What do you say, eh? 

Ready to end all this nonsense, hmm?” the Doctor offered.  

“Oh yes, let’s end this. Damn you! Let’s end this now!”  

 Hedrin had prepared for this moment. Often he could think of nothing else. He pulled an 

ARC-9 projector pistol from the small of his back where it had worn a hole in his skin from the 

pressure and friction from the nil-atmo suit and fired plasma rounds at the pursuers. Leela and 

Doctor took cover, plasma bolts sizzling where they struck, before recognizing non-biomaterial 

and extinguishing themselves to avoid hull breach. The fugitive ran flat out towards the 

habitation corridor and fell violently to the ground, pistol clattering from his grasp when the 
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door opened. Hedrin looked to find an absurdly long scarf tied low across the door frame and 

Leela closing the distance in pursuit, the Doctor not far behind. Hedrin scrambled to his feet and 

scooped up the ARC-9 while sprinting towards his quarters, firing blind shots in his wake. The 

Huntress flatted against the bulkhead to avoid the blasts while the Doctor peeked behind the 

portal’s frame. 

 Hedrin frantically tapped in the code on the worn keypad outside his quarters, looking 

over his shoulder—there was no sign of the Doctor or the Huntress. Dead silence, only the 

buzzing of the harsh lights could be heard in the hall. With a chirp, the door opened, and 

Hedrin’s hearts sank at the sight of the battered blue box which loomed before him. Seated on 

the bed was the Doctor casually flipping through a reference manual. Leela stood at the ready, 

clear eyes locked intensely, knife gripped in the reverse fashion in case she needed to strike or 

grapple. Hedrin sighed and raised the pistol towards the Doctor’s head. Nothing, just the quick 

click of the trigger.  

“The ARC-9 only carries seven bolts before a new energy cell is required. Page thirty-

seven,” the Doctor replied before looking up. “It’s over Hedrin. Stop this. Your arrogance has 

already cost lives; you’ve no idea the stakes of your selfish game. You don’t have to run 

anymore.”  

 Hedrin stared hard at the oversized wall locker by his bed and felt the key strapped to his 

wrist guard.  

“You cannot reach your TARDIS, much less unlock it before I put you down,” Leela 

growled. “This is my final warning,”  

“Doctor, look to the manual behind my bed…” Hedrin said, staring hard at Leela.   

 The Doctor reached back and sighed as he read the cover. “NAA Fleet Marine Manual for 

Explosive Deployment… Hedrin, you monster. Even you wouldn’t.”  

“Doctor… what is happening?” Leela asked.  

“You may be able to take me down before I reach my TARDIS, but not before I can reach 

a switch. I will take this whole ship with me before I am dragged back to Gallifrey in chains. I 

swear it.” Hedrin said quietly, shaking with adrenaline.  

“Let him pass, Leela,” the Doctor instructed, uncertain she would listen.  

“Doctor, he speaks falsely. I can smell it.” Leela remained taut as a bow, ready to fire at 

her target.  

“Perhaps, but we cannot afford to be wrong with the crew of this ship. Oh, let him pass. 

We have found him before and I’d wager will again.”  

 Hedrin walked slowly and stepped into his wall locker, turned briefly, and nodded before 

shutting the door. The Doctor sighed, and Leela lowered her guard as Hedrin’s TARDIS faded into 

the vortex without a sound. Leela sheathed her blade and sat next to the Doctor on the bed, 

resting her head on his shoulder.  

“There, there. Wouldn’t be a hunt if it was easy, eh?” he said, draping an arm around her 

while staring out the porthole at the moon below and Saturn’s glorious rings beyond. 
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Nagoya, Japan 

Early Edo Period 

AD 1618 

 

The Gaijin, as he came to be known, knelt in the center of the simple room in a simple home in 

the shadow of the Daimyo’s castle. The man was powerfully built and wrapped in multiple layers 

of a dark kimono; his katana and wakizashi lay neatly at his knees. His head was shorn clean and 

his mind troubled. The sliding paper doors were open to the garden, and the sun had begun to 

set over the horizon reflecting from the beacon’s spire as it stood staked deep in the garden’s 

soft earth. The tool of Rassilon was still calibrating its agonizing calculations to the others 

throughout time. The soft dusk bathed the evening in peace and the sounds of insects.  

Meditation did not come easily to the warrior’s unquiet mind his master had often told 

him. “All the more reason to practice quiet as often as the blade, Gaijin,” Honorable Musashi-san 

would often say. The man focused on his breathing; he could taste the blossoms in the garden 

and hear birds in the trees which swayed in the wind. Distant sounds of the harbor would echo 

up the mountain at times, and he felt a connection to the wider world in those rare moments. 

He acknowledged the ache in his knees, and his weariness from his recent travels then allowed it 

fade as he refocused on a sound in the distance. A grinding wheeze could faintly be detected. He 

has come at last.  

Hedrin stood and slipped his blades back in their place before retiring the kitchen to 

prepare tea. The Gaijin walked the garden to find the Doctor passively examining the beacon in 

the background, no jokes or glib comments—he simply turned to regard Hedrin with a serious 

look. There wasn’t much time. The Doctor wore his wide-brimmed hat and scarf but held his long 

jacket in his hand due to the warmth of the evening. He had that ineffable quality to seem 

completely at home wherever he stood. He often played the fool but carried a deep darkness 

within him, that Hedrin could see now very clearly. Tea was set in the precise center of the 

garden, and Hedrin poured a cup ceremoniously for his visitor. The Doctor folded his long legs 

under him and scanned the cup with his sonic device while raising an eyebrow towards Hedrin.  

“I have not poisoned your tea, Doctor. I seek only to talk, for now.” 
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“How very kind, but given our history, I believe caution to be the better part of valor; 

don’t you think?” the Doctor flashed the trademark wild smile.  

“How is the tea?”  

“Delightful, thanks so much. I’ve disabled your TARDIS, you know. Now don’t be cross; I 

felt it may help us focus.”  

The Gaijin could not help but wince, the arrogance of his enemies’ demeanor was 

designed to throw his opponents off balance. Hedrin had learned to see things from a detached 

point of view, but the Doctor was no less maddening in the years since they’d spoken last.  

“I’ve no intention of running. I came here to find a measure of peace and prepare myself 

for our final meeting,” Hedrin said, sipping his own tea slowly, trying to shift back into a serene 

state.  

“Well, that can be taken a number of ways. So what will it be: have you come to your 

senses and wish to face your actions with honor or are we leaning towards further violence, eh? 

I’ll tell you a secret; violence will only ever' make things worse.” The Doctor leaned forward and 

whispered with a finger alongside his nose. “Shh. Don’t tell anyone I said; that’s just between us, 

eh?”  

“You don’t understand, Doctor…” 

“Oh, I believe I understand just fine. My friend is dead because of your actions, and you 

wish to share with me a few decades of rationalizations. Nothing you can say will let me stand 

aside as you risk everything and everyone just because you’ve had your last regeneration and 

fear what comes next. Spare me your grand insights; even this delightful tea won’t settle my 

stomach after that drivel,” the Doctor snapped— a face of rage that passed back into an uneasy 

smile as the emotional storm passed.  

“And Leela; where is your current pet now?” Hedrin asked through gritted teeth. Calm 

falling away all too quickly as he felt the weight of time and uncertainty in the pit of his stomach. 

“I am here, old one.” The Huntress stepped noiselessly out of the shadows of the garden, 

dressed in a dark kimono with a bokken—a wooden katana sword—balanced easily in her grasp. 

“I will beg you a final time to leave me in peace. I have no wish to harm you, but this 

moment has been prepared for. You have disabled my TARDIS. I beg you destroy it and leave me 

to my reward. I will live out my lives once again on this out of the way planet that I’ve grown to 

love. If you cannot muster that grace…” Hedrin stood, slowly drawing his katana with the ease of 

practice.  

 The Doctor stood and placed his hat back upon his head, throwing a length of scarf over 

his shoulder. “And I ask a final time for you to surrender to face the consequences of your 

actions. Without that, you will never have peace. I seem to remember telling you that once, and 

nothing has changed between then and now. I must disable the final beacon. There isn’t much 

time left.”  

A wry smile played across Hedrin’s face; the fruit of his efforts was mere moments away. 

“It matters little what you want, Doctor. Any moment now, the beacons will join across time and 

space, and the Rend Engine will grant me power and endless life. I will not allow you to disable 

it.”  

“And we cannot allow this reckless gamble to run its course.” Leela raised her weapon.  

“I see. Then I beg you use a real blade, Huntress, said Hedrin. “The bokken is for practice, 

not battle. You are a true warrior, and I wish to give you the honor of an even contest.”  
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“The Doctor asks that I not kill; I have learned the wisdom of this traveling with him. All 

life, even that of an enemy, is precious. We all have our part to play.” Leela settled into balanced 

stance and swung the bokken with measured ease before casting a cold glance at Hedrin. “I do 

plan on hurting you quite badly if that makes any difference. And I have grown weary of your 

words.”  

 Hedrin nodded with a smile and stepped carefully into the center of the garden; the first 

bursts of the beacon’s light gleaming against his blade. He could almost feel it reaching out to 

him. He heard the birds and light breeze of the summer evening. He saw his opponent breathe 

easily as she stepped with grace a few meters away, bokken raised before her. She carried the 

weapon as if born to it. The warriors circled each other, looking for an opportunity to attack. 

 The Doctor ran to the beacon and began to take its measure and fight its defenses with 

his red-tipped sonic device. 

 “You’re too late, Doctor,” called Hedrin without taking his eyes off Leela. “The Rend 

Engine is primed. In minutes, I shall be renewed.” 

The whine of the device rose and dipped as the Doctor struggled to analyze and defeat 

decades of firewalls and defenses before the ancient relic established its signal with the rest 

scattered throughout space and time. 

“Don’t you understand?” the Doctor called without looking up Time, as always, was 

against him. “One millimeter off target and the Rend Engine will destroy everything. Rassilon’s 

toys should have died with Rassilon.” 

Hedrin released a slow exhale before his blade flashed out twice, taking his opponent’s 

measure. Leela flowed like a river around the strikes and closed the distance with her own strike 

at his knee which was parried. Leela spared a look to the Doctor whose brow was furrowed in an 

intense concentration like she had never seen before. She flashed forward, feet shifting suddenly 

and surely as he blocked a series of three strikes, slicing small nicks in the hardened wood of her 

bokken. 

They broke and circled slowly again. A pillar of light shimmered into existence behind 

Leela. It began creeping towards Hedrin. 

“Don’t let it touch you, Leela,” called the Doctor. The pillar of light drew ever closer to its 

target. “Your calculations were wrong, Hedrin. Step into that light, and it will mean catastrophe 

for everyone.” 

“You’re lying!” Hedrin heard the Doctor’s sonic interface losing ground to his electronic 

defenses. He could hear the sweet rise of power in the beacon—he was moments away from a 

new life “You can’t stop me now.” 

Leela was all that stood between him and the light. Her incessant circling was drawing 

him away from the light. How to get back to it? 

He shifted directions—closing as a feint while slashing for her stomach; Leela slipped 

away again and brought the bokken down on his knuckles. He felt several fingers break but kept 

his grip tight and his mind in the moment. Pain now didn’t matter. Just a few feet behind Leela 

was his redemption. He charged forward with a flurry of precise strikes which were barely 

dodged and deflected at the last instant before they struck home.  

The unified light from the Rend Engine’s beacons burned behind Leela. The Doctor 

desperately sidestepped the slow release and fought to stem the tide; sonic device working 

feverishly. A low drone of energy could not only be heard but felt by them all. 
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Leela regained her balance; eyes wide from the spectacle. The Huntress of the Sevateem, 

with new determination—aware she was all that stood between the universe and destruction, 

she turned to press the attack. Her feet were a blur as she struck again and again, changing 

angles with every instant.  

Finally! She made a mistake. Hedrin’s hearts raced. Her weapon was raised too high for a 

downward strike; years of practice taught the Gaijin that once deflected, she would be 

defenseless for his killing strike. This was it. His moment of triumph after what seemed an 

eternity in exile. All wrongs would finally be set right. He took one final breath and swung a 

death blow at Leela. 

Shock and horror washed over Hedrin as Leela’s battered wooden blade met his own 

katana and smashed through it as if it were made of glass. The last thing he remembered was 

trying to run past her to the light as her bokken screamed towards his head.  
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Ministry of Justice 

Gallifrey 

 

The fugitive woke on his back staring up at the burnt orange sky of Gallifrey. He was bound to a 

stretcher with soldiers dressed in crisp crimson uniforms posted nearby. The Doctor and Leela 

sat nearby at a small table on a landing of the Ministry of Justice building eating a light meal with 

tea. Leela wore a crimson flowing dress, and the Doctor simply wore a light white shirt and 

signature scarf.  

“Doctor, the prisoner has awakened!” Leela beamed while savoring her tea.  

 The guards moved the stretcher into the upright, seated position and reported to the 

Ministry that the prisoner was ready to face formal charges.  

“Good morning or, rather, evening, sleepyhead! I was just telling Leela how much you 

would appreciate seeing this sunset before your sentencing. As far as sunsets go, they don’t get 

much better, eh?” the Doctor leaned back in his chair regarding the spectacle.  

“The engine… did it…?” Hedrin managed through the piercing pain in his skull.  

“Hmm? Oh no; I’m afraid not. Very nearly though. Unfortunately, we had no choice but 

to wait until the final beacon began its connection before I could shut it all down. Your 

calculations were good, but not good enough. They weren’t so bad that the universe would have 

been destroyed, but it very nearly ended in catastrophe for the planet and solar system you 

claimed you cared so much about,” chided the Doctor.  

“And my blade…?” Hedrin snapped.  

“Ah yes, I replaced it the night before, when I disabled your TARDIS. Took a bit of doing to 

get the weight right, but the end result is what matters, don’t you think?” The Doctor dusted 

cake crumbs from his scarf before turning fully to regard the prisoner. “Wouldn’t want you harm 

yourself or, worse, Leela if you backed her into a corner—I do hope you don’t mind.”  

“You could not face me on equal terms. I must say that surprises me, Huntress,” Hedrin 

said.  
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“That would have been very foolish of me. You are clearly better with that weapon. Think 

it through, old one. We have spent weeks hunting you; I would be ill-advised to waste such effort 

on pride. What matters is that you will pay for your crimes,” Leela replied.  

“Weeks? Mere weeks…?” Hedrin laid back, defeated as the concept washed over him.  

 

***** 

 

Standing before the Ministry of Justice as they droned on with their flowing robes and elaborate 

headdresses, Hedrin centered himself in a measured breath after hearing his sentence. A strange 

peace had settled over him. No matter the outcome, he would not trade the decades he lived 

across time for anything, but he would never again be free. He had taken a life in his greed so 

long ago, and a price must be paid. He knew that now. Hedrin ignored the prattle of the judges 

and turned his head to stare outside the window as Leela and the Doctor meandered across the 

red grass field to the TARDIS. They seemed to regard the sunset a final time before casting a final 

look at the ministry building. Hedrin could only imagine the subject of their chatter, but they 

laughed easily in a way only real trust and time could bring. They seemed so small, so frail, even 

happy. The Doctor held out a hand to Leela before making their entrance to his battered old 

TARDIS. As Hedrin watched the blue police box fade into the vortex, realized how alone he was 

now—an old man at the end of his final regeneration.  
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