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 belt of stars spanned the TARDIS’ scanner screen, parading a dozen lifetimes of 

dreams and discoveries. The Doctor gazed out at the near-infinite vista and 

contemplated its incredible scale. Even for a Time Lord such a sight never lost its 

spectacle. Countless planets and beings spun out across a dozen fiery bodies, together 

forming the renowned Gamma-Magna Star System. Each and every one of its stars and satellites 

was a window onto untold curiosities – curiosities which would, however, remain largely 

untouched by the lone time traveller. In spite of having several regenerations in hand, the 

Doctor knew full well that he would barely be able to skirt the surface of these many worlds 

before his time finally ran out. 

 As the Doctor allowed that last, somewhat melancholy thought to linger for just a 

moment too long, he found himself facing the spectre of his own finitude. He was now in his 

ninth incarnation: a little more serious-minded than his previous self, perhaps a touch closer in 

personality to his first three incarnations than to any of those that had followed. Seasoned and 

well-travelled he was hardly a youngster anymore, but then again wasn’t age a state of mind? 

 Too much time alone, thought the Doctor. That was why he was dwelling on his own 

mortality and not out there right now, exploring some untouched part of the universe for 

himself. It had certainly been a while since he had had any sort of company; and if his 

regenerations had been spent rather more frequently than he might have wished, then his 

travelling companions had come and gone even more quickly. Most of his assistants had been 

happy to travel with him, and some might never have left him if circumstances had been 

different. But a few, a very few, had led him to question his lifestyle and his actions. Was that 

why he was now travelling solo? To avoid awkward questions? 

 Something caught his eye from across the console room. There, hanging from a small 

hook just above one of the wall-mounted roundels was a simple moonstone necklace; it had 

belonged to Silver. As he recalled his former companion a twinge of something almost like guilt 

caught him across his chest. Massaging the spot roughly equidistant between his two hearts, the 

Doctor gave himself a moment to remember Silver properly. She deserved that much at least. In 

his company she had grown from being an orphaned teenager to a confident young woman, 

ready to take her place in the world. Indeed, he was very proud of what she had become – or 

rather who she had become. Their parting had been unintended, and in not having the chance 

to say goodbye to her properly there was a sense of regret left hanging in the air, at least for 

now. To be sure he missed her, but then he missed all his companions. And, in any case, he’d 

been meaning to visit… 



THE DOCTOR WHO PROJECT  SEASON 36 

 
 6 

 Abruptly the Doctor’s train of thought was cut short by a sharp, almost metallic ringing 

sound, of the sort usually associated with telephone devices. Looking across at the console 

panel directly opposite to him, he could quite plainly see the seldom noticed and rarely used 

communication handset which he had somehow never got round to replacing. Saying that, it 

certainly hadn’t come with the original layout of the TARDIS, but for the life of him he couldn’t 

remember when or why he’d installed it. 

 Of course neither of these questions actually mattered. What mattered was that someone 

or something was trying to contact him. Moving towards the dull-grey telephone receiver a 

disquieting thought crossed his mind: Was it wise to answer the call? Another question he 

couldn’t answer. Wise or not he intended to find out who was calling him. 

 With a steady grip the Doctor took the receiver in his right hand and raised the earpiece 

to his right ear, positioning the mouthpiece just in front of his mouth. Pausing deliberately to 

draw a breath, he answered the call. 

 “This is the Doctor, may I inquire as to who is calling?” 

 Silence. 

 “I say again, this is the Doctor. Who is calling?” 

 Still silence. 

 “If you can hear me, I’m afraid I’m unable to hear you. I’m going to reset the receiver 

shortly. I suggest you try calling again then, perhaps on a different frequency or energy 

signature. Goodbye.” 

 With silence echoing in his ear the Doctor returned the receiver to its mount and waited. 

Just a second or so later the telephone rang once again. The Doctor let it ring three times before 

picking up the receiver. This time he said nothing. He only listened. 

 At first he thought he had been met by the very same wall of silence as before. This time, 

however, he could just make out a distinct ticking sound, similar to that of a large mantelpiece 

clock. Ever so slowly the ticking became louder until it was almost uncomfortable to hold the 

receiver to his ear. Then it stopped dead. And a voice spoke. 

 “The time is now nine twenty-five, precisely.” 

 “I don’t believe it,” murmured the Doctor, “it sounds just like the Talking Clock service 

they have back on Earth. Or at least they used to have it until…” 

 The voice spoke again, interrupting the Doctor’s observation. 

 “The time is now nine twenty-five, precisely. And time is running out for you, Time 

Lord.” 

 The Doctor dropped the handset like a hot brick and took a step backwards. Looking in 

utter astonishment at the receiver he turned about him, surveying the console room with a 

trained eye. There was nothing. He was quite alone. Save for the mysterious caller, whose voice 

could still be heard some distance from the receiver. 

 “The time is now nine twenty-five, precisely. It’s too late, Time Lord, far too late.” 

 Suddenly the receiver went dead. The dull, monotonous tone of the severed line calling 

out for someone to return the handset to its mount. As though he were handling a live explosive 

the Doctor slowly inched forward, picked up the dangling handset and gingerly replaced it on 

its mount. 
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 Taking another, closer look around the console room, the Doctor found that everything 

still appeared to be as it should be. Nothing was out of place and there was no sign of any 

damage. Could it have been a prank call? Some Earthlings got them all the time, sadly enough. 

But a prank call to the TARDIS? Who on Gallifrey knew his number? For that matter did he 

even have a number? He certainly couldn’t remember ever noting one down, never mind giving 

it out to somebody. 

 A disturbing question entered the Doctor’s mind. What if he’d only imagined what had 

just happened? If that were the case there were any number of reasons as to why, none of which 

were particularly pleasant. Rubbing his nose in thought the Doctor retired to the large armchair 

which resided in one corner of the console room. Pouring himself a cup of tea from the tea set 

beside the armchair he began to mull over the mystery telephone call. 

 All of a sudden a noise filled the console room; a rhythmic tolling which sent a shiver 

down the Doctor’s spine. It was the Cloister Bell. 

 Leaping to his feet the Doctor darted about the console, flicking switches and spinning 

dials. Something was wrong. Something was very wrong. Momentarily forgetting about the 

strange telephone call, he began poring over every inch of the console in a vain attempt to 

discover what had triggered the Cloister Bell. Without warning a localised explosion tore 

through the console, sending the Time Rotor juddering to a standstill and the TARDIS jolting 

across a brace of time tracks. Gripping the edge of the nearest control panel for dear life, the 

Doctor stretched across his hand to the blackened stump that had once been the 

dematerialisation switch, and threw it. Landing the TARDIS was his best hope of escaping 

whatever force was attacking him. A split second later and the Time Rotor actually began to 

move again, before agonisingly grinding to a halt. For a moment there was complete silence, as 

though the TARDIS were in the eye of some temporal storm. Then a noise that shook the 

console room to its foundations pounded the Doctor’s body, sending him crashing to the floor. 

Catching his breath in fits and starts he staggered to his feet, desperately trying with all his 

might to reach the smoking ruin that was the console. As his body finally failed him, his vision 

turned grey and his legs gave way beneath him. As the Doctor fell, the very last thing he saw 

was the walls of the TARDIS creaking and splintering like old wood, followed by a blinding 

light which dissolved his sight and left him suspended in a vast, open void of total darkness. 

The TARDIS was gone. 

 

***** 

 

The Doctor stumbled as the two Sea Devils pushed him forward into the centre of the cavern. A 

flickering scarlet glow filled the chamber, etching black and burgundy shadows into the distant 

rock walls. The glow was accompanied by heat – sharp, searing heat that cut the moisture from 

the air and sucked it from one’s lungs. The chamber was big – larger than the Doctor first 

realised. The entrance Syreux had led the party through was just one tiny crack in the granite, a 

sliver-like opening that disappeared into the thickening shadows as the Doctor was led further 

into the cave. The hellish glow spilled like molten blood across the smoothed floor; a vast 

expanse of levelled stone that radiated out from the far centre of the cavern like a portrait of the 

sun. The Doctor, and the accompanying Sea Devils, walked now along one of the stone rays 
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towards the central area. In the gaps between these rays magma rolled and hissed several feet 

below like a caged animal. 

 Tall shadows leapt out of the bloody light towards the Doctor, long raking shadows that 

fell from a construction in the centre of the cavern. A tumble of stones, carved in spirals and 

concentric circles, a hedge of massive granite boulders like a ruined temple. And in its centre, 

casting a shadow darker than all the rest, a standing stone so dark it was virtually black, 

squatting unevenly in the middle of the hedge structure. 

 Syreux turned his scrolled head towards the Doctor and gestured, “The Domain of the 

Angelus, Doctor – our ally who desires the mammal race destroyed in favour of Earth’s true 

masters.” 

 

 The Doctor groaned and shook his head. “Syreux, listen to me – whoever, whatever 

your ally is, he isn’t telling you the truth. Humanity can be reasoned with. It is possible for you 

to have harmony. Don’t reject the teachings of your ancestors just because someone tells you to! 

Listen to your instincts, Syreux – if you start a war with mankind you will lose!” 

 No reaction played across the Sea Devil’s face, no expression, and no emotion. It was 

impossible to tell what was going on inside that reptilian brain. Syreux blinked slowly, “Come,” 

he said at last. “The Angelus would meet with you.” 

 The Sea Devils at his back pushed him forward with their rods. The Doctor stumbled 

forward again, the heat burning his lungs and pressing in on him like a clenched fist. The hedge 

loomed closer, a tangle of piled stones scratched with arcane carvings that spoke of a time 

before the coming of man. 

 As the Doctor was led along the tunnel, something clawed at the furthest reaches of his 

mind. It puzzled him. What could it be? Something. Some distant memory perhaps. Something 

that said, ‘no’. The thought was strange especially coming at a time like this. Now what? The 

Doctor shook his head and pushed the thought to the very back of his mind and concentrated 

on the situation he had found himself in. 

 The single black stone in the centre of the tumble of monoliths sat now before the party. 

It was black and glossy, warped and smoothed like an obsidian bubble suddenly trapped in 

time. The convolutions of its surface were spattered with the shimmering red light from the 

magma, making shapes and designs jump out suddenly and then just as quickly become sucked 

back into the infinitely dark mirrored surface. It was stone that radiated evil – and more. The 

Doctor could feel the clouds and lines of energy that swarmed around it and cloaked it like a 

shroud. Whatever it was, it was more than just a stone. 

 Syreux moved to stand in front of it, raising his webbed and taloned hands slightly as if 

supplicating the stone. His eyes glowed, and the familiar jangling of released psychic energy 

plucked at the edge of the Doctor’s perception. 

 The stone shimmered. The glossy surface, warped by swirls of undulating stone, shifted 

and moved. Bumps and edges flowed into each other, tumbling across one another as if 

suddenly liquefied. Then, an image appeared, extruding itself from the glassy stone like a piece 

of bas-relief. It was a face, a humanoid face. A vaguely disturbing image of a face elongated and 

distorted by the length of the stone. As the image slowly blurred in and out of focus it appeared 

to be… no it couldn’t be… a young woman. The Doctor rubbed at his eyes and stared at the 
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stone. The image blurred, changing, swirling like the time vortex itself. The eyes stared like 

gashes slit above the flat cheeks, a thin mouth framed by broad streaks and lines that tumbled 

away to be lost in the random bubbles and pocks of the rest of the stone. The slit-cut eyes 

glowed with an inner scarlet fire, and the mouth moved, puppet-like, to speak in a low, hoarse 

voice. 

 The Doctor recognised it instantly. There could be only one voice like that in the entire 

universe, only one voice that so encapsulated an insane lust for power and desire for 

destruction. It was the voice that had destroyed Traken, the voice that had tormented the exiled 

Doctor, the voice that had killed a Lord-President of Gallifrey, the voice that had killed and 

tortured millions, the voice that was the unmistakable, unbearable mouthpiece of Evil incarnate. 

  

 It was the voice of the Master. 

 “So, Doctor – as ever, we meet at last,” the low voice purred. 

 The Doctor looked up with flashing silver eyes, “You escaped the Planet of the Cheetah 

People...” It was a statement, rather than a question. 

 The obsidian mask chuckled, a dark growling sound, “Indeed – and with my TARDIS 

more or less intact; I have you to thank for that.” 

 The Doctor shook his head slowly. “How? You were trapped, infected by the Cheetah 

People’s own sense of home – you had nowhere to escape to, nowhere else you could call 

home!” 

 “Tut, tut my dear Doctor – you sound almost as if you truly wished me to have died on 

that barren and desolate world. Where’s your sense of forgiveness? Where’s that bleeding heart 

we all know and love?” 

 The Doctor hissed, “Your crimes are beginning to outweigh my ability to forgive...” 

 The mask laughed, roaring through stone lips, “Oh, my dear Doctor – it pains me to hear 

you condemn me so. Are you not even in the slightest bit curious as to my part in these 

proceedings? Will you try, judge and execute me in your mind before you have even heard the 

reasons for my actions?” 

 The Doctor cocked a suspicious eye at the stone, “And if I am curious?” 

 “Why then,” said the stone mask mockingly, “We shall sit down and discuss it over 

tea...” 

 “You’re certainly not here to help the Sea Devils,” demanded the Doctor. “What are 

your real intentions?” 

 “Ah Doctor, do you think I would be so willing to tell you why? You always were a fool 

Doctor,” retorted the Master. 

 The Doctor turned to face Syreux and the group of Sea Devils. “Syreux, would you trust 

a man who so easily committed genocide against an entire planet? He’s using you for his own 

evil purposes.” 

 By now, Ryga and his guards had joined the circle. 

 “Doctor,” began Syreux, “the Angelus has helped us enormously. He has been a friend 

to the Sea Devils.” 

 “He’s done this before. He used your Sea Devil cousins in one of his schemes, and they 

all ended up dead!” 
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 “Don’t listen to him,” intoned the Master. “I am your Master.” 

 “You are not our Master,” shouted Syreux. 

 The Doctor was desperate to convince Syreux of his warning. “Syreux, please listen to 

me. The Master – or the Angelus as you call him – is the most evil being in the universe. He has 

killed hundreds, enslaved millions; you’re nothing to him, except a means to an end to destroy 

humanity.” 

 All along Syreux had never truly trusted the Master, and the Doctor’s words rang true. 

Perhaps this Doctor person was right. The Master was not someone who could be trusted, or 

believed. Somehow, Syreux felt he could trust this Doctor person. “Doctor, I think you speak 

the truth. I believe you.” 

 The Master was furious. The Doctor was getting in his way again. Frustrated, he let out a 

baleful howl. “Ryga, you see how Syreux is weak. Perhaps it is you who should be in charge of 

the Sea Devils?” 

 By now, other Sea Devils had heard the commotion and had entered the chamber. They 

began to take sides as the argument between Syreux and Ryga escalated, dividing into two 

opposing camps: one led by the Master with Ryga at his side, the other headed by Syreux and 

the Doctor. 

 A Silurian entered the chamber, bowed and walked up to Syreux. “Leader, the humans 

are approaching the base. They intend to attack.” 

 “Syreux, you must talk with them,” pleaded the Doctor, who was somewhat puzzled to 

see a Silurian enter the room. 

 “Yes, Doctor, you are correct. I will go and speak with them.” 

 “Syreux, take Tamara with you,” said the Doctor. “She will take you to the human’s 

leader. You must talk to them. You must get them to avert any bloodshed.” 

 A thought suddenly struck the Doctor. What was Tamara doing here? Confused, he 

could feel a distant memory was gnawing at him again. 

 In the meantime Syreux left the chamber, leaving the Doctor and those Sea Devils loyal 

to Syreux to face Ryga’s coup. 

 “So Doctor, you might have won this battle, but you have not won the war,” chided the 

Master. “Ryga, attack the traitors!” 

 Ryga and his followers stormed the other group of Sea Devils. Brother fought against 

brother, some with fists and some with the power of their minds. Grasping his chance for 

revenge quite literally, the Master sprang and grabbed the Doctor around the throat, his 

bloodlust barely controllable. In the blink of an eye the tables were suddenly turned, as the 

Doctor used the Master’s momentum to flip him onto his back, causing him to lose his grip. 

Scrabbling to his feet the Doctor pivoted to meet his opponent head on, but failed to avoid the 

Master lashing out at him with one leg. Stumbling forward the Doctor lost his balance and 

found himself flat on his back. Once more advantaged, the Master grabbed a nearby piece of 

rock and twisted his body, bringing the heavy weight smashing down on the Doctor’s head. 

Clutching at his temple, the Doctor tried to push the pain from his mind, barely registering that 

the Master was raising the rock once again to deal him the final blow. 
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 Without warning the scene before the Doctor began to blur and spin. He put his hands 

to his head – what was going on? Everything around him was turning and tumbling. His head 

hurt terribly. The world spun faster and faster and faster. The Doctor yelled out, “Help meee…” 

 

***** 

 

The Doctor shook his head to clear his vision. He was back in the TARDIS again, or at least a 

place that looked like his trusted time machine. What on Gallifrey was happening to him? 

Clearly he was under attack, but by whom and to what end? More questions and still no 

answers. 

 First things first, thought the Doctor. If this place wasn’t the TARDIS, then what was it 

and where was it? Time to find out. Producing his sonic screwdriver, the Doctor directed a low-

frequency sound beam at the friction seals around one of the console’s control panels. With the 

seals temporarily disabled the Doctor lifted free the upper portion of the panel. What lied 

beneath the seemingly normal console beggared belief. 

 Wool. Yard upon yard of wool – and absolutely nothing else. Shaking his head in 

astonishment the Doctor probed the nearest strand with the tip of his sonic screwdriver. It 

certainly responded like wool, but it also confirmed to him that the room in which he stood was 

no more than a shell; a simulacrum in appearance only. In substance it was a fraud, and an 

elaborate fraud at that. 

 Moving towards the roundel from which an obviously fake moonstone necklace was 

suspended, the Doctor continued to scrutinise the room. When last he’d seen it an explosion 

had scarred the flooring and walls, and left the console itself a burnt-out wreck. Now all was 

restored to its usual condition – at least on the surface. And that gave him an intriguing idea. 

 The Doctor remembered that when artificial intelligence machines were first developed 

on Earth, the question had been raised as to how an artificial intelligence could be distinguished 

from a naturally-occurring intelligence. Put another way, if a machine could walk and talk and 

act just like a human being, wouldn’t it be, for all intents and purposes, a human being? So, 

mused the Doctor, if he were to follow that line of argument, and this mock-up TARDIS 

‘looked’ just like his real TARDIS, he should be able to… 

 The telephone rang. Its interrupting chime cut across the Doctor’s reasoning like an 

eclipse blocking out the sun. Moving swiftly he picked up the handset and simply listened. 

 “The time is now nine twenty-five…” 

 “Didn’t you say that last time?” snapped the Doctor, speaking before the mysterious 

voice could finish its message. “I mean, for a talking clock you don’t keep very good time. In 

fact, I’ve known London buses that keep better time than you. And some trains for that matter.” 

 “The time is now…” 

 “Oh do be a good clock and go to sleep,” said the Doctor, slamming down the handset. 

The phone rang again. With almost theatrical exaggeration he took his sonic screwdriver and 

pointed it at the phone. A moment later a plume of thick, inky-black smoke issued from the 

handset and the ringing stopped. 

 Then the pain started. It was a throbbing, searing pain that tore at every fibre of the 

Doctor’s being, dismantling the electrical signals in his brain and turning his mind into a 
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gaping, abstract space inside his head. Struggling to stand, the Doctor slowly limped towards 

his armchair, collapsing just short of it. As his vision died, the console room faded once more 

and again he was fixed in a web of utter blackness. 

 

***** 

 

“Private Dhaliwal, Sir,” announced the young soldier who had come to greet the Doctor and 

Taryn as they stepped out of the TARDIS. 

 Momentarily the Doctor lost his balance and clutched at the side of his time ship. 

Strange, he thought, he hadn’t felt disoriented earlier. It was as though he’d been thrown into 

the space he was now occupying – but that wasn’t possible, was it? 

 “Are you alright, Sir?” asked Private Dhaliwal. 

 Taryn turned to face the Doctor and helped to steady him. “Yes, you do look a bit pale, 

Doctor.” 

 The Doctor rubbed at his temples. “No, no. I’m fine. Just a little dizzy there for a 

moment.” 

 “You’re sure?” asked Taryn. 

 The Doctor stared at Taryn as if he were seeing a ghost from his past. 

 “Doctor…?” 

 The Doctor patted Taryn on the arm affectionately. “Not to worry my dear, I’m okay. 

Let’s get back to what we came here for.” With that he pushed past Taryn and headed down a 

pathway. 

 The TARDIS had landed part-way up a mountainside on one of the islands between 

Vancouver and Vancouver Island. A large construction crane had somehow been installed and 

a number of UNIT soldiers were performing various duties. The crane was pulling something 

heavy out of a chasm in the rocks. As the Doctor and Taryn were led to a vantage point the 

Master’s TARDIS, in the shape of a Redwood tree trunk, was extracted from the gaping opening 

and deposited onto the ground. 

 A man in his early fifties approached. “Captain Spring,” he introduced himself shaking 

the Doctor and Taryn’s hands. “You’re the expert,” he said to the Doctor. “What do we do 

now?” 

 “Have you got the TARDIS locator?” asked the Doctor. Captain Spring handed him a 

small device with blinking lights set into it. The Doctor stepped up to the giant tree trunk and 

slowly walked around it, all the while keeping a careful eye on the locator’s readout. “This is 

the Master’s TARDIS alright,” said the Doctor. “I’m getting some odd readings from it, but I 

think this is definitely it.” 

 “Well, we can get a helicopter in here in twenty minutes,” said the Captain. He 

motioned to his adjutant who hurried off towards the communications centre. “What say we 

have ourselves a cup of coffee and you can fill me in on just what’s so special about an old tree 

trunk?” 

 As the Doctor was regaling the soldiers with stories about Lethbridge-Stewart in 1970s 

London, he noticed a movement out of the corner of his eye. Private Dhaliwal was making his 

way towards the Master’s TARDIS. As he got near it, he reached into a trouser pocket. A small 
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spot on the surface of the TARDIS began to shimmer, exposing the lock. “No,” shouted the 

Doctor. “It’s the Master. Stop him!” 

 Everyone looked as Dhaliwal’s features blurred and rearranged themselves into the 

chubby bearded image that they had all been told to keep on the lookout for. Captain Spring 

didn’t hesitate for a second before breaking into a run towards the Master. Several other 

soldiers followed suit. The Master put a hand into one of his jacket pockets and pulled out what 

looked like a small water pistol. He aimed it at Spring, who was closest to him, and pulled the 

trigger. Instantly Spring’s face and neck were covered in a viscous liquid which quickly turned 

stringy. He screamed and fell back, his skin breaking out in a series of large, green lumps. In 

turn the lumps began to multiply, constricting his breathing and forming a bulging mass of 

tumours about his throat. 

 “Wait,” ordered the Doctor, causing the other soldiers to halt their advance. 

 “Varganic Acid, Doctor,” said the Master. “Distilled from the Varga plant. And highly 

concentrated.” 

 “Be careful,” warned the Doctor. “That’s a deadly poison.” 

 “Now Doctor,” purred the Master, “just let me go in peace and I’ll be out of your hair.” 

 Suddenly a soldier appeared behind the Master and kicked the pistol from the Master’s 

hand. The rest of the unit rushed him and in seconds the renegade was him face down in the 

dirt with his hands behind his back. 

 “You make sure he doesn’t get away,” commanded the Doctor as he helped Captain 

Spring to his feet. 

 “I’ve got to get this man the antidote, and quickly.” 

 The Doctor and Taryn helped Spring into the TARDIS. Once inside the Doctor activated 

the pull-out bed and Captain Spring was made comfortable on it by Taryn. In the meantime the 

Doctor rummaged through his medical kit for the correct syringe. He read the label quickly, 

snapped off the protective lid and jammed the needle into Spring’s arm. A thick fluid was 

plunged into the infected man’s body, who immediately let out a yell of pain and collapsed into 

unconsciousness. 

 A moment later and Spring began to convulse, his body flailing about wildly. Then he 

started vomiting a thick green, puss-like fluid all over the TARDIS floor. 

 The Doctor stood transfixed to the spot, momentarily confused. This was wrong. Spring 

shouldn’t be reacting like this. The Doctor didn’t understand what was going on. 

 “Doctor, for goodness sake help him!” screamed Taryn. 

 But all the Doctor could manage was, “No, this is wrong, all wrong. I gave him the 

antidote.  It should have worked. I don’t understand.” 

 Spring started to choke as he threw up more of the green fluid. 

 Taryn grabbed the Doctor and shook him violently. “Doctor, help him. He’s dying.” 

 “No. This can’t be,” shouted the Doctor as he began to fumble amongst the items in the 

medical kit. “This is all wrong. This isn’t the way it’s supposed to be.” 

 Taryn was panicked. She rushed to Spring’s side to help him. 

 The Doctor found what he was looking for in the medical kit and rushed to where 

Spring was lying on the floor. 

 “Hold him down!” 
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 Taryn grabbed hold of dying man as the Doctor jabbed a syringe into Spring’s neck. 

Spring convulsed, shot bolt upright and yelled out with all his might. Then he fell back to the 

floor and passed out. 

 Taryn turned and looked pleadingly at the Doctor, “What did you give him?” 

 “Verdurix, it’s a potent anti-histamine agent.” 

 Taryn looked down at Spring, who seemed to be asleep. To her relief the green lesions 

were already starting to disappear. 

 “Are you sure it’s safe?” asked Taryn. 

 “Yes, I’m sure. He must have had an allergic reaction to the antidote, but the Verdurix I 

gave him will counteract the reaction. He’ll be fine in a little while.” 

 Taryn sighed, “Thank God for that.” 

 Rising to his feet, the Doctor looked down at Spring’s now sleeping form. Instinctively 

he became aware of Taryn approaching him. He turned to face her. 

 Taryn reached up and slapped the Doctor hard across the face. 

 “Ouch!” the Doctor gasped, “what was that for?” 

 “What do you think? You just about killed him, Doctor.” 

 “Huh?” 

 “Doctor!” 

 “Something’s wrong here. It doesn’t feel right.” 

 “No kidding. You almost killed someone with your blundering and I slapped you across 

the face.” 

 “No, no, no. That’s not what I mean.” 

 “So what do you mean, Doctor? Because right now you’re not making any sense at all.” 

 The Doctor shook his head as though to clear it of some inner confusion. He looked 

Taryn squarely in the face. “I mean this. This whole scene before us. This isn’t what happened.” 

 “Huh? What are you talking about? What does ‘this isn’t what happened’ supposed to 

mean?” 

 “Exactly,” replied the Doctor.  

 Taryn was now rapidly becoming very frustrated. She still had no idea what the Doctor 

was talking about. “For the sake of my sanity do please explain yourself. It’s bad enough 

tackling the Master as the main course without having to play mind games for afters.” 

 “I’ve been here before, Taryn.” 

 “No, you couldn’t have been.” 

 “Yes, I have, and the first time Spring didn’t almost die.” 

 “Doctor, you’re scaring me.” 

 “And…” the Doctor paused, gathering his thoughts before continuing. “And my dear, 

you shouldn’t be here either.” 

 Taryn shivered with fear. “Doctor, now I know you’re crazy. 

 The Doctor patted Taryn comfortingly. “I’m sorry Taryn. I don’t mean to frighten you, 

but this whole scenario is wrong and I have this sneaking feeling that someone is playing games 

with me.” 

 Suddenly the air was filled with a scornful laughter. 

 “Oh aren’t we the clever one,” a voice said, emanating from all around. 
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 The Doctor spun around. 

 Taryn, Captain Spring, the TARDIS, everything began to shimmer and fade into 

nothingness. Laughter filled the air once more. Taryn screamed and was gone. There was 

nothing but a white void. 

 “Where have you taken her?!” bellowed the Doctor. 

 No reply. 

 “I demand to know. Where have you taken Taryn?” 

 More laughter followed, and then a little child appeared in front of the Doctor. 

 “Hello there,” said the Doctor, “and who might you be?” 

 The little girl giggled and began to skip around him. 

 “A-tisket a-tasket, a green and yellow basket. I sent a letter to my love and on the way I 

dropped it.” 

 The little girl laughed. 

 “I dropped it, I dropped it; yes, on the way I dropped it. A little girlie picked it up and 

put it in her pocket.” 

 The Doctor reached out to grab hold of the little girl but she simply faded into the void. 

 Once again there was laughter. 

 “Okay, very funny,” called out the Doctor. “What’s going on here?” 

 Still no reply. 

 “Oh alright. Be like that. Don’t answer.” 

 Laughter. 

 “Look whoever you are, you might as well speak to me.” There was no response. “Fine, 

have it your own way.” 

 The Doctor stood in the white void turning left, right, back and forth. Nothing. 

Absolutely nothing for as far as the eye could see. 

 “Well, I can’t stay here all day,” the Doctor said to himself. “I might as well see if I can 

find a way to get out of this place.” 

 The Doctor put a finger in his mouth and pulled it out, sticking it in the air as if testing 

for a breeze. Not really expecting there to be one anyway, the Doctor twirled the same finger 

about before finally pointing it straight ahead. He began to walk. 

 The Doctor walked for what seemed like ages. It was difficult to judge distance in the 

void; there was nothing to indicate his surroundings or the time. 

 As the Doctor walked further forward a white fog began to swirl around him. It grew 

thicker and soon he couldn’t see more than a few feet in front of him. The fog clung to his body, 

enveloping him like a blanket. It was damp and cold, and its frigid vapours lapped at his skin, 

leaving behind a sheen of moisture. He pulled his overcoat closer to him to keep out the 

dampness. 

 The Doctor continued forward. Somewhere in the distance a fog horn rang out. He 

found this odd, but not knowing where he was, he supposed anything was possible. The fog 

continued to surround him. Then it began to spin. He tried to keep his balance but the rotating 

vortex of white nothingness spun faster and faster and faster. A sound came out of the fog. A 

hollow, empty sound of misshapen words, bound by confusion and mockery: 
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 Hickory, Dickory Dock, 

 The mouse ran up the clock, 

 The clock struck one, 

 The Doctor fell down, 

 And broke his crown, 

 And we all lived happily after. 

 

 Then laughter. And spinning. And more laughter. The Doctor fell unconscious to the 

floor. 

***** 

A loud ticking sound brought the Doctor back to consciousness. The interior of the TARDIS had 

again been restored, only this time he was lying supine, a foot or so from his armchair. And, 

oddly enough, he was clasping a strand of wool in his right hand which ran from the exposed 

section of the console. Intriguing, thought the Doctor, things had obviously been set back to how 

they’d been left when he was last attacked. Sitting up, he put his hands to his temples and lightly 

massaged them. He could still sense the pain that had gripped him earlier, even though it was 

no longer present. 

 As the Doctor considered his next move, the ticking sound which had previously 

awoken him became louder still, prompting him to look towards the source of it. There before 

him was a large and quite incongruous mantelpiece clock, fixed atop a tall wooden stand. 

Looking more closely at the timepiece the Doctor realised that it not only bore a standard clock 

face, but a human face as well. Eyes (or eyelids at least, since the eyes themselves were closed 

tight), nose and mouth were all present and correct. Even the surface of the clock face had a 

skin-like quality to it. Peering more closely, the Doctor leaned in until he was but a hand span 

from rubbing noses. At that very moment the eyes of the clock snapped open, making the 

Doctor flinch. The face began to speak. 

 “Introductions are in order, I think. My name is Finneas Shamus O’Reilly. I spoke to you 

earlier via your telephone, but you rather rudely interrupted me. I must say I was very upset. 

However, I’m prepared to put that behind us now and start afresh. You, my good Sir, are in a 

great deal of trouble.” 

 “Trouble!” snapped the Doctor as he drew himself up to his full height. “I’m being 

assaulted by an unknown force, my TARDIS appears to be no more and I’m presently trying to 

untangle what looks and feels exactly like a waking nightmare – and you’re telling me I’m in 

trouble? I strongly suggest you avoid stating the obvious and start by explaining what you’re 

doing here, wherever ‘here’ might be.” 

 “I had heard that Time Lords could be sensitive,” observed Finneas, “but you really are 

the definite article. As for ‘here’, ‘here’ is where ‘here’ is meant to be, no more and no less.” 

 The Doctor inwardly sighed. This battle of wits was going to get him nowhere. Time for 

some diplomacy. 

 “Okay, let’s begin again. First, I apologise for snapping at you. Second, you’re quite 

right, I am in trouble. So, in a nutshell, can you help me?” 

 “Perhaps, perhaps,” muttered Finneas, an expression of concentration slowly etching 

itself across his face. “You see, as you’ve gathered, you are indeed in a state of mental limbo. 
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How this has happened is less clear. Patently your ship was attacked, indeed infiltrated by 

some kind of powerful phenomenon. It could have broken in somehow, I suppose, or simply 

entered undetected for that matter. But it did get in at some point. Do you get many visitors? 

 “Occasionally,” answered the Doctor, a quizzical look on his face. “Why do you ask?” 

 “This attacker may well have breached your defences by being carried inside your vessel 

by another life form. I think you can safely say that whatever or whoever it is, they are a 

hitchhiker, and a vicious one at that.” 

 The Doctor looked around him as Finneas finished his explanation. “So, am I to gather 

that I will, at some point, be attacked again?” 

 “Depend on it. So, an answer you must find, otherwise the attacks will grow stronger 

and, at the finish, I’m afraid the result will be somewhat one-sided.” 

 “I see,” remarked the Doctor. “Well then, there’s no time like the present. Let’s start by 

seeing if the tables can be turned on this…” 

 A sudden spasm caught the Doctor unawares, paralysing him completely and blotting 

out his thoughts. He could see Finneas mouthing something to him – but what was it? A 

command? A warning? Engulfed by an awful, deafening silence, the Doctor willed his last 

ounce of energy to hold onto that final image of Finneas, before the world around him 

descended into absolute darkness. Strangely enough, the final thing Finneas was trying to 

convey to the Doctor looked very much like the word ‘remember’. 

 

***** 

 

Nobody heard the rending of space-time as the Gallifreyan ship slipped through a gap in reality 

and settled at a rakish angle onto a crumbling strip of bitumen glorified as a ‘service road’.  

Only a security camera, its output unmonitored, watched as a pair emerged from the odd-

looking blue box. 

 Silver fidgeted inside the unfamiliar clothes. “This cover’s good?” 

 The Doctor was distracted by his surroundings and the young girl who stood before 

him. 

 Silver stared at the Doctor. “Doctor, are you sure this cover will serve our purpose? 

 “Hmm…” 

 “Doctor?” 

 “Sorry Silver. I was somewhere else. Let’s see… according to the TARDIS’ memory 

store, two Earth administrators from the Mars colony, Jeremy Stein and Linda Pilling, were due 

to land here this week. They never arrived.” 

 Silver nodded. “And these Earth administrator people, they just turn up, check the 

books, ask if there are any problems, and leave again?” 

 “Basically, yes.” 

 “Remind me, why do we need cover?” 

 “The Adrastea Colony’s had many problems – it’s only been settled for twenty-six years, 

and in that time there have been half a dozen asteroid hits, a major seismic disruption, a gas 

leak, two supply ships lost in action and three virus outbreaks, one of which was quite nasty. 
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The long-term settlers have become highly suspicious of strangers, in fact they’re dangerously 

paranoid about what’s going to go wrong next.” 

 “So if we walked in unexpected, we’d be treated with hostility? Arrested?” 

 “We’d probably be killed before we had a chance to be arrested. The colony’s 

administration has apparently reintroduced the death sentence for fairly minor crimes – 

Adrastea doesn’t take prisoners.” 

 “Ugly.  So, when we ask if there’s a problem, if they say ‘yes’, what do we do?” 

 “It joins the list we already have to deal with.” 

 “Point taken. Any idea where we make our official entrance?” 

 The security camera watched impassively as the male figure of the bogus Stein motioned 

for his companion to follow him down the service road. 

 A kilometre or so of barren farmland later and the pair had reached the gated entrance 

of the colony’s main settlement. Immediately the time travellers were met by a squad of armed 

guards, each one brandishing a laser tube. 

 The Doctor stepped forward, his right arm outstretched to shake the hand of the nearest 

guard. “Nice to meet you, the name’s Stein, Jeremy Stein. This is Linda Pilling. We’re with Earth 

Admin and we’re here to do a routine check-up of the colony. Here are our credentials.” 

 The Doctor produced a weighty document which he proceeded to unpack. As he did so, 

however, the papers within become detached and fell to the ground in a chaos of black and 

white sheets. One of the guards panicked and opened fire, disintegrating most of the papers 

instantly, and rendering what was left unreadable. 

 “Oops,” chipped in Silver. “Not to worry, we have a spare set.” With that she produced 

another, equally heavy collection of documents. 

 “A second set?” said the Doctor in a puzzled voice. “What are you talking about? There 

is no second…” 

 A look of horror briefly passed across Silver’s face before she rallied herself and 

continued. “Please ignore my colleague, the trip here was rather exhausting and he really needs 

to rest. He’s not as young as he used to be, that’s for sure.” 

 One of the guards actually smiled at Silver’s quip, and she quickly advanced her patter 

with some harmless flirting. 

 “You guys must have to train hard for this job, I mean, from what I’ve heard the 

Adrastea Colony is a real tough one – frontier stuff, just like back on Earth in the old days.” 

 “What are you gabbling on about?” interrupted the Doctor. “There is no second set of 

documents. In fact, there was never a first set – none of this should be happening. And you 

shouldn’t be here… This, this is wrong. Absolutely and completely wrong. I’m not meant to…” 

 Silver grabbed the Doctor and motioned for him to be quiet. “Doc,” she whispered, 

“you’re going to get us both killed!” 

 “What are you pair whispering about?” snapped one of the guards. 

 “It’s like I said before,” began Silver, fighting to conceal the panic in her voice, “my 

colleague here isn’t feeling so good. Please don’t take any notice of him, he’s just having one of 

his turns.” 

 “Poppycock!” shouted the Doctor. “I’m no more having a turn than the man in the 

moon. But I know who is having a turn – and it’s you, all of you. Because you’re all wrong.” 
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 The Doctor’s voice lowered to a conspiratorial whisper. “This shouldn’t be happening. 

In fact, this never happened; it’s a counterfeit, a fake. Of course, that’s it, there’s something at 

the edge of my…” 

 The guard who had earlier snapped a question at them stepped up to Silver and levelled 

his laser tube directly at her head. “If you don’t shut up pretty soon I’ll waste you and your 

friend where you stand.” 

 Silver began to visibly shake. The strange, cylindrical weapon was pressed against her 

right temple, its stubby muzzle making an impression on her skin. The Doctor paused to 

consider what was happening. Was he so sure that this ‘moment’ wasn’t in fact real? Could he 

risk Silver’s life? Silver’s… 

 Looking at his young companion, the Doctor’s expression suddenly froze as hard as 

steel. A question framed itself in his mind. “How do you know me?” he asked, his tone utterly 

hollow. 

 “What?!” Silver blurted out, hardly able to believe her ears. 

 The guard threatening Silver visibly tensed, his laser tube pushing ever harder against 

her temple. 

 “How did you come to be my companion? Because you see I’m really not at all sure you 

know the answer. And if that’s the case, this situation is far more dangerous than I thought.” 

 Tears began to well up in Silver’s eyes. Her voice trembled as she spoke. “I… I don’t… 

know… what you’re…talking about. Can’t you… see what’s happening, what… you’re doing?” 

 The Doctor nodded. “I know what I can see and I know it’s wrong. And I know that 

you, the guards, even the very ground I’m standing on is wrong. It’s all wrong. But I can’t 

remember…” 

 Abruptly the Doctor stopped speaking and began rubbing his eyes. “Remember… yes, 

that’s it, I’ve got to remember something… but what was it?” 

 All of a sudden the guard pointing the laser tube at Silver snatched his weapon away 

from her head and pointed it determinedly at the Doctor. “I don’t know who you think you are, 

but you’ve had you’re warning.” 

 The laser tube began to whine alarmingly, its power pack charging the release unit. As it 

reached critical-discharge level the sky around the group began to darken, as though an eclipse 

of the sun were taking place. In the same moment the temperature plummeted and a howling 

gale blew up, its freezing wind tearing against the Doctor’s skin and forcing him to squint 

against its onslaught. With dust and debris hurtling around him, the Doctor could only just 

make out the figures of Silver and the guards, clothed in an eddy of grime and dirt that was 

whirling ever faster about them. But that was only half of the horror. 

 With a gasp of incredulity the Doctor realised that their faces had changed into terrible, 

featureless masks. The people before him were mere shells, animated frames and no more. So, 

thought the Doctor, the nightmare has finally revealed itself. As the true nature of what was 

happening began to dawn on him, the scene blurred and darkened still further until he was left 

stranded in a cold space absent of light. It was then that he lost consciousness.  

 

***** 
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A blurry image came into the Doctor’s view. It was of a clock with a human face. Waking with a 

start, the Doctor suddenly understood what Finneas had been trying to tell him. He addressed 

his bizarre helper with a look of resignation. 

 “I can’t remember, Finneas, I really can’t. This force is too strong for me. I need more 

than just an act of memory to help me.” 

 Finneas remained unwavering in his advice. “You must find a way of leading yourself 

back here, Doctor. You must consciously recall this place whilst you are in the void of memory, 

for that is where you are at your weakest and that is where you are being drawn by your 

attacker. Find a link, any link to this place. Then you can fight back. Your life depends upon it.” 

 The Doctor nodded in simple acknowledgement and turned back to the console, his face 

clouded with doubt. He had fought enough mental battles to know where this one was heading 

if he didn’t find a solution soon. Searching the console his eyes fell upon the control section he 

needed. In that precise moment the all too familiar feeling of agony started to course through 

his body, followed in quick succession by a veil of unrelenting darkness. 

 

***** 

 

The Doctor and Mortimer had reached the floor that Commander Compton’s office was on.  The 

Doctor peered down the hallway in both directions to make sure there were no guards around.  

When he was satisfied that the path to Compton’s office was safe, he indicated to Mortimer to 

follow him. Reaching the office door the Doctor reached to turn the handle. It was locked. 

Before the Doctor could ask Mortimer to use his skills on the door, his companion had already 

crept forward and was steadily picking the lock. It made a small clicking sound and then 

Mortimer slowly turned the handle, opening the door to Compton’s office. He stepped into the 

office and quickly looked around. It was empty. Mortimer indicated to the Doctor that it was 

safe to enter. 

 Mortimer’s tone was wary. “Compton’s not here, Doctor.” 

 “Damn,” was the Doctor’s laconic response. He and Mortimer moved towards 

Compton’s desk and began to look through the paperwork stacked on top of it. “This is 

frustrating.  I was sure he’d be here.” 

 Unbeknownst to either the Doctor or Mortimer, a small panel in the wall slid silently 

aside and Compton stepped out. “But I am,” he replied. 

 The Doctor and Mortimer spun around to face Compton. He was standing in front of 

them, revolver in hand. They froze where they were, not daring to move. 

 “Ah, there you are, Compton,” replied the Doctor mockingly. “I don’t think you’ve met 

my friend, Mortimer the cat.” 

 Compton did not reply, but asked, “What do you want, Doctor?” 

 The Doctor stood looking puzzled for a minute. Something seemed wrong. 

 “I…I…” he stammered. 

 Mortimer poked at the Doctor’s side whilst staring fixedly at him. It wasn’t like the 

Doctor to be so reluctant to confront an enemy. 

 Compton stared at the Doctor as though he were some kind of lunatic. “Yes? Do speak 

up.” 
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 The Doctor rubbed at his temple as if there was some sort of memory trying to get out 

but couldn’t. He had a feeling that something wasn’t quite right, but chose to ignore it for the 

moment. 

 “I think you know why I’m here, Commander. I want to know who you’re working for, 

and I want to know who’s kidnapped the Brigadier and has been trying to kill him.” 

 Compton laughed. “Do you think I’d tell you just like that?” Compton laughed again. 

“I’ve heard all about you Doctor, but I never realised you were so stupid.” 

 “Excuse me?” asked the Doctor. 

 “Only a fool would have come back here unarmed, not knowing what to expect.” 

 “What makes you think I’m unarmed?” replied the Doctor. 

 Compton roared with laughter. “It’s time for the pair of you to say bye-bye.” Compton 

pulled back the trigger and aimed his revolver straight at the Doctor and Mortimer. 

 “Now!” shouted the Doctor. 

 Mortimer sprang into action, picking up the chair from behind Compton’s desk and 

throwing it at Compton. The Doctor dived for cover. The chair slammed against Compton, 

taking him by complete surprise. He fell against the wall, dropping the revolver to the floor. 

Mortimer pounced and the two of them were quickly locked in a struggle. They rolled against 

the office wall.  Compton tried to shove Mortimer away, but instead the latter held on tightly as 

the two of them tripped over the upturned chair. 

 The pair fell to separate spots on the floor. Leaping up, Compton jumped on top of 

Mortimer and struck his face. Mortimer yelped at the stinging blow, but managed to kick with 

both paws, throwing Compton back across the floor. 

 Paws? Mortimer? thought the Doctor. What on earth was happening here? As the 

questions rebounded in his head, the Doctor had that nagging feeling again. There was 

something he had to remember – but what was it? 

 Compton rolled and ended up landing beside the place where his revolver had earlier 

fallen. In a flash he picked it up, turned, and backed towards the large picture window behind 

his desk. 

 Mortimer sprang back up and tried to charge at Compton, but before got the chance to 

strike Compton had raised his revolver and fired. The bullet missed Mortimer by a whisker and 

embedded itself in the wall. 

 “That’s far enough Mr. Scott,” shouted Compton. “Doctor, you can come out now.” 

 “No, no, no, no! This isn’t right!” yelled out the Doctor as he stood up from behind the 

planter under which he had taken cover. 

 Both Compton and Mortimer stared at the Doctor. 

 The Doctor turned and looked at the two of them, staring intently. “This isn’t right at 

all.” 

 “What in heaven’s name are you talking about?” asked Mortimer. 

 “I’ve been here before, but I can’t remember.” 

 Mortimer was taken aback. “Doctor, what are you saying? 

 The Doctor stared at Mortimer as if he were trying to remember something. 

 “Doctor, are you okay?” 
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 Compton had had enough of the Doctor’s silliness and raised the revolver towards the 

two intruders. 

 Incredible, thought Compton. He had aimed the gun towards both of them and all the 

Doctor could do was to simply standing there, lost in thought. 

 “Think, think, think!” bellowed the Doctor as much to himself as anyone else. 

 “Doctor…” 

 Something deep, distant and lost was stirring in the farthest reaches of the Doctor’s 

memory. He glared intently from Mortimer to Compton and back again. He faced Mortimer. 

“Since when have you been a cat?” 

 Mortimer just stood there, dumbfounded. 

 “I said, since when have you been a cat?” asked the Doctor for a second time. “Come on, 

answer me.” 

 Mortimer didn’t know what the Doctor was up to but decided to reply. “Doctor, I’ve 

always been a cat, ever since we first met.” 

 “And where and when was that?” 

 “Oh come off it Doctor. You don’t remember that?” 

 “No I don’t,” replied the Doctor, his tone deadly serious. 

 Compton interrupted the little exchange, waving his gun about. “Doctor, I’ve had quite 

enough of this stupidity.” 

 “Shut up Compton!” the Doctor snapped, silencing him at a stroke. “Answer my 

question, Mortimer.” 

 “Oh for God’s sake,” sighed Compton. “Answer him.” 

 Mortimer sighed.  He had no idea what the Doctor was planning. 

 “We met at Doctor Hu’s garden party, remember. On Earth.” 

 “I don’t think so.” 

 Mortimer was nonplussed. “Surely you remember, Doctor?” 

 “No, I’m afraid to say I don’t. And since when was your last name Scott?” 

 “Oh come now Doctor. It’s always been my name. Mortimer Scott.” 

 “No, I don’t think so.” 

 “What!” retorted Mortimer. 

 “No. Sorry, but this is wrong. You’re wrong. Your name is wrong. This whole scene is 

wrong.” 

 By now Compton was becoming deeply tired of all this tomfoolery. “What the hell are 

you talking about Doctor? I’d heard you were an uncommon man, but I must say I never 

expected you to be quite so, well, bizarre.” 

 “As I said before, this is all wrong. And I have been here before. But not with you, 

Mortimer. I knew something was wrong the minute I realised you had paws.” 

 “What?!” Mortimer was thoroughly confused and not a little worried. “Doctor, are you 

quite all right?” 

 “Oh I’m fine. But this isn’t.” The Doctor gestured at the scene before him and turned to 

face the sky outside the office window. “Alright. Whoever you are. You can stop this now. I 

think I know what’s going on.” 
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 Mortimer stared at the Doctor, but Compton had had enough of this. He raised the gun 

he was holding once more. 

 He pulled the trigger back. 

 The Doctor realised what was happening. “Compton, stop!” 

 A shot rang out. 

 Mortimer staggered backward… 

 “NO!” 

 … and fell to ground. 

 The Doctor rushed to his side.   

 “No, no, no! This is all wrong. Completely and utterly wrong.” 

 The Doctor picked up Mortimer in his arms and cradled him. “Stop this,” the Doctor 

shouted out at the sky. “This is all wrong. You’re not supposed to die.” 

 By this time Compton had found his way to the Doctor’s side. His gun at the ready and 

aimed directly at the Doctor’s head. 

 Compton squeezed on the trigger. 

 The Doctor cried out. 

 And then all went black. 

 From nowhere a chuckle could be heard. 

 

***** 

 

A blob of light bobbed up and down in front of the Doctor’s face, slowly coming into focus. It 

was the reflection of the TARDIS’ scanner screen, or more precisely the fake TARDIS’ scanner 

screen, still displaying the Gamma-Magna Star System. Next to the console was Finneas on his 

wooden stand, and yet again the Doctor was holding a strand of wool in his right hand. 

 “I tried to remember, Finneas, I did try, but it wasn’t quite enough. Wherever I’m being 

taken is on the other side of a… sort of mental wall. When I’m there I don’t remember any of 

this, but when I’m here…” 

 “…you most certainly remember everything because you have respite – so you can do 

something!” rallied Finneas. “This place is a kind of stronghold for you, which you’ve 

generated as a refuge, or perhaps more accurately as an anchor in a storm. True, you cannot 

hide here forever, but the fact that you have this place is already an achievement. Clearly you 

are no ordinary Time Lord. Maybe that’s why whatever’s out ‘there’ wants to break you?” 

 “Flattery will get it – whatever or whoever ‘it’ happens to be – absolutely nowhere, my 

dear Finneas. In any case, I can well imagine why I’m being targeted and it’s not the first time. 

Right now I’ve had quite enough. It’s time to fight back. And I’m going to use this simulacrum 

of a TARDIS to do exactly that.” 

 Pacing around the console, the Doctor began setting the coordinates for a dangerously 

close orbit of G-M XII, the largest star in the nearby star system. With the destination set he 

began to access the fake TARDIS’ architectural configuration program. Presetting the program 

he selected a portion of the TARDIS to jettison and absentmindedly crossed his fingers. Turning 

to Finneas he gave the clock-being a look of final realisation. 
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 “If this place is purely a product of my mind, then so are you Finneas, which leads me to 

wonder about that phone call of yours – or was it mine?” 

 “Good point, Doctor. You have, I would venture to say, hit upon the very nub of the 

problem – and the solution. The call was a warning; and at the same time a mistake. The force 

which is right now attacking you has been probing your mind for a good while. At a 

subconscious level you were aware of this and thus sought to parley with the aggressor. So it 

was that you received the telephone call – a formal demonstration, as it were, of this unnamed 

force making contact with you. With contact made, by you lifting the receiver, it entered the 

TARDIS unchallenged and ultimately your very mind. Of course, it is difficult to judge at which 

point the real world was exchanged for this metal abstraction, but suffice it to say that the real 

TARDIS is quite intact and you are still very much inside it, albeit infected by this psychical 

invader. If and only if you can break the connection with this force will you and your ship be 

free.” 

 “Right again, Finneas. And this time I’m taking my Ariadne’s Thread with me – 

otherwise known as my seemingly endless ball of wool, carefully tucked away inside my trusty 

abstract console. It’s my mental guide, in a manner of speaking, and it might just give me 

enough of a link to this place to allow me to remember what’s happening when I’m caught up 

in another distorted memory. If I can find a mental exit, I can severe the connection and purge 

myself and my TARDIS.” 

 As the Doctor picked up the strand of wool he’d been clasping when he earlier regained 

consciousness, the pain struck once more. Gripping the strand with all his strength, the Doctor 

allowed himself to slip into a kneeling position. Taking a final breath he braced himself for the 

coming battle – perhaps his last, one way or the other. In his very last second of awareness, the 

Doctor could not tell if he had shut out the light by closing his eyes, or if the light had shut out 

itself. Whatever the truth, darkness had descended again. 

 

***** 

 

A freezing wind blew across the observation platform, making it difficult to catch one’s breath 

in the so-called ‘bird’s nest’ viewpoint, set atop the very summit of the Star-Gazer Institute. The 

Rector had chosen the platform as a rendezvous point since there was little chance of his 

meeting being overheard amidst the gale-force winds which routinely tore across the rooftop of 

the university’s astronomy centre. 

 Gazing out across the windswept horizon the Rector spied his appointee. Right on time, 

he thought, just as expected. The visitor drew closer, navigating the narrow gantry which led to 

the viewpoint. He wore a grave expression on his face to match the equally weighty overcoat he 

was using for insulation against the biting cold. 

 Once the Rector was certain that his guest was within earshot he began to speak. His 

tone was matter-of-fact, but there was an underlying edge to it which was somehow menacing.  

 “It’s a bitter night, but not without its benefits. On Terra Zentrum the stars are as 

brilliant as those seen in deep space. Quite a miracle of atmospheric engineering, wouldn’t you 

agree?” 
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 The Doctor offered a hard look in reply. “I’m happy you would allow such a 

development. No risk of time tampering, I imagine.” 

 The Rector visibly stiffened at the remark, his cobalt-blue eyes becoming as icy cold as 

the wind around him. “You would do well to keep such unnecessary and, if may I say so, 

unguarded comments to yourself, Doctor. May I remind you that you are a guest here. You may 

observe our world, but your opinion is quite unimportant.” 

 “Really? Then why invite me here? Given that my research has been sanctioned by the 

Star-Gazer Institute, I would have thought my opinion was valued. Especially when it comes to 

unravelling an incident which some of your faculty would be quite content to see collect dust in 

the remotest corner of your libraries.” 

 The Rector’s stare remained fixed upon the Doctor. His tone shifted, discarding the 

polite etiquette of the university chairman and becoming something else, something the Doctor 

would have almost called threatening. 

 “Listen to me carefully, Doctor. Along with its position as a stellar observatory, our 

world lies at the centre of a dimensional scar, if you will. It is a scar which must be guarded at 

all costs. You and your friends have already caused quite a stir since you arrived here. If your 

investigations continue to excite our small community, I will deem it necessary for you to leave. 

Failure to comply in this order will risk serious consequences.” 

 “Consequences? You mean innocent people vanishing across time and space? I think 

you’re saying far more than you realise, Rector. Perhaps it’s time you made things completely 

clear. I mean, we wouldn’t want any unpleasant misunderstandings, would we?” 

 A long silence ensued. The Doctor and the Rector remained staring squarely at each 

other, neither of them breaking eye contact for a second. The Rector finally answered. 

 “People disappear all the time, Doctor. It’s hardly an unusual state of affairs. However, 

if your studies so much as touch upon certain sensitive matters, I will see to it that your research 

is confiscated and that you and your associates are expelled from this planet. I think that ought 

to make things transparent enough for you.” 

 “Oh, quite transparent. In fact, it couldn’t be any clearer, a bit like your night sky. So 

clear, so…” 

 The Doctor paused. The wind around the viewpoint had abruptly picked up, 

disorienting him and giving him an overwhelming sensation of nausea. For just a second his 

vision began to blur, and he gripped his head with both hands as though it were about to 

become detached from his body. Then he thrust his right hand into his inside-jacket pocket and 

produced a ball of wool. Staring at the unexpected object a look of utter astonishment came 

across his face. The Rector was equally surprised. 

 “My, my, you really are quite the eccentric. I had heard rumours, of course, but 

speculation does not concern me. Empirical evidence, on the other hand, is hard to deny.” 

 “I… I put this here for reason,” muttered the Doctor. “It’s a ball of wool, but I haven’t 

knitted anything for centuries. Why would I have it with me? Why?” 

 The Rector’s sarcasm was blatant. “Perhaps you thought you’d knit yourself an answer 

to the Dol Crisis. I understand you’re well-known for woolly thinking.” 

 “No, no you’re wrong, you’re…” The Doctor’s voice trailed off as he became immersed 

in a spider’s web of questions and conundrums. Suddenly he remembered. 
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 “That’s it! It’s a way out. But why here? Why did my interrogator bring me here?” 

 “Our meeting is over, Doctor.” The Rector’s tone was knife sharp; his patience was at an 

end. “Heed my words well, and avoid upsetting our world. The results will be unpleasant for 

all concerned if you disregard what I have said.” 

 “NO!” shouted the Doctor, his voice driven by an intensity which made the Rector step 

back in shock. “No, this is wrong – this isn’t real, and this time I can see why.” He raised his fist 

to the heavens. “This time you’ve made a mistake, friend. This time you’ve got your coordinates 

very, very wrong. You’ve taken me into my own future. And that’s the wrong move to make 

with a Time Lord.” 

 The Rector placed a hand to his left ear and began to speak. “Security, we have a 

situation at grid reference zero-zero-one. Immediate assistance required.” 

 “Oh, please don’t bother,” said the Doctor, “I’m on my way out of this nightmare, and 

about time too.” 

 Holding onto the thread which dangled from the ball of wool, the Doctor threw the ball 

out over the surface of the domed observatory, letting it unwind down the side of the building 

until it came to an end almost a third of the way between the viewpoint and the ground below. 

Looking in the direction the thread had fallen, the Doctor could see a blue box standing at the 

base of the building. He had found the TARDIS. 

 “We’ll meet again, I’m sure of it,” yelled the Doctor, trying to make his voice heard over 

the ever-stronger winds which continued to buffet the viewpoint. “But next time it might well 

turn out a little differently, at least from my point of view.” 

 Before the Rector could answer the Doctor leapt over the guardrail and began to slide 

down the observatory’s domed roof. Reaching the collar-like wall which marked off the dome 

from the base it rested upon, the Doctor spied a maintenance ladder running down to the 

ground. In the blink of an eye he mounted the ladder and, placing his feet on either side of it, 

rapidly slid down it to the bottom. The TARDIS was only a few metres away. Dashing towards 

the time machine it was only as he reached it that he saw a familiar figure standing in front of 

its doors, barring his way. It was Tamara. 

 “What happened? How was the meeting?” Tamara’s voice was full of the same old 

curiosity that the Doctor remembered so well – and hurt to remember, because Tamara, his 

Tamara, was long gone. 

 “Sorry, I’ve had quite enough of block-transfer constructs, not to mention this rather 

tired resurrection, courtesy of my own memory.” 

 Tamara snapped back, a sense of hurt in her questioning. “Doctor? What are you talking 

about? You went to see the Rector, so what happened? Is he going to help us or not?” 

 “I learnt the truth, my dear. And I’m afraid the truth sometimes hurts.” 

 With a look which almost hinted at an apology, the Doctor pushed past Tamara and 

began to unlock the TARDIS door. As he did so, his companion lashed out, striking him in the 

jaw with her fist and sending him crashing to the ground. Quickly rolling aside to avoid a 

follow-up blow, the Doctor turned to face Tamara, a look of resignation on his face. “I did say 

the truth hurts, but I didn’t think you’d take me quite so literally. Or should I say ‘I’, since 

you’re a product of this sorry little nightmare, a product of my mind.” 
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 Tamara looked at the hand she had used to punch the Doctor. “That was a long time 

coming, Doctor.” She spat out the words with a venom that would have rivalled the deadliest 

serpent. “You never really understood me, even after all our adventures together. Why didn’t 

you see what I wanted? Why did you let me get so involved? Why didn’t you let me go?” 

 “Speaking in the past tense eh? Now that’s very interesting,” pondered the Doctor. “I 

think this nightmare may well be in retreat.” Giving his phantom interrogator a look of genuine 

regret the Doctor began to answer her. “I’ve spent more time than you can imagine pondering 

over those questions, my dear. In the end we all make our own choices, and so did you. You 

were a fighter, a doer, one of the very best. And I did let you go.” 

 The figure of Tamara began to shift, the outline of her body becoming fuzzy and 

indistinct. The Doctor went on. “It hurt when you… when your life was lost. It scarred both my 

hearts. What’s more, in spite of Grae’s intervention, what happened to you still nags at me. But 

life isn’t meant to be a dream, a paradise of always having what we want, when we want it and 

how we want it. I’m sorry for what happened, but there’s nothing else I can say or do – it’s 

done, it’s over. Goodbye, Tamara.” 

 The Tamara-phantom dissolved away into nothingness, and like the Cheshire Cat’s 

smile the merest impression of a quizzical look was left briefly hanging in the air. Turning aside 

from where his ghostly interlocutor had once stood, the Doctor rubbed his aching jaw and 

returned to unlocking the TARDIS door. Stepping inside, the Doctor could feel a cold draught 

emanating from somewhere deep inside the ship. The lighting of the console room was low and 

gloomy, as though it were running on emergency power. 

 The Doctor quickly surveyed the room. All was as it should be, apart from the upturned 

panel on the console, revealing the bizarre array of wool lying beneath, and, of course, the 

strange clock-face timepiece. 

 “Good to have you back, Doctor.” Finneas’ voice was genuinely welcoming. “You found 

your way this time, it would seem.” 

 “At least as far as my mock-up TARDIS. This time whoever’s after me chose the wrong 

scenario. To misquote the great Bard himself, the future is the undiscovered country – not a 

place to fight a Time Lord. Now, let’s see if we can get back to reality.” 

 Activating the Time Rotor, the Doctor set course for the red giant at the centre of the 

Gamma-Magna Star System, and once again crossed his fingers, only this time quite 

deliberately. 

 “What are your intentions?” asked Finneas. 

 “Well, I’ve been thinking about this situation for sometime, and I’m beginning to have 

grave doubts about how all this business started. For example, you told me that the TARDIS, 

and later my mind, were each in turn invaded by way of that prank telephone call – the same 

call that you, or rather me, seemingly hacked into in order to give me a message, however 

cryptic that message might have been. 

 “But that leaves me with a fairly serious question: How on earth did an aspect of my 

subconscious mind find a way into that call? I mean, if I were making use of some sort of energy 

wavelength to invade the TARDIS, disguised as a common or garden message, I’d have isolated 

it pretty thoroughly from any sort of hacking, Time Lord subconscious or otherwise. Which 
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makes me wonder if all these nightmares, my reactions and especially my debriefings with you, 

Finneas, aren’t part of the same trap. And there’s only one sure way of finding out.” 

 As the Doctor finished speaking the Time Rotor stopped and the scanner screen slid 

open to reveal the stellar inferno of G-M XII beyond. The TARDIS was now in fixed orbit 

around the mighty star, just out of reach of its dazzling power. 

 “If this is still part of my nightmare,” continued the Doctor, “it’s time for me to wake up 

for real. Which means purging myself of the poison in my mind.” 

 With a remarkable turn of speed the Doctor threw the switch that opened the TARDIS 

doors, picked up Finneas, wooden stand and all, and hurled the timepiece out into the fire of 

the red giant. A look of sheer horror etched itself upon Finneas’ face as he was drawn terribly 

and finally into the burning embrace of the star. Closing the TARDIS doors, the Doctor turned 

to the scanner, where the shrinking form of Finneas could be seen hurtling into oblivion. 

 A moment later and the console room was thrown into total darkness. The nightmare 

had fled. 

 

***** 

 

With a slight groan the Doctor awoke to find himself in his favourite armchair. Stretching his 

arms and legs, he stood up and went to examine the console. All the panels were in place, and a 

brief check of the co-ordinates revealed that he was still where he was when he had received the 

telephone call. Moreover there was no sign of an explosion – everything was quite normal. 

 Without warning the Cloister Bell began to sound, its deep note of caution echoing 

around the console room, followed by the now-ominous ringing of the barely-used telephone. 

 “Oh, I think we’ve had quite enough out of you!” exclaimed the Doctor, taking out his 

sonic screwdriver and transforming the telephone handset into a smoking ruin. “I never liked 

that phone in any case.” 

 A voice suddenly broke into the confines of the console room, its malcontent dripping 

from every syllable. 

 “You are my puppet, Time Lord, one way or another. You cannot escape!” 

 “Oh no? I think you’ll find I already have.” With that the Doctor tripped the 

dematerialisation switch, sending the TARDIS spinning towards the all too real red giant at the 

heart of the nearby star system. Drawing closer to the star’s superheated frame, the TARDIS’ 

scanner screen was soon displaying a single mass of nuclear fusion at work – but it was the 

magnetic field generated by the star which could help the Doctor’s plight. His attacker was 

concealed, but an ultra-strong field of magnetism was ideal for reading energy signatures. Now 

all he needed to do was to persuade his enemy to release some of that energy. 

“I tried this before in a nightmare and it worked a treat, so I don’t see why I can’t do it 

again. After all, if you fell for it once I don’t see why you shouldn’t fall for it again,” goaded the 

Doctor. 

 The invader’s voice shook with rage. “This exchange is not finished, Time Lord. A 

reckoning between us is coming, you may depend upon it.” 

 A burst of energy crashed against the TARDIS, sending it whirling dangerously close to 

G-M XII. Grimly holding onto to the console, the Doctor began tapping feverishly at the 
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controls, inputting the trajectory of the energy bolt. His face remained dead calm as he replied 

to his anonymous assailant. “Whoever or whatever you are, you’ll have to do better than cheap 

gimmicks to face me.” 

 Another energy bolt tore into the TARDIS, its deadly payload arcing and crackling 

around the shell of the time machine. 

 “Thank you, so very much,” said the Doctor, “two strikes gives me a triangulation point, 

ergo, a source of origin.” The Doctor looked at the execute button on the console and paused for 

a moment. “It’s not too often I do this sort of thing, but on this occasion I’ll make an exception.” 

 Pressing down firmly on the button, the Doctor activated the TARDIS’ architectural 

configuration software, and jettisoned a portion of its nearly-infinite interior. On the scanner 

screen a brief flare of light indicated where the released section had struck its target. Oddly 

enough there was no sign of debris. Only the ever silent voice of deep space. 

 “I think that should be the end of any prank calls, at least for the time being,” murmured 

the Doctor. 

 Suddenly feeling very tired, the Doctor made his way to his rest chamber, just a few 

yards down the corridor from the console room. As he reached the door to the chamber he 

noticed another door a little further along. It had been the door to Tamara’s bedroom, but now 

it was locked tight, a mere piece of decoration. For Tamara’s room had been the part of the 

TARDIS the Doctor had chosen to jettison. Turning away from the now defunct doorway, the 

Doctor entered his rest chamber and closed the door. 

 

***** 

 

Resting in his armchair, the Doctor was enjoying an intriguing book on practical ethics when 

the Cloister Bell rang out a single cry of warning and the Time Rotor ground to a halt. Rising 

from his seat the Doctor checked the console and activated the scanner screen. Strange, he 

thought, there was no sign of anything untoward. In fact, everything appeared to be normal. Or 

so it seemed until he turned to see his armchair was now occupied by a small, portly man 

wearing plain blue Time Lord robes and clutching an odd-looking device which looked like a 

large, silver coin. 

 The Doctor’s expression was one of astonishment and indignation in equal measure. 

Keeping his voice level he spoke first. “How did you enter my TARDIS without permission?” 

 The stranger’s reply was flat, betraying no emotion either way. “Your TARDIS’ security 

is wanting, Doctor. Gallifrey is concerned. Beware Doctor, there is great evil stirring once again 

in the universe, and it is seeking after you. Be sure that it will stop at nothing until you are 

dead.” 

 “What are…” Before the Doctor could finish his reply the nameless Time Lord moved a 

hand across the coin-like device in his grip and faded out of sight. As the last traces of the 

visitor vanished the Time Rotor began moving once again. 

 A look of concern passed across the Doctor’s face as he returned to his armchair. Closing 

the book he had been reading, he arched his fingers and stared ahead of him. All of a sudden he 

began to feel his age, as though the nightmarish battle he had only recently fought had 
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somehow drained him more than he had realised. Putting that dark thought out of his mind, he 

looked at the Time Vortex swirling on the TARDIS’ scanner screen and lost himself in a dream. 

 “I’ve had enough questions for one day,” said the Doctor to no-one but the TARDIS. 
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